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 CHAPTER 1 

The dark skies reflected my mood. Wande had gotten me pissed again and I had 

gone out to my newly acquired park in Wuse II to cool off as usual. She just could 

not let a man have peace. This time it was her feelings I was not considering. She 

did not even know the definition of the word after 10years in University of 

Greenwich!!!  

Ok, that was an exaggeration but I had reached my limit and I was PISSED. 

Going home to her sexy clad self in my favorite lingerie will push her 

„transgression‟ aside and I would fall into her arms like a lost puppy.  

I hated my weakness but I knew I was getting it tonight.  

Fool, I cursed myself. 

Taking a chilled glass of the bottle of Heineken sitting before me and watching the 

game on the big screen absentmindedly, I was brought back to the present by a 

boisterous laughter that stopped abruptly and continued again. It was that of a care 

free soul and I turned sharply at the sound. 

She was the one. 

Her mischievous self, holding her delicately painted long nails over her mouth and 

checking her surrounding as if she did not know her voice was loud and infectious. 

Her eyes shone brilliantly and her lips looked like they were screaming at me for a 

kiss as her pulled back hair accentuated her pretty face and her luscious lips….I 

could not get past that.  

I was not prepared for this reaction. 
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I looked at her and she met my eyes briefly, smiled directly at me before 

continuing with her date. I noticed then that she was on a date and felt an instant 

jealousy as she flashed another smile at him and he soaked it up. I took another sip 

and changed my seat. I was going to stare at her.  

Rudely too. 

**** 

I noticed the man in the deep blue shirt sitting at few meters away from our table 

staring rudely and intensely. I felt like I was under scrutiny and shifted 

uncomfortably trying to keep my eyes from roaming back to him. It was nearly 

impossible. Damian was engaging as well and I was enjoying his Eko city 

experience and how his chipped canine came about. An „ajebo‟, he looked cute 

saying it as his pink-washed lips opened to reveal the broken tooth that had 

chipped off when he landed flat on his face in the bus after his embarrassing 

attempt at entering a moving bus. That was the last time he was „adventurous‟. I 

could not help laughing.  

This was so refreshing. 

Thanks to Tope, I had a date after months of celibacy. Sadly I was not looking for 

anything serious. I needed a way out. 

„Get back on the horse‟ she said. She didn‟t say anything about riding it. I smiled 

more on the tales coming from Damian.  

I stayed calm as the man in the dark corner stared on. His thick black brows 

knotted at the middle of his nose bridge gave off a stern vibe and the timed gulp of 

his glass spoke volumes of a „mechanical‟ man. I could not see his eyes anymore 
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as the night came slowly feeling the cold air lick at my exposed arms. Damian 

must have noticed the Goosebumps and offered his shirt. 

„You are cold. Here‟ he stated calmly and I shone him another smile as he made to 

get his shirt off. I declined with a shake of my head. 

„You have a beautiful smile Baida‟ he said as he looked on. I blushed. Yes, I‟m 

light skinned with an Irish mother. Ergo I am capable of a blush. 

„Thank you Damian‟ I replied as we stared at each other for a while before 

breaking into an awkward laughter. He was not aware of the rude onlooker behind 

him. 

„Let me take you home‟ he offered and I accepted his stretched out hands. 

I saw him look at us as we passed by and I caught a glimpse of the man in the dark. 

His beards were perfectly groomed and his lips firm and tight as if he had never 

smiled or laughed in his life. Probably angry I concluded as we walked out into the 

cold dark starry night. 

He was definitely the one. 

**** 

He held her hand as they left. I was tempted to accost her and create a scene. I 

chuckled at the wicked thought. And what made them laugh in union after the 

stare?  

May he was her partner?  

I looked out and saw him hold out his car door for her as she entered and closed 

the door after her. I got up abruptly and decided on a whim to follow them.  
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He dropped her off in Garki II, off Dr. Ngozi Iweala Crescent, House 44. I saw her 

give him a tight hug and a peck as his hands went round her tiny waist that opened 

to her well rounded hips. I felt my jealousy hit the top of my Range. He shouldn‟t 

be touching her like that. I swallowed and watched her enter the gate after a wave. 

He waited for her and then did a dance as he walked to his car and drove off. 

I gave a tight chuckle at my baseless reaction. 

It was go time and I had made contact. 

I drove home. 

Wande had gone a notch higher. She was waiting on the covers naked and I could 

not resist. I should not resist. If she erred, it was only reasonable that she 

apologized accordingly and I forgive as obligatory. 

But this night was different.     

I saw the face laugh, I saw her frown and I saw him hold her. I kept thinking what 

it felt like to hold her.  

Her smell.  

Her skin against mine. 

I was distracted and I did not give my best performance.  

She sensed it. 

„Mchhheew‟ she hissed jumping off the bed after a lot of wrestle to get entangled 

from the covers. 

„What now?‟ I asked knowing exactly what the problem was. 
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„You are thinking of her, aren‟t you?‟ she accused.  

For the first time, she was right and I was surprised at my reaction to someone I 

did not even know. 

„Not again Wande‟ I rolled off the bed and was walking to the bathroom when I 

heard the sound of shattering glass. It was my mirror. I turned sharply to see what 

she had hurdled at the glass. Her Louboutin. 

That was it.  

I was done with her.  

Mother was going to chew my ears but I had to put my foot down this time. Why 

must I be the one to marry her anyways? Yomi and Femi were available as well.  

„You are the first son‟ speech by my mother was the reason I was plagued with 

Wande. I was fed up. 

„Get your things and leave before I come out‟ I said quietly as I entered the large 

bathroom.  

„You are a big fool Leke‟ she said as I left her ranting. 

Where did people get the „break-up‟ to „make-up‟ concept. I was damn tired of all 

the glues holding us together. 

I didn‟t come out until peace and quiet returned to the room. 

She was gone. 

The bed felt filthy and walked to my sanctuary-the other bedroom kept for nights 

like this. 
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The cool sheets reminded me of her. I was shocked at my reaction to a girl I was 

yet to meet.  

It was high time I met her. 
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 CHAPTER 2 

The morning was wet and cold. It had rained the whole night. I drove to Garki II 

with one purpose in mind. Meet the girl that kept me awake for most of the night. 

The drive took less than ten minutes and I found myself parked at same spot the 

„man dancer‟ had dropped her off.  

I waited. 

**** 

I did not feel like going to work today. I never feel like going to work these days. It 

felt like going to a war. Going to see my married ex and business partner behind 

his desk with littered photos of his ugly wife staring at me every time I had the 

misfortune of going into his office gave me weak stomach and severe headache.  

By the way, this misfortune happened very other day. 

„Resign already‟ was Tope‟s advice.  

That wasn‟t an option. He would win the last round too? He wasn‟t one to leave 

without a fight and I was ready to give him a taste of his own medicine. Moreover, 

he was way past redemption and was ready to let me take the fall for his greed. I 

wasn‟t going to „resign already‟. 

We started the interior décor company and had such great plans to get married, 

make it a family conglomerate yada yada yada….. It was a dream I was rudely 

awakened from after Harold our third business partner sold me his shares. Harold, 

Dan and I were all „wired‟ up for the life of entrepreneurs and had registered a 
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company immediately after school. It was such a happy time until the chips came 

crashing down. 

Stepping out, I noticed a strange car parked outside my gate. Wondering who 

would park out of my house this early and intentionally blocking my drive way 

darkened my morning mood the more. The hot coffee did not drive it away. 

I approached the low fenced gate and I saw a man step down from his car. 

„Hey!‟ I called thinking he was leaving his car parked there but was surprised to 

see him approach me. 

And when he got close, I was looking into the eyes of the man at the bar. I drew in 

the cold morning air sharply and relaxed. This was it. 

He looked better this morning. I stopped as I got close enough. 

This was a stalker or? 

He looked good and unruffled as if he had the world at his feet as he approached 

confidently. His steps were calculated and he sprang.  

He didn‟t walk.  

„Good Morning‟ he said coming to stop at the gate expressionless. His eyes fixed 

on mine. 

„Good Morning‟ I was alert. How did he know where I live? He must have 

followed us home. 

„You ready for work?‟ he asked as if that was the most natural thing in the world. 
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„Yes and you are in my drive way‟ I stated with a known look. He knew I 

recognized him then.  

„I came to take you to work and bring you back‟ he continued as if he didn‟t hear 

me. 

His self-confidence was annoying and admirable at same time. The firm lips spoke 

the words mechanically as if he were a robot without an atom of emotion. 

„What is your name?‟ I asked after a quick study. He did not look dangerous and I 

was not bothered about being kidnapped. I stayed alone in a 3bedroom terrace 

duplex with low fenced gate and no security guard. I took risks and more. 

„Leke‟ he said simply. 

„Alright. Let‟s get to work‟ I announced and smiled secretly as I turned to get my 

keys and bag from my car. This was a weirdo. Should be fun I mused as I made to 

get my bag. 

He turned and went back to the car. 

He brought it alive the moment I opened the „Madam‟s corner‟ door and got in. I 

thought I saw him smile but it quickly disappeared as I settled in at the back.  

„Where to Ma‟am?‟ he asked with clear sarcasm. 

„Metro Plaza‟ I answered with a smile. 

„Alright‟ and off he drove. 
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„So what do you do?‟ I asked starting a conversation with the „Leke‟ man. He was 

manly handsome and had the chest that God made for the head of a woman. Solid 

and comforting.  

Yes……..I noticed. 

„I stay at home‟ he answered simply as he powered the steering. 

„What do you do?‟ he asked looking at me through the rear mirror. 

„I make things beautiful‟ I answered as we looked at each other through the mirror. 

„I bet you do‟ he said with another piercing look before taking his eyes off the 

mirror. 

„How did you know where I live?‟ I asked taking my phone out. Tope left series of 

messages asking for my thoughts on Damian. He was cute of course but I did not 

want to dash his puppy love. I was not interested in him or any other man for that 

matter. The man I wanted worked with me and yet he did not exist for me.  

Damian had left a couple too. Lunch date when I had not digested breakfast? I 

declined politely. He did not have to know it was just a cup of coffee. 

„I followed you home‟ he spoke after few seconds past. 

„Of course you did‟ I made a call. 

„Debbie, get the cheque to the bank‟ I had received confirmation for presenting the 

postdated cheque to the bank. Lately, I have been diverting company funds into my 

personal account. This was not the agreement when we started the company but 

right now, they were no ground rules. If I brought in an independent account, I got 

paid independently.  



AfricanLoveStories Uneñ Ameji  Page 18 

 

They were my customers, it was my money. 

Dating me and marrying an unpleasant woman from his village behind my back 

had its silver lining after all.  

Obviously he was rooting for me on leaving the company to him. He got it wrong. 

I may have been „stupid in love‟ but affliction shall not rise the second time so says 

the Holy Book. 

I was going to run him out and run him down. I was scorned and he was going to 

get scorched. 

„Yes ma‟ Debbie said. I knew I could count on her discretion. 

We were at Metro plaza already. 

„So I close anytime I feel like. I will need you to come pick me up when I call you 

yea?‟ I said as I made to get down. The look on his face was delicious. He frowned 

and raised an eyebrow. I chose to maintain a straight face when I was dying of 

laughter inside. 

„Yes Ma‟am‟ it was forced. 

„Your number‟ I waited for him to call it but instead he collected my phone and 

entered his number in seconds. 

„Thank you Leke‟ I smiled then and got down. 

I walked to the entrance and felt his eyes on my back. It took the last of self-

control not to turn and see if he was staring. I hope he was because the walk was 

aimed at entertaining him with my backside alias la„hot! 
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Naughty me. 

**** 

I watched her walk away and broke into grin. She was more interesting than I had 

expected. Fearless and quick-witted. I did not expect her to get into my car without 

an explanation on who I was, how I came about knowing her house or producing 

an identity card for which I was prepared for. Her voice was calm and polished-

incapable of nagging. Her eyes were engaging and found myself stopping there. 

Staring at her chest would have been rude.  

And her lips….  

……I still could not get past that. The slim belt that gathered her waist in a delicate 

hold pronounced her hips that moved seductively as she walked into the building.  

I drove out and went to work. 

„I stay home indeed‟ I said out driving to my office at Plot 309, Alvan Ikoku 

Street, Asokoro.  

I had to check in though. 

Contact established. 
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****  

„I did not see your car in your spot‟ it was Tope. Lunch time at 1:15pm and she 

was here with lunch for me.  

„I have a driver now‟ I said with a wink. 

„Spill‟ she dropped the neat food packs on the glass center table in my office and 

rushed to take a seat in front of my large desk. I got it because I was hoping Dan 

and I would make an office bed out of it. You know office romance? Keeping the 

love alive? Ok, you do not. I was a fool and well……„kinky‟.   

I should get rid of it. Everything reminded me of him. And he was sitting at the 

extreme end of the floor in his own office.  

God help me.  

The hatred ate at me and any moment I‟d go bath him with acid. I jumped out of 

my killer thoughts when Tope gave the table tap. They were frequent these days 

especially since I overheard the „good‟ news-His wife was pregnant. 

„There is this strange guy that followed us home last night and today showed up 

offering to drive me to and from work‟ I said standing up to check the food parks 

that seeped delicious smell of grilled fish.  

„What? Babe abeg‟ she came to join me in the sitting area. 

„I dey tell you o‟ I said taking out a pack of noodles stuffed with shrimps and 

carrots instead.  

Home made it looked. 
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„Where you for know am from?‟ she was the pidgin voice of caution. 

„I do not‟ a forkful finding its way to my mouth. 

„So you just enter man car like that‟ she looked afraid on my behalf.  

„Babe, relax. He is cute‟ I joked. 

„What if him na kidnapper?‟ she wailed totally disturbed that I was not taking it 

serious. You should know that Tope is only serious when she speaks pidgin. 

„He is not. I need the distraction‟ I played the jilted card. It always got her to agree 

to anything I wanted. 

She fell for it and gave a sad knowing look. 

„Okay, please be careful abeg. All this kidnapper‟s gist dey real‟ she said and we 

ate amidst laughter. Damian was in love with me she informed over lunch. 

„And he told you this?‟ I asked smiling but not finding it admirable. 

„Yes‟ she said happily.  

„He never done for pot‟ I said dismissing him with a wave. Telling my friend he 

was in love with me without telling me first was a total turn off. Not like I needed 

any reason. 

„I know you don‟t like him again‟ she sensed. 

„You know me too well‟ I smiled as we hugged after lunch. It was time to pick my 

god son from school. 
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„Well, at least one man dey picture now‟ she gave a playful tickle and I pushed her 

away. 

Opening the door to the pregnant wife of Dan entering his office got my bile level 

up. Tope looked at me and I smiled through clenched teeth as we waved them. 

„Don‟t‟ I said before she opened her mouth. 

„When is our driver coming to pick you?‟ she swallowed her thoughts. 

„Now‟ and I made the call. 

„Hello Leke. I‟m done for the day. Come take me home‟ I said rudely into the 

phone and then went off. 

„Wow! Better go get a taxi or let‟s go pick Severin from school‟ she teased and I 

pushed her playfully as we laughed down the stairs 

„He will come‟ I said totally sure. 

„Alright o‟ she was gone minutes later. 

****    

 All day I waited for her call. It was 3pm and she calls finally. 

„Come take me home‟ I chuckled to myself as I picked my keys and made my way 

to the Central Business District.  

„She actually thinks I am her driver‟ I mused out but was cut short. Wande was 

waiting for me beside my car. She was sober looking and had her „forgive me love‟ 

face. 
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That was what it was………just a face. 

„Leke‟ she called. I did not miss a beat as I opened my car. 

„Don‟t go‟ she held on to my left arm and I shook it off mildly. I hated hands on 

my shirt 

„I am going out now. We will talk when I call you‟ I told her firmly. Gave a 

straight look and drove off. 

Saw her stand there for few seconds before heading to her car. I knew she was 

going to mother.  

She loved drama and I did not want to be the „John Dulome‟ in her little play. Titi 

rolled her eyes every time I mixed up the names of her favorite Nollywood 

characters…..actors. She would have my ears if I called them characters. I smiled 

and made a mental note to call her later in the day. Titi was my last sibling and was 

totally hooked on Nigerian actors and their movies.  

I smiled as I sighted the Metro plaza. She was nowhere to be seen and I made a 

call. 

„I am downstairs Ma‟am‟ I kept the smile out of my voice 

„Come right up to M16‟ she ordered. I had to smile then. 

I made my way to M16 after few turns and stairs on the 3
rd

 floor of the building. 

M16 was boldly written on the glass door that opened to the large chilled 

reception. I walked up to the receptionist to ask for no one in particular when she 

stepped out of her office with her jacket off. The tucked in chiffon sleeveless top 
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revealed her long hands and full breasts that gave slight jiggles as she walked 

towards me. I maintained a straight face and admired her frame.  

Her globes were perfect and bursting. They were hidden this morning. Now more 

than ever, I wanted her. Her smile told me she was up to something as I noticed the 

eyes of a pair at the other end of the reception on us. 

„Good Interiors‟ engraved on the wall length glass with silver-plated nuts hung at 

the back of the receptionist. 

This was the famous interior décor outfit that had Titi requesting for new throw 

pillows and arrangement after every ad. They had a brand and I was impressed. 

„Ready?‟ she smiled like we were conspiring and I looked around. We were on the 

spot light. I switched roles. 

„Yes dear‟ I said pulling her into my arms and pressing my length against her 

delicate frame. Her slender arms rounded my neck as I took in her scent and ran 

my hands down her back. She relaxed and whispered a thank you.  

„Thank you too‟ I whispered back and that got me a playfully tap as she stepped 

out of my arms and took my hand. Hand in hand we walked out. 

„See you tomorrow Deji‟ she said to the receptionist.  

 „Good night Ma‟ he replied looking interested in the display. 

„Your receptionist is too cute‟ I complained and she let her out signature laugh. 

„How was your day?‟ I asked as we walked down the stairs. 
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My hands left hers and we both walked separately to the car. I felt disconnected 

instantly.  

„Good day‟ she said as she made her way to the front this time.  

„The back seat is free‟ I teased and she smiled. 

„Why don‟t I drive you to the house? You can seat at the back this time‟ she said 

stretching out her hand for my keys. 

„I don‟t want you to drive me‟ I stated with a straight face. It was going to be 

difficult maintaining the aloof status for long if she continued like this. 

„I think you do‟ she collected the keys before I could make up my mind and held 

the door for me. I laughed then. 

„Seriously?‟ I asked amazed at her boldness. 

„Never joke about stuffs like this‟ she made a face. Her lips pouting. 

„Okay. Let‟s take you home‟ and I entered. Dropping her bag on the front seat, she 

got in behind the wheel and powered her on like she was long acquitted with 

Range. 

„What is your name?‟ I asked now that I sat at the back totally clueless on what 

next to expect. She wasn‟t the norm. 

„Baida‟ she replied with her eyes finding mine through the rear mirror.  

„What does it mean?‟ I asked. I like the way it sounded on her tongue in her voice. 

It was special. She was special. 

„Means Driver‟ she said and broke into a laugh.  
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„Light. It means Light‟ she said seriously as she sped pass a red light.  

„In a hurry to get home?‟ I asked. 

„Yes‟ 

„I am not‟. That got her to look at me.  

„Haha! I will slow down‟ she said. She didn‟t.  

Making calculated and skillful reverse, she had the Range facing the road in fewer 

minutes than I would have. She was a rough driver. 

„Making it easy for you‟ she winked as she got down. I got down too and helped 

carry her bags.  

„Thank you dear‟ she said as I followed her with her work bag that was heavy. 

Why do ladies carry heavy bags by the way? 

„Nice house‟ I stated as she opened the front door and we stepped into the quiet 

clean house. The smell was sharp and cold. Too airy I must say. The two-piece 

white cushion in front of her large screen was all the content in the sitting room 

with heavy embroidered curtains. The walls were adorned with large paintings. Her 

dining area was in simple Arabian rug and very low surfaced dark wooden table. It 

had the Chinese vibe. I do not think I will be having lunch here. My large legs 

would never fold the way the Asians sat cross-legged for hours.  

„Thank you‟ she said collecting her bag from me. 

„Glad to help‟ I stood suddenly tongue tied. I did not want to go just yet and I had 

no idea what to say. 
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„No drinks. I would have invited you in for some‟ she was dismissing me. 

„I don‟t want a drink‟ I said looking at her quietly. 

„What do you want then?‟ she asked looking at me with a blank expression. 

„I want to watch a movie‟ I came up with the lamest excuse ever. I mentally kicked 

myself. 

She laughed then. 

„I don‟t have movies. This is no cinema‟ she shook her head as she headed to the 

stair case. 

„I will be right down‟ she said and she climbed up. 

I waited and she came back down almost immediately in a pair of blue jeans and 

black t-shirt with her flats. Her hair was still in a bond but she had touched up on 

her make-up. 

„Where to?‟ I asked taken aback by her quick change. 

„You are taking me for movies and you are driving‟ she said handing me my keys. 

„With pleasure‟ I followed her out and the rest of the evening was great. Her 

energy was infectious and I felt myself smiling as often as she did-which was like 

every minute. 

„So who was the man with you last night?‟ I couldn‟t get the nagging question 

from my mind. 
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„Damian‟ she said simply as we walked hand in hand like a couple out of the 

Silverbird Cinema. We had seen a movie with a title I could n‟t remember. The 

smiles and closeness was all I needed. 

I felt like running my hands up her cheeks trailing her lips and planting them 

firmly with mine. This was lust. I didn‟t care. 

 „Who is Damian?‟ I couldn‟t resist pressing.  

„A friend‟ she said without further explanation. 

„Your special friend?‟ I pushed. I needed to know. 

 „Not yet. He may become one soon‟ she answered looking into my eyes as we 

approached the Range. 

„He won‟t‟ I stated calmly taking her hands she had long detached from mine. 

„You don‟t know that‟ she gave a smile 

„I do. I am the man that is going to make you mine. And mine you shall be‟ I 

declared playfully with a hand tug.  

„Hahaha! Very funny‟ she said throwing her head back. 

„We will see about that‟ I stated with a slight smile. 

It was 9 pm already. 

„Home yes?‟ I asked. 

„Yes please‟ she yawned. 

„Hungry or sleepy?‟ I asked holding the door opened for her. 
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„Tired‟ she yawned again blowing the air into my face.  

The effrontery.  

She was daring and was not afraid of me. It fascinated me. Everyone was scared of 

me, tip toeing around me and doing exactly what I told them to do. She did not 

even look like one that could take an order and the mere thought of making her 

mine alone was exhilarating. 

„Great. Now I know how your mouth smells‟ I made a face and she cracked up. 

„You are one funny dude‟ she said with her small voice. 

„Are you hungry?‟ 

„God, no!‟ she rolled her eyes with long lashes. 

„Good. Let‟s get Baida to bed‟. 

She nodded. 

„You stay alone Baida?‟ I asked suddenly afraid that something might happen to 

her as we approached her Crescent. What if she was compromised? 

„Yes. You have no place to live?‟ she asked resting peacefully almost sleepy. 

„I do. I am not comfortable with leaving you all alone in that house‟ I stated as an 

old friend would. 

„You should be‟ she said quietly.  

„I heard that‟ I said few minutes later. She gave a weak smile and we fell into 

silence as I drove her home. 
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„Thank you for a good time out‟ she said coming down from the car before I had 

killed the engine and walked away without looking back. 

She was a weird one. I watched her open her door and disappear from my sight. I 

was partially jealous. She did not give me a hug like Damian.  

I wanted that. 

The drive home took less than ten minutes and my phone buzzed immediately 

Andrew opened the gate for me. It was Wande. 

„Do you want to see me now?‟ she asked the moment I picked. 

„No‟ I answered more truthfully than I thought possible.  

„Well, speak to Mummy‟ she said and I could hear the smirk in her voice. 

„Good evening Mom‟ this was the drill. Report me to Mom and have me on 

speaker. This was not going to work this time. 

„Dear, how are you?‟ she asked sweetly buttering me up for her 11
th
 

commandment. „Thou shall marry Wande only and give me grandkids after nine 

months‟ 

„I am good Mother‟ I answered sternly acknowledging Andrew‟s greeting with a 

nod. 

„So Wande tells me you are not being nice to her‟ trust Mom to pour oil on 

troubled waters and use her diplomatic experience on me. Mother was diplomat 

and we travelled wherever her work took her. Dad was absent. He simply was not 

interested in having a family. 
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„Mother, I will be coming in soon. We would talk about this then‟ I pronounced. 

She was quiet. This was not business as usual. 

„Alright Son. I will be expecting you‟ she said after few seconds of silence. 

„Good night Mom‟ and I was off. 

„Sir, Yomi came in today‟ Andrew informed as I got down from the car. Yomi, the 

flamboyant-my younger brother. He was naturally high. 

„Great! Now I won‟t find you when I need you‟ I smiled at Andrew who looked at 

his toes. Yomi was his favorite of the brothers because he got to hang out and 

party. He was my errand boy but somehow he was family. He was good fellow he 

was. 

„Not going to disappear Sir‟ he said shyly. He remembered last time. 

I thundered when he was missing for couple of hours straight. He got the message 

or I hope he did. 

„You had better not‟ surprisingly I was not ticked. I was in a good mood. 

And out came Yomi. 

„Hey Big Bro!‟ he called giving a slight bow with his forever slanted shoulders 

before enveloping him in a tight hug. 

„Nice surprise. Didn‟t tell me you were coming in‟ 

„Yup! I decided at 4pm I wanted to come in for the weekend‟ he stated. 

„Good. Stay outta trouble fast boy‟ I ruffled his bushy head and in we went. 
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I was going to listen to tales of Lagos Babes over glasses of good stuff in the 

snooker room. 

The tales kept coming but my mind was on her. I wondered what she was doing 

now. Was she asleep yet? Did she sleep with her hair in a bond? In pjs or gown or 

nude….. 

„………….so she is coming on Saturday‟ Yomi was saying. 

„Who is coming?‟ I  asked. 

„Sandra‟ he looked surprised. 

„I am sleepy. We talk some more tomorrow‟ I gave him a firm grip on his shoulder 

blade and went up.  

I needed a clear head for tomorrow. 
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 CHAPTER 3 

The cold bed kept me awake for the better part of the night and well, Leke. He 

came in at the exact time I needed him. The tight hug was more out of gratitude for 

coming as at when he did than actually loving his lean torso. I loved the look on 

Dan‟s face.  

Yes……he was jealous and suspicious. Just where I wanted him. 

I turned and the cold sheets reminded me why I needed another body in my bed. 

Leke's maybe. 

He was an alpha male……if there was anything as such. Definitely one that would 

make a warm blooded female to boil and the weak male cringe with self-

consciousness. His intense look and firm lips relaxed after a while and his brilliant 

white teeth made him look desirable. I made a mental note to ask him if he had a 

teeth job done. He was desirable and I smiled at the thought of getting Dan jealous 

and more shaken with Leke coming into the office more often. 

Damian had called earlier. 

„Hello Baida‟ he said in an accent that I was slowly getting under my skin. 

„Damian‟ I called as I toweled myself getting under the covers. 

„How are you?‟ he asked 

„I am alright‟ I replied. 

„I am right outside your apartment‟ he announced rather pleased with himself. 

„Great‟ I said. 
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„You coming out?‟ he asked hopeful. 

„No dear. I am in bed already‟ I said settling in. 

„Wow! You are not coming out?‟ he persisted. 

„Yes‟ I gave a yawn. 

„Please?‟ he tried. 

„Good night Damian‟ I gave patronizing giggles and covered myself the more. 

„Alright Baida. Good night‟ he sounded somewhat disappointed. 

The last face I saw was Leke‟s as I fell into a warm quiet sleep. 

****  

I woke up staring at the ceiling. 

Baida.  

And why was I thinking of those lips!!! 

I squeezed my eyes and got up. It was 6am. A quick workout in the gym had sweat 

running down my body and went to take a shower. 

I dialed her number. It was switched off at 7:30 am. 

I got dressed in a pair of black trousers and white shirt with golden cuffs. 

The shoes were polished already. Andrew had laid out my attire for the day. I was 

almost at the door when Yomi called from the balcony up the stairs. 

„Looking good Bro. Who is she?‟  
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„My wife‟ I said with a wide smile and he laughed.  

„Wait! He jumped three steps at a time and landed heavily. He had been to the gym 

too and was sweating. 

„Are you serious? What of Wande?‟ He asked eyes wide. 

„I am not marrying Wande‟ I said simply.  

„I know you mean that. Have you considered mother?‟ he asked quietly as we 

looked at ourselves. 

„Mother will come around. I am getting late‟ I said taking my leave. 

„We don‟t want to keep her waiting‟ he was back to the teaser. 

I shook my head and tried her number again. Still switched off. 

**** 

She was waiting for me dressed in white ankle-length pants and tucked in black 

turtle neck that accentuated her hips as she walked towards the car with her 

multicolored pumps. Her hair packed in a tight bond with dropping earrings that 

matched her full red lips.  

I wondered how my fingers would feel in her hair.  

„You are late‟ she said as she opened the door. I snapped out of my mini fantasy as 

her sweet scent streamed into my nose. 

„Good morning to you too‟ I gave a small smile. She laughed. 

„We good to go?‟ I asked as she belted herself in. 
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„I am already locked in‟ she eyed me playfully. 

„I thought you were kidnapped‟ I started an easy conversation on our way to the 

office. 

„Why?‟ she asked looking at me with a smile forming at the corners of her mouth. 

I was going to have to kiss those lips soon. They were driving me crazy. 

„Your phone was switched off‟ I looked at her waiting for an explanation. 

„Oh‟ was all she offered.  

„So what are we doing today?‟ I asked. 

„Get ideas for new brief‟ she said offhandedly. 

„I get to share your office?‟ I teased. I was hoping she would say yes. I knew I was 

pushing and suddenly felt clingy. Leke go to work with a woman? I was taking this 

more serious than usual. And why was I unprepared for the words that were flying 

out of my mouth.  

I knew.  

„Sure. You got any ideas on contemporary concept for designs? H, T & M wants 

an African-Modern base for their new headquarters scheduled for launching in 

August‟ she said freely. 

„I would suggest alternating modernized African pieces and primitive backdrops 

for different departments. Say each department should have identities of different 

African countries or a hybrid of arts across the Continent‟ I said looking at her. She 

looked on and then broke into a brilliant smile. 
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„Perfect. You are so hired Art director‟ she said eyes shining like a girl with candy. 

„I love it. This is so brilliant‟ she kept saying as we got to her office in high 

excitement.  

„My spot‟ she pointed and I parked.  

„So we would have to schedule a visit to the art shops and galleries. Get some 

orders out. I will schedule a visit to Dr. Mangu, get the departments head to a 

meeting and……‟ she was spinning. She jumped down, walked round and was 

opening the door for me to come down when I held her hand. 

„Calm down‟ she stopped and took a deep breath. 

„Sorry. It is so gooooood! Why didn't I think of that!‟ she said making a fun face. I 

laughed finally. 

'Shall we?' she did not wait for a response as she led the way in high spirits. 

**** 

He laughed then. His white teeth were beautiful and the baritone laughter sounded 

so contained with his Adam apple appearing and then disappearing again. I became 

aware of the man standing before me. The crisp white shirt opened slightly to his 

frame and gold cuffs that held him at his wrist completed the simple-sophisticated 

look he was going for. His long fingers and neatly cut nails had me thinking of 

how good those hands would make me feel.  

Stop it Baida! 

I forced my eyes back to his and found him studying me too. 
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I gave myself a mental shake. 

'Yes, we shall' I said leading the way. Good thing I waited for him to come pick me 

up. The idea was brilliant and I was sure he'd come by the house if my phone was 

switched off. My plan on getting Dan to sweat was underway. I gave a devilish 

grin. 

„Good Morning Ma‟ it was Deji. The „too-fine‟ receptionist according to Leke. 

„Morning Morning‟ I sang entering my office. He followed. 

„Really big desk‟ He noted. I stopped momentarily at the statement and smiled. 

„Yes. I can make a mess of them sheets‟ I said trying humor. 

'Ok‟ he said standing firm and looking at me without an expression. He looked 

larger than the room and I felt self-conscious now. 

This bobo big oh! He stood reaching the door height and had to bend slightly on 

entering the office. 

I smiled and went behind my desk. 

'This is impromptu. You would be sharing my office with me for a while. I will 

have your office ready next week‟ I offered playfully. 

„I don‟t mind‟ he said and took the seat opposite me. 

„Good. I need you here anyways‟ I laughed. 

„Tea? Breakfast?‟ I offered again. 
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„No. I think well when my intestines are biting me‟ he said and I laughed out so 

loud it must have traveled to the reception. I hoped it got to Dan. I was soon to find 

out. 

„Alright then. Let‟s get to work and we can present it to my partner after lunch‟ I 

said after the loud laugh. 

„Your partner?‟ he asked. 

„Yes. Dan Atiga‟ I answered offhandedly. 

„You should meet him soon‟ I added. 

„Right‟ he said looking at me as I took my seat. 

The rest of the morning passed quickly.  He kept the ideas coming and I kept 

soaking it up. 

„What do you do really?‟ I asked dropping my pen. 

„Consulting‟ he said with a bland expression. He looked like he was hiding 

something. 

„You are hiding your identity‟ I pointed out and he looked at me sharply. 

„How would you know‟ he asked sitting up. 

„I feel a vibe‟ I smiled and got up to stretch. It was 2 pm already. 

„What you want for lunch? I asked 

„I will take us out‟ he said coming around the desk.  I stood warily.   
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„Good. Let‟s go eat then‟ I said as he approached. I wanted to take a step back but I 

stood.  

„I want to see your hair down‟ he was standing so close now I could perceive his 

scent. He smelt good. 

It must be my hormones and I went into a calendar-count overdrive. 

Okay, it was not my hormones. He had an unsettling effect and my heart beat had 

increased. 

„I like it up‟ my voice creaked and I cleared my throat to sound firm. 

„I like it up‟ I repeated. 

„I know. I want to see it down‟ his hands snaked to my hair clip and expertly took 

it out. He looked at me and I stood still, my eyes not leaving his. He was so serious 

and intense as his fingers massaged the back of my neck and touched a nerve. I 

closed my eyes momentarily as I felt my tensed self relax slightly opening my lips 

at the unexpected release. 

**** 

That was all it took. Her lips opened and her briefly closed eyes pushed me over. 

Tilting her head, I took her lips in mine and felt myself ease up. She was so soft 

and sweet I feared I might leave a bruise. The surprise as she opened her eyes and 

made to withdraw got my hands on her tiny waist pulling her close while I 

increased the gentle suction on her lower luscious lips. 

These were my lips. They were made for me and I was going to enjoying kissing 

them. She was tensed and the gentle teasing got a response from her.  
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Just when I enveloped her tongue in mine for my signature tongue dance, her door 

opened to reveal a man standing there with a shocked look on his face. She tensed 

and I released her to look back. Something told me he was her 

partner…………Dan. 

„Baida!‟ 

She blushed and left my embrace slowly, going to stand before him. I was not 

particularly happy. 

„Yes Dan?‟ she asked 

„What are you doing?‟ he asked in annoyance.  

„I was in the process of getting thoroughly kissed‟   

„In the office‟ he looked from me to her and back again. 

„What do you want Dan?‟ she asked and I watched. The history was visible and 

made a note to ask her later. 

„Who is he? What is he doing in your office?‟ he asked staring down at her. I was 

getting pissed.  

„He is Leke, the new Art Director and will be joining us. As for what he is doing in 

my office? That is PERSONAL business‟ she stressed. She was up to it. I loved her 

energy and the darting fiery eyes.  

„Look Baida, I will not……‟ she did not allow him finish. 

„You will take whatever I bring to the table. You have no choice. Please leave my 

office‟  
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I smiled.  

If I was hooked before, now I knew I was never letting go. 

He stood there rooted to the spot and gave me a look that was intended to scare me 

away. I chuckled.  

„This is not over Baida‟ he stormed out of the office. She stood there and refused to 

turn seconds after he slammed the door. 

I walked over to where she stood, placing my hands on her shoulders. She relaxed 

her raised shoulders but stood still facing the door. 

„I am sorry you had to witness that‟ she apologized in a small voice as if she had 

not just roared. 

„I am sorry you had to go through that‟ I massaged. 

„Do we still go for lunch?‟ she asked turning slowly at my pull. 

„Yes‟ I looked at her holding her chin up. 

„I am still hungry‟ I insinuated. She avoided my eyes and slowly moved to get her 

purse. She knew what I meant. I was still going to kiss her. But not so soon. 

The drive to my house was quiet and she had no idea where we were headed. She 

asked just as I drove into my house. She sat up. 

'Your place?' she asked unsure. 

'Yes' I answered. 

'What are we doing here?' 
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„Lunch‟ I answered simply and got down. For the first time, I sensed fear as I came 

around to open her door. 

„Trust me‟ I said simply and held out to her. She took it and stepped down 

gingerly. I was tempted to pick her up but that would have spooked her. She was 

so cute and sexy and I bet she did not know how much of it she oozed. 

„So we are having lunch in your house‟ she summarized as she sighted Andrew 

coming towards us. 

„Good afternoon Sir‟ he bowed. I smiled and gave a nod. 

„Good afternoon Ma‟ he greeted her and the surprise that registered in her eyes 

gave Andrew the cause to smile. 

„Oh, Thank you‟ she beamed as we went in. Wande never acknowledges Andrew. 

He must be surprised that she smiled at him. 

Yomi stood with arms folded as I led her in. Her eyes taking snap shots of the 

house and taking in the art piece and arrangements. I knew she was gathering ideas 

for work and possibly looking for an escape route. I smiled. 

„You have got a lovely interior‟ she noted and smiled the moment she saw Yomi. 

„Hello pretty‟ it was Yomi. 

„Hello handsome‟ she replied. She saw the resemblance. 

„Baida, Yomi……My younger brother‟ I introduced while I held her hand. She 

offered her hand for a shake but Yomi took her in an unprepared hug. She giggled 

as Yomi took her hand from mine and led her to the kitchen. 
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„Don‟t worry, I have prepared lunch for you‟ he was saying as I entered the 

kitchen. 

„He didn‟t‟ I revealed and he made a face. 

„Okay, but I ordered it‟ he confessed. 

We laughed then. 

„He is the crazy one‟ I informed quietly as we sat down to a meal of peppered fresh 

fish, evenly diced and sauced Irish potatoes in hot chilli, carrots and onions. 

„This is lovely‟ she said afterwards as we moved to the open space on the deck. 

„It is‟ I said taking the seat next to her. 

„Your brother is hilarious‟ she continued as I took her hands. The sun was setting 

and I knew she was still ticked about the kiss or being walked in on. Moreover, it 

ate at me. I wanted to know. I needed to know. 

I also wanted to continue from where we stopped. 

„Look at me‟ I ordered silently pulling at her fingers. 

„What went wrong?‟ I asked and her eyes misted. I still did not believe Good 

Interiors was hers or rather part owner.  

„I don‟t want to talk about it please?‟ she pleaded with her eyes. I nodded. She 

smiled. I would ask later. 

„Thank you‟ she said and gave me a hug. I patted her and brushed her hair with my 

fingers. 
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It was not a good time to punish those lips for looking too good. 

****    

The moment his lips had touched mine, I was lost and succumbed to the sweet 

pressure he was mounting on my lower lips. Either I had forgotten how a kiss felt 

or he was the best kisser ever. 

I placed my head on it as he stroked my hair. His heart was steady and pounded 

gently. 

The confrontation with Dan kept coming back. I felt the hatred and revenge 

leaving me. And I was afraid too. I was tired of holding on but at same time I was 

not ready to let go. I needed to do this. 

How can I forgive him?  

I had quietly gotten rid of my baby the day after I found out that Dan had gotten 

married behind my back. How did I not see the signs? How did I not know? 

'I thought you knew' was all he said when I confronted him after his three weeks of 

honeymoon in Obudu-Calabar. He did not even acknowledge me afterwards. It was 

like „we‟ never existed. I was hurt. 

The feelings were still fresh as I lay on Leke's chest and tried in vain to keep the 

tears off his shirt. I couldn‟t. It escaped my closed eyes and touched him. He 

stroked me the more as gave me a peck on the head. He gave another one and then 

another.  

It tickled and I started giggling. 
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„Stop, Stop‟ I said playfully disengaging and cleaning my eyes with the back of my 

right hand. 

„You are ticklish?‟ he asked and gave a playfully rib tease. I jumped up with a high 

pitched shout trying to get away from him. He dragged me back as I fell on his laps 

and we laughed. 

I heard someone clearing her throat. We stopped and turned to look. 

Obviously, he had his own drama and I smiled as I watched and waited. 

„So less than 24hours and you bring her into our home‟ she accused. I was 

shocked. Leke was married? 

God help him if he was. 

 „I did not bring her into OUR home. This is my house and she is mine....My guest‟ 

he continued realizing his mistake in calling me "Mine" his like I was some 

property. 

„Go ahead. Lie‟ she shouted. 

Yomi appeared then. 

„Hey Wande‟ he called. She gave him a long bad stare. 

„Don‟t hey me‟ she barked. 

„You should have called me or Mom the moment he brought her in here but I guess 

you all are the same‟ she hissed and turned to face us. Leke sat up right and 

grabbed me tightly when he noticed I was slipping away. 

I no need acid on my face biko. I thought as I tried getting away from him. 
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„Can I talk to you?‟ Yomi asked politely while she stood as if she wanted to 

swallow us both. 

'Take her out of here before I come back‟ she hissed and followed Yomi out of the 

deck. 

„I am sorry you had to witness that‟ he used my exact words and I was forced to 

smile. 

„I am sorry you had to go through that‟ I replied and we both laughed. 

„Why didn‟t you tell me you were married?‟ I asked sitting up. I checked my 

phone and sent a text. 

„I am not. Mother wants me to marry her‟ he said offhandedly as if it did not 

matter. 

„Seems you two need to work whatever needs to be .....well, worked out‟ I said 

standing up and roughly putting my hair back into a bond. He noticed the change 

and stood up too. 

„It is not what you thinking‟ he said looking at me. 

„I am not thinking‟ I smiled and took my purse as I headed out of his apartment. 

Obviously I was not using my head these past days. I wasn‟t sure if he was the 

„one‟ I was waiting for. 

„Where are you going?‟ he asked totally surprised. 

„The office. I have got work to do. Thanks for lunch‟ I said and matched with even 

paced steps.  
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I had to get away from here as soon as possible. All this Yoruba babes no dey take 

man matter play at all. Before she find me thugs. I smiled at the thought. 

„Don‟t leave like this. Let me take you back to the office‟ he offered. Perhaps the 

cool way I was leaving gave him the idea that I was never coming back to his 

apartment or ending things before they even started. It was neither.  

I simply was not going to be the 'other woman'. I knew firsthand the pain 'other-

women' caused. 

„Naaa, no worries. Go talk to her‟ I smiled and gave him a peck on the cheek like a 

fare well. It was a fare well. 

„I am taking you to the office‟ he said stubbornly as Andrew approached. 

Akin was there already. My freelance driver. I had sent him a text with the address 

the moment mommy-bride left with Yomi. 

„A man at the gate says he was called for a pick up‟ Andrew looked from me to 

Leke. 

„You called a cab?‟ he asked in disbelief. 

„I sent him a text‟ I corrected as if it mattered. 

„What does it matter?‟ he raised his voice and then brought it back down 

immediately. 

„It doesn't. She is waiting. I will see you tomorrow at work‟ I said raising my eyes 

to meet the chosen bride staring at us. I mouthed a thank you to Andrew who held 

the gate while I stepped out. Never looking back. 
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He was enjoying the milk.  

He didn‟t want the cow. 

Dan was Leke. 

I was done with milkers. 

Or so I thought. 
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 CHAPTER 4 

I stared at her figure as she walked out. I considered following her in my car but 

decided against it. She called a cab? Who does that? I had my answer, she does 

that. The peck felt like a good bye and I smiled. This was just the beginning. What 

I want, I get. 

There was just one thing left. 

Wande. 

I had to stamp out the idea of „US‟ out of her head like a Rhinoceros stamps out 

fire.  Mother was another force I had to contend with. Where did she ever get the 

idea that we were best suited? 

I mouthed a silent prayer for patience as I walked up the deck. 

She was taking a glass of chardonnay with Yomi and fixed me a dead look as I 

climbed. 

„Thank God you got that……….‟  

„Don‟t you dare call her a name‟ I stopped her before she vomited her bile. 

„Why do you do this to me eh? Why do you make me cry for you Leke? Why do 

hurt me?‟ she feigned tears that were afraid of falling from her eyes because they 

knew the ordeal her tear glands went through to produce enough moisture to wet 

her eyes. Moreover, they knew what they were-fake and I was going to recognize 

them for what they were-Blackmailing tears. They spare themselves the 

embarrassment and did not fall. 
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„I will tell you this one last time. I am not going to get married to you. Mother will 

not force me to marry you. Get used to the idea‟  

„You will marry me. You have no choice. Mother says so. Everyone has gotten 

used to that idea. I guess you will come around soon‟ she taunted and took a sip 

eyeing me. Yomi looked on as if he was not there. 

I gave a smile and walked out. I had lost my temper once and slapped her. The 

following months, I did everything to make it up to her. She was baiting. I was not 

going to bite. 

The aimless drive around the city had thoughts running through my head. The 

Cubana was empty save two ladies that eyed me continuously as I stopped for a 

glass. I gave a nod as my drink arrived and picked up an envelope. I barely touched 

the first glass before her set face as she walked out of the house came back for the 

umpteenth time. It gave me a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach and I found 

myself driving to her house finally giving in to my initial reaction of following her.  

I was totally pissed when I found a car I knew too well to be Damian‟s parked in 

front of her house. I killed my engine and jumped out of my car. I pressed the door 

bell and waited patiently. The lights were on and I pressed again. 

She came out with surprise framing her face before replacing it with a plastered 

smile on her face as she approached in a short white night T-shirt that stopped mid 

thighs.  

„What are you doing here this late?‟ she asked coming to stand closed to the low 

fence. 

„It is 10 pm. It is not late‟ I stated with a piercing look. 
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„It is late for me‟ she tried to joke. 

„What is he doing here?‟ I could not hold the jealousy any longer. This reaction 

was foreign and inappropriate but it felt real and I wanted to explore it. 

„He came to make dinner‟ she said beaming with smiles. 

 „Is it not late for dinner?‟ I asked but the laughter that hit my face made me smile 

reluctantly. 

„No‟ she said through the laughter. 

„I am hungry‟ I looked at her intensely. 

„Go eat at home Leke‟ she said shaking her head with a chuckle I knew too well 

did not go below where it started from. Let your hair down already, I wanted to 

say. 

„Open the gate Baida‟ she shook her head.  

I was left with no choice. I took a swift leap and I landed in her front. 

She started laughing so hard I joined in too. 

„You didn‟t have to‟ she laughed walking into her house. 

„I knew you were not going to open the gate‟ I said as I followed her in. 

„I was going to‟   

„Would have taken forever‟ I replied entering after her. 

„So where is the party?‟ I asked scanning around for a glimpse of the enemy. 
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„There is no one‟ she said going upstairs. 

„You said he was preparing dinner‟ I reminded her. 

„Was joking. I went to Damian‟s after work and drove his car home. I will return it 

tomorrow or he will come pick it in the morning. My car should resume tomorrow‟ 

she said with a yawn. 

„You didn‟t carry mine‟ I noted. I wanted to go warn off this so called Damian. 

„That‟s because I didn‟t want it. I have driven it before remember?‟ she said 

playfully and headed up stairs. 

I followed her upstairs. 

„What do you want Leke?‟ she asked finally as we stood on the landing. 

„I want you‟ I stated. I wanted to add „like no other‟ but that would have completed 

the cliché. 

„I am not sure I want you. Or any man at the moment. Go sort your Mommy-Bride 

issue‟ she waved. 

„Why are you so pissed?‟ I asked thickly and quietly. 

„Because all you men what is the milk and not the cow!!!‟ she gave a loud 

explanation and I found myself waiting for the annoyance that comes when Wande 

raises her voice.  

None. I waited. 

It didn‟t come. 
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Then it hit me. 

„How would you know she is the one?‟ it was Taiye, my childhood friend. 

He was getting ready for his wedding to childhood sweetheart Bisi in three months 

and he was developing cold feet. We were in his apartment in Boston. I was there 

for work and we were catching up after the meeting. I thought a while before 

replying him. 

„When she screams and I don‟t get pissed I guess‟ I said humorously as we toasted 

and drank. It was a good night. 

Three months later, Taiye had left his bride standing at the altar.  

„She was not the one‟ he told me after the episode had blown over. 

I looked at Baida and I found myself wanting to explore the new territory. 

„He hurt you real bad, didn‟t he?‟ I asked quietly. 

„I lost my baby….She left me without giving me a choice. It was real bad. He got 

married the day I found out that I was pregnant for him and ….‟ she said breaking 

down and struggling with the tears as she raised her eyes up to avoid the tears from 

falling down her eyes. The words choking her. Forcefully cleaning the tears with 

the back of her hands, I was afraid she‟d peel her skin. 

„I am sorry Baida‟ I whispered. 

„Don‟t be. I hope your Mommy-Bride has not killed anyone just in hopes of getting 

married to you. I am going to bed. You can leave when you want‟ with that she 

entered a room and locked it. 
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I stood on the landing for a long while gently calling her name. 

Silence 

Went down stairs, locked her door and settled in for the night in her long settee.  

I was not going to pay for no man‟s sins I thought as I lay down. Somehow I found 

myself hoping she was the victim.  

What if Wande did in fact lose our baby? I felt terrible as I closed my eyes for a 

night rest. 

**** 

The look on her face as she came downstairs to meet me topless preparing 

breakfast brought the smiles that I had hoped for. 

„You didn‟t have to‟ her eyes sleepy and her hair out of place.  

Finally! I wanted to carry her back to bed. Make her mine. I redirected my 

thoughts and focused on the assignment. Get her to open up to me. 

„I wanted to‟ I said pulling out the high stool of her 2seater  dining table in the 

middle of small white walled kitchen. 

„Thank you‟ she smiled. 

I nodded. 

„For staying, for breakfast‟ she continued as I poured her a cup. 

„How do you feel?‟ I asked as I settled on the other stool and poured myself a cup. 

The toast was slightly burnt. I made just two slices for her. 
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„Good actually‟ she laughed through her nose-like a snort and I smiled. 

„Too hot! Ouch! I burnt my tongue‟ she said bringing out her tongue and taking it 

back quickly with another snort. 

I laughed then. She was covering up perfectly. 

„So you are going to the office today?‟ I asked as she took another brave sip. 

„No‟ she answered avoiding my eyes.  

„You on schedule remember?‟ I continued. 

„Yes‟ she looked at her cup.   

„Do you want me to help with getting your team briefed?‟ I asked  

„That is a nice thought but no. I will go to the office later in the day‟ she jumped 

down from the stool. Her chest bounced seductively and I raised my eyes to hers to 

avoid staring. 

„Why don‟t you get shorter stools?‟ I teased and she gave me a tap. 

„Damian is here‟ she informed and went to get the doorbell. I wanted to go cover 

her with my shirt. 

What is my deal? I asked myself as I waited. 

„Hello‟ he said on entering the kitchen. 

„How do you do?‟ I asked cheerily. I could not believe myself. 
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„I am good. My name is Damian‟ he offered a hand shake and I kicked myself 

mentally for not taking the initiative. The bigger man always offers the first 

handshake. I let him 

„Leke‟. 

There was an awkward silence. 

„Let me get your key‟ Baida offered and went upstairs. 

„Are you interested in her for real?‟ it was Damian. I looked at him sharply. 

„I want no other woman‟ I spoke under my breath. This was true and the depth in 

which it came from surprised me. Easy buddy. 

He nodded. We smiled and shook hands. 

He understood territory. 

She came down and met me serving him a cup. 

„Breakfast‟ he said and she took a moment to take it in before joining us. 

„Yup‟ she sat and the light chatter lasted till few minutes to 9 am. 

„Alright. Let‟s get some work done. It was nice to meet you Leke‟ Damian said 

standing up from his stool. We shook again and he left. 

„So what magic happened?‟ she asked as soon as Damian drove off. 

„What?‟ I kept a straight face. 

„You, Damian?‟ she stretched her neck in a funny way. 
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„No magic happened‟ I gave a smirk. 

„Keep telling yourself that. Going to get ready‟ she smiled finishing her cold cup 

and cleaning the tea cups. 

„Okay. So you go smart up then‟ she came close and gave a light hug on her small 

toes. I did not press as her hands closed around my neck. 

„Thank you‟ she said barely above a whisper.  

„I want to do more‟ 

She gave a sad smile. 

I had to work on that because I was not going anywhere. 

****  

The drive to the office today took forever. The traffic that had built up allowed me 

just in time for the 12pm briefing in the meeting room. Everyone was present and I 

walked in with Leke. He was waiting for me down at the parking lot. 

„Good morning‟ I greeted as I settled in. Leke took a seat beside me in his rolled 

up sleeves and totally brushed hair. He looked good too. Dan looked on quietly. 

„Alright people. This is Leke …..‟ I stopped. I looked at him and he smiled. 

„I am Leke‟ he helped. I smiled. 

„He will be the Art Director for this project. This is his idea and I think we are 

going to love it. Please go through the plan and schedule. Let‟s get thinking‟ I 

signaled Deji to distribute the files I had sent to his mail last night after leaving 

Damian‟s place. 
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The session was an interesting one and got everyone adding to it. 

After 5 hours and lunch, the work breakdown left the team of eight with duties and 

time line for delivery. 

Meeting adjoined. 

Everyone was happy except Dan. He did not contribute much but intensely studied 

Leke throughout his brief presentation on what his thoughts were and how we 

would go about putting the piece together. He was not convinced and it showed 

clearly on his face. He was suspicious as I was. It was time to change gears and I 

made the move. 

„We need to talk‟ I said to him barely audible and he looked up sharply. 

„We need to do that now‟ he was already standing up. I smiled and noticed Leke 

stand up too. I smiled.  

Dan exited the meeting room as Leke came around. 

„What does he want?‟ he asked obviously not comfortable with me leaving with 

Dan. 

„We need to talk‟ I told him and gave him a hand squeeze. 

„Promise to come back or call me if you need me‟ he said his eyes searching mine. 

It was funny. The closeness I felt with this man just after 72 hours was amazing. 

„I will‟ he touched my cheek lightly raising his eyes to look at Dan who was 

feeding him another bad look. We got the team staring and he dropped his hand.  
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Waging tongues should start immediately we stepped out of the building I figured. 

Some were aware of my past relationship with Dan and must have had a field day 

analyzing the situation. 

„Be careful. Be strong‟ he encourgaged. I nodded and left. 

„Let‟s get out of here‟ I walked past Dan and matched out of the office. 

 „What are we doing at your house?‟ he asked suspiciously as he came down from 

his car. 

„I need to show you something‟ 

He followed and we went round the house to the sprouting orange tree planted at 

the extreme end of the house. 

„This is where I buried our last baby‟ I announced out of the blues.  

„What do you mean?‟ he asked quietly. 

„I found out I was pregnant the day you got married Dan! I got the news just as I 

got to your house to tell you the good news but Daso was there. He told me I was 

the bravest woman. The woman with the largest heart he commended. He told me 

you were getting married to your village sweetheart!!!‟ I said in bitterness. My 

chest heaving. My eyes producing the tears I hated so much. 

„You never said anything‟ he looked shocked and tried coming close. 

„I told you a couple of times after your honeymoon but you didn‟t hear a word‟ I 

countered. 
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„I must have had a lot to deal with at the time and I thought you took care of it as 

usual‟ he sounded aloof as I knew he would.  

„She made the decision for me. She thought I was going to get rid of her like I did 

the rest. I had a miscarriage but I wanted her. I wanted her Dan‟ I was crying now.  

„I had no idea Baida‟ he looked pained but not as much as I would have liked. 

„You left me!!! Why Dan? What did I do so wrong?‟ I wailed now. I could not 

hold back the tears of pain and frustration that was piled up for three years and 

somehow I wanted him to be sorry for the pains he had caused and for the direction 

the company was taking. But he was not. He pitied me. I saw it in his eyes. 

„You didn‟t do anything wrong. I was just afraid of hurting you. I couldn‟t tell you 

and you were so happy with how things were‟ he tried to explain without much 

conviction. 

„Happy? Hurting me? You killed my spirit. You took it all. Well, there she lies‟ I 

pointed at the budding orange tree. The blood on his face drained momentarily as 

he looked from me to the tree. 

„You buried her? I am so sorry babe‟ he was speechless. 

„I was going to keep her. But she left me‟ my voice was shaking now as the day I 

lost my baby came rushing back. 

It was a cold sad night days after finding out that he was married.  I could not sleep 

and had cried all day. I did not eat for days and I was broken. The asthmatic attack 

was so strong that evening and Tope had given me a couple of pills. My inhaler 

never leaving my mouth. Fell asleep due to exhaustion and then few hours later, I 
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felt the warm blood flowing in my sleep. Couple of hours later, I was rushed to the 

hospital and she was over in less than an hour.  

She left me just as she came.  

The tears ran down on my face and the clouds responded with tears of its own. It 

was dark now. 

He came to hold me and I let him take me in his arms as we stood under the rain.  

„You are cold‟ he said leading me inside and holding me in an embrace.  

„You should go now‟ I said suddenly spent. I needed a hot bath and a quiet cuddle. 

And I didn‟t trust myself around him. 

„I want to stay‟ he insisted. 

„I‟d rather you take your leave now‟ I was firm and detached myself from his 

embrace as we stepped in. 

„Please forgive me‟ he raised my chin up and looked into my eyes with a slight 

smile. I had seen that look before. He wasn‟t sorry.  

„We can‟t work together anymore‟ I whispered with silence tears escaping from 

the corners of my eyes. This was it.  

There was no use holding on to the reins of a horse that was long gone. 

„Come on Baida‟ he knew the implication of that. 

„I am sorry Dan but my mind is made up. Come the end of the project, I will take 

my shares and walk. Please see yourself out‟ I looked at him sadly and gave him a 

cold peck on the lips. 
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I had 80 percent shares of the company. I gave a deep smile as I walked up to my 

room. I was pulling out the plug. It felt good. 

I heard the door close with a bang. His car starts and saw him drive off. The rain 

had stopped.  

The days that follow should be interesting I thought as I went for a soak with 

Adele playing behind. 
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 CHAPTER 5 

I rang the bell and waited few seconds before jumping the low fence to avoid 

getting soaked from the huge rain droplets. What if I was not the only one jumping 

the fence I thought as I dashed to the front door. An hour had passed and she was 

yet to call me. Two steps up the front porch and I saw them in an embrace through 

the slightly opened curtain blinds. I stopped. They looked cozy-almost perfect for 

each other. A vein twitched as I watched silently and when she tiptoed to give him 

a kiss, I was vexed. I walked back to my car and drove home in fury. She was no 

victim I concluded hastily. 

Who was I kidding? I had gotten attached. Way too attached. 

Here I was worried and she was all chummy with her ex. I may just have the knack 

for picking women with problems I told myself. And why was I vexed anyways? 

There was absolutely nothing between us. Oh well, the memory of the interrupted 

kiss still lingered but that was not enough reason to lay claims on her. I paused at 

the thought. Was it? 

That was exactly what I was doing. Laying claims in Naboth‟s vineyard. I gave a 

spiteful chuckle. Naboth‟s vineyard indeed. Perhaps setting things up with Wande 

may just be the right thing. I had let this rendezvous go on for long. It was time for 

answers and I was going to get them. I was home and gave a loud blare. 

What were they doing now? I tortured myself as I drove it. Onas was going to be 

asking for answers soon and I was going to have them. 

God help me. 



AfricanLoveStories Uneñ Ameji  Page 65 

 

I drove in roughly after Andrew opened the gate. Yomi was out and came around 

the car as I stepped down. 

„All good?‟ he asked as he approached in his boxers and ear phones.  

„Go put on some clothes and stop walking around my house naked! Can you at 

least do that?‟ I shouted and slammed the door as I walked angrily to the house.  

„Baida?‟ he called and I stopped to look at him. 

„I don‟t want to talk about it‟ I turned to go into the empty house.  

Was it so obvious? 

„Wande is in your room‟ he informed quietly. I came to a halt just then. If I 

continued to my room, there was one outcome. 

I did not need more blackmailing sex. I wanted Baida and I wanted her now. 

„Get her out of here‟ and I marched back to my car. It was funny but Yomi always 

related with Wande better. 

I saw Wande standing in a pair of shorts and bra in my rear mirror as I drove out. 

She must have heard me come in and was down to tempt me as usual. Sadly, I did 

not stir at the thoughts of our wicked sessions.  

„Urrrgh‟ I yelled in frustration. Until I met her, I had a normal life. 

The drive around town was senseless. The image of Baida in his arms kept eating 

at me. There was one way to get over the stifling jealousy that was drowning me. 

And well, the answers that I needed. 

I drove to her house. 
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The quiet lightless house stood in the dark. I jumped the low fence as usual and 

walked up the front door. I held the doorbell down for a minute and I saw the light 

come on. It was 10:40 pm. 

„Leke, is that you?‟ she asked. Her voice was sleepy.  

„Yes‟ I said as I heard the door click. 

There she stood in male boxers and night top that fell from her shoulders. She 

looked freshly scrubbed devoid of makeup with puffy sleepy eyes. Her lips were 

pink and swollen. Momentarily, the image of her kissing Dan flashed. My face 

tightened and I swallowed tightly. 

„I am sorry I didn‟t call as promised‟ she said closing the door behind me. 

„You didn‟t‟ I turned to look at her. She sensed my tone. 

„You are not angry, are you?‟ she looked at me with an innocent look.  

„I am glad you noticed‟ I said sarcastically. I could see the outline of her body and 

I tried in vain to keep my eyes from staring at her chest. And those lips! 

She affected me bad. 

I wanted her so bad and at same time I wanted to keep her. Keep her for me. I 

swallowed again as she walked to take the couch and gave a small pat. 

„Come seat‟ she indicated and I walked slowly. I was past anger now and watched 

her with fascination as one would with a new toy. 



AfricanLoveStories Uneñ Ameji  Page 67 

 

„I am sorry I didn‟t call. Just too much drama‟ she waved and her chest gave a 

gentle push. She looked lovely with her hair down. It was scattered and I found 

myself smiling. 

I sat beside her. She smiled and sneaked into my arms warming me with her body. 

She was so soft and warm. I gathered her into my arms and took a deep breath of 

her scented hair. Smelt more of apple to me. Aren‟t all hair product apples? How 

would I know? I took another deep sniff. Apples I concluded. 

„Thank you for coming back‟ she murmured.  

„I saw you kiss him‟ I squeezed my eyes.  

„I know. I saw you leave‟ she said simply. I raised her chin to look into her eyes. 

„You did?‟ I asked surprised. 

„Yes‟ she smiled sweetly. She gave a playful nose rub and smiled again. 

„Kiss me” she said with a playful wink. 

Well, what can I say? 

The Lady‟s wish was my command.  

Kiss her I did. She opened slowly and teased as I got deeper. 

I could kiss her forever and the question slipped me for the first time. I was 

definitely out of line. 

„Be mine Baida‟ I said against her lips. 
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She stopped abruptly. Eyes searching mine, chest heaving. Her lips had my 

signature now and I stirred.  

„It is late‟ she smiled weakly and made to stand up. She was tactfully avoiding the 

comment. I held her back and gave a little tickle. She jumped and giggled as I 

carried her up. 

„Put me down Leke‟ she twisted but held on tightly. 

„I will fall‟ she laughed as I climbed her stairs. 

„You are totally out of line‟ she said as I opened the door to the bedroom I saw her 

enter the previous night and dropped her on the bed in an embrace. 

„Drop me, drop me‟ she giggled. Her hair spreading on the white sheets. 

„You are beautiful Baida‟ I admired as she laughed.  

„You are handsome Leke‟ she said looking into my eyes with pouted lips. I found 

it extremely humorous and laughed out loud. 

„Shhhhsssh! I have got neighbors‟ she said and we laughed some more.  

„So what did you two talk about?‟ I asked as we both stopped laughing minutes 

later. I was still lying in her arms pressed against her firm breasts. 

„Nothing really‟ she said with another playful nose rub. I gave a tickle and she 

struggled playfully.  

„The cozy embrace is nothing?‟ I pressed. 

„Let‟s say we buried the hatchet‟ she smiled sadly. 
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„And the kiss sealed it I bet‟ I insinuated. She gave a playfully push and got up. 

„So, what‟s with mommy-bride?‟ she asked going over to her dressing mirror. The 

mood was lost.  

„Working on it‟ I answered truthfully.  

„Good‟ she said walking to her window. She peeped out and stood quietly. 

„What is that?‟ I asked coming to stand behind her. 

„I think we have got visitors‟ she looked past me to the wall clock. 

It was 11:57pm now. 

„Are you expecting visitors?‟ I asked suddenly at alert. 

„No‟ she went to lock her door.  

„Who are they?‟ I asked sensing trouble. 

„They must be from Dan‟ she said without thinking before going to her wardrobe. 

She stopped then as if she had just said something that she was not supposed to. 

She pulled out a pistol. At that point, I stepped back. 

„Whoa!‟ I raised an eye brow. 

„Please be quiet‟ she went back to the window and we watched as the shadows 

stood still whispering. Looked at the house and we bent down simultaneously to 

avoid been noticed. They went round and came back to the front door. Just then, a 

car drove past and gave a light horn few buildings down the street. 
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It was like a call off signal because few seconds later, the men in black clothing 

jumped the low fence confirming my earlier thoughts and disappeared into the 

night. 

We stood still and watched ourselves. 

„Is that licensed?‟ I asked as she opened her wardrobe and set it down. 

„Does it bother you?‟ she asked.  

„Of course it does. Why do you have a gun in your house?‟ I asked coming to stand 

before her. 

I definitely knew how to pick them. I wasn‟t informed about this. 

„For protection?‟ she said rolling her eyes and walking away from me. She peeped 

out of the window one more time.  

This was totally unbelievable. Here I was leaving Wande because she was a nag 

and going after a firearm weirdo. I found it humorous and I startled her with my 

resonating laughter. 

She smiled too and joined the laughter suspiciously. 

„Why are you laughing?‟ she asked going to her bathroom. 

„I find it funny‟ I said going to stand by the door. She stood by the sink, a quick 

bond of her hair that was down her shoulders few minutes ago and splashed water 

on her face continuously. 

„I‟m glad you are laughing‟ she said looking at me with a sad smile. The water had 

soaked through the night top and I could see outline of her firm full breasts. I 
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swallowed harder now as I studied her. She was really suffering inside and I was 

drawn to it.  

The walk to her was unprepared as I took her in an embrace and ran my hand down 

her back in a gently caress. 

„You will be fine‟ I murmured into her hair. She took in a deep breath and seconds 

later felt warm tears stain my shirt. Her eyes were wet and red. She took another 

deep breathe. 

„Ssshhh. You are safe‟ I stroked the more with small kisses on her head. We stood 

still for few minutes while she quietly let her tears fall. 

„Thank you‟ she said raising her eyes to meet mine. I never tell a crying woman to 

stop. Somehow, I think tears should be let out. Let the rains fall. 

„Any time‟ I smiled cleaning her tears as she looked at me. 

„Gosh! You must think I am some crying baby‟ she said trying to leave my arms 

and timidly lowering her eyes. I held her. 

„No, I think you absolutely cute‟ with that I bent down and planted a kiss on her 

inviting lips as she sniffled in the tears. She exhaled deeply as I continued the 

assault on her supple lower lip and grazing her chest with my fingers. Slowly, her 

hands rounded my neck and she gave in to the sweet moment that I had long 

waited for. 

The hair bond was removed in seconds and her top followed suit. Eager and 

responsive as I rested her against the wall, she was soon heaving and pushing 
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against me; her small fingers massaging the back of my head and sucking on my 

tongue. That was my cue. 

Picking her up, I carried her back to her bed and dropped her carefully stopping 

momentarily to unbutton my shirt. I dug into the sumptuous meal before.  

It was going to be a long night. 

**** 

He slept like a mother bear. His big arms tightly wrapped around me made it 

difficult to turn and I smiled shamefully at the memory of what we did last night. I 

blushed. God! He was insatiable and never have I freely given myself to a man. 

The simple heated kiss had gone more than I had planned and within minutes I was 

past reason. Now I had to get my pills and go through tests. Or not, Tope would 

bring the needles if I mentioned this. Yes, obviously I had not learnt my lesson. 

How could I have gone the whole way without protection? Crying over spilt milk 

syndrome I told myself as I tried to escape his claws-ok, tight grip. 

 I made to get up but He held on tighter. 

Wriggling, I turned to face him. He looked peaceful and harmless. His thick brows 

and lashes fanned out his face and the quiet breath leaving his somehow pointed 

nose led me straight to his lips. I blushed at the sight of the firm lips and the 

memories of what he did with them. I had to get those pills. I waited few more 

minutes before trying again. 

A peep at my bedside alarm clock told me it was minutes past 5 am and I tried 

sneaking out of bed but felt his hands pull me back for the umpteenth time.  
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„Good Morning babe‟ he said into my scalp. 

„Good Morning Leke‟ I smiled. He was so possessive. 

„Can I go now?‟ I gave a playful tickle pulling my covers off him but threw it back 

immediately. He was naked under the sheets and I blushed again.  

„Like what you see?‟ he teased. I made to grab my discarded boxers and held my 

chest as I backed him to my bathroom.  

Why was I shy? I looked at myself in the mirror and closed my eyes shut. I heard 

his voice approaching and I closed the door with speed with my left leg. 

He laughed and I laughed too at my reaction. I opened the cabinet and saw the 

pills. A look at the expiry date told me it had expired. The last time I took it was 

with Dan. I emptied it in the toilet and flushed. Now I had to call Tope. The 

problem was, I was going to „dish‟. 

A quick mop up and teeth brushing I changed into a long night shirt I had hung on 

the rails. 

„Why did you kiss him‟ he asked as I made to open the door.  

„You dreamt about Dan?‟ I asked surprised at the strange question as I opened to 

face him. He was in his pants thankfully. My eyes strayed downwards and I forced 

them up to his face. 

„Let‟s say I am still interested in knowing exactly what went wrong‟ he smiled 

noticing my obvious discomfort. 
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„He went wrong. I was blinded by love but like I said we made peace. We are 

splitting the company‟ I said. I stopped the moment I volunteered the information. 

I knew he was going to ask why. 

„Business not good?‟ he probed true to my prediction. 

„No. He is my ex. What other reason should there be?‟ I walked round the room 

aimlessly. 

„Was that why he sent those men last night?‟ he asked taking seat on the bed. 

„I am not sure they were from him. Maybe they got the wrong house, realized their 

mistake and went away. You saw them leave right?‟ I asked covering up. He saw 

through me. This was strategy. 

„Yes. Sure. Whatever you say‟ he said standing up.  

How do I tell him that barely a year ago, I had cajoled Harold into selling me his 

shares to make me the controlling shareholder for way lesser than their value? 

Harold was our third partner but was on to better companies. Dan was not keen at 

the time because it was just days after his honeymoon. Or so I thought. Now I 

realize it did not matter who had controlling shares. He just needed the front. I 

would have to start from the very beginning and I was not ready to do that. 

Last night declaration must have thrown Dan off. He knew what he stood to lose. 

Or maybe I was just overly suspicious but I know just how far Dan could go. He 

wanted to get rid of me. My suspicion was confirmed now. 

„So what are your plans for today?‟ I asked feigning a smile. 
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„For starters, head home. Got some issues to sort‟ he raised his eyes to meet mine. I 

avoided them. It looked like he was trying to get information from me. I was 

playing the plain card leaving him to fill in the blanks. 

„Okay. Let me get breakfast‟ I headed down stairs without waiting for him. I was 

more afraid of what would happen to me if Dan pulled the plug if I insisted on 

walking away and I failed at my attempt to survive the next few days. 

And I knew it was just a matter of time before I told Leke that the office was Dan‟s 

cover up for a terrorist group that needed a front man for their operations and I had 

only found out few months back when I went into his office to make a copy of 

some confidential files.  

That was when I formed the plan of leaving the company and getting Dan to pay 

for his betrayal and deceit. The painful end of my baby and heart ache did not 

dissuade him from acting out immediately I mentioned I was leaving the company. 

I had no choice.  

I was going to initiate plan B 
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 CHAPTER 6 

I smiled as she literally ran down stairs to make breakfast. It was confirmed. Baida 

Yulu wasn‟t part of the Intel I had received. She was the victim. I had to report at 

the office and start the process for extraction immediately. Going to her wardrobe, 

I took her pistol and went downstairs. I was going to protect her from now on and 

have no intention of leaving her alone for a minute. She did not know that yet but 

she was moving in with me for some days. I smiled at the lewd thought that came 

from keeping her „hostage‟ in my house in the name of protection.  

My phone rang just as I made my way down the stairs. I went back up to receive it.  

„Clear‟ I mouthed the code for clean communication channel. 

„You have been compromised. Get out of there now‟ it was Onas nicknamed 

“Eagle Eyes”-Head of the intelligence unit of the State Secret Service and my 

former partner for ten years. Following my resignation from the Service to take 

personal responsibility of the company and his promotion, he approached me eight 

months ago with the proposal of uncovering activities that were believed to be 

linked to terrorists.  

The break came when I went to Baida‟s office and saw Dan‟s “wife” leaving the 

building. She had been spotted several times meeting with unidentified persons 

believed to be links to the groups and her pictures where the only evidence of their 

activities. I had Peter follow her afterwards which led to the capture of another 

contact who confirmed Good Interiors as their front and that „The Source‟ was 

responsible for the schedules and payment before dying mysteriously in custody in 

the space of 24 hours.  
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Baida and Dan had being on our radar because of an anonymous tip on the profit 

margin of a company that dealt in just interiors. Dan‟s activities were monitored 

but he was clean. Baida on the other was elusive. We needed to penetrate. I was 

directed to initiate contact. The big break came after the contact confirmed the tip 

and all units were a go.  

With the evidence now, Dan simply known as “The Source” was the target 

believed to represent the African front for the activities of the group. The belief 

that “The Source” was in the political circles or was one of the richest moguls in 

the country could not have been any falser. The evidence came in when the tapped 

handbag of his “wife” revealed his identity as he discussed openly with still yet to 

be identified contact and his wife on his suspicion of been compromised. We also 

had the exact location of his operations-his 5 bedroom Terrace House at House11, 

Madagascar Street, Maitama. The special undercover mission was almost over 

after long gruesome months.  

I had to get her out of here now. 

„You ready for breakfast?‟ she said lightly as soon as I stepped into the kitchen.  

„I am not. You need to go dress up. We are leaving‟ I said without emotion. She 

looked perplexed. 

„What do you mean we are leaving?‟ she asked coming to stand before me. 

She sensed trouble. 

„I need you to come with me. I want to show you something‟ I lied through my 

teeth. She saw through it but just looked at me few seconds longer before running 

up the stairs. 



AfricanLoveStories Uneñ Ameji  Page 78 

 

Few minutes, she was down with a pair of black jeans and black T-shirt.  

„Where is my gun?‟ she asked with a frown. 

„We need to get out of here now‟ I said with urgency. 

„I am not leaving here without my gun‟ she stood rooted to the ground. My first 

thoughts were to hurl her over my shoulders and carry her out.  

„Here‟ I produced it. She collected it with such swiftness that surprised me. 

„How did you get this?‟ I asked on our way out. 

„I applied for it‟ she got into the car as I held the door opened for her. A suspicious 

black van was approaching with full speed few meters away and I ran to the start 

the car in quick succession. 

Brought the car alive and sped off. 

„Where are we going?‟ she asked as I drove to nowhere in particular. I spotted a 

trail and I had to lose them.  

„We are being followed‟ she quietly observed looking through the rear mirror. 

„By who?‟ I played. I was curious as to how she knew that we were being 

followed. 

„By the black van that you ran away from‟ she answered looking at me pointedly. 

„Are you sure?‟ I smiled. She was not buying it. 

„Who are you?‟ she asked finally. She was past waiting around for clues. 

„I am Leke‟ I answered. 
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„Who are you?‟ she made to pull the gun out of the back of her loose jeans. 

„Whoa! Hold the thought‟ I smiled as I took a quick turn in a close and sped off. 

The black van had reduced its speed thinking I was heading inside the building but 

the swift reverse and speed after they slowed down had cut them off guard. I lost 

them. 

„You are welcome‟ I said looking at her. 

„Thanks‟ she did not look at me. She must have known they were coming for her. 

„Now is a good time to tell me all you know about Dan‟s activities‟ I was cutting to 

the chase. She looked quickly at me; eyes darting from one end of my face to the 

other nervously licking her lips. 

„I know he is involved in some sort of arrangement with some people and he is not 

exactly who I thought he was‟ she avoided my eyes. 

„What sort of arrangement?‟ I wanted to know exactly what she knew. 

„I saw documents showing transfer of huge sums from sources I didn‟t know and 

for works that were never carried out by the company‟ she looked at me finally. 

„Is that all?‟ I probed. 

„I caught some pictures of what I suspected where stolen ships and number of arms 

needed for importation. The time schedule and delivery point‟ she voiced out now. 

„When was this?‟ 

„5 months ago‟   

„And you didn‟t say anything to anyone?‟ I asked 
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„I was scared. Dan became more vigilant then. The interest was back but it felt 

strange. He didn‟t want me talking to anyone or customer without him present after 

he saw me coming out from his office‟ 

„Do you have a copy of the documents?‟ 

„No. I just saw them‟ 

„So how did you know they were after you?‟ I asked referring to the black van 

occupant. 

„I felt like I was watched constantly after seeing his documents so I got the firearm 

and tipped the Police‟ she offered. It seemed she couldn‟t stop the moment she 

started. 

„Alright. Let‟s get you to a safe place‟ I said and drove whilst checking to see if 

there were any more trails. It was good to know that Baida was the one that tipped 

the Police who had in turned tip Onas‟s department in the first place. That was all I 

needed.  

Baida was innocent. 

She was quiet now. 

I headed home to get a packed kit. 

„Wait here‟ I said and got down as I opened the pedestrian gate and went in. 

Andrew stood shocked and greeted silently. I went in. Thankfully, the house was 

empty. Walked up to my room just in time to see Yomi run into my bathroom and 

Wande sprawled on the bed. Andrew must have known and was shocked when I 

had walked in without using my horn as usual. I nearly laughed at his predicament 
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on not sounding the alarm and wondered if this was the first time. Not like it 

mattered. Stopped momentarily at the sight, shook my head and walked to my 

wardrobe to retrieve the kit. 

She was quiet and stared at me waiting for my reaction.  

It stung that Yomi would go behind my back. If he wanted Wande, all he needed to 

do was ask. But then, I guess I deserved it. I just had the craziest night of my life 

and had no intention whatsoever of giving her up. I smiled at the thought as I 

headed out.  

She was standing outside the car when I came out. 

„You ok?‟ I asked coming to stand before her. 

„What does this mean? I mean, for me. Are you taking me to Dan?‟ she asked 

finally. Giving into her fear. I almost laughed but from her tensed look, I knew she 

was scared. 

„No. I am never going to allow Dan or anyone hurt you, okay?‟ I held her close and 

stroked her. 

„Let‟s get out of here‟ I opened the door for her and she got in reluctantly. 

Andrew opened the gate and we drove out. The drive to the Den in Life Camp took 

less than 15 minutes. I stopped the car. 

„You are going to have to trust me‟ I said looking at her. 

„What? You want me blind folded?‟ she asked bravely but I knew she was scared. 

„Yes‟ I smiled at her insightfulness. 



AfricanLoveStories Uneñ Ameji  Page 82 

 

„Okay‟ she said and gave a heroic smile. I smiled too. 

„Wear this‟ I gave her the blind folds and she slipped it on. 

I drove to the location and got rid of the blind fold after the gate was closed behind 

us. This was my private house and I had Onas wait for me here to debrief Baida as 

he requested. This was not the protocol but I had personal interest and was without 

a doubt that Baida was innocent. It did not make sense to put her through all the 

bureaucratic crap especially since it looked like we had an unidentified mole in the 

system. I was not going to risk her life and could not wait to start my life with her. 

I swallowed at the thought. 

I was in love with Baida  

Onas walked to the car as Baida sat warily taking a look around. I bet she was 

holding the gun ready to fire.  

„Good job Paul‟ it was Onas.  

„Not nearly as good as I would have wanted it‟ I said looking at Baida. Her eyes 

opening at the mention of my name. Leke was a cover. 

„Hello Baida‟ it was Onas standing by the door. She nodded. 

„Want to come in for a chat?‟ Onas did not waste time in getting to the crux of the 

matter. He needed information now. 

„Sure‟ I saw her hand move and I knew she was putting the gun away. The walk to 

the private quarters was quiet. 
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„So tell me. How did you two meet? I mean Dan‟ it was Onas. She looked around 

the large open space with few cushions littered in circles. It looked like a hall with 

set ups for group discussions.  

„At the airport‟ she answered as she cleared her throat and continued. 

„Harold and Dan were on their way out to Dubai. I was too. It was during the 

holidays in our 4
th

 year in the University. We struck a conversation and have been 

friends ever since. We started the company together before Harold left the country 

for Finland and sold his shares to me‟ she looked from me to Onas.  

„Your company is an interior designs company I take‟ it was Onas. These were 

routine questions and it was being recorded. Baida was unaware of this. 

„Yes it is‟ she answered truthfully. 

„Why didn‟t he sell it to Dan?‟ Onas grilled. 

„He was not interested‟ she answered. 

„And when did you discover that he was using the company as a front?‟  

„Some months back. I was in his office to get some designs for a new client. He 

had just stepped out with some business associates after a late night meeting. I 

found the documents and scanned through. He caught me looking at it but didn‟t 

say anything. Nothing really changed except I felt like he was waiting for the right 

time to act. Then the night visitors and unexpected house checks. I was trapped and 

couldn‟t tell anyone. I had to get some form of protection and approached the I.G, 

Jikar for firearms permission‟ she took a break looking at me. I wanted to take her 

in my arms but stood steady. 
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Jikar was the Inspector General of the Nigerian Police Force. 

Onas nodded. Some of the intel had been confirmed.  

„So what did you see?‟ Onas continued the questioning while she answered 

repeating the same thing she had told me. 

The session was over finally and Baida was drained. 

„You are going to stay here a while. We will be cleaning the streets in the next few 

days. You should stay put. Paul will take care of you‟ he smiled and she nodded 

weakly. She was pliant and scared stiff.  

„A minute please‟ it was Onas and I followed him out. 

„So it seems our boy is the link we have been looking for. Report says he is cutting 

his links and leaving town as we speak. Matt and Godab are monitoring his 

movement. He will lead us to the bigger fish hopefully. For now, you are in the 

clear. The list from Jikar‟s office has Baida‟s name on it. He indeed gave the 

permission and had informed the department of her complaints months back. She is 

in the clear‟ he gave a small smile. I knew that smile. 

„What?‟ I barked playfully. 

„You have hots for this girl‟ he said in his British accent. Did I forget that? He 

lived his whole life in Europe and was back home to fight criminals. For the life of 

me, I never understood why but he was a good man and we shared a bond. 

„Is that a question?‟ I kept a straight face. 

„Anyone can see past the charade Bro. you are done for‟ he landed a slap on my 

shoulders as we gave deep throated chuckles and shook hands. 
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„You stay put. You have been marked. No use getting you out there‟  

„I guess‟ we shook hands and he headed out. I walked back to the open space and 

met her pacing when I got in. 

„Are you okay?‟ I asked. She stood still waiting for me to say something. 

„You look so cute when you are worried‟ I said and she broke into smiles. I smiled 

too and walked to take her in my hands. 

„Come here‟ I took her in my hands and wished her fear and pain away.  

„Take‟ she gave me the gun and held me tighter.  

„Thank you‟ I collected the gun and carried her unexpectedly with a shocked 

giggle coming from her.  I loved the sound. 

„Put me down Leke. Paul‟ she laughed. 

„I will inside‟ I played.  

„We need to talk Paul‟ she sounded serious and I dropped her.  

„Yes we do‟ I said dropping her and removing her hair from her face. 

„Now‟ she looked at me with expectation. 

„After a shower‟ I smiled and she broke into a naughty grin. I carried her once 

more and headed to the bathroom. 

The hot water ran down our bodies and her small hands reached all over my body. 

Her lips never leaving mine. My lips feasting on hers. Our bodies joined together. 

The rhythm endless. The moans escaping with the steam. The climax like rapture. I 
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was completely frozen as I poured life into her and waited eternity before leaving 

her womb. I wanted her pregnant and I was going to make sure she was by the end 

of the week.  

The romp in bed turned to cuddle and soon we were sound asleep.  

I was never in pure bliss.  

This had to be heaven. 

**** 

Plan B was perfect. The execution was flawless and I gave an evil grin.  

What they did not know was that I was „The Source‟.  

Dan was a recruit that had turned greedy and gone rogue. He had the smell and the 

evidence stacked against him would bury him. Nothing was going to exonerate 

him. Moreover, it was planned. I was waiting for the call of his demise. He would 

not leave to tell his story or blow the whistle on me. 

You see, Dan had fallen out long before he married his wife. Thinking he could eat 

his cake and have it. I was scorned and he was going down.  

I smiled as I looked at the sleeping SSS agent and laughed out loud; holding back 

the sound before I wake him up. 

SSS indeed. It was all staged and he fell for it.  

I smiled again at the staged deceit and held him closer. He opened his eyes then 

and smiled faintly before planting an airy kiss on my lips.  

„I love you‟ he said looking into my eyes. 
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For the first time, my heart tightened and I felt my eyes well up with tears.  

„I love you too‟ I said faintly planting a firm kiss on his lips. He gathered me into 

his hands, his head nesting in between my shoulders and dragging in my scent as if 

he knew that this day would be the last time he would see me. 

My phone flashed then.  

That was the signal. 

Almost at the same time, Paul‟s phone rang. He picked it on second ring. 

„Hello‟ 

„Yes? Is this confirmed?‟ he looked perplexed. 

„This is strange. Okay‟ he was off.  

„Dan‟s house is on fire. He was found dead with wife in their bunker‟ he looked at 

me with shock written all over his face. 

„Oh My God!‟ I pretended. Of course this was no good news and I had to act the 

part. 

„Oh My God!!‟ I pressed closer and he took me in his arms tightly. Dan was really 

gone and I felt terrible. I had expected that somehow the plans would fail and he 

would live but then, I prayed that the plan succeeded too. He was really good until 

he got greedy and had tied the sinking Lead to my leg. My babies were sacrificed 

for him and he never looked back the moment. 

Paul‟s hand stroking my hair brought back memories. I remember the beginning. 

We needed huge capital for startup and execution and had approached a financier.  
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He asked if we were ready to do anything and we had said yes. He gave us a deal. 

Front the importation of firearms for him and get 5 percent commission. The 

percentage was more than enough to start the company and we agreed. His name is 

Don Baga. Then He needed a front for heavy transfer of funds for his operations 

and he paid to use our company. Soon we were neck in too deep. 

We did not know when the „where‟s‟ and „when‟s‟ but I signed the checks and 

receipt logs.  

It was agreed that we stayed in business with Don Baga for a while and then gently 

withdraw our involvement. That was four years ago. 

Then Dan approached Don Baga on his own for a „deal‟ that neither I nor Harold 

wanted part off.  

Import explosives. 

Harold did not give enough details when he found out. He wanted out and I bought 

his shares. Moreover, Dan and I were in love and it sounded like a good idea at the 

time to have the company together. I was going to get Dan to stop bringing in the 

explosives and set up machineries to facilitate ending the deal but Dan was way 

ahead. He knew what he was doing. 

The night we had the talk I laid in his arms and informed him of Harold‟s 

discussion to sell and making him promise me to stop his personal dealings with 

Don Baga immediately and then stop the firearms import in a year according to the 

contract. 
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„I will if you promise to let the baby go‟ he said quietly. That was the first time he 

mentioned abortion. I was pregnant for the first time and I was happy. This was the 

dream.  

„You are joking right?‟ I sat up as if I was stung. Indeed I was. 

Well, he wasn‟t.  

And that was the first time I got rid of a baby. 

I thought he was through with Don Baga until few months ago. 

Not only was he importing the explosives, but he was still importing the firearms 

under my code name. The Source. 

I knew then that I was going down and he was going to be the one pulling the 

trigger. 

I made my move. 

I got the permission, tipped the security agency, recruited old boys and waited for 

Leke.  

Oh yes, I knew who Leke was. Udo, Onas‟s right hand was a friend of Harold‟s. 

He informed Harold of the department‟s intel on our activities and the new target 

for investigation. 

Me. 

I waited for months and when I saw him I knew it had to be the contact. I doubted 

though. He was so real and I was not expecting to feel this deeply about him but it 

happened and I did not regret. 
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What I was going to regret was leaving the country in forty eight hours for a long 

time if not forever. 

„Are you okay?‟ he released me to look into my eyes. 

I nodded. 

It was finally over. 

„Marry me‟ he blurted. 

**** 

I did not know when I said it but the moment the words were out, I was glad they 

came out. Her rounded eyes widen in surprise, her breath catching in her throat. 

„What?‟ she asked looking at me with pleading eyes.  

„Marry me Baida‟ I repeated. Waiting for a yes.  

It had to be a yes. 

„I cannot Paul‟ she said jumping off the bed naked and walked to the table top 

where the discarded clothes littered the floor. 

„Why not‟ I asked following her. 

„I think we are rushing things and you probably have issues to sort out at home‟ 

she was already dressed and ready to go. 

„I don‟t have issues. Yomi and Wande are together now‟ I said. Jaws twitching. 

„When?‟ she asked standing still. 
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„Last night obviously. I saw them this morning when I went to park an overnight 

bag. I thought Dan would be out in say few days‟ I waved as I tried to explain how 

I came about Yomi and Wande‟s little secret. 

What did it matter now? I only needed her to say yes. 

„I am sorry Leke. I mean Paul‟ she shifted on her legs. She was uncomfortable 

now. 

We stood watching ourselves. 

„I am glad you didn‟t call a cab this time‟ I joked and she burst out laughing amidst 

the awkwardness. She walked back to the bed and sat down. 

I sat with her. 

„Why are you hesitant?‟ I asked taking her small hands in mine. I had never felt 

like this ever. 

I knew I wanted her. I wanted her to be mine. 

„I just met you‟ she risked a look and dropped her gaze. Her lashes shadowing her 

eyes. 

„It doesn‟t matter. I really feel we are …….‟ My phone interrupted again. 

„I will be on my way‟ I held the phone backing her. It was Mum 

„I will be back‟ I told her as I turned.  

„Where to? She asked. 

„Just down town‟ I said off handedly. I knew what the call was about. 
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„Okay‟ she said meekly. 

„I will be back in next hour. Please stay here‟ I said as I dressed up. She nodded. 

„I would like you to think about my proposal‟ I said as I kissed her and headed out. 

Again she nodded. 

I was going to settle this Wande business once and for all. 

****  

I waited for him to drive off.  

I sneaked through the kitchen back door and climbed the fence. He must have 

instructed the guard at the gate not to let me out. I did not want to take chances. 

The jump down was steep but I had no choice. He must have received word on 

who I was and did not want to tell me.  

I took a cab straight home, rushed to my room, picked my packed luggage and ran 

down stairs almost toppling over. I picked my car keys from the key plate and I 

drove to the Gabriel‟s house. He was my assistant and he found it strange that I 

was standing in front of his house with an envelope. 

That was all he need for the next months. 

„Take care of the office. I will call you‟ was all I said and headed back to my car. 

It was happening so fast but I did not care.  

I did not stop to think. 

There was only one valid reason Paul had gone out without a word as to why he 

was called. 
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My cover was blown and they were coming to get me any minute now. 

 I did not stop at Tope‟s. She would be so disappointed in me.  

She never knew who her friend truly really was. Tears blinded me as I drove to the 

airport. I was leaving Abuja to Lagos immediately. I‟d cool my heels in Lagos and 

hope to God that I was not on the wanted list. 

I had to leave the country immediately and I cursed myself for not making the 

travel date today. 

The drive to the airport took forever. I abandoned my car at the airport with the 

keys after making the last call to the driver to come pick at parking lot. I hoped he 

got the message. 

Luck was on my side. In 30 minutes, I was headed to Lagos and I stared outside 

the whole time. 

I wandered around the airport aimlessly the whole day. Spent the night in the 

Ladies and I was ready for my flight to London in the morning. 

The wait was suffocating and I was suspicious of every movement.  

The relief as I boarded the British Airways Lagos to Heathrow cannot be 

described. 

I sat down and I cried.  

I wept for the deaths I was responsible for. 

The deceit and the greed. 

The love I didn‟t explore and the hopelessness of being a fugitive. 



AfricanLoveStories Uneñ Ameji  Page 94 

 

It was all over now but it felt like I was opening a new chapter. The journey was a 

blur and the call to fasten our seat belts as we approached Heathrow was the sound 

of freedom. 

It was all over now. 

Freedom. 

 

 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Will Baida ever get the rest she is looking for and will Paul ever forget Baida? 

Would he find her and his child that he planted in her? 
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To find out, submit your email for a FREE copy of the concluding Love Story 

here:  www.africanlovestories.wordpress.com  

Available in September from African Love Stories 
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the only heir to the Bricks Empire. 
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seats tops on the board of the Bricks Group of companies with just one 
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AfricanLoveStories Uneñ Ameji  Page 96 

 

DESTROY DIDI TRAP 
 
But Didi Trap has an ally in Ali Kyari Bricks-Akhmed’s father. Famous 
billionaire and philanthropist.  
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