
  
 

~ 1 ~ 
 

  



  
 

~ 2 ~ 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

©2014 by Tomi Adesina 

All rights reserved. No part of this document may be 

reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, 

mechanical, photocopying, or otherwise, without prior written 

permission of Tomi Adesina 

 

 

 

DISCLAIMER 

This story is a work of fiction. All incidents and people in 

this book are fictional. Any resemblance to any persons or  

situation is simply coincidental. 

 

 

 

 

Cover Photo by Ope Awobutu 

  



  
 

~ 3 ~ 
 

 

1 

 

Aisha waited anxiously for twelve midnight with a glass of champagne in one hand and her 

smartphone in the other. If there was anything she hated more than waiting, it had to be 

waiting. She looked through the room as it buzzed with excitement but with nothing really 

to excite her. To her, the others were a bunch of playful lots who couldn’t wait for the next 

opportunity to have a party and tonight, New Year’s Eve, had provided them with that 

avenue. 

She stood in her red gown, isolated in a corner of the room, but not totally isolated. She still 

drew the attention of everyone in the room as they turned heads in her direction, flashing 

faint smiles at her, which of course were reciprocated with a firm stare when she noticed, if 

she noticed. 

The others couldn’t wait for the countdown to New Year that they had started counting from 

hundred. ‘Who does a countdown from hundred to the New Year?’ Aisha thought aloud as 

she stared at them disdainfully. She could see Alhaji’s eyes all over her from a distance but 

she simply looked away. She wasn’t ready for his lengthy sermons on how a ‘sexually-active 

female should learn to mingle with the male species’. Whenever he spoke like that she 

almost thought he was no longer her father but a farmer talking to his animals in the farm. 

He beckoned to her as he stood with his friends in the crowd. She shook her head and turned 

away. At least there was some serenity on the roof top, she had planned to go there once 

the fireworks went out at midnight and the rest would be deep into the party. 

“Nine…Eight…Seven…” The room echoed as the clock ticked. For the first time, Aisha turned 

at the giant clock and watched the second hand tick. “Three…two…HAPPY NEW 

YEAR!!!!!!!!” They all shouted and hugged one another. Aisha flashed a smile at her father 
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and walked over to him. “Happy New Year, Dad. Greater heights this year.” She said as they 

clinked glasses. 

 “Happy new year, my princess.” He replied and kissed her forehead. “It’s another year 

and I don’t want this year to go-” 

“-without you bringing him home.” She said completing his statement. “Dad, try to change 

the words next year. I am getting too used to them, and moreover, they sound really tacky.” 

She added as she sipped her drink. 

He nodded in agreement as he surveyed the room. “I know they sound tacky but, can I help 

it? You are my only child.” He said, turning his head over his neck. 

 “Who are you looking for, Dad?” she asked as she noticed the divided attention 

between her father’s speech and an unending search around the big hall. 

He smiled victoriously at her. “Wait for it.” Aisha clenched her teeth as she saw Hakeem 

approach from a distance. “Hakeem is here to celebrate the New Year with us.” Her Father 

announced. 

 “He could have at least worn a tux.” Aisha said as Hakeem approached them in his 

kaftan apparel. “Dude just has the worst dress sense.” 

Hakeem bowed before Alhaji as he got to them. “Happy New Year, Sir.” 

Alhaji Ibrahim nodded. “Happy New Year, Hakeem. How is Father?” 

 “He just returned from Dubai last night and he sends his apologies for not being able 

to make it here.” He replied and stretched out an envelope to Alhaji Ibrahim. “He also sends 

this.” 

Aisha rolled her eyes as her dad tucked the envelope into his pocket. “I’ll call him. Please, 

excuse me. I’ll leave you two young ones alone.” He said, grinning mischievously in her 

direction and then walked away. 

Hakeem reached for Aisha’s hand and she yanked it away aggressively. “Damn, Hakeem. 

You are plain stupid. When did we get so comfy?” she yapped at him. 
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He swallowed as people started to stare at them and murmur too. “You have a way of 

humiliating me, don’t you?” he asked. 

 “And you have a way of maintaining a high level of stupidity, don’t you?” she asked 

back. 

He nodded. “For you, I’ll be a fool.” 

 “For me? Or what you think you can get from me?” she asked. 

He shrugged. “Aisha, can we go outside?” 

“Never, Hakeem. You are not having me alone for five seconds.” She replied and 

walked away. “Where’s that idiot, Moira? She must be partying herself away” She thought 

as she walked across the pulsing room. 

Hakeem watched her leave and turned in her father’s direction. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Somewhere in Ebute-Metta, the New Year vibe was a lot different from the uptown ones. 

Honestly, you might want to be Craig and the guys rather than spend your New Year with a 

bunch of office guys in a Porsche hall. 

Craig flicked the ‘banger’ in his hand at a group of ladies and then retreated to his friends. 

“How about that for tackling back?” he shouted as the cracks went off. 

The ladies were in no mood to surrender to Craig as they prepared for a re-launch in the 

final battle of the ultimate street fight. Craig watched keenly as the ladies prepared their 

arsenals and threw the crackers back at him and his pals. This time, the bangers came in 

multitudes. The ladies had devised an entirely different strategy and decided to throw their 

‘bangers’ at once. Craig and the guys scampered, thus rendering them the losers of the 

contest. 

 “Now that’s what we call tackling back!” The ladies shouted back. 
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Craig fumed as he had lost to the ladies. Bolu jabbed him from behind. “This is why I hate 

you. How could you just throw one at them?” he asked angrily. 

 “They are ladies and I didn’t think they would return it in trillions.” 

Bolu hissed dryly. “There you have it; we are losers again this year. All thanks to you.” 

 “He is never the loser.” Daniel chipped in as the ladies approached them. 

 “Hi Craig, don’t you want to have a taste of winning?” Vicky asked. 

Daniel’s heart burned as he had always admired Vicky. No!!! He admires and wants every 

lady, but they end up wanting Craig for the most obvious reasons. Craig is like a gold fish in 

their ocean. He has the stunning looks, athletic physique and charisma. He isn’t your regular 

street guy by the books, but for reasons that life provided he found himself there and he did 

do well in the streets. 

 “Why not? For you, I’d rather be a loser.” Craig replied and walked off with Vicky and 

the other girls. 

One more thing, Craig is a charmer. He knew his way around women and how to get to 

them. Bolu smiled at Daniel. “Hard luck, bro. Better luck next time.” 

 “That bastard knows I like Vicky. Why is he always doing this to me?” Daniel asked. 

Bolu shrugged with a smile. “Vicky came to him.” 

 “He could have turned her down, but he didn’t. He is doing that to spite me…again.” 

Daniel complained bitterly. 

Bolu nodded. “Sorry bro, don’t let this ruin the New Year. Let’s go and join them at the bar.” 

 “Were we invited?” 

Bolu swallowed as his excitement went down. “Dude, it doesn’t matter. Are they going to 

kick us out of the bar?” 

 “I can’t watch them kissing.” 

 “So, where do we go?” 

Daniel looked around. “We can get some drinks and talk about our plans for the New Year 

here.” 
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 “Here? Out in the cold?” Bolu retorted. 

 “Yes, that’s why we are getting drinks. You won’t feel the effect. Trust me.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha sipped her drink slowly as she forwarded a mail to a client. She then picked up the 

land phone and dialled. “Have you received the mail?” She paused for a while to get a 

response after which she smiled. “I know how much people are dying to ferry their stuff on 

my gambit. But you have to pay to do that, and I won’t even be lenient for old ties sake.” She 

replied. 

She cringed as the noise from the hall went up and disturbed her conversation. 

“Alright…Alright, in the spirit of the New Year, I take a thousand dollars off it. That’s the best 

you are getting.” 

The door opened and a tipsy Moira walked in. Aisha shook her head and rounded off her 

call. “Pay your money before I change my mind. Happy New Year.” She replied and hung up. 

 “What are you doing here?” Moira asked holding a bottle in her hand. 

Aisha dragged the bottle from her and hurled it in the bin. “Classy ladies don’t get drunk. 

And as you can see, I am working.” 

 “In case you haven’t noticed, Aisha, there is a party going on around you.” Moira said 

as she sat on the desk and dropped her legs on Aisha’s thighs. 

Aisha eyeballed her and threw off her legs. “This is what happens when you drink 

irresponsibly. I’ll make you some coffee.” She said and walked over to her mixer. 

Moira continued sloppily. “Aisha, this is a New Year’s party. You should get a break from 

work and catch up with your generation. Times-a-passin” she added. 

 “I am in touch with my generation.” Aisha replied as she handed Moira a cup of coffee. 

“Drink this.” 

Moira took a sip and spilled the rest. “Eeww!!! There’s no sugar.” 
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 “What’s ‘Eewwish’ about coffee without sugar.” Aisha asked feeling irritated by 

the mess Moira had made on her desk. She grabbed a piece of cloth and started to clean it 

up. 

Moira smiled. “You could be a darling sometimes.” She said as Aisha wiped the spill from 

her dress. 

Aisha pulled a grimace and threw the cloth in Moira’s face. “Do it yourself.” 

 “I take back the compliment. You are a monster.” Moira said as she threw the cloth on 

the desk. “I overhead Hakeem reporting you to Alhaji.” 

Aisha nodded. “Good. Now I know where his balls are.” 

 “You’ve seen his balls?” Moira asked with some shock. 

Aisha scoffed. “Are you this dumb, Moira or you are only dumb when drunk?” 

 “I am not drunk, I heard you say his balls clearly and if you think I didn’t hear you 

right, we can play it over again. Now, say what you said. Exact terms.” 

Aisha shook her head and sank into a seat. “What did Hakeem tell Father?” 

 “That you were so rude to him and blah blah…blah” she replied, yawning. 

 “Can you try to close your mouth next time when you yawn?” Aisha said. 

Moira nodded and yawned again. “Like when?!” 

Aisha sighed. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

“You know my buddy likes you?” Craig whispered into Vicky ears. 

She chuckled softly as though he had said something more romantic to her. 

Daniel boiled from a distance as he saw this. “I knew it was a bad idea to have come here.” 

Bolu said to him. 

 “I don’t know why I said we should still come here. But, all I know is there is going to 

be a beat down here.” Daniel said. 
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Bolu took his hand. “Let’s go man, it’s not worth it.” 

 “She is worth it.” Daniel replied as he strode across over to Craig’s table with Bolu 

chasing behind. “Why are you not my friend, Craig?” Daniel shouted. 

Craig smiled. His smile did upset Daniel as it made Craig look more attractive to the females 

at the table as they blushed carelessly. Craig cleared his throat. “Why so angry?” 

 “This is not a good idea, Daniel. Let’s go.” Bolu whispered into Daniel’s ear. 

Craig stared at Vicky. “I am sorry, he is not usually like this. He has had too many to drink.” 

He said. 

Vicky nodded and stared at Daniel. “Hi Daniel.” She said waving at him. 

Daniel swallowed as he stared at Bolu and then back at her. “Hi.” 

Craig excused himself and walked out of the room with Bolu following. “What did you do in 

there?” Bolu asked. 

 “Look Man, the guy is crazy about her. All I did was talk to her on his behalf.” He 

replied. 

Bolu smiled. “Oh…Well, I... I never…” 

 “Of course you never knew. You guys never know anything, but are so quick to bring 

your gloves at me.” 

Bolu took a deep breath. “You can’t blame him. You are the one everyone likes. It’s hard to 

live in your shadow and it becomes a constant pain, if you know what I mean.” 

 “You guys have a lot of work to do on your self-confidence. It’s a new year! Grow out 

of it.” He replied and walked away into the chilly night. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha walked into the hall with her briefcase in her hand. The hall sparkled as though no 

office party had been held there the night before. She smiled satisfactorily and walked out 

bumping into Moira who was approaching from the elevator. 



  
 

~ 10 ~ 
 

 “Aisha, who comes to work on the second day of January?” she asked, looking 

unsettled. 

Aisha smiled. “We have been doing this for the past five years since I took over, I don’t 

understand why you are asking me this today.” She replied walking away. 

Moira stopped her. “I don’t feel good today.” 

 “You could have called in sick.” 

Moira took a deep breath. “Like you take people serious when they call in sick?” 

 “You are right. Why would I take anyone that has had too much to drink serious? If I 

take that from you, the other members of staff would do the same thing. You all except one, 

and that is me, were virtually stoned.” She replied as she pushed her office door open. “Good 

morning, Moira. Where did you leave your manners?” 

Moira rolled her eyes and took her seat. Aisha and Moira had been best friends since they 

were kids; they did everything together, went to the same schools and graduated together. 

Aisha had always been exceptional; from her curves and edges to perfections, academic 

prowess, adroit negotiation skills that put her ahead of everyone in the business field. Moira 

loved her friend for everything except one. Aisha was not willing to stoop for anyone, and 

most especially, a man. 

 “Aisha, when are you going on a date with Hakeem?” Moira asked. 

Aisha stared at her. “Moira? Hakeem? What are you saying?” 

 “I just feel you should give him a chance, he really likes you.” Moira replied sounding 

serious. 

Aisha shook her head sadly. “Your taste amazes me. Hakeem is not in my class.” 

 “Really? Then who is? You are the only one in your class; in fact, I think you are the 

whole school!” Moira cut in, sounding a bit offended. 

Aisha took a deep breath. “Moira, go to your office.” 

 “It bothers me that you have decided to embrace the single life; you have never been 

in a relationship with anyone. You ruined what you could have had with…erm…what’s 
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the name of that American boy? Trent! You won’t let him breathe all through college. And 

now you have Hakeem all over you, why are you so hard on him?” 

Aisha folded her arms. “Do you know how much we have lost since you started talking about 

this nonsense? We have lost ten fruitful minutes that could have been channelled into 

sealing deals and raking in more money. Moira, I need you to go to your office!” 

 “I don’t even know why Alhaji put you in charge of this place.” Moira replied. 

Aisha smiled. “Since I took over this place five years ago, I have raked in more profits than 

all the last fifteen MD’s. I am on the Forbes’ list as the most successful young African person. 

Why won’t my father want me here? He is the envy of all his competitors! The only time he 

comes here is when there is a party or shareholders meeting. He trusts me, I am sailing this 

ship perfectly, Moira. Does that answer why he put me in charge?” 

 “You need to get married.” Moira replied. 

Aisha smiled. “Love is for the weak.” 

 “Oh really?” 

Aisha nodded. “Yes. Now, if you don’t mind, some of us have work to do.” 

Moira nodded in agreement. “I hope you marry this work.” 

 “I am already married to it.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

“You know the best part of this set of chairs is that they give you a manly feel.” Craig 

started. “There is something special about a chaise lounge, you just have to slide down and 

enjoy the comfort it provides.” 

 “So, when my husband gets the entire manly feel, what do I get out of it?” A customer 

enquired. 
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Craig smiled. “Do you see this smile? It is satisfaction. When your husband is happy, you are 

happy. Moreover, he can enjoy the chair after a long hard day’s work; you can enjoy it all 

day.” 

 “Are you insinuating that I am a full housewife?” she asked. 

He shrugged with a smile. “Not necessarily, but this is 10AM on a Monday morning and you 

are here, looking this fresh and unstressed. It’s obvious you have not been in the labour 

market.” 

The woman blushed faintly. “Are you single, honey?” she asked. 

He smiled. “Yes, I am.” 

 “I…I wish you the best. I’ll have the chairs.” She said and walked away. 

Craig turned with a grin in Bolu and Daniel’s direction. The shop owner walked out of his 

office into the open. “Did you sell those chairs?” he asked. Craig nodded confidently. “Good. 

Send the proceeds to my office.” 

 “Yes, Sir.” Craig replied as his boss walked away. Bolu and Daniel joined him. “How 

much is the commission?” 

Craig smiled. “I sold it for ten thousand higher. After that self-profit, my commission will 

come from him.” 

 “You are such a bad guy.” Bolu said. 

Craig nodded. “I know. eBay has got nothing on me; I am the king of the market.” 

 “Is that a line you learnt yesterday?” Daniel asked, trying to get into the discussion. 

Craig smiled. “A thank you is fine. You got her number, right?” 

Daniel took a deep breath. “She told me that she knows what you were trying to do for me, 

but she would rather be with you.” 

Craig laughed. “Your sense of humour has improved. I am proud of you. I can feel the New 

Year blooming at me.” 

 “He is serious.” Bolu said. “She was serious.” 

Craig stared at them. “Errr…I…I had no idea. But, I…I don’t want her. Seriously.” 
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 “I know, but, she doesn’t know that.” Daniel replied. “She likes you.” 

Craig shook his head sadly. “What do you want me to do?” 

 “Help tell her that you are not interested in her.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha laid back in her seat and watched the profits rise in her favour on her Forex trading. 

She laughed as it swayed positively and she immediately closed up to avoid any loss. 

“Good money for me again.” She said aloud. 

There was a knock and her secretary walked in. “Good morning, ma.” 

 “Morning, what can I do for you?” she asked. 

 “The Chairman sent for you.” 

Aisha’s eyes popped. “Chairman? What is Alhaji doing here?” she asked expressing concern 

at her father’s presence which was unexpected. “I hope this is not Hakeem’s work.” She 

mumbled as she grabbed her digital tablet. “Get all the documents regarding our last 

trades ready and bring them to us.” She said and walked out briskly. 

The journey to her father’s office was not meant to be a long walk but Aisha decided to stop 

at Moira’s office. “Moira, my Dad is here.” She announced. 

 “That’s...strange.” Moira replied as she closed her laptop. “What if this is the Hakeem 

effect?” 

Aisha clenched her teeth. “I’ll kill that guy.” She replied. “I am going there now. Want to 

come?” 

Moira grinned. “You came to ask for my company. Admit it.” 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “This is not the time, Moira. Are you coming or not?” 

 “Of course, I am. I won’t miss the chance to watch your Dad scold you because of 

Hakeem. Let’s go, baby.” Moira said, smacking Aisha’s backside. 

Aisha shot at Moira. “Moira?” 



  
 

~ 14 ~ 
 

 “Don’t be a killjoy. Let’s go!” Moira said, hopping out. 

Aisha opened the door to her father’s office with a smile that she had planned to fade if she 

saw Hakeem inside. However, no Hakeem. Wider smiles. “Good morning, Sir.” She said. 

Alhaji Ibrahim stared at her. “How are you?” 

 “Fine, Sir.” She replied. 

He turned in Moira’s direction. “How are you, Moira?” 

 “As good as always.” She replied. 

 “Why can’t you pour some of the joy you feel on Aisha?” he asked. 

Aisha looked stunned. “What does that mean, Father?” 

He took a deep breath. “Aisha, we have a very serious matter to discuss. Do you mind if 

Moira stayed?” 

 “Moira can stay and you know it, Dad.” Aisha replied. 

Alhaji Ibrahim took a deep breath. “Ms Aisha Bello, you are fired!!!” 
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2 

 

Aisha stared at Alhaji Ibrahim hard as his words had given her a rude shock. “You cannot 

fire me, Alhaji Bello.” She replied. 

Alhaji Ibrahim slammed his table hard. “This is exactly why I'm firing you. I am your Father, 

forget about Alhaji Bello.” 

 “So this is personal?” Aisha asked. 

Moira cleared her throat. “Can…Can I leave?” 

 “Yes, Moira!” Aisha shouted, not for a second taking her eyes off him. Moira slipped 

out quickly. Aisha continued unperturbed. “What is going on?” 

He took a deep breath. “Aisha, don’t make me regret sending you abroad all your life. You 

seem to have forgotten that you are a woman. You just tear men apart as if they are not 

worth your time.” 

 “So this is about that loser, Hakeem, right?” 

Alhaji shook his head in disagreement. “No. This is about you, my dear.”  

 “Then, if it is really about me, save it for home. This is business!” Aisha interrupted. 

He swallowed. “I can’t let you do this to yourself. You are gradually becoming your own man 

which is wrong. Very wrong!” 

“You know what is wrong? It's you being so unprofessional about this. My personal 

life has nothing to do with my work ethics and I have served and ensured that this 

enterprise is the biggest and fastest growing in Africa. I don’t deserve this from you.” 

He nodded. “Aisha, I know all that and that's beside the point. You are not happy and you 

know it. I can’t sit back and watch you hurt yourself this way. I am your father and I care 

about your happiness.” 
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 “And that is why I am getting fired?" She laughed sarcastically. "Look how happy I am 

now, Dad. Ecstatic, in fact!” 

He took a deep breath. “I want to give you some time off from here so that you can have fun, 

meet people, get people to actually know and like you.” 

  “I am affable, Dad!” she replied. 

He snorted “Only the magazines like you. Let other people see who Aisha really is. The sweet 

little 5-year-old I once knew is still somewhere in there, I know it.” 

She scoffed. “Wake up, Dad. She grew up!” 

 “I want her back.” 

She shook her head in disagreement. “There is no way in this world that you are getting her 

back. And if you want me fired, I want a letter to that effect and I want reasons, facts, figures 

and I want it forwarded to the HR. Everything will go through due process here, because, I, 

Aisha Bello, know how to remain professional. Good day, Alhaji Bello.” She replied and 

stormed out of the office, bumping into Moira who had been eavesdropping. “Moira? You 

were spying too?” 

 “Come on, Aisha. Why are you so difficult? Alhaji has a point there.” Moira replied 

catching up with a fast-walking Aisha. 

Aisha stopped and stared at her. “What point could he have to fire me? He wants to give me 

time to mingle? There are dating sites! If I am so sick of being single, I’ll pick someone from 

there. Not Hakeem!” 

Moira pulled her hand. “Aisha, let’s go and have lunch.” She said with a smile. 

“It’s morning!” she replied angrily. “Moira, this whole thing might look like one big joke to 

you, but it is not to me. This is my life. I have worked hard all my life to be here and I have 

earned it and I am not letting go so easily.” 

Moira hissed dryly. “All your life? You talk as if you are forty! Aisha, you are just twenty-

seven! Have you realised that? Your youth is fast-drifting away and you have not lived the 
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life of a youth. I agree that not everyone can jump in and out of clubs, and some people are 

definitely powerful, but Aisha, have you realised that I am the only friend you have…left.” 

“The others were losers. They'd rather skip in the sun and dance in the rain while I 

raked in money. Where are they today? Who has heard about them? They are where they 

were, probably waiting for the next rain or sun to dance.” 

Moira took a deep breath. “But they are happy, Aisha. Are you?” she asked and walked away. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “You have no idea how excited I was when I got your text.” Vicky said as she took her 

seat opposite Craig. 

Craig took a deep breath. “I hope you'll still be excited after this meeting.” He muttered 

under his breath.  

 “What did you say?” she asked with a smile. 

Craig smiled back. “Nothing.” He swallowed. “I…I don’t know how to tell you this.” 

 “Really? Is it possible for you to ever be at a loss for words?” she asked. 

He shrugged. “Vicky, Daniel is really into you.” 

 “Daniel?” 

He nodded in agreement. “Yes, Daniel.” 

 “Well, I am not interested.” She replied. 

He nodded. “Could that be because you think you like me?” 

She smiled. “I don’t think I like you. I know I like you.” 

 “But I am not going to date you.” He replied. 

She stared at him and then fought back tears. “That was harsh.” 

 “I am not sorry for telling you the truth. Don’t waste your time chasing a man that'll 

never love you back. Go instead for the one that loves you.” 
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She snatched her bag angrily from the table and tried to get up to leave but he held her back. 

She responded to his grip with a firm slap. “In case you think I have no pride, I do. Also, you 

can go and tell your friend that you failed. I own my feelings, not you and not him.” She 

replied and walked away angrily leaving Craig to nurse his cheek. 

Daniel and Bolu came out of their hideout. “Na wa o! Na by force to date babe?” Bolu rolled 

in Pidgin English as he grabbed a seat. 

 “I am sorry, man.” Daniel said. 

Craig shrugged. “Na big deal? I don chop the slap wey you suppose take, so just free me.” Craig 

retorted. 

Bolu smiled trying to lighten the mood. “Oya guys, maybe we should return to the mall, we 

have been rotated as usual.” 

 “I hope they left me in the furniture section.” Craig said, standing up. 

Daniel shook his head in disagreement. “No. The Games section. PS 4 demo” 

 “I’m gonna love the demonstration.” Craig said with a smile. 

Daniel nodded. “Lucky you, I have been sent to the Kitchen Utensils region. How am I 

supposed to sell Pots and Fry pans to women? They already have these things.” 

 “Sorry bro. Your luck.” Bolu said. 

 “Okay then. Let’s go make some money.” Craig said leading the way. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha walked into Moira's office. “Hey Moira.” 

Moira closed her laptop. “What are you doing here? You are fired, remember?” 

 “Funny.” Aisha said taking her seat. “I'm waiting for due process to take its course and 

except it I get that, I'm going nowhere” 

Moira folded her hands. “So what help do you need from me this time?” 

“Who told you I need your help?” She asked. 
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Moira smiled. “I know you, Aisha, you act like you can handle everything, but this one, you 

can’t handle it, and you need me to come up with an idea.” 

“Your ideas have never been all that great. So don't flatter yourself please” Aisha 

replied rolling her eyes. “Anyway...Hakeem is still in this country, and I don't want him here. 

Please send him away, anywhere, maybe Saudi.”  

 “I am not a genie, Aisha. But I came up with a plan to sort out this out.” She said and 

passed her laptop to Aisha. “Open it.” 

Aisha stared at the laptop suspiciously. “What is there?” 

 “Just open it. What are you afraid of?” Moira asked laughing. 

Aisha opened the laptop and immediately closed it. “www.dateme.com? What is that?” 

 “You need to start dating.” Moira said with a smile. 

Aisha scoffed. “This is your great Epiphany?” 

 “Easy Aisha…I am good at these things, we are going to pick one of these ‘hotties’ for 

you and you can start dating immediately.” 

 “How does this restore my position here?” 

Moira folded her arm. “You counter your daddy with your own offer.” 

 “Alhaji won’t be convinced.” Aisha replied as she stared at the laptop. “These guys are 

so ugly.” 

Moira shrugged. “Well, they are the best we can find at this time of the year. It’s January and 

most guys are already in a relationship. By February, there would be more men in town 

because of the regular break-ups around that time, the Valentine gift fever. But right now, 

we can’t afford to wait till February.” 

 “Moira, what do you suggest that I do? I'm at a loss.” 

Moira smiled. “Aisha, I like your humility.” She replied with a grin. “You are going to give 

Alhaji reasons why you shouldn’t be fired and then you are going to-” 

The door opened and Alhaji walked in with an envelope. “I knew I would find you here. 

Here’s your letter, Ms Bello.” 
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“You are so desperate to get rid of me, aren’t you?” Aisha asked as she opened the envelope. 

“Severance pay of hundred million plus add-ons?” Aisha said with a soft chuckle. “You are 

really firing me, Alhaji Bello.” 

Alhaji took a deep breath. “That would be all.” 

Aisha sprang to her feet. “Dad, we need to talk.” She said as she swallowed. 

Moira picked her phone and walked out immediately.  

 “What are we talking about?” he asked as he folded his arms. 

Aisha pointed to a seat. “Please have your seat, Dad.” 

 “I know I'm not in your good books right now so you can quit pretending because I 

am not changing my mind.” He warned, taking a seat. 

Aisha took her seat opposite him. “I have an offer for you, Alhaji Bello.” 

 “I knew it wouldn’t last.” Alhaji said with a scoff. “Let’s hear it. Everything is business 

to you.” 

She smiled. “You raised me that way and I am not about to change for anything. Here’s the 

deal, I am going to be in a relationship soon and you can reconsider firing me.” 

 “A relationship?” 

She nodded. “I am going to try to date, fall in love, you know? Those love things?” 

Alhaji shook his head. “I don’t know what to say to you. You are going to try to date? Fall in 

love? Those love things? Do you know how you sound?” 

 “Like a man. I have heard that before, and Dad, you know you need me here. Your 

competitors are going to pounce the minute they sniff that I am out of here, not to talk of 

the fact that I can join another company and they will be dying to have me.” She replied. 

He folded his arms. “Cheap Blackmail.” 

 “I know. But I am not bluffing, Dad. I am going to date and make you happy, in turn, 

you keep me here.” 

He took a deep breath. “You are going to leave my house today, you will have your own 

place, and you won’t have access to your inheritance until your wedding day.” 
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“WEDDING WHAT!!!” Aisha’s head spun like a carousel. “Wedding?” she asked. 

He nodded with a smile. “The ultimate aim of your relationship is to get married, isn’t it?” 

he asked. Aisha remained silent. “So, you have a week to go out with someone and show me 

that you are serious. You and I know that you won’t find any man except Hakeem within 

that short period.” He replied with a grin. 

Aisha swallowed painfully as her Dad grinned and walked out chanting Hakeem’s name 

with pride. Moira walked in almost immediately. “This man has no idea of what I can do to 

stay here.” 

 “Easy, sweetheart. Do I start checking out the men?” 

Aisha nodded. “Immediately.” 

 “So, we have over a thousand guys ready to pick from, where do we start?” Moira 

asked as she tapped on the laptop. 

Aisha folded her arms. “Prune them down by height, he has to be tall. If his look is nothing 

close to Theo Walcott or Christian Grey, cut him out. I don't want a fifteen year old boy 

showing up at my door step and finally, he must be running a successful institution.” 

 “Zero.” 

Aisha stared at her. “What do you mean by zero?” 

 “You are not going to find that man here. We might as well do interviews?” Moira 

replied. “I can send a poster. Husband needed.” 

Aisha hissed. “Get serious, Moira.” 

 “You are the one who should get serious. You are not going to find that man on 

dateme.com, if I had that kind of man, he won’t even know what dateme.com is.” Moira 

replied. 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “What are you trying to say?” 

 “Get real, Aisha.” 

Aisha waved her away. “Okay, let’s keep the husband search aside. Alhaji has also kicked me 

out of his house.” 
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Moira burst into an awkward laugh. “Alhaji is on a roll, no offence. What’s next?” 

 “I get my inheritance on my wedding.” Aisha concluded. 

Moira grinned. “I would do anything not to be you right now.” 

 “My Dad said that I should leave the house today, what am I going to do?” Aisha asked. 

 “What happened to the house you bought in December?” 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “I want to sell. It’s too big.” 

 “I’ll live with you.” Moira said, grinning. Moira loved the idea of living in one of the 

best houses in the city. “It’s just that the house has no kitchen stuff, like pots, cooker, and 

those stuff.” 

Aisha nodded. “It’s new. What did you expect?” 

 “We can go and buy some things for the house. And maybe move in tonight.” Moira 

suggested. 

Aisha nodded. “Why don’t we send someone? I am in no mood to shop and have the press 

suggesting my marriage in their column tomorrow.” 

 “Let them say, it’s just two ladies having fun.” Moira said, grabbing her bag. “Let’s go.” 

She said pulling Aisha’s hand. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Craig walked up to Daniel. “How is it going?” 

 “No movement.” He replied. “That is why I hate this section for sales. I mean I could 

have been in the cloth section; it is not so depressing over there. Here, I have to endure 

people looking at the stuff and walking away.” He added. 

 “These things won’t sell themselves, Daniel.” Craig said. “Moreover, you have such a 

cold stare, I am sure anyone that comes here won’t want to buy.” 

Daniel shrugged. “And you have the best smiles?” 
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Craig smiled. “I am tired of beating those kids at FIFA, maybe you should go and do the demo 

while I stay here for you. What do you say?” 

 “Thanks man. You are amazing!” Daniel replied and walked away. 

Craig took a deep breath and stared at the pots. “You guys are really boring.” He said. 

 “Hi, Can we get some pressure pots and an electric oven gas cooker?” 

Craig raised his head and stared at the ladies before him. “Pots and Cooker?” 

Aisha stared at Moira. “He doesn’t even know what he sells.” 

 “I know…it’s…it’s just that, why would you want pots and a cooker?” Craig asked with 

a smile. 

Aisha scoffed. “Do you want to sell these stuffs or not?” 

He nodded. “I want to, but these things are precious. Am I sure you will treat them well? You 

sound so harsh.” 

Moira giggled. “This one is crazy.” 

 “Obviously, let’s go somewhere else.” Aisha suggested. 

Craig grabbed her hand. “I am so sorry, sometimes, my sense of humour is really weak.” He 

said with a smile. 

 “He is cute, Aisha.” Moira said. 

Craig smiled. “Please? Would you buy from me?” he asked. 

Moira yanked her hand. “Of course, she will buy the pots and the cooker. We would have 

these and that.” Moira said pointing to the pots and cooker. Aisha took a glance at the items 

and threw her face away. “Come here, Aisha.” Moira said and stepped aside with her. 

Craig immediately changed the price tags on the Cooker while the ladies talked in a distance. 

He smiled as they returned to him. “Here are your pots. Do you want frying pans too? We 

have non-stick.” 

Aisha nodded. “Okay, we’ll have that too.” 
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“Great. In all, you are paying two hundred and thirty-three thousand naira. Two pressure 

pots at fifty-four thousand naira each and a gas cooker for a hundred and twenty five 

thousand naira.” He said to them. 

 “So we have to pay so much to be in the kitchen?” Aisha asked as she swiped her card. 

Craig nodded with a smile. “You’ll love the taste of the food.” 

Moira stared at his name tag. “Craig?” 

 “How did you know?” he asked. 

She stared at his tag. “The tag.” 

 “Oh…Nice to meet you.” He said stretching his hand at Moira. She took the hand with 

a smile and he turned in Aisha’s direction. “Nice to meet you.” 

Aisha hissed. “The car is outside.” She said and walked away. 

 “I am Moira.” Moira said to him with a grin and hurried after Aisha. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Where are you moving to?” Alhaji Ibrahim asked as Aisha closed the door of the 

moving van. 

She smiled faintly. “What do you care, Dad? I am keeping to my own side of the deal already.” 

Moira smiled. “We’ll be staying at Osborne, sir.” 

Aisha eyeballed her coldly. “You’ll be sleeping outside tonight.” 

 “Please take care of Aisha.” Alhaji Ibrahim said to Moira. 

She nodded. “You can always count on me. I’ll take care of her.” She replied grinning in 

Aisha’s direction. 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “Hop in now or you’ll join the moving van.” Aisha said as she started 

her car. 

Moira joined her in front. “We should go clubbing tonight.” 
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Aisha gasped. “Moira, we have been friends since forever, why are you acting as though you 

don’t know me.” She said as she started the car. 

 “I am only suggesting that we have some fun tonight. Maybe to celebrate the new 

house.” Moira said. 

Aisha shook her head in disagreement. “Pick another person. You’ve got the wrong girl.” 

 “I know. Yet I love you.” Moira said with a smile. 

Aisha nodded. “It’s not like you have a choice.” She replied. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “I can’t believe that you made all that money in no time.” Daniel said. 

Craig shrugged. “I am the boss. Two pressure pots, and one gas cooker.” 

 “How are you sharing the proceeds? You made money off the chairs and some stuff 

here. You should share.” Bolu said. 

Craig shook his head. “I can’t share.” 

 “Really? Eat alone, die alone.” Bolu said. 

Craig nodded. “I am willing to take that chance.” 

Daniel fumed. “Why did I leave my stand?” 

 “You weren’t attracting customers. One glance at the ladies and they were smitten.” 

Craig boasted. 

 “Talking about ladies, can you help talk to Vicky tonight when we close from here?” 

Daniel said. 

Craig scoffed. “You don’t get it man, do you? That girl slapped me. I am not ready to be hit 

by another lady, not in this life.” 

 “What if she is an angel?” Bolu asked. 

Craig smiled. “Yeah. Like the one who came here to get the cooker and pressure pots, she is 

really beautiful. But she didn’t smile at all.” 



  
 

~ 26 ~ 
 

 “I saw the lady o! I was outside when they were carried to her car; she doesn’t look 

like your type of girl.” Bolu said. 

Craig frowned. “What are you trying to say?” 

“What he is trying to say is that you should pitch your tent elsewhere.” Daniel said 

smiling. 

  

++++****++++ 

 

 “Why don’t we call someone to set this thing up?” Moira asked as Aisha fixed the plug 

for the gas cooker. 

Aisha hissed. “What do you know how to do, Moira?” 

 “I can cook.” 

Aisha nodded. “Of course, you can. Look, this is just about following the manual and when I 

am through we get to use to the cooker.” She said. “If I were you, I’d wash the pots and get 

them ready.” She said. 

Aisha turned on the gas and picked up the manual and pulled off the price tag. “I wonder 

why I didn’t take this off since.” She said looking at it. She then stared at the manual. “Why 

do these things have different brand names?” 

Moira joined her. “The tag is not the same as the name on the cooker.” 

Aisha paused. “Did he cheat us?” 

Moira snarled. “Nah…he is too fine to do that.” 

“I see. Well, he has some explaining to do.” Aisha replied and grabbed the manual and 

tag. 

Moira stared at her. “Eh, you are not going to embarrass an innocent person, are you?” 

 “I think he cheated us, now that I think of it, I think I got a good view of the price and 

I am sure it is not this.” 

Moira groaned. “Come on, Aisha. Are you even sure of this?” 
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 “Moira, are you coming or not?” Aisha asked as she picked up her keys. 

Moira nodded. “Come on, let’s go.”  
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3 

 

 “To take out all this anger on that sales man, we actually need to make it there alive.” 

Moira said. 

Aisha stepped on the gas pedal. “I am not going to let that guy get away. He might have gone 

home for all we know.” 

 “But we can always return there tomorrow.” Moira insisted. “Why do I feel you have 

another agenda?” 

Aisha nodded. “Agenda? Of course, I have another agenda and I need you to not mess it up 

with your mouth, okay? Just be cool and watch the pro have a go.” She said as she screeched 

in front of the Mall. “See? It wasn’t such a bad idea to race down here.” 

 “Remind me to chauffeur myself another day.” Moira said, stepping out of the car. 

Aisha nodded as she closed the door. “Be my guest.” 

Aisha and Moira hurried into the big hall down to the utensils section.  

 “Hello, good evening. Want some utensils?” Daniel said as Aisha and Moira arrived at 

his desk. 

Aisha looked over her shoulder searching for Craig. “Where’s the other guy?” 

Daniel stared at them blankly. “Other guy?” 

 “Yeah. There was a guy who attended to us earlier when we came here, can we see 

him?” Moira asked. 

Daniel smiled. “That must be Craig. Please hang on, I’ll get him.” He said and walked away. 

 “Aisha, I hope that we are not making a mistake.” Moira said. 

Aisha nodded. “Cold feet? You still have time to head out.” 

 “If we create a scene here, we would be on the gossip blogs tomorrow.” Moira said as 

she watched Daniel approach with Craig. 
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Aisha smiled faintly. “Believe me, no one hates a scandal more than myself.” 

 “Hello ladies, didn’t think I’d be seeing you pretty soon.” Craig said as he smiled. 

Moira smiled. “We didn’t think so either, except that my friend here thinks that-” 

Aisha jabbed her. “-Please pardon my friend’s excitement, she is a bit overwhelmed to have 

come down to this store again. Can we step outside for five minutes?” 

 “Me? And you? That’s interesting.” Craig said. 

She nodded with a smile. “Trust me, it is.”  

Craig smiled and led the way with Aisha following him. 

Daniel stared at Moira. “Want a seat?” 

 “Sure. That will take forever.” She replied as she motioned to a seat. 

Daniel took his seat. “I hope you ladies like the gas cooker?” 

Moira nodded. “Aisha loves it.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “So, tell me? Why would you want to see me?” Craig asked as they stepped outside. 

Aisha folded her arms. “Are you really so dumb that you don’t know?” She asked as she hung 

out the manual and price tag 

Craig smiled. “Are you so dumb that you didn’t know earlier?” 

She smiled and nodded. “Cocky. I like that.” 

 “Rude. I appreciate that.” He replied. 

She rolled her eyes. “Look here, I have no time to mess around, you tried to swindle me and 

I am not going to let it slide.” 

 “You are not going to report me.” He replied. 

 “Why not?” she asked. 

He shrugged. “We won’t be having this conversation. You would be speaking with my boss.” 

 “So you know you are a thief?” she asked. 



  
 

~ 30 ~ 
 

He shook his head in disagreement. “I’ll say I have an astute business sense.” 

 “Changing of tags is not a business skill. It’s dishonesty.” 

He nodded. “I know. What do you want?” 

 “You are going to marry me.” Aisha said. 

 

++++****++++ 

  

“How are you, Hakeem?” Alhaji Ibrahim asked as he ushered Hakeem into the living 

room. 

Hakeem took his seat. “I am doing very well, sir. How is Aisha?” 

 “Aisha is fine. Do you want a drink?” Alhaji asked pouring himself a drink 

 “No sir. May I see her now if you don’t mind?” 

Alhaji Ibrahim replaced his glass. “Aisha no longer lives here.” 

 “Why is that, Alhaji?” Hakeem asked. 

He took a deep breath. “There are some things about her that we need to work out.” 

 “Alhaji, I understand, but sending Aisha away from here will further distance her from 

me. I’ll lose her.” Hakeem complained. 

Alhaji Ibrahim shrugged. “Hakeem, Aisha is not a kid. She will make a lot of decisions herself; 

it is left to you to win her over.” 

 “Alhaji, I understand, but Aisha won’t look at me if you don’t put in a word for me.” 

Hakeem replied. 

Alhaji Ibrahim took a deep breath. “Hakeem, what you don’t understand is that I can’t make 

some decisions for Aisha. I will try my best to let her see you, but you know her, she is too 

stubborn. Look Hakeem, I want you to exercise some patience and try to understand her.” 

 “But we were friends as kids, she just grew up and turned on me.” 

Alhaji nodded. “I know. She turned on almost everyone, but I want to assure you that 

somewhere in her heart, she is still my special little girl.” 
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 “I will see her at the office tomorrow. Could you please give me her home address?” 

Hakeem asked. 

Alhaji smiled. “I don’t have it.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 “You have gone mad! I can’t marry a woman like you.” 

Aisha shrugged. “Why? Is it that you like your women submissive and scared?” 

 “It’s not about that. Is this the reason why you won’t turn on me?” he asked. “You want 

to report me, please go ahead. I won’t be stuck with a pathetic woman like you.” 

Aisha struck Craig’s face with a slap. “If I were you, I would watch my words.” 

Craig nursed his cheek. “Second time in a day? I must have bad luck following me today.” He 

cursed. 

 “This is an order.” She said. 

He shook his head in disagreement. “I would not marry you.” He replied. “And, I have 

valuable information that I can give the press about you, so if I were you, I would call it even 

and that’s all.” 

She hissed. “You have nothing on me. Mere words. I have proof of your dishonesty.” 

 “And the gossip blogs don’t need proof of what I will tell them and I am sure that there 

are photos of us by now, so, you have nothing on me, woman.” Craig said, turning away. 

“If I were you I wouldn’t do that.” Aisha said and Craig stopped in his track. “A brief 

intro won’t hurt. My name is Aisha Bello and I don’t take no for an answer, you may think 

you have words on me, but I have resources, I have everything in my power and disposition 

to make your life a living hell. Now you can go ahead and say what you like but I’ll make 

sure that I take you apart limb by limb until you have nothing left and by then, you are going 

to wish that you didn’t sell to me.” She concluded and flicked her card at him. “9am sharp 

tomorrow. I am not kidding.”  
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Craig watched her as she walked away from him and back into the store. He stared at the 

card and picked it up. “Aisha Bello.” 

 

++++****++++ 

  

 “Aisha, I don’t get it. What did you discuss with that guy that had him ruffled?” Moira 

asked. 

Aisha took a peek at her wristwatch and then looked out through the window. “You will 

know in ten minutes.” 

 “Aisha, did you threaten him? Is he your bait to get your inheritance?” Moira asked. 

Aisha clapped in delight as she turned in Moira’s direction. “I am surprised that you would 

think that I did that. It means you are not a saint after all. You think it, you can do it.” 

 “The fact that I can think it, doesn’t mean that I can do it.” She replied. “Aisha, that is 

cold.” 

She shrugged. “Cold? Moira. Cold is when someone tries to rob me of some money. What I 

did was just take my revenge. Besides, I think he’ll be a very good candidate.” 

 “Can you hear yourself, Aisha? Is this an examination? Or an interview?” Moira asked. 

 “Call it whatever you like. I need my inheritance and I think a con artist will convince 

Alhaji perfectly.” 

Moira shook her head. “I know I might have said that we should try random guys but I don’t 

feel cool about you using this guy, it might just be bad.” 

 “I am optimistic. You should be too. We have limited time.” Aisha replied. 

Moira nodded. “But what if Alhaji doesn’t buy this farce? I mean, it is too soon to have found 

a man.” 

“I know Moira, but we are going to plot this thing really good and I suggest that you 

start drawing plans for the relationship and the divorce date and statements instead of just 

sitting here and giving me lectures.” Aisha replied. 
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Aisha’s intercom rang. “Yes?” She waited a bit and smiled. “Send him in.” she replied and 

replaced the receiver. “He is coming up now.” 

 “I just hope this is right.” Moira said as she adjusted her gown. 

Aisha nodded. “I know it is.” 

The door opened and Craig walked into the office. “9am it is.” 

Aisha stared at him from head to toe. “You clean up nice. Not bad for a Sales boy.” She said 

as she stared from his Pink shirt to Grey pants. 

 “I rented it. It’s on you.” He replied. 

Moira cleared her throat. “Okay guys, break it up. This is serious business.” 

Craig nodded. “Apparently.” He said and ushered himself to a seat. “Why else would the 

great Aisha Bello need me? It has to be serious business.” 

 “Anyway, Moira would brief you on what is going on and what your responsibilities 

are.” 

He scoffed. “Look, if we are doing this, we are doing this together. I am not your puppy, if 

you have something for me, you tell me.” 

Aisha nodded. “Fine. This is it, we are going to be in a relationship, of course, you know it is 

nothing serious, but it has to appear to be serious. You will need a good background and a 

good profile, I’ll set that up. We would eventually get married and then have a divorce 

shortly, maybe a month. Or even a week.” 

 “Interesting.” Craig said. “You actually do think that your life can be planned out, don’t 

you?” he asked. 

Aisha stared at Moira. “Let’s get everything ready, your new life starts soon.” 

 “I get a car, an apartment and a good bank account.” Craig said. 

Aisha nodded. “For some of us, money is never a problem. Save up while you can. Now leave 

and the next time you come here, please wear a tux. Some of us have standards.” 

Craig nodded and rose to his feet. “You are really unhappy, Aisha.”  

 “I have all that I could possibly want in life.” She replied. 
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He scoffed. “And what about a man to marry? What about real happiness? You can never 

have that.” 

 “Wrong. I just bought you for my use.” She replied and focused on her laptop. 

Craig took a deep breath and stared at Moira before walking out. 

 “Aisha Bello, sometimes I don’t even know who you are.” Moira said as she took her 

seat.  

 “What do you mean, Moira?” 

Moira drummed on the table. “I am not liking this.” 

 “Why?” 

Moira slammed the table. “At least be nice to him.” 

 “Did you see that guy? If I give him an inch to breath, he’ll kill me. Some people deserve 

no mercy at all.” 

Moira nodded. “And you think you can do this?” 

 “Look Moira, He already knows. Too late to change spouses now.” 

 “Well Aisha, I think this is going to be really tough and rough to be honest. That guy 

won’t take it very easy, he doesn’t look easy.” 

Aisha nodded. “I am well prepared. I need something that’s mine and he can help me get it, 

so let the games begin.” 

Moira clasped her head in her hands. 

 

++++****++++ 

  

 “I have never felt so humiliated all my life.” Craig shouted as he slammed the door of 

the change room. Bolu and Daniel stared at him as he fumed taking off his shirt. “I just want 

to break that girl’s neck.” He shouted as he threw the shirt against the wall. 

 “Take it easy, bro. You can handle it.” Daniel said. 
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Craig scoffed. “How convenient for you to say! You have no idea what and who I am up 

against. This lady is going to frustrate my life, how can anyone be so annoying?” 

 “Look Craig, just take it easy man.” Bolu said. 

 “I can’t. It isn’t easy.” Craig replied. “All these wouldn’t have happened if I didn’t take 

his damn job.” 

Daniel hissed. “Am I to take the fall for your greed too?” 

Craig charged at Daniel but Bolu restrained him. “Come on guys, we should be looking for 

solutions, not how to fight ourselves.” 

 “You have always been a loser, Daniel. That’s who you are.” Craig shouted and 

stormed out. 

Bolu leaned against the desk. “Never seen Craig that pissed in a while.” 

 “Not every woman comes easy, some come in their extra packages. That is Aisha Bello 

we are talking about.” Daniel replied as he adjusted his shirt. 

Bolu nodded in agreement. “Speaking of women, when are you going to see Vicky?” 

Daniel took a deep breath. “I am scared man, I don’t want her to ‘wash’ me.” 

 “If you never try, you’ll never know.” Bolu replied. 

Daniel hissed. “She was clear the last time.” 

 “Things are a lot different now, man. She was just rejected by Craig, she won’t be so 

hard on you.” 

Daniel nodded. “So what am I? Rebound package?” 

Bolu shrugged with a smile. “I know you won’t mind.” 

“I mind. I love that girl, I want her to love me back.” Daniel replied. Bolu nodded as he 

started to whistle. “She doesn’t deserve a man like Craig. A man like Craig is made for that 

Aisha woman.” 

Bolu stared at him. “Why would you say so?” 

 “Believe it or not, Craig and Aisha won’t have it easy. I know Craig is pissed at her and 

he would want to ruin her and she doesn’t seem easy. Their games have just begun.” 
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++++****++++ 

  

 “Yes, you can call me back in an hour, I’ll let you know if we can forward the specs as 

required. Thank you.” Aisha concluded and hung up.  

Her secretary cleared her throat. “Mr Hakeem is here to see you.” 

 “You could have called me to say that.” Aisha said flipping through a magazine. 

 “My apologies ma’am, but, he told me to come up here.” She replied. 

Aisha shook her head. “When did he start paying your salary? If I were you, I would talk to 

him about a job soon.” She said. “Send him in.” 

Her secretary nodded. “Yes ma’am. I am sorry, ma.” She said and walked out. 

The door opened almost immediately and Hakeem walked in. “Hakeem, what can I do for 

you?” Aisha asked as he approached a seat. 

 “Aren’t you going to ask me to take a seat?” he asked with a smile. 

Aisha rolled her eyes as she stared at Hakeem. She pointed to the chair. “Sit down. What is 

it?” 

 “I want to ask you out to dinner. Tonight. At my place.” 

Aisha smiled and then laughed mockingly. “You don’t get it, do you? Look Hakeem, I can’t 

date you. I won’t date you and as a matter of fact, you are beginning to bother me.” 

 “Aish-” 

 “-Don’t! You want to go out with someone? Go to Moira’s office. Stop disturbing me.” 

She replied and focused on her laptop. 

Hakeem swallowed. “I have invited Moira too. It is not really a dinner, it’s…it’s like a meeting 

with a couple of friends, back from the days.” 

Aisha shrugged. “Back from the days? I don’t think I remember anyone from the days.” 

 “I know, and that is the essence of this meeting. Please try to make it. I won’t pester 

you anymore.” Hakeem said standing up. 
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Aisha nodded. “Interesting. If that will send you away, I’ll be there.” 

He smiled and walked out. Moira walked in almost immediately. “So, going?” 

 “I see you have cultivated the habit of sneaking up on me.” Aisha replied as she poured 

a cup of coffee. 

Moira smiled as she took a seat. “People will be really happy to see you. I can’t wait to see 

our friends.” 

Aisha raised an eyebrow. “Your friends.” 

 “Be nice, Aisha. Why are you going if you won’t be nice?” 

Aisha shrugged. “Hakeem says he would stop bugging me.” 

 “And you bought that?” Moira asked. “I am surprised you believe that.” 

Aisha nodded. “I believe it. It won’t hurt to give him a chance to say something and mean it.” 

 “Hmmm…Is that coming from you?” Moira asked. 

Aisha sipped her coffee. “We can’t be late. Close up early, Moira.” 

 “You bet.” Moira said and walked out. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

“Last card, check up!” Bolu said as he packed some money from the table. Daniel 

grumbled as he counted his loss for the third time. Bolu stared at Craig who sat in a corner 

with his earpiece in his ear and drinks before him. “He is going into those moods again, 

Daniel.” 

“Craig will sort it out. He always does.” Daniel replied. 

Bolu nodded. “I know, but he is our guy. We can’t let him go through this alone.” 

 “I don’t think we should meddle in it either. He really knows how to find his way out 

of it.” 

Bolu stared hard at Craig from a distance. “We should talk to him and know what he plans 

to do.” 
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 “Okay.”  

Craig turned off his music player as soon as his friends approached him. “What do you 

want?” 

 “We are playing cards. Want to join?” Daniel asked. 

Craig hissed. “I am in no mood for cards. I need Chess right now.” 

 “What does she really want from you?” Bolu asked, taking a seat. 

Craig smiled. “It is serious business. I…I have to be in a relationship with her.” 

 “That’s weird. Is she a cougar now?” Daniel asked. 

Bolu gasped. “Or maybe she does blood rituals?” 

“Nah…I don’t think so. A woman like that will find it hard to be in a normal 

relationship with any man because she won’t just be the kind of woman that most of us 

want. But I actually like them tough. It makes it a good conquest for me in the end.” Craig 

said, sipping his drink. 

Daniel stared at him. “What are you planning on doing?” 

 “I am going to date her. I am going to be the man she wants, but in the end, she is going 

to wish she didn’t pick me.” 
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Aisha and Moira walked into Hakeem’s villa. Clearly they looked different from the others 

in their saris which Aisha had chosen for ‘her reasons’. The others wore hip dresses. Even 

Hakeem wore a polo shirt. Moira had been stunned by Aisha’s decision back home and she 

didn’t hide her feelings. 

 “Aisha, why do we have to wear Saris? This is the only one you have; shouldn’t you be 

saving it up for more important events?” 

Aisha ignored her as she applied her eyeliner. 

 “Aisha, I don’t like this.” Moira continued. 

Aisha nodded in agreement. “Me neither, but, have you stopped to think that Hakeem 

invited us to embarrass us? I gave what you said about me trusting Hakeem so easily a 

second thought and I feel we should be well prepared.” 

 “But Aisha, does a Sari solve that?” Moira asked looking angry. 

“Yes, it does, Moira. We would look like the traditional ladies that they never thought 

we could be. Besides, Hakeem would be wearing a Kaftan as usual and I am sure that his 

friends won’t be any better.” She concluded.  

Sadly, Hakeem wasn’t wearing a Kaftan. The only traditionally dressed ones were Aisha and 

Moira. Moira giggled softly. “Aisha, you should see your face right now.” 

The others started to take pictures of Aisha and Moira as they came to greet them. “I love 

your dress, Aisha. You look stunning.” 

“Yeah right! Stunning my a#s!” Aisha replied in her mind as she smiled towards the 

lady who had complimented her. “How are you?” she asked. 

The lady nodded. “I am fine, do you remember me? We used to seat in the same row during 

the prayers when we were little.” 
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If there was anything Aisha couldn’t remember, it had to involve prayers. She stopped going 

to the mosque before her teens. She smiled at the lady as she tried using her memory. 

“Fatima?” 

Fatima jumped on Aisha in excitement. “We were like sisters.” 

Moira cleared her throat and held Aisha’s hand. “Don’t get too ahead of yourself, Fatima.” 

Fatima nodded in smiles. “Honestly, I am really a fan of you ladies and your achievement 

and a lot of us look up to you.” 

 “Obviously.” Aisha replied. 

Hakeem joined them. “Hello Ladies.” 

 “Hi, Hakeem.” Moira said.  

He bowed as he took her hand. He then turned in Aisha’s direction. “You are beautiful, 

Aisha.” 

Aisha nodded. “I know that, Hakeem.” 

He smiled. “Come with me, let me show you around.” 

 “Easy man, I am not here for any introduction. I only came to fulfil my own side of the 

deal.” 

He nodded. “I know, but, since you are here, why not have fun? Moira is already having fun 

with Fatima, you all used to be close.” 

Aisha stared in Moira and Fatima’s direction and the pair looked to be chatting away in 

excitement. “What do you say?” 

 “Should I get you a drink?” Hakeem asked. 

She shook her head in disagreement. “I don’t take alcohol.” 

They all took their seats round a large table as food was served. “Before we start to eat, I 

want to tell us the real reason why I thought we should come together.” 

Moira stared at Aisha. “Here it comes.” 

 “I wanted us to catch up on old times and what others have missed about us. We’ll 

take turns to talk about families, vacations and all.” 
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Aisha murmured underneath her breath. “Let’s go now, Moira.” 

 “Don’t be such a killjoy, we are just about to be let in on juicy gossip.” She whispered. 

 “You are so dumb, Moira.” She said through clenched teeth. “We are about to be 

embarrassed here.” 

Moira grinned. “Not me, baby. It’s you. I have a lover.” 

A coin dropped beside Fatima. Aisha jolted as Fatima sat close to Moira. Hakeem smiled. 

“Fatima, you are up. You will toss the bottle and the next will speak.” 

Moira stared at Aisha. “Get ready.” She said with a grin. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Daniel approached Vicky as soon as she walked out of the coffee shop.  

 “We are closed for the day.” 

He smiled as he walked along. “I know, but I thought I could walk you home.” 

She stopped and stared at him. “Daniel, I am going to try to be as explicit as possible. I don’t 

love you.” 

He nodded. “I know.” 

 “And I will never love you.” She added. 

He swallowed. “You don’t know about that.” He replied. 

 “Why?” she asked. 

He folded his arms. “Let’s just say because you don’t choose who you love.” 

She rolled her eyes. “I may not be able to choose who I love and you are right, I didn’t choose 

to love Craig. Now leave me alone.” She said and walked off into the night. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Craig closed his box. “Where is that idiot, Daniel?” 



  
 

~ 42 ~ 
 

Bolu shrugged. “I don’t know, I guess he went out for a stroll.” 

 “If he doesn’t return in good time, he’ll miss the taxi.” Craig said as he checked his 

phone. “We have about thirty minutes.” 

Bolu took a deep breath. “Do you feel comfortable about this?” 

 “Who feels comfortable about anything? I got a message from my future wife that I 

have to get my stuffs and move to a new place; all we have to do is wait for her cab man and 

go with him.” 

 “Craig, what if you…I mean we are unable to survive this thing?” Bolu asked. 

Craig shook his head. “You are not in this with me, I am in it alone. Coming with me to live 

in the new house is just to make sure that I am not bored there since I can’t work at the mall 

anymore.” 

The door opened and Daniel staggered in, eyes blood shot. “You are a piece of thrash, Craig. 

You are a worthless man!” 

Craig shook his head. “That’s what excessive drinking does to a man. Be warned.” He said in 

response to Bolu. 

 “Vicky doesn’t want me, she only wants you. You don’t deserve her. You don’t.” Daniel 

shouted as he tried to make it to Craig but he bumped into a seat. 

Bolu helped him to a seat. “Take it easy, bro. You have had too many.” 

 “I have had nothing. Craig has had it all. Get out of here, Craig. Don’t live in my house 

anymore. Go away!” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha smiled as the bottle top tilted slightly away from her at the next turn. An excited 

chatterbox took up the mantle and started to talk. “Right now, my husband and I are saving 

up to get money to buy our own house. We have a little boy and he is so adorable. He wants 
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to go to a new school but we can’t afford to change his school yet but when we afford it, we 

would take him there.” 

 “So why are you putting the house ahead of your son?” Aisha asked, cutting in. 

“Ridiculous.” 

Moira stared at Aisha. “Aisha.” She said, through clenched teeth. 

 “Don’t ‘Aisha’ me. She wants a house for status sake, and her son is unable to go to a 

good school, isn’t that just dumb?” Aisha said. 

The woman took a deep breath. “It is not dumb, Aisha. My son wants a new school and a 

better one, but he needs a roof over his head first. We have had to patch the roof of our 

house times without number because water keeps coming into it and you may think that 

we all seated here are as privileged as you are, but we are not all like that. Not all of us made 

it. Some of us are still looking up to God for the day we would be better.” 

Aisha swallowed. 

 “But until that day, we would continue to do what we can to take care of our families 

in the best way we can. It’s my apologies that my son wasn’t born in one of the best hospitals 

in this world or that my son has not been privileged to have a scholarship like I did which 

brought me into the same environment as kids like yourself back then in our elementary 

days.” She continued as she stared into Aisha’s eyes. Aisha slowly started to blink and pant. 

The woman, unfazed continued as the others were silent. “I will get better education for my 

son, but first, I will get a roof for his head, so that he doesn’t have to read with the rain 

dropping on his forehead or sleep in a breeding stream of mosquito made from the rain.” 

Aisha’s palms were wet and she looked nervous as the woman continued. “Please stop.” 

Aisha muttered. 

 “One day my son would be able to afford the good things of life, but until that day, 

don’t tell me that I have dumb plans for him.” 

Aisha grabbed her bag and ran out of the meeting with Moira and Hakeem chasing 

immediately. 
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 “Aisha wait!” Hakeem said as he caught up with her pulling her hand. 

Aisha yanked out of his grip. “Is that why you brought me here?” she screamed as tears 

streamed down her eyes. “You wanted me to see other people’s sufferings?” 

 “Aish-” 

 “-Don’t!” Aisha yelled. “Don’t say anything to me.” 

Moira swallowed as she saw her friend in tears for the first time in a long time, the last time 

Aisha had to shed a tear was when her mother passed away. She was only thirteen then and 

her mother had been killed brutally by armed robbers. Alhaja was returning with the girls 

from a charity event when they were attacked by robbers who made away with her money 

and car leaving Aisha and Moira in tears. Moira screamed and cried so much while Aisha 

had hugged her best friend as she sobbed silently. One would have thought that it was 

Moira’s mother who passed away, not Aisha’s. Aisha always knew how to keep the emotions 

in, but not in this case. She was in tears as she yelled at Hakeem. 

 “Aisha, this…this-” 

Aisha yelled. “Just leave me alone, Hakeem. I have honoured my own side, stick to yours.” 

She said and walked out with Moira following her. 

Aisha didn’t drive home. She parked the car at a water front and gave the keys to Moira. 

“You can go home.” She said and walked away. 

Moira followed her like a bee. “I can’t leave you alone.” 

Aisha took her seat on the sand. “I really want to be left alone, Moira.” 

Moira took her seat beside Aisha and wrapped her hand around her. “It’s been a long time.” 

 “Since we were together here?” 

Moira nodded. “Yeah, and since I have seen you cry.” She chuckled. “I miss Alhaja.” 

Aisha took a deep breath. “It’s been a while, right?” 

 “You know Aisha, you are allowed to really cry about it.” Moira said. 

 “No, I am not allowed.” Aisha said.  

Moira took Aisha’s hand. “We can go and see her.” 
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 “I don’t want to, Moira. It’s too hard for me.” Aisha replied. “I wish I was able to defend 

her that day.” 

Moira smiled faintly. “We couldn’t do anything, Aisha. We were just girls.” 

 “Yes. Weak, Useless and Feeble.”’ 

Moira’s face fell. “Please Aisha, we can talk about happier things.” 

 “Like the woman whose son has a poor sleeping and studying condition? The woman 

who would let her son grow up with the notion that the society robbed him of everything 

and maybe someday, he will attack someone else like those bastards did to my mother?” 

Moira took a deep breath. “Don’t beat yourself up, Aisha.” 

 “Are you not afraid that this boy might grow up to be like one of those hoodlums if he 

continues in those conditions?” Aisha asked. 

Moira nodded. “What are you trying to say?” she asked with a smile. 

Aisha shrugged. “I am going to have someone investigate her family and I’ll see what I can 

do about it.” 

 “Are you trying to say that you want to help her?” Moira asked, grinning. 

Aisha took a deep breath. “Do I need to speak Mandarin for you to understand?” 

Moira smiled. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Wake up man.” Craig said as the pulled the sheets from Bolu. 

Bolu groaned as he dragged himself from the comfortable bed. “I have not slept this well in 

ages.” He said. 

Craig looked outside the window. “I’d get ready for work if I were you.” 

 “And you?” Bolu asked as he started to get into his trousers. “Are you not coming?” 

Craig shrugged. “Very much later. I can’t be working at that place with this new job of mine.” 

 “Oh…I see.” Bolu said as he picked his toothbrush and reached for the paste. 
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Craig passed it to him. “What about the bathroom?” 

 “I’ll be late if I take a bath, can’t afford to be fired. I don’t have a cougar yet.” 

Craig hissed. “She is not a cougar and you don’t need me to remind you that this is 

confidential.” 

Bolu nodded. “I am not your problem.” He said. 

 

++++****++++ 

  

 “So, we have located her family and we would be sending anonymous aid to them 

today.” Moira said as she placed her iPad on the table. 

Aisha nodded as she took a view from the large window.  

Moira wondered what her friend was up to that drew her mind so far away. “Anything that 

I should know?” 

Aisha turned in her direction. “Moira, I need to take that guy to see my father soon.” 

 “Eh, why the rush?” Moira asked taking a seat. She poured herself a glass of water as 

Aisha took her seat. “What is going on?” 

Aisha drummed on the table nervously. “I know Alhaji, when he sets a deadline, he is set to 

make you fail, now, if I don’t let him know I am serious, I might just be in trouble.” 

 “No, I’ll say we should wait. If you take Craig to him now, he’ll smell it. Let Craig be the 

one to come to him.” 

 “What are you suggesting? That I tell Craig to go and see him?” Aisha asked. 

The intercom rang and Aisha pushed the loudspeaker button. “Yes?” 

 “Alhaji is coming up to your office.” 

 “Thank you.” Aisha said as she ended the call. 

The door opened and Alhaji Ibrahim walked in. “Good morning, ladies.” 

 “Good morning, sir.” Aisha and Moira replied in unison. 

He smiled at them as he took a seat. “I hope you know why I am here, Aisha.” He started. 
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 “We cut more deals yesterday?” she asked feigning ignorance. 

He smiled. “Funny? Look Aisha, we had a deal, I am already scouting your replacement.” 

 “Dad, love comes softly.” 

He laughed. “Good to hear you say a correct line about love.” 

  “You’d be surprised about a lot of things that I know.” 

Alhaji nodded as he stared at the pulsing intercom. “You have a call, aren’t you going to take 

it?” 

Aisha waved it off. “It must be something work related, we can handle it later.” 

 “Good to see you put work aside for family, I am undoubtedly impressed…even if it is 

for now.” He said. 

There was a light tap as the door opened. Craig walked in a black tuxedo. He had the look of 

one of those ‘Hollywood stars’ and with the dashing smile that he posed, Aisha smiled back. 

Moira too smiled. 

 “Good morning everyone.” He cowed in his manly tone. 

Aisha immediately rose to make the introduction. “Dad, this is Craig. He is a friend and Craig, 

this is my Dad, Alhaji Ibrahim Bello.” 

Alhaji Ibrahim stared at him as Craig stretched out his hand. “Good day, sir. I am Craig 

Adegboye.” He introduced. 

Alhaji took the hand firmly. “Alhaji Ibrahim Bello.” 

 “It is an honour to meet you, sir.” Craig said. 

Alhaji nodded. “Are you from around here?” 

Aisha immediately jumped in. “Oh Dad-” 

Craig cut her off. “Easy, babe. Alhaji is not a tiger.” He said and smiled in Alhaji’s direction. 

“Sir, I am new in town. I have been in Dubai for a while now.” 

DUBAI???????????? Aisha’s head went into a shock. Of all places to choose??? Her father 

could be called an aficionado in matters of Dubai and her people. She prayed silently that 

Alhaji didn’t ask any further questions. 
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 “Good to meet you, son. See you around.” Alhaji said, patting Craig on his shoulder. 

“Have a nice time. Moira, come with me.” He said as he walked out. 

Aisha waited for Moira to shut the door after them before she started her outburst. “I am 

not paying for you to wear a tux that costs five thousand dollars.” 

Craig took a seat. “I didn’t know that there was a price tag on your definition of ‘standard’. 

‘Next time you come here, wear a tux’. Remember that?” 

Aisha took a deep breath. “I am not funding that credit card once it runs out.” 

 “I see you put a Range Rover SUV in the house. I am not a fan of that car.” 

She scoffed. “I didn’t expect you’d be. It is difficult to buy class, but that is what you are going 

to ride in.” 

 “I was thinking I could get a Porsche Panamera, I checked out the details of that car 

and it is hot. Or maybe a Ferrari?” 

She hissed. “Listen to me, I know it is difficult for a man like you to have some pride of his 

own, but I advise you get some soon. I am not about to allow you ruin my life.” 

 “You need me and remember you bought me, you need to pet me and take good care 

of me.” 

She nodded. “Where do you want to work?” 

 “Work?” 

 “Yes, work. Or what are you going to tell my father next? That you run shipments and 

I am sure you don’t even know what a wharf looks like.” 

He smiled. “I know you have a personal ship, you could give it to me. Or what do you think?” 

 “You are a fool. That’s what I think. What else can you do with your brain, that is, apart 

from stealing? I need to complete your profile; my Dad would run a background check on 

you soon. I can’t be caught napping.” 

He took a deep breath. “I studied computer science.” 
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 “Okay then. I can find something for you. You have to head a tech group to make your 

resume good. Who can I call?” she said, thinking aloud and then dialled from her phone. 

“Hey man, what’s up? I need a big favour from you man…” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha ushered Craig into her house with Moira following behind. “This tour is for you to be 

up-to-date with everything here, I don’t want Alhaji surprising any of us.” She said as they 

walked. 

 “You live in this place alone?” he asked with a great deal of surprise. 

Moira cleared her throat. “I live here too.” 

 “There must be a pool somewhere here.” He said. 

Moira nodded. “Yes. There is one in the backyard where we have the barbecue stand and 

all.” 

“The rooms are upstairs.” Aisha said. Craig motioned to the stairs. “Where do you 

think you are going?” she asked. 

“To see the rooms. This is a tour, please make it complete.” 

Aisha shrugged and led him upstairs to the rooms. “Satisfied?” she asked as they left 

her bedroom. 

 He nodded. “Beautiful room you have there.” He said as he approached a door. 

Aisha stepped ahead of him. “You can’t go in there.” 

 “Why is that?” 

 “You just can’t.” Moira echoed. 

Aisha pointed to the stairs. “Shall we?” 

He nodded and followed them. 

Aisha knew what she was getting herself into and what mattered the most to her was her 

money. She would be ready to do anything to get it and her investment in Craig looked like 
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it might be a wise one after all. She had gotten him a job and a new life but he didn’t need to 

know her little secret, the only thing she could really call ‘her’.  

  



  
 

~ 51 ~ 
 

 

5 

 

Aisha paced around Craig’s living room. “Give a mansion to a pig and he’ll still make it a sty. 

Why is this place a mess?” She asked. Craig rolled his eyes as he flung his shorts from a 

corner on the sofa to another corner in the living room in a bid to make space for Aisha and 

Moira to take their seats. 

 “It’s a big deal with the guys here.” He replied lazily as he slumped into a seat. 

Aisha clenched her teeth in anger as she took a gaze at the living room. One would find it 

hard to believe that Craig emanated from such an environment once he stepped out of the 

house. He had dashing looks and well-ironed clothes like every other smart-looking man, 

but, his house??? Shirts lying around the parlour as though they owned it. Underwear and 

socks graced the small passage to the room. Alcohol bottles and cans stashed in corners of 

the house. This made Aisha sick. She could not believe what Craig had made out of one of 

her best properties. 

 “This is just disgusting.” Aisha said. 

Craig nodded. “I know. But you really should call next time you want to visit. I got a cleaner 

for the house, she only comes during the weekends.” 

 “Do you need a nanny too?! It’s been barely a week since you moved in here.” Aisha 

protested as she hurled a dangling shirt at him. “What are you trying to do, Craig?” 

He took a deep breath. “Look, I am not the only one who lives here. I have friends here too, 

together we can take the credit for the mess, but you’ll just have to wait for them to arrive 

before you continue lashing me. Trust me, they are a bunch, about six or seven?” 

 “I am not marrying all your dumb friends, you are the one I have a business with. This 

is unacceptable.” She said, standing up. 

Moira cleared her throat. “Aisha-” 
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“Don’t Aisha me! Have you seen what this guy has turned this place into? Suppose you 

are caught unawares by the press and they decide to see what your crib looks like, is this 

what you are going to show them?” Aisha asked. 

Craig shrugged. “Yes, mom.” 

 “What?!” Aisha gasped. 

Moira couldn’t hold it. She burst into an awkward laugh. It however took a cold eye from 

Aisha to curb her laugh. 

 “This is one big joke to you, right?” Aisha asked staring at Craig. 

He nodded. “I mean what do you call being forced to marry a woman? It has to be a joke. 

Look Aisha, you can’t come here telling me how to lead my life, okay? I am going to marry 

you, you are going to accept me however I am.” He said smiling. “I mean, it’s all fun and 

games, right?” 

Aisha took her seat slowly. “Wow. It’s all fun and games, right? Craig, I am getting you a 

P.A. You will have an agenda. You will follow the agenda. You will stick to my rules. Number 

one is, kick those friends out.” 

“No, mom. I can’t do that.” He replied. “I mean, it is sick enough that I have to get 

married soon. Can’t I at least have friends while I wait for you to set the date?” 

Aisha took a deep breath. “Rule number two: The next time you call me mom, you are going 

to regret it.” 

“What’s the worst that can happen? Look Aisha, I get the drill. I know what you want. 

I am going to help you achieve it. I have my methods and I always win, so stop getting in my 

way.” He said as he grabbed the controller to the television. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to 

watch TV, or would you decide when I watch that too? Oh…you might as well set parental 

locks on the decoder.” 

Aisha felt sweat trickle down her back. She was nervous. She had never been this nervous. 

She had never had it this tough with anyone. To take on Craig, she had to be well-fortified. 
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She really needed plans. This might have looked like a simple agreement, but Craig 

appeared to going overboard, at least to her. 

Aisha picked her bag, standing up and Moira immediately rose to her feet. “Take care of this 

mess, Craig. I mean it.” 

 “I will, mom.” He replied grinning. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha kicked her car tyre hard as soon as they left Craig’s house. “I swear I could break that 

guy’s balls.” 

 “Good! I heard it right this time.” Moira said with a smile. 

Aisha swallowed. “He has so much gut. Who is he to talk to me anyhow?” 

 “He is the man who is going to marry you so you can claim your inheritance before 

your father decides to will it to an orphanage.” 

Aisha scoffed. “He dare not mess with me.” 

 “You know he can do it and that’s why you are so desperate.” 

Aisha shook her head in disagreement. “I am desperate because I don’t want Hakeem to 

keep bothering me. If I can convince father of Craig and I, and we quickly pull that marriage 

stunt, dad would understand my decision to stay single. I mean, I would be a divorcee by 

then. He’ll feel sorry for me.” 

 “Don’t be too certain. Alhaji is well-respected, he won’t let you have a divorce that 

easily.” Moira said as she opened the door of the car. “We should get going.” 

Aisha nodded. “Yeah, I need to plan that guy’s life; I won’t let him mess me up. For starters, 

this weekend, he is going with me to the Tennis club.” 

 “What if he can’t play tennis?” Moira asked. 

 “Oh well, that’s his luck! That will make the headline.” Aisha said starting the car. 
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Moira stared at her. “Aisha, I really think there is still time for you to fire this guy and open 

your heart to real love.” 

 “Moira, what have you been drinking?” Aisha asked. “It is too early to be drunk.” 

Moira rolled her eyes. “You are always evasive of the truth, I just think that this guy might 

be too much to handle.” 

Aisha smiled. “Good. I am not going easy either.” She said as she drove off. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha picked up the TV controller and tuned away from Fashion TV. “Don’t you have 

anything to do with your life, Moira?” she asked. 

 “I was just doing something before you decided to ruin the moment for me.” Moira 

replied. “Ah, and you consider tuning to a Sport channel as something better?” 

Aisha nodded as she stopped at a football game. “My brain is so tired of work that I need to 

unwind.” 

 “If you want to unwind, you should be sleeping, or go to a club, the night is still young, 

just seven pm.” Moira replied. 

 “I’ll pass on your offer.” She replied. 

Moira hissed. “Do you have to subject me to this torture of watching grown men kicking 

balls into the net?” 

 “Look on the bright side, you can admire the players while I admire the sport.” Aisha 

replied. 

Moira grinned. “Why do I get the feeling that you are actually doing that when you say you 

are watching football? I mean, some of these guys are actually cute, maybe that’s what you 

come here to view, not actually the game.” 

 “I don’t care what you think.” Aisha replied. 
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The doorbell chimed. “You have been saved by the bell, I am coming back for you.” Moira 

said as she walked over to the door. She returned to the living room with Craig. “Look who 

we have here, it is your dear future husband.” 

Aisha turned off the TV. “What do you want? I don’t remember sending for you.” She said 

and paused to take a look at his dressing. “No one can guess the type of filth you’ve come 

out from when you are dressed like this.” 

 “Get dressed. We are going to see your father.” Craig said as he took his seat. 

Aisha stared at Moira and then back at Craig. “Look here man-” 

 “-Get dressed woman. I have my methods, it is time we try my style.” 

Moira grinned. “Of course, this is going to be fun.” She said as she dragged Aisha upstairs. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “I am begging you not to go overboard.” Aisha said as they drove into Alhaji’s 

compound. “He is very intelligent and he can spot a fake when he sees one, so you had better 

be careful.” 

Craig turned off the engine and stared at her. “As long as you play the dutiful woman, we 

have no problem impressing him.” 

 “Try not to mention too many exotic places. I know you have goggled up places and 

towns, don’t go acting like you know them.” She added. 

Craig nodded and stepped out of the car. He walked over to her side and opened the door 

for her. “Shall we?” 

 “I am going to kill you if this is messed up.” Aisha said as they walked into the house. 

 “Whoa!” Craig said as they walked through the hallway. “Is your father a king or 

something?” 

Aisha shook her head. “You’ve started failing already. I know you’ve never seen anything as 

beautiful as this, please pretend as if you have.” 
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Alhaji Ibrahim met them in the hallway. “Aisha dear.” He said as he pecked her. “Craig, 

right?” 

Craig nodded as he stretched out his hand. “Nice to meet you, sir.” 

 “So, where did she fish you from?” Alhaji asked as they walked into the house. 

Craig stared at Aisha with a surprised look and then back at Alhaji. “Fish me?” 

Alhaji nodded as he ushered them to their seats. “Aisha has never brought a man home and 

for reasons best known to Aisha and myself, it is a beauty to have you here.” 

 “I…I was the one who wanted to come.” Craig said. 

Alhaji Ibrahim relaxed in his seat. “Really? And why is that?” 

Craig smiled. “For obvious reasons. She’s always bragged about your home.” 

Aisha gasped. 

 “Aisha? Brag? My Home? Does it sound like my girl?” Alhaji Ibrahim replied. 

Aisha immediately grabbed a glass of champagne from the maid and started to drink. The 

maid set the remaining drinks and walked away. 

 “A lot of things about Aisha that you probably don’t know, sir. No offence.” Craig 

replied. 

Alhaji Ibrahim nodded. “You may be right, son. So, did you guys attend university together?” 

Craig nodded in agreement. “Yes sir, although we were not very good friends back then, but 

I said hi a lot. I did humiliate myself around her.”  

 “Finally! A good lie!” Aisha said almost inaudibly through her clenched teeth. 

Alhaji nodded. “I won’t be surprised.” 

 “Nonetheless, she is really special and her love for you has made me really interested 

in knowing my competition.” 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “Dad, Craig is a really troublesome man. He’s all about going out with 

me and he is troubled that I won’t go out with him, and that is the truth. He insisted that I 

bring him to see the man that has my heart and that’s why we are here.” 

Alhaji Ibrahim smiled. “Am I that special to you?” he asked with a smile.  
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Aisha nodded. “Dad, can we keep our differences aside?” she asked with a smile. “This guy 

is a stranger and he is trying to take your place in my life.” 

Alhaji Ibrahim nodded. “With all pleasure.” 

Craig smiled as he stared at Aisha. “So, I’ll keep pestering you.” 

Alhaji Ibrahim cleared his throat. “We should have dinner together. The three of us. Let’s go 

to the table.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Still staying locked up?” Bolu asked as he walked into Daniel’s room. “There’s space 

for you in Craig’s house.” 

Daniel hissed. “I just don’t want to be around that guy anymore. Why does he always get the 

good things?” 

 “Are we still on this Vicky issue?” Bolu asked, taking a seat. “Guy, get over it. It is not 

Craig’s fault that the babe doesn’t like you.” 

Daniel nodded. “I see. What about this Aisha’s case, it was my stand and she chose him.” 

 “GUY! Wetin you dey talk nau? (What are you saying?) You are acting crazy, man. It 

sucks to be Craig right now in case you don’t know.” 

Daniel hissed as he downed his drink. “Money, Car, House, Clothes, and Aisha? Why won’t I 

want to be him?” 

 “Daniel, I can’t believe you are talking like this. Is this because of Vicky? Craig is not 

responsible for Vicky’s feelings. If you want to take it out on someone, talk to Vicky.” 

Daniel nodded. “Easy for you to say, you are eating from his rich girlfriend’s plate now.” 

Bolu shook his head. “Man, you are pathetic.” 

 “Get out! I am done with you guys!” 

 “For real?” 

Daniel nodded. “For real.” 
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++++****++++ 

 

 “You should come over to the tennis club this weekend.” Alhaji Ibrahim said as he 

walked Craig and Aisha over to the car. 

Craig shrugged. “I think I have a less hectic weekend, I might make it.” 

  “Do you play tennis, Craig?” Aisha asked. 

He smiled. “I’ll bring my racket.” He said as he walked over to the driver’s side. 

Alhaji Ibrahim pulled Aisha aside gently. “I like him.” He said with a smile. “Very confident 

lad. You guys might do well together.” 

 “I don’t like him, Dad.” Aisha replied. “I brought him here so he’ll stop bugging me.” 

She added. The gate opened and Hakeem’s car rode in. “Hakeem?” 

Alhaji Ibrahim nodded. “Yes. Good thing you haven’t left.” 

Hakeem approached them. “Good evening, Alhaji.” He said. 

Alhaji nodded with a smile. “How are you, Hakeem?” 

 “Very well, sir.” He replied and turned in Aisha’s direction. “Aisha, how are you?” 

She smiled back. “Fine, thank you.” 

Craig joined them. “Shall we, Aisha?” 

Hakeem turned in his direction. “Hello?” 

 “Hakeem, meet my friend, Craig. Craig, meet Hakeem.” 

Craig stretched out a hand to him. “Good evening.” 

Hakeem stared at him and took the hand firmly. “Good evening.” 

Craig turned in Alhaji Ibrahim’s direction. “Good night, sir. It’s been a real pleasure.” 

 “For me too. Have a good evening. Hakeem, you are here to see me, right?” 

Hakeem swallowed as he watched Craig usher Aisha into the car. “Yes sir.” He replied and 

followed Alhaji Ibrahim. 
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++++****++++ 

 

 “I don’t get it, Alhaji, how is he Aisha’s boyfriend?” Hakeem asked perturbed. 

Alhaji took a deep breath. “I have not said that he is her boyfriend. All I am saying is that, 

they seem very intimate as friends.” 

 “Intimate? That means something is going on between them. Little wonder Aisha is 

softer these days.” 

Alhaji stared at him. “What do you mean?” 

Hakeem resisted the urge to tell Alhaji about the incident at his house. “It’s nothing, Alhaji. 

Sir, I really need your help to win her heart. She listens to you.” 

Alhaji shook his head sadly. “You don’t get it, son. We have no right over some things, the 

only thing I can tell you is that Aisha told me that she doesn’t like him. Perhaps, you can use 

that in your favour and see if you might be able to win her over.” 

Hakeem nodded. “I’ll do everything in my power to make her mine.” 

 “I advise you to just take it easy.” Alhaji replied. “So, what do I offer you?” 

Hakeem waved it off. “I am fine, Sir.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Seems you would need more action from me.” Craig said as he pulled up in Aisha’s 

garage. 

Aisha took off the seat belt. “I don’t understand what you mean.” 

 “That guy back at your father’s. He seemed ruffled by me. Who is he?” he asked. 

She rolled her eyes. “Hakeem means nothing.” 

 “I can guess he leads the line of your suitors.” Craig replied as he turned in her 

direction. “We should make this acting more intense.” 

She stared at him. “What do you mean? My father already likes you, which wins it for me.” 
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 “He might like me, but I am sure that he would not be very comfortable yet. Hakeem, 

as you call him, is Muslim and I am Christian.”  

Aisha stared at him with shock all over her face. “Are you suggesting that my father is going 

to be judgemental?” 

He shook his head in disagreement. “I am not saying that, but, it is a possibility.” 

 “I think you should keep it out of the picture for now.” She replied as she placed her 

hand on the lock trying to open the door. “What is wrong with the door?” she asked as she 

turned in his direction. 

He stared at her. “You are beautiful. I should have said that earlier.” 

She scoffed. “Is that part of the deal?” 

 “No. I…I just thought I should say it.” He replied. 

She nodded. “Henceforth, I suggest that you keep such impulses to yourself, are we clear?” 

He nodded. “Have a good night.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “You don’t give up, do you?” Vicky asked as Daniel approached her. 

He shook his head. “Vicky, I care a lot about you, Craig doesn’t.” 

 “If you cared so much, you won’t be telling me that Craig doesn’t care about me.” 

He took a deep breath. “I am trying to be realistic here. Look, Vicky, when a man loves a 

woman, he’ll do anything to make her happy.” 

 “How’s it going for you? I am obviously not happy and you want to worsen it for me.” 

 “Are you ever going to love me?” 

She shrugged. “I don’t think so, but, you can do me a favour by telling me where to find Craig, 

I have been searching for him? I’ll appreciate you for that.” 

He swallowed. “I…I don’t know.” 

She smiled. “Typical you! I didn’t expect you to be of help. Good luck loving me.” 
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He took a deep breath. “I am being honest. He’s moved out of the house.” 

 “Why?” 

Daniel rubbed his palms against his pocket. “I…I don’t know why.” 

 “You are lying, Daniel. I have been to the mall, I haven’t seen him. He’s not been to the 

cafeteria or bar in days, no one has seen him around this hood. Where is he? Where is Bolu?” 

Daniel stared at her. “I hate to tell you but Craig is getting married.” 

Vicky stared at him confusingly. “Married?” 

 “Yes. Craig is getting married and pretty soon.” 

Vicky took a seat and Daniel took his beside her. “Is this how desperate you are? Daniel, you 

are loser. You were a loser. You are a loser and you will always be a loser.” She replied. 

 

 

++++****++++ 

  

“So, you think Alhaji is convinced?” Moira asked. 

Aisha nodded. “He looked it, but Craig brought up an issue that has me slightly concerned.” 

 “What might that be? Religion?” Moira asked as she sipped her drink. 

Aisha nodded. “Exactly. Do you think Alhaji will give us problems with that? I mean, I can’t 

even start looking for a Muslim right now.” 

 “Hakeem is not far away.” Moira replied. Aisha ignored her. “Look Aisha, I think we 

should look for a quick alternative.” 

Aisha shot at her. “I am not investing in another man.” 

 “I totally understand you, but you have to do something about this, else, Alhaji might 

actually spring up the religion thing soon.” 

Aisha smiled. “Or I could convert to a Christian, right? It’s not like I don’t attend more church 

services than I go to the mosque.” 
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 “The right question is when last did you go to the mosque?” Moira retorted. Aisha 

shrugged in response. “I really don’t think that’s the solution. Alhaji won’t be buoyed. I think 

you should step this drama up.” 

Aisha stared at her. “Like make it intense?” 

 “Exactly! That’s the word. Give it some intensity. Add some life to it.” 

Aisha nodded. “Craig was saying the same thing too. But how?” Moira shrugged and 

continued drinking. “Hey!” Aisha shouted at her. “Think! You are the genius in things like 

this.” 

 “Really? For once, you actually concede that I am actually better than you at 

something.” Moira said with a smile. 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “In this case, I’d love being second to you.” 

 “That’s subtle for saying I don’t think of smart things, right?” 

Aisha smiled. “I never said so, but since you have implied it, I might as well agree with you.” 

 “Well, let’s see where being cocky gets you. I am not helping out anymore.” Moira 

replied as she turned her nose up. 

Aisha smiled. “I am sorry, love. Please help me.” 

 “On one condition.” 

Aisha nodded. “Ask.” 

 “You won’t make fun of my boyfriend again?” 

Aisha smiled. “The one on the internet?”  

 “I have met him once.” 

Aisha nodded. “Yes, via skype of course.” 

Moira ignored her. 

 “Okay, fine. I promise never to talk about him in such tone again. Would you now come 

up with an idea?” 

Moira smiled. “Well, I have always had the idea and it just became clearer.” 

 “Spill!” 
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Moira nodded. “Your next line of action is to move in with Craig.” 

 

 

 

  



  
 

~ 64 ~ 
 

 

6 

 

If there was anything Moira knew how to sell perfectly, it was arguments like this. Aisha 

stared at her. “You can’t be serious.” 

“Do I look like a clown to you?” Moira asked as she took her seat beside Aisha. “I know 

you might be freaked out about living with a guy, but I can assure you, it is nothing. There 

would be rules.” 

Aisha nodded. “How do you expect me to move in with Craig? Did you see that house? It 

looks like a mad house. There is no way I’m going there.” 

 “We are trying to make this thing as believable as possible; Alhaji has to see the 

seriousness in you. He won’t mind. I promise.” 

Aisha shook her head stubbornly. “Sweetheart, I think you should think up another idea. 

This one is not reasonable.” 

 “This is reasonable. I know you know it is. You are trying so hard not to believe it and 

I understand you, but the truth is, it will boost Alhaji’s belief. He’ll think you just fell in love.” 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “It is not so easy to fall in love. My father won’t believe I just fell. At 

least not me.” 

“What are you trying to say? Are you so amazon that you can’t fall in love? Look, if 

there is anything that a woman wants, and I mean even the toughest of women, it is to be 

loved. I can bet you, this is a golden chance.” 

“So I am just supposed to show up at Craig’s doorstep and say, ‘I am moving in’.” Aisha 

asked. 

Moira nodded. “Yes. Since when do we care how he feels about our decisions?” 

 “He has friends living there with him. I need to talk to him about it so that he could at 

least tell them to leave.” Aisha replied as she picked up her phone. 
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Moira yanked it from her hand. “No. Don’t give him any room to decide. You are the one who 

pays the piper; you will dictate which tune he plays.” 

 “What if this piper doesn’t want to play my tune? He seems the very independent type, 

Moira?” Aisha asked. 

Moira shrugged. “We’ll make him. You know how you do these things, right?” 

Aisha took a deep breath. “I just need my money.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “I just need to make her pay.” Craig said as he threw his jacket on the seat. 

Bolu stared at him. “How do you intend to do that? She doesn’t seem very easy and you 

know it.” 

Craig nodded. “I just hate her guts. I tried to be nice to her but it didn’t work. I have bigger 

plans for her. I’ve been sketching them throughout my ride home.” 

 “What’s in that head of yours now?” Bolu asked raising an eyebrow. “You are up to no 

good and I know it.” 

Craig nodded. “You are not going to like it, so I am going to apologize in advance. I am going 

to ask Aisha to move in with me and that means you have to move out.” 

Bolu gasped. “No way, man. Daniel has kicked us out of his place too.” 

 “Nah. Just beg him, he’ll take you in.” 

Bolu shook his head stubbornly. “You don’t get it, Daniel is pissed. He said we are done.” 

Craig stared at him. “You are messing with me, right?” 

 “No, I am not.” Bolu replied. “I’ll have nowhere to go if you kick me out.” 

Craig relaxed in the chair. “What do we do? I want Aisha to move in with me, I have plans 

for her. There’s no way you can live here with the both of us.” 

Bolu nodded. “I get it. But, where do I go?” 
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 “I will give you some money. I’ve started saving for the rainy days.” Craig replied as 

he swiped across his phone’s screen. “I have to see Daniel and know what’s up with that 

guy.” 

Bolu sighed. “Maybe he would feel better if you help him win Vicky.” 

 “I don’t think this is about Vicky. Daniel is a bad loser, I think that’s where the problem 

is.” 

 “I might agree with you, but he is family, we can’t just let him hate us.” 

Craig stretched his leg. “I don’t care how he feels right now. I have stopped caring.” 

 “I know you do. When are we going to see him?” 

Craig shrugged. “Tomorrow?” 

Bolu nodded in agreement. “Tomorrow is great.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Why are you telling me this?” Vicky asked as she stared at Daniel. 

He took a deep breath and held her hand. “I just want to open your eyes. Craig is getting 

married soon and it is real.” 

“Look, Daniel, I find it hard to believe that Craig would just get married like that. I 

mean, why would a man just wake up and want to marry soon without anyone even seeing 

him around his fiancée? Or how long have they been dating?” she asked. 

Daniel blinked as he tried to think. “I…I don’t know if I should be telling you this.” 

 “Look, Daniel, I love Craig. And, I won’t let you put ideas into my head, I think you 

should go away now.” Vicky said as she clutched her bag to her arm. 

Daniel immediately stopped her. “Please Vicky. Just…Just give me a chance.” 

 “Daniel, I don’t love you and you know it. Quit trying.” She replied. 

He rubbed his forehead. “But Craig won’t be with you either, he…he has bigger 

commitments.” 
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 “Like marriage? How is it that you are just bringing up this marriage thing?” she asked. 

 “It is very recent and it is going to be rushed too. He’ll be married in no time.” He 

replied. 

She stared at him. “You are being paranoid.” 

 “No, I am not. I…I just wish that you could really see what I am trying to tell you.” 

She scoffed. “You have not said anything. Okay, who is he getting married to? Why is he 

marrying her? Is she pregnant? What’s the dirty secret?” 

Daniel swallowed as he took a deep breath. 

Vicky hissed. “Stop wasting your time. I won’t be yours.” She replied and turned to walk 

away. 

 “Aisha…Aisha Bello.” Daniel said. Vicky turned in his direction swiftly. He took a deep 

breath and continued. “Craig is marrying Aisha Bello.” 

Vicky approached Daniel. “The closest glimpse of Aisha Bello that either you or Craig can 

have is through the television. How is he going to marry such a woman?” she asked with a 

smile. “I really think you need medical attention, and pretty fast too.” 

 “I am serious. He is marrying Aisha Bello and really soon too. If you want to believe 

me, fine. If you don’t want to, well, I have tried to open your eyes.” He replied. 

She stared at him carefully. “And you think you are doing all these for love, right?” 

He nodded. “I love you and I don’t want you to be in love with a man that clearly doesn’t 

deserve you.” 

 “No matter what you think you are doing, this is not the right way to love somebody, 

Daniel. It never works out this way.” She replied and walked away. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Craig hurled a dart pin into the board. “Bull’s-eye.” He said as he went over to collect the 

pins. 
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 “So, you come to work every day to do nothing?” Bolu asked as he paced round Craig’s 

office. 

Craig nodded. “Yeah, all I do here is act the figure head and sign documents for them.” 

 “I can see that she has everything all covered. She must be doing this for so much.” 

 “Yes, Bolu, I agree with you. But I have mega plans for her; she is not going to enjoy 

that kitty alone. She had got me, and I won’t leave until I get so much from her.” 

Bolu smiled. “That’s my man. Exactly what I guessed your mission would be.” 

 “Who does she think she is? No one bosses me around.” He replied with a grin. 

Bolu grinned. “When are we going to see Daniel?” 

 “We should leave by lunch; I want to see Aisha too. I have to ask her to move in with 

me today.” 

 “What if she turns you down?” Bolu asked. 

Craig smiled. “I don’t think she will. She is really desperate now and I actually discovered 

there’s a guy in her life but she is not interested in his love…or maybe just for now, which 

means I have to act fast before she decides to discard me.”  

 “Are you planning to sleep with her?” Bolu asked. 

Craig laughed. “Do you think I am going to let her gorgeous body go to waste?” 

 “My guy!!!” Bolu said as he shook Craig emphatically. “That’s what I am talking about!” 

The intercom buzzed. “Yes?” Craig said as he lifted the receiver. 

 “There is a man coming upstairs to see you.” Craig’s secretary said. 

He stared at Bolu. “Who is he?” he asked. 

He didn’t have to get an answer from his secretary as the door opened allowing Alhaji 

Ibrahim in. 

Craig replaced the receiver slowly. “Alhaji Ibrahim Bello.” He said, standing up. 

 “Hello Craig.” Alhaji replied. 

Bolu stared at them and then bowed before Alhaji. “Good day, Sir.” 

 “Hello young man.” Alhaji replied. 
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Bolu stared at Craig. “I’ll be on my way, I’ll see you later.” He said and walked over towards 

the door, “Good bye, Sir.” He said and slipped out. 

  

++++****++++ 

 

“So, when are you going to tell Craig?” Moira asked as she paced around Aisha’s office. 

She had a mug of coffee in her hand while Aisha stood by her large office window looking 

through some papers. 

Aisha did not reply. 

 “Aisha?” Moira called. 

Aisha still did not reply. 

 “When are you going over to Craig’s?” Moira yelled. 

Aisha turned in her direction. “Moira, do you think I spend my time scheming on my next 

pseudo-marital plans? There is money to be made. I just discovered that a client might be 

playing funny and I need to sort that out.”  

 “Aisha, there are people that can deal with those investigations here. Why does it have 

to be you? I think this is more important because we need to secure all your money first 

before you start worrying about thieves.” Moira replied. 

Aisha shook her head in disagreement. “You are very wrong, sweetheart. I won’t spend my 

time thinking of how to move into one of my properties even though the owner bears Craig. 

Right now, you should help me trace the irregularity in this document, not remind me of 

Craig.” 

 “You only think about work. You bore me.” Moira replied as she took a seat. 

Aisha smiled faintly as she took her seat opposite Moira. “I know you are bored, but I am 

doing this for us all. If I don’t get the missing money back, it might affect my inheritance on 

the long run. I am not willing to take that chance.” 

 “Okay, where do we start looking?” Moira asked. 
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Aisha stared at the paper. “The first contract we signed will do us some good.” She said, 

handing the paper to Moira. 

Moira took the paper and stared at it. “Most of these clients tend to play funny only if we let 

them. But, I am your fairy godmother and I won’t let anyone mess with your money.” 

Aisha smiled as she stared at Moira who was now looking absorbed in looking through the 

documents. “I am having lunch with Craig.” 

Moira smiled as she tossed the paper back at Aisha. “Great! Exactly what I wanted to hear!” 

Moira said delightfully. She stared at Aisha. “Not one of your nervy moments, else, he might 

just put up a resistance. You have to be firm, really firm.” 

Aisha nodded in agreement. “You are right. I won’t let him dictate anything; I am the one 

who calls the shots here.” 

Moira smiled. “That’s my girl.” She said.  

A smile danced around Moira’s lips and Aisha stared at her suspiciously. She knew Moira 

must have started conceiving thoughts in her mind with that evil smirk on her face. “What 

is it, Moira?” 

 “It’s…It’s just that I think you and Craig are a match made in heaven. I am actually 

beginning to doubt the possibility of two gorgeous bodies under the same roof without any 

intensity. I don’t think you guys would last an hour alone without getting some action.” 

Moira said grinning. 

Aisha turned on her laptop and started to type. 

“Do you know why I love you, Aisha? You have a way of creating a distraction for every 

moment. I am serious about what I am saying to you, maybe we should consider Hakeem. 

In all honesty, he is not as cute as Craig, he won’t turn you on.” 

Aisha shot at Moira. “Don’t you have any work to do in your office?” 

Moira smiled and rose to her feet. “I want the feedback on your lunch with Craig. The full 

goss! Don’t leave anything out.” Moira said grinning as she picked her digital tablet from the 

table. 
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 “Leave, Moira! There is money to be made.” Aisha said. 

Moira smiled at her and approached the door and then returned to her with a whisper. 

“Damn! I wish I was the one having Craig to myself right now. That dude has the body of a 

Greek god.” 

 “I take it as he is one of your numerous escapades?” Aisha asked without taking her 

eyes off the laptop. 

Moira closed the laptop furiously. “Numerous escapades or not, you and I know that he is 

so attractive. I can’t wait for this weekend.” 

 “What’s happening this weekend?” 

Moira grinned. “You are moving in with him and you’ll both be at the tennis club. The media 

won’t spare you guys. Front cover, baby!” she said as he walked out. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Bolu bit his nail as he thought of the kind of trouble that Craig might be in with Alhaji 

Ibrahim Bello. Maybe Alhaji had overhead them talk lousily about his daughter? Bolu fought 

back the thought of Alhaji knowing what they had said. He was so deep in thought that he 

didn’t hear Daniel drum on his desk. 

 “Hey!!!” Daniel said as he shoved Bolu roughly. “Wetin you dey think?” he asked in 

pidgin English. 

Bolu adjusted his shirt from the rumple that Daniel’s handling had formed on it. “Guy, why 

you push me like that na? You no know say I iron this shirt before I comot for house?” 

 “No vex. Wetin dey happen na? Craig don chop your eye?” Daniel asked with a smile. 

Bolu scoffed. “Why do you always see the bad in people?” 

 “I am not. I am only being realistic here. Okay, tell me, why were you so lost? Is it not 

because Craig has done something to you too?” 
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Bolu smiled. “Sorry to burst your bubble, Craig and I are good. You are the one who has 

decided to act like a woman and hold grudges for nothing. Our guy needs us now and not 

for you to start acting as if we haven’t been friends for a long time.” 

Daniel took a deep breath. “So, where is he living now?” 

 “I’ll give you the address after work if you want it.” Bolu replied. 

Daniel nodded. “Of course, I want it. I need to see him and apologize for everything.” 

 “You better do, man. Maybe, we’ll go there together after work.” Bolu replied. 

Daniel nodded. “Thank you, Bolu. I…I am really sorry for everything.” 

Bolu smiled. “It’s fine. What are friends for, right?” 

 “Yeah. How is it going with Aisha and Craig?” Daniel asked, taking a seat. 

Bolu took a deep breath. “It gets complicated every day, but I trust our guy to come out 

tops.” 

 “Is it a competition?” Daniel asked laughing. 

Bolu shrugged. “Not really. But when dealing with a woman with so much power at her 

disposal, one needs a backup plan. Who knows what she is planning for Craig? We have to 

be alert, just in case of any problem.” 

 “I don’t think she would want any problem for herself, she has a name to protect too.” 

Daniel replied. 

Bolu nodded in agreement. “Yeah. You are right, man. I would tell Craig to keep records just 

in case she tries anything funny. He’ll be needing to play his games tight, especially now.” 

 “What’s going on now?” Daniel asked. 

Bolu wiped some sweat from his brows. “Craig is going to ask Aisha to move in with him.” 

Daniel swallowed hard. “Really?” 

 “Yes, man.” He replied with a smile. “Anyway, that means, I get to move back with you, 

right?” Bolu asked. 

Daniel nodded. “Yeah. Of course.” 
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++++****++++ 

 

Craig cleared his throat as he offered Alhaji Bello a seat. “Please have your seat, sir.” 

 “I can’t sit with you…at least not yet.” He replied. 

Craig swallowed as he stared at him. “Why is that, sir?” 

 “What plans do you have for my baby?” he asked. 

Craig took a deep breath. “I…I don’t understand you.” 

 “Look, Craig, I’ll be straight with you. Aisha is all I have got. If you hurt her, I’ll kill 

you.” He said. 

Craig stared at him and swallowed hard. “Well, sir, it means you’ll have to kill me several 

times, because when people are in love, they tend to hurt each other a lot. I guess youl know 

that.” 

Alhaji smiled and took his seat. “Nice work here, your staffs are dutiful.” 

Craig heaved a sigh of relief and took his seat. “Thank you, sir.” 

 “Aisha doesn’t know I am here, please do not tell her.” He said. 

Craig nodded. “Your secret is safe with me, sir.” 

 “Good boy.” Alhaji replied. He stared at Craig. “Look, son, I don’t have much time, so 

I’ll be brief with you.” 

Craig nodded. “I am all ears.” 

“Aisha is a lovely girl, there’s so much beneath her perfection, I believe. I…I can’t say 

for sure because I haven’t had the opportunity of seeing that precious girl, but, I…I believe 

that you are special to her and even if she might not show it to you, you mean a lot. Aisha 

won’t just bring any man home.” 

Craig nodded. He wasn’t just any man to Aisha. He is the man who is going to help her fool 

her poor father and get her inheritance from him. 

Alhaji Ibrahim stared at Craig. “I’ll tell you something about Aisha, maybe this would help. 

She lost her mother to gunmen. I think she lost every ounce of humanity she had that day. I 
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might be wrong, but, Aisha walked in soaked in blood with her friend Moira. Aisha wasn’t 

in tears.” 

Craig stared at Alhaji curiously. 

“Aisha did not cry, Moira ran to me and hugged me in tears. Aisha just went upstairs 

and played the piano. The doctors said she was depressed and needed to get out of it, I 

realised that all efforts to get her out of depression didn’t work except for when she went 

to work with me. She enjoyed being in boardrooms and I finally caved in to her pressure 

and sent her to business school. The office she currently occupies used to belong to her 

mother.” 

Craig took a deep breath as he buried his head in his hands. 

“I know it might be too much for you to take right now, son. I really love Aisha and I 

know that you would never hear a word of this from her and that is why I have decided to 

tell you. I have seen that you care so much about her even though we’ve only had dinner 

once, but I am ready to allow someone else heal the wounds in her heart. I am tired of trying, 

and seeing her bring you to me convinces me that she might just be letting someone in.” 

Craig wiped his forehead. “Sir…I…I-” 

“I understand how it is for you, but, I love men who can honour their words, you strike 

me as one. I want you to help her find herself again. She was an adorable little girl, I guess 

most little girls were adorable. But, I never thought that my daughter would transform so 

fast since her mother’s demise. I want to see an Aisha that isn’t all about sealing business 

deals and making money. I want to see a real woman in her, someone capable of emotions. 

I want to see someone who can hurt, someone who can love, someone who protects, and 

someone who can be a mother.” Alhaji said as he took a deep breath. 

Craig swallowed hard as Alhaji stared at him hard in the face. “Sir, Aisha is a strong woman.” 

“I have always known that. Sometimes, I think she is too strong. She needs someone to lean 

on, she needs someone to cry on.” He replied.  



  
 

~ 75 ~ 
 

Craig’s heart started to race fast. Alhaji’s visit was more than what he bargained for, but he 

was yet to hear the toughest thing Alhaji had to say until he said these words: 

“Craig, are you going to love my little girl forever?” 
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7 

 

Aisha stared at her wristwatch as another hour had passed since she sent Craig a message 

to meet her at the restaurant. She dialled his number for the third time. “Where could this 

guy be?” she thought aloud. “Or is he bailing on me?” she thought. It’s a good thing she had 

decided to wait in the VIP room, waiting that long seemed really embarrassing and with 

Val’s day lurking, the press wouldn’t mind smearing her name by saying things like: 

‘Desperate Spinster, Aisha Bello, looks for attention in Lagos Restaurant.’ She wasn’t willing 

to take that chance so she decided to wait in the VIP room. She only hoped Craig won’t keep 

her any longer. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Craig stared at his phone as it rang again. He took a deep breath and ignored the call. 

Alhaji’s visit had left him confused. How could he love a woman that didn’t need love? How 

could he fool a father that needed help? Thoughts raced through his mind as he tried to find 

answers to the questions lingering in his heart. Aisha had sent him a message asking him to 

meet her but he just couldn’t bring himself to go and see her after what had happened with 

her father. Everything seemed really confusing at the moment. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

A man in black approached Alhaji Ibrahim. His heart raced fast as he was about to find out 

the import of his action. If going over to Craig to do what a real father would have done was 

a mistake, he’d figure out soon.  
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“Everything is in here, Alhaji.” The man said as he placed an envelope before Alhaji 

Ibrahim. 

Alhaji swallowed. “Is he worth it?” 

The man blinked. “I’d rather you see for yourself.” 

 “I can take it, it is bad enough that I am having a man investigated without a just cause. 

Just let me know if I am right about my suspicions?” 

The man took his seat opposite Alhaji. “From our investigations on Craig, he is really clean.” 

Alhaji smiled. “Thank you, Kola. Thank you.” 

Kola nodded with a smile. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha’s phone beeped and a message popped up. 

“It’s done. You owe me big time – Kola.” 

She took a deep breath as she wondered why Craig had not shown up yet. This was 

beginning to worry her. She stared at her wristwatch and then finished her drink.  

Craig approached her. “Aisha, I am sorry.”  

 “Is this one of your many talents? Standing me up?” she queered as she folded her 

arms. 

He took his seat. “You may not believe it but I am really sorry about it. I promise you, this 

won’t happen again.” 

“It better not, Craig.” She replied as she took a deep breath. “Look, Craig, I think we 

have to be really careful, my father would want to see a great deal of seriousness in this 

relationship and I am in no mood to be the loser here, so I think we have to-“” 

 “-Move in with me.” Craig cut in. 

Aisha stared at him and relaxed in her seat. “Move in with you?” she asked with an eyebrow 

raised. She smiled. “You have some nerve, don’t you?”   



  
 

~ 78 ~ 
 

He wiped his forehead. “I know it sounds crazy and not like what we would want. In fact, I 

doubt if the both of us can coexist under the same roof, but I just feel that for this thing that 

we want to do to be real and be done quickly, we have to take desperate measures.” 

 “You are right. Moving in with you is really desperate.” She replied. 

He nodded. “Look, the house would be clean if that is what you are scared of.” He said staring 

at her. Aisha remained silent. “That is what you are scared of, right?” he asked, raising an 

eyebrow. “Oh come on, Aisha. I am not going to force you to go to bed with me.” He said 

through clenched teeth. “That would be your choice to make in the end.” 

 “Just shut up, Craig.” Aisha replied. She ran her finger through her hair. “I think I 

should sleep over it. Even though this is a necessity, we still have to ensure that we are 

making the right decision.” She replied. 

Craig nodded. “Okay, take your time. Should I send a cab over to pick you?” he asked with a 

smile. 

 “Don’t start assuming roles that are not yours, Craig.” She replied as she clutched her 

bag to her waist. “I’ll call you in the morning.” 

He smiled faintly. “I’ll have the house set up properly for you.” 

She scoffed and walked out. 

 

++++****++++ 

  

 “Cheers to my destruction.” Craig said as he raised his glass. 

Daniel stared at Bolu. “Is he actually expecting us to reply?” 

Bolu shrugged. “Look, Craig, it’s not over for you…at least not yet.” 

Craig smiled. “Exactly. I am scared of Alhaji to be honest.” 

 “You don’t have to be scared of him, Craig.” Daniel replied. “You are the master when 

it comes to games like this. You shouldn’t get emotionally roped in. Remember, this is 

business.” 
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Craig stared at Daniel. “You didn’t see the man’s eyes when he came over to my place. He is 

a father who wants the best for his child. It is unfortunate that she is that type of woman.” 

 “And that you are who you are.” Bolu chipped in. 

Craig stared at him. “What is that supposed to mean?” 

“Man, you don’t have to bother about what the old man says. He is only looking for his 

daughter’s interest, but she doesn’t need it. All you need to do is stay focused and ensure 

that in the end you are the one who comes out tops.” Daniel replied. 

Craig stared at him carefully. “I don’t get it. Some hours without our company and you are 

already so cold, Daniel? Bolu and I should take the credit for keeping you in check all this 

while.” 

Daniel smiled. “I guess I was just being realistic. No man should let any lady play him.” 

 “Aisha is not playing me. We have a goal.” Craig replied with a smile. 

Bolu cleared his throat. “Guy, what about the plan to clear her cash?” He asked laughing. 

Daniel gasped as he laughed. “Bad guy! You are one step ahead.”  

Craig shot at Bolu. “Must you talk?” 

 “Guy, how far nau? We are cool, right?” Daniel asked. “I no be busy body nau” 

Craig nodded. “I haven’t said that is who you are, but, I didn’t expect him to be so 

loquacious.” 

 “Na so! All join! So, today na our last day for here, abi?” Daniel asked as he finished his 

drink. “So, do we a need a schedule to visit you now that Aisha would be moving in?” 

Craig stared at Bolu. “Why is this guy being unnecessarily annoying? I thought you said that 

he wanted to make amends.”   

Daniel relaxed in his seat. “I am just trying to be funny here.” 

 “Well, you have so much work to do on your sense of humour.” Craig replied and 

walked away. 

  

++++****++++ 
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 “Do you have to pack everything away from here?” Moira asked as she watched Aisha 

pack her boxes. 

Aisha stared at her. “You don’t want me coming back here every time I need my underwear, 

do you?” 

Moira nodded. “Oh well…you are right, but, I think you are packing as though you were 

moving out of here finally so as to be his wife. Anyway, since you guys will still have to be 

married for a while, you can use some tutorials on how to tolerate one another.” 

 “Moira, there is only one thing that bothers me. Why did Craig ask me to move in with 

him?” Aisha asked as she dropped took a seat. 

Moira smiled as she focused on her phone. “I wonder why we are visiting a topic that we 

should have started with. You came home all excited moving out that you have not even 

stopped to wonder why he wants you to move in with him. Isn’t it strange?” 

Aisha stared at her. “Why should it be strange? I was going to ask him the same.” 

 “But he asked you first. And that, my friend, is what should bother you.” Moira replied 

with more seriousness. 

Aisha swallowed. “Are you saying he has ulterior motives?” 

Moira nodded in agreement. “Exactly! He must have a hidden reason why he wants you to 

move in.” 

 “What if he asked because he knows that it is one of the logical things and I might feel 

embarrassed to ask him about it?” Aisha asked. 

Moira nodded in agreement. “You might be right about that, but what if I am right too?” 

Aisha relaxed in her seat. “Moira, we can’t be thinking about all the bad things now. There 

is a lot to be done and we have to be really optimistic.” 

 “Optimism is good, but caution is also very important.” Moira replied. 

 “Well, I am going there tomorrow. Also, I have to prepare for this weekend’s tennis 

game.” 
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Moira smiled. “Good thing it falls on Val’s day.” 

 “What makes it a good thing?” 

Moira grinned. “That would be your own Val’s day special and it would really seem nice.” 

 “What if Craig has a girlfriend?” Aisha asked. 

Moira nods. “True…what if he has a girlfriend? He’ll be spending all your money on her.” 

Aisha stared at Moira. “I don’t care.  As long as he keeps his sheets tidy and out of the public 

view, we are good.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Craig, it is good to see you.” Alhaji Ibrahim said as Craig approached with Aisha. He 

exchanged handshakes with Craig and then hugged his daughter. “Little one.” 

Aisha stared at her father with a smile. “Come on, Dad. I am not a little girl anymore.” 

 “You are still my little girl.” He replied. “Happy Valentine’s day, Aisha.” He said as he 

handed her a small tiffany box.  

Aisha stared at the box. “You still give me gifts every year, Dad. Thank you.” She said and 

kept his gift in her bag. “I got you something too, Dad.” She said as she handed him a gift 

pack. “I know you’ll love it.” 

He smiled. “Thank you.” He said. Alhaji stared at Craig who seemed a bit lost and was looking 

at the members of the club. “Hey Craig, you should go and mingle. I’ll show you around.” 

 “No!” Aisha protested as she grabbed Craig’s hand. “We are going over to the tennis 

court.” She said hastily. 

Alhaji Ibrahim nodded. “Okay. Enjoy.” He said and walked away. 

 “Relax, Aisha. Your father might begin to suspect with your attitude.” 

She rolled her eyes. “Do you know what would have happened if my Dad had taken you to 

meet his friends? You’d have to tell them about your Dubai escapades, your budding 

company, your short term and long term goals? And I tell you, believe me when I say those 
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men would ask you questions, drill you in and out till there is nothing left in you or in that 

lying skull of yours and then, you would really wish that I didn’t choose you.” 

 “I am very convincing, Aisha.” He replied as they started to approach the tennis court. 

She nodded. “I know you are, but sometimes, it is never good enough. Your trail will always 

be found.” 

 “Happy Valentine’s Day, Aisha.” Craig said. 

She shrugged. “Is there really something to celebrate on this day?” she asked as they 

approached the change room. 

He smiled. “Love? Everyone is doing that.” 

 “We are not everyone, and remember what we have is business. So, we don’t have to 

bother what others are caring about.” 

Craig grinned as he saw some men with PRESS tags approach them. “Are you so sure?” he 

asked smiling in Aisha’s direction.  

She took a deep breath as they smiled at the Press Officials.  

 “Happy Valentine’s day to you both.” One of the press men greeted. 

Aisha and Craig smiled and echoed a “Thank you” as though they had rehearsed it. Craig 

smiled at Aisha and then back at the Press.  

 “Ms Aisha, We don’t see Ms Moira today with you. Is this the gentleman in your life 

that you have been hiding from the world? ” The Press Officer asked. 

Aisha stared at Craig and then back at the Pressmen. “Like I have always said, my personal 

life stays personal. When the need arises, I will make an official announcement.” 

Craig smiled and placed his hand behind Aisha. “Please, excuse us.” 

 “By now, I am sure those rats have a picture of us and are thinking of how best they 

can come up with a headline for their magazine.” Aisha said as she entered the change room. 

Craig folded his arms as he leaned against the wall. “As expected.” 

 “Why were they allowed in here in the first place? This is not just any place. It’s 

exquisite.” 
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Craig nodded. “It is Valentine’s day. This is a good time to get good gist and I am sure they 

have paid good money for it. Besides, it’s not like you weren’t expecting to see them here.” 

He said as he took off his shirt. 

 “Heyyy!!! What are you doing?” Aisha asked. 

He stared at her. “Getting a change of clothes into my sportswear.” 

 “In case you haven’t noticed, this is the female section and just because you aren’t 

seeing any lady here except me doesn’t mean that the front door doesn’t bear LADIES 

ONLY.” 

He took a deep breath. “Fine! Where is the Male section?” 

 “Down the hall.” She replied. “Meet me out front in ten minutes.” 

He nodded and walked out with his bag. He located the Male section and walked into the 

room. 

 “Hey!”  

Craig stared at who had called him and his face seemed familiar, just that he couldn’t place 

the face.  

The guy approached Craig. “I am Hakeem. We met at Alhaji Bello’s.” 

Craig stared at him. “Oh…how are you?” 

Hakeem ignored him. “So I am guessing Aisha is here?” 

Craig nodded in agreement. “Yes, she is.” 

 “So, how did you guys meet? I have never known you before.” Hakeem asked sternly. 

Craig smiled. “If you want to know about me and Aisha, why not ask her?” 

 “Because I think you are a man and you should be able to speak for yourself.” Hakeem 

retorted. 

Craig rubbed his chin. “That’s the point. I think you should be a man and not be interested 

in other people’s affairs.” 
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 “Don’t get me wrong. Aisha and I have been friends since we were kids and we know 

all the friends in our circles, but we never knew you and your name doesn’t sound like ours.” 

Hakeem replied. 

Craig nodded. “There are a lot of things you don’t know about Aisha then or would you 

rather I bear Mohammed?” 

 “I have nothing against your religion. Who is your father?” he asked. 

Craig shook his head pitifully and started to change into his clothes. “I am my own man, 

Hakeem.” 

 “I am not against who you are, I just want to know about you.” 

Craig stared hard at him. “Why are you attacking me?” 

 “I love Aisha. You just came out of the blues and stole her from me.” Hakeem 

protested. 

Craig grabbed his racket. “She is my woman now. What would you do about it?” 

 “I can’t do anything about it but I…I just want to love her.” Hakeem said. 

Craig swallowed. “Do you realise that you are talking to her man? You can love her silently. 

Don’t tell me about it.” He replied. 

Hakeem nodded as he took a breath. “I am sorry, it was rude of me.” He said, turning away. 

 “It’s okay. You want to play tennis?” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Happy Valentine’s Day, Vicky.” Daniel said, holding out a Rose flower. 

Vicky took off her earphones and stared at him. “You don’t give up, do you?” 

He held the flower out at her. “It’s just Valentine. Please accept it.” 

She nodded and collected the flower.  

 “So, would you go out with me tonight? I got two tickets to see this new movie.” Daniel 

said as he walked by her side. 
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She shook her head with a smile. “I just knew you were up to no good with the early morning 

flower and disturbing my morning exercise.” 

 “I love to keep fit too. Please…Could you please just go with me to the movies tonight?” 

he asked. 

She shook her in disagreement. “I am sorry, but I have plans. I am hanging out with my girls 

tonight.” 

 “Vicky, I just think you should really give me a chance. I really do love you.” Daniel 

said. 

She took a deep breath. “I understand that you love me, but you have to also understand 

that I don’t love you.” 

 “And you love Craig? Look, for the record, Craig doesn’t love you. He is spending today 

with Aisha Bello. That is the woman that he is in a relationship with, that’s the woman he 

will marry. That’s the woman that he wants.” Daniel said and took a deep breath. “Please 

Vicky, stop punishing yourself. As we speak, Craig and Aisha are in one of the best facilities 

in the country, playing together, and you are here, drowning for him. It’s not fair on you.” 

Vicky nodded. “Yes, I love him. Yes, I know he doesn’t love me. But, I don’t, I won’t and I can 

never love you. Are we clear?” 

 “And why is that? I am the one who is trying to get you out of your misery, I am trying 

to make you see reasons, why is it so hard?” Daniel asked. 

She shrugged. “You are very selfish. You are doing everything for your own good, and for 

the record, stop spreading lies about Craig and that woman, it’s getting pretty lame.” She 

replied and started to walk away. 

 “What if I give you evidence?” 

Vicky stopped and stared at him. 

 

++++****++++ 
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Craig held his racket in one hand and used his towel to wipe off the sweat on his face. 

“Mighty Serves, Hakeem.” 

Hakeem smiled. “I am still a learner. Your strokes are massive, bro.” 

BRO??? AISHA’S HEAD SPUN. She stared at Craig and Hakeem as they spoke about the game. 

“Hey!!! I played that game too. Nothing to say about my strokes?” 

Hakeem stared at her. “I thought they were amazing.” 

 “Weak.” Craig replied. 

Aisha raised an eyebrow. “Weak? I thought I did well.” 

 “I see you like being hyped out of talent. Wait till you allow the little thing you think 

you have in you grow before you think you did close to well.” 

Hakeem stared at Craig. “Very funny, bro.” 

 “No. It wasn’t meant to be.” Craig replied. 

Aisha swallowed. “Okay guys, break it up.” 

 “That’s the problem with you females; does it look like we are having a go at each 

other?” 

Hakeem smiled. “Yeah, we are good.” 

Aisha stared at them. “I think we should go and have something to eat.” 

 “I can’t join you guys.” Hakeem replied. 

Craig stared at him. “Why not? It’s just food – Good for the body.” 

Hakeem smiled faintly. “I know. It’s just that there are many things to be done.” He replied. 

Aisha nodded. “Okay. See you around.” 

Hakeem smiled and walked away. 

Aisha shot at Craig. “What were you doing?” 

 “I don’t understand.” Craig replied. “I was just making a conversation.” 

She scoffed. “Some conversation that is! You know how Hakeem feels about me, you don’t 

have to make him feel so horrible.” 

Craig smiled. “I am shocked.” 
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 “Why?” 

He shrugged. “For the first time in your life, it seems like you actually care about another 

person’s well-being other than yourself. That’s impeccable. It’s a good day in history.” 

 “Watch your words, Craig.” She replied and picked up her towel. “We are leaving. 

Ensure you smile as we walk out.” 

He nodded. “So, we are just to keep smiling or are there hidden cameras?” 

 “You know what I mean.” She replied. 

He shrugged. “So, you just packed into my house yesterday and you decided not to sleep 

over, why?” 

 “That’s my business, isn’t it?” she retorted. 

He nodded in agreement. “I know that it is your call, but, the house looked brand new, didn’t 

it? I had it well scrubbed just for you.” 

 “We’ll see about that.” She said and walked away. 

Craig smiled.  

 

++++****++++ 

 “Good evening, Hakeem. What do you want here?” Alhaji Bello asked as Hakeem 

walked into the living room. 

Hakeem bowed. “Good evening, Alhaji. It’s about Aisha.” 

 “What about her?” Alhaji asked. 

Hakeem took a deep breath. “I don’t trust that guy that she is with. I want to have him 

investigated.” 

 “Investigated?” 

Hakeem nodded. “Yes sir. I just want your support so that I won’t be offending you.” 

 “Well, you have offended me already.” 

Hakeem sighed. “Alhaji, it’s…it’s just that I don’t like him.” 
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Alhaji nodded. “I understand how you feel, Hakeem. But Aisha chose him and we have to 

respect her wishes. He is the man that she wants to be with, we can’t do anything about it. I 

want my daughter to be happy.” 

 “I don’t think he’ll make her happy. He was really rude to her today at the tennis court. 

It got me upset and what worried me more was Aisha’s silence. She didn’t react as she would 

do normally.” 

Alhaji stared at him. “Rude? What do you mean by rude?” 

 “I thought his tenses and words were not appropriate for Aisha.” Hakeem replied. 

Alhaji relaxed in his seat. “Maybe Aisha is learning the art of submission. People become 

submissive when they are in love.” 

Hakeem blinked. “Sir…” 

 “Hakeem, I know how you feel about Aisha, but, I can’t allow you get in the way of my 

daughter’s happiness.” 

Hakeem swallowed. “I love her.” 

 “She loves someone else and he loves her too. Let them be, please.” 

Hakeem buried his head in his hand. 

 “I am going to advise you against investigating Craig. I won’t take it easy with you if 

you defy me.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha focused on her laptop as she worked. Her phone rang and she smiled at seeing 

‘MOIRA’ on the Caller ID. “Hey babe.” 

 “Aisha…when are you coming home?” Moira sulked on the other end of the line. 

Aisha smiled. “Missing me so soon?” 

 “Just come home. This place is really boring without you.” 

Aisha smiled. “I thought I was boring.” 
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 “Oh well. Not exactly. You are boring in a good way.” 

Aisha nodded. “Good to hear you speaking highly of me in my absence. A prophet is never 

respected in his hometown.” 

Moira laughed hard. “Have you been reading the Bible? Because I know you don’t even know 

what the Quran looks like.” 

 “Cut me some slack. I try with these things. Anyway, it is almost midnight, why are 

you calling? You should be asleep by now.” Aisha asked. 

 “I am bored. I think I miss you. If you don’t come for me, I am coming over there right 

now.” 

Aisha stared at Craig as he dropped a mug beside her. “Moira, I am gonna have to call you 

back.” She said and hung up. “What is this?” she asked looking at the mug. 

He smiled. “Black Coffee. Low fat. I know you’ll like that.” 

She fetched her coffee cup from behind her laptop. “I got my bases covered. Thank you.” She 

replied as she sipped some of the coffee. 

 “It’s late. You should go to bed.” Craig advised. 

She shrugged. “I have to make money. That’s the only way we can sustain this façade of a 

relationship. You are broke, remember?” 

He nodded and handed her a friendship bracelet from his pocket. “Here, Happy Valentine’s 

day.” 

Aisha laughed. “What is this? You could have just gotten me good jewellery if you wanted to 

play Mr Perfect so bad. After all, it is my money.” 

 “No. It is not your money.” He replied. “I got you this from my first earned salary.” 

Aisha swallowed as she stared at him. “Do you have a girlfriend? Or someone you kick it 

with?” 

Craig smiled. “Of course not. I am single.” 

 “That’s good.” 

He stared at her. “Why is it good?” 
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 “I don’t enjoy surprises. I won’t want any tiger tearing at me when I go to make my 

hair or something.” She replied as she focused on the laptop. 

 “Is that all?” Craig asked, staring at the bracelet. 

She nodded, “Of course, do you think I care if you love someone. You just have to play the 

part I hired you for and that doesn’t include buying me gifts from your first salary to impress 

me. I am not impressed.” 

He nodded and placed the bracelet beside her. “I think you should have it anyway. I am going 

to bed.” 

 “You don’t have to tell me. I don’t care.” She replied as she continued to type. 

Craig took a deep breath and returned inside the house. 

Aisha stared at him as he walked away and focused on her system. The doorbell chimed 

shortly. “Damn! Moira came!” Aisha thought aloud as she sprang to her feet. “That girl is 

such a pain.” She added as she dragged herself to the door. 

Aisha stared at her visitor as she opened the door. 

 “So, it is true?” 

Aisha blinked. “Excuse me? Who are you?” 

 “My name is Vicky. Where is Craig?” 
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8 

 

Aisha leaned against the door as she folded her arms, creating an imposing figure against 

the door with her yet petite frame. “Craig!” she called in her best feminine asset. “Craig!” 

Vicky stared at her carefully. “I can’t believe this.” 

 “I know you can’t. Do you want an autograph? Last chance.” Aisha said with a cynical 

smile. 

Vicky swallowed as she watched Craig approach from inside. He was topless and this sent 

ideas into her head.  

Craig took a deep breath as he saw Vicky. “Hey.” He said. 

Aisha turned as she stared at him and returned into the house. Craig pulled Vicky outside 

and shut the door as soon as he watched Aisha leave for the bedroom. “What is this, Vicky? 

What are you doing here?” 

 “Craig…I…I love you.” 

Craig swallowed. “And I don’t!” 

Vicky took a deep breath. “Craig, I know…I know it’s not every day that a lady summons 

courage to tell a man that she is in love with him and I swear it is not easy for me to bottle 

my feelings like they don’t exist when they do, but…but I just want you to know that I love 

you for who you are and would never stop loving you.” 

Craig rubbed his forehead. “I…I don’t know what to say. I…I am with someone else.” 

 “Her?” 

Craig nodded. “Yes. Her. Aisha. Her name is Aisha.” 

 “Do you love her?” Vicky asked. “I mean, where did she spring out from? We only knew 

Aisha from the TV and spotlight, but, you and Aisha? I mean, was it coded and stuff? When 

did you guys fall in love? 
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Craig blinked. “Look, my relationship with Aisha is very important to me and to her too. I 

can’t discuss our affair with you, but all I can tell you is that we have something.” 

 “Tell me, Craig. Please.” Vicky said desperately. “Look, Craig, I have loved you ever 

since we have been friends and yes, I find it hard not to fight for it.” 

Craig took a deep breath. “Vicky, I thought we had discussed this before.” 

 “I own my feelings, Craig.” 

He nodded. “Fine. I can’t deprive you of the right to be in love, but, this love won’t be 

reciprocated.” 

 “Craig, I just want you to be aware of what I feel for you and I want you to know that 

I am not going to stop loving you.” 

 “Vicky, you are a good woman. I am sure that there are men lined up to love you if you 

let them. You don’t have to tie yourself down to me. I am with someone else.” 

Vicky shook her head sadly. “Why did you choose her?” 

 “I have no control over my heart, do I?” he asked. 

She stared at him. “Do you love her?” 

He swallowed. “Vicky…” 

 “Just answer the question, Craig. Be honest with me, for once, please. Do you love 

her?” 

Craig stared at Vicky’s eyes. They were full of hurt and desperation. He didn’t know what 

else to say to her that would send her away from him. For him, he couldn’t give her love, he 

knew that. He had never loved anyone like himself. Feelings and emotions were for the 

weak. He could deal with casual sex but not commitments. Vicky seemed like commitment, 

Aisha was business. He didn’t need Vicky. Aisha was his pot of gold. He could mess around 

with that. And even if it meant him lying to a desperate woman, he would. Lying wouldn’t 

hurt him, after all, he already lied to a desperate father. Why couldn’t he lie to Vicky? 

He took a deep breath. “I am in love with Aisha. I have always been and we have had our 

relationship under wraps for a long time now, just to keep it out of the press’ prowling eyes. 
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I am sorry if I have never told you about it. I really apologise for hurting you, Vicky. I love 

my girlfriend. I’d do anything for her. She loves me too. I can’t hurt her.” 

Vicky wiped a tear drop as it rolled down from her eyes. “Craig, I love you. I am sorry you 

love someone else.” 

 “Vicky…” 

She tiptoed and pecked his cheek. “Bye. I would never show up in your life again.” She said 

as she walked away. 

Craig took a deep breath as he watched her walk away. He buried his head in his hand and 

returned into the house. Now he had to face the bigger venom. 

Aisha lay on the chaise lounge in the living room as she watched from the TV. Craig rubbed 

his palm against his trouser as he stared at her. “I can explain.” 

Aisha stared at him with a smile. “What? The TV program is nice, you should watch it. Should 

I get you some ice-cream?” 

 “I…I am talking about what just happened.” He replied as he approached her. 

She shrugged. “I thought the scene was funny too, but you know how these actors can be, 

they can be very annoying.” She replied, feigning ignorance as she focused on the TV. “Are 

you sure you don’t want any Ice-cream?” 

 “Aisha, I…I don’t love Vicky.” Craig said. 

Aisha stared at him. “Who is Vicky?” 

 “Come on, Aisha. You know who Vicky is. She just left.” He replied as he squatted 

beside her. “Look, Vicky is…is just a lady who is in love with me, but I assure you I am not in 

love with her.” 

Aisha stared at him. “Craig, I don’t know what you are blabbing about. Here I am, trying to 

enjoy some TV and take a break from work and you are talking to me about love and Vicky. 

I don’t understand. I really want to enjoy this program. Would you let me?” she asked with 

a smile. 

 “Damn!” Craig shouted and rose to his feet. “I am off to bed.” 
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She smiled. “Have a nice night.” She said and focused on the TV. 

Craig kicked the chair angrily and left for the bedroom. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “So you are telling me that Craig’s girlfriend showed up at your house last night?” 

Aisha nodded as she punched the elevator button to the top floor. “Exactly, Moira. That 

doesn’t worry me as much as I think my plans might be foiled if I keep getting ugly surprises 

like that. Who is next to visit? Hakeem?” 

Moira smiled. “That won’t be cool, my friend.” 

 “You know I actually think Craig’s bases are not as covered as they should be. Come 

to think of it, I picked this guy from the slum; people are going to wonder how his profile 

jumped this high in no time. I should have thought of this more before choosing that 

scumbag.” 

Moira shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. We would just have to come up with something. Like 

how he enjoyed frolicking with the needy and all. I’ll find something, don’t worry. I think 

what we need to do is to speed up the wedding plans, so you can get the inheritance, divorce 

him and get your life back on track. Maybe by then, you’d be in love with Hakeem.” Moira 

replied, snickering. 

 “Very funny, Moira. Very funny.” Aisha replied as they stepped out to the main floor. 

 “How has living with Craig been?” 

Aisha stared at her as she pushed her office door open. “How is it supposed to be? We stay 

out of each other’s way as much as possible.”  

 “Nothing unites you both?” Moira asked, taking her seat with a smile. 

Aisha raised an eyebrow. “Out with it, you idiot. What are you insinuating?” 

Moira shrugged. “Nothing that hasn’t been heard before. I am just saying that, how is that 

you both haven’t found a common ground to co-exist in that house?” She asked, grinning. 
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 “Look, if what you are trying to say is what I think, NO. I have respect for myself, unlike 

you.” 

 Moira hissed. “I respect myself too. But I am just saying. You guys can be friends with 

benefits.” 

“Moira, are you alright? What has come over you?” Aisha asked as she turned on her laptop. 

“Fact check, I am Aisha Bello. I don’t have time for frivolities, so the next time you forget 

who you are and start imagining foolish things, always remember who I am and keep me 

out of your silly thoughts.” She replied.   

Moira grinned. 

 “What? Wipe that smirk off your face.” Aisha ordered. 

Moira smiled. “I won’t. And you know why? It means in that holy heart of yours, you have 

actually given dirty thoughts a chance. Why would you even think that I was thinking that?” 

 “It’s logic. Common sense, Moira. That’s something I have too.” 

Moira nodded. “Okay.” 

 “Good. Now, we must get back to work. Alhaji won’t be here today and I don’t know 

why, but he said for a few days, he’ll also be away. But while he is away, we have some deals 

to shut down and I am talking big money here.” Aisha started. 

Moira smiled. “You love making money, don’t you?” 

Aisha nodded in agreement. “Yes, I do. It’s all I live for.” 

 “Do you know why your father won’t be here today?” 

Aisha shrugged. “I don’t know and I don’t think I really want to know.” 

 “That’s because you have decided to ignore this day. It’s been many years, Aisha.” 

Aisha stared at her. “I don’t remember what today is and I don’t need you to remind me.” 

Moira took a deep breath. “I’ll be going over there by lunch. If you change your mind, we can 

go together. It won’t hurt so much.” 

 “Please leave, Moira. I have to work.” 

Moira nodded and walked out. 
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Tears rolled down Aisha’s eyes as she remembered her mother. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “How did Vicky get your address?” Daniel asked. 

Craig stared at him. “Don’t give me that, I can swear on anything that you gave it to her.” 

 “No, bro. I don’t break bro codes.” 

 “What code? How did she know my house?” 

 “Aisha’s house, you mean?” Bolu asked, smiling. 

Craig shot at him. “Whatever, Man.” 

 “But seriously, I’d give anything to see Aisha’s expression when she met Vicky.” Bolu 

said smiling. 

Craig stared at him. “Did you give Vicky my address, Bolu?” 

Bolu laughed. “You know I can’t do that, brother.” 

 “What I know is that Vicky didn’t just show up at my house. One of you gave her the 

address and I don’t think it’s you, Bolu. I know it is you, Daniel.” 

Daniel smiled. “What do I have to gain by pushing her closer to you? I love her too, 

remember?” 

 “Exactly. Because you love like a dumb man, you think that by sending her my way, 

she would realise and then start to fall for you. I have news for you, she doesn’t love you, 

she loves me.” 

Daniel swallowed. “Shame. You don’t deserve her love.” 

 “Neither do you. You are a selfish bastard, Daniel.” 

Bolu stepped in. “Easy, boys! Craig, you can’t start accusing Daniel without proof.” 

 “Oh, let him continue. You’ll come back to apologise, Craig. I know it.” Daniel replied. 

 “Are you saying he didn’t give her my address? Who did?” Craig shouted. 
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Bolu took a deep breath. “We both know that Vicky is madly in love with you, a woman in 

love can do anything for her man. Maybe she tailed you or something, but Daniel has 

returned to us, he won’t betray you, bro. We are like family, right?” 

 “I won’t betray you, bro.” Daniel said with a smile. “I am better than that.” 

Craig swallowed. “I don’t believe him.” 

 “I know you don’t trust me too much, Craig. But even though I love her and she doesn’t 

love me, I won’t use that as an avenue to destroy you.” Daniel replied. 

Bolu took a deep breath. “Believe him, Craig. We have been brothers for a very long time, 

don’t let a woman tear us apart.” 

 “This is a woman’s love we are talking about. I might not love her, but I appreciate the 

fact that someone loves me. I can’t love her back, but I respect her and I won’t go about 

taunting her for it. I advise you respect her, Daniel. Be careful with what you tell her. You 

don’t have to hurt her.” Craig said and grabbed his car key. 

 “Where are you going? You just got here.” Bolu said. 

Craig shrugged. “I am going back to work. I have to be there, at least.” He replied and walked 

away. 

Bolu stared at Daniel. “Why did you tell Vicky?” 

 “Why did you defend me if you thought I told her?” Daniel asked. 

Bolu took a deep breath. “I…I thought that our friendship meant something to you, bro.” 

 “It does, Bolu. I didn’t tell her anything. Maybe she tailed him just like you said.” 

Bolu smiled. “Do you even believe that?” 

 “I am innocent. Whatever is happening to Craig is thanks to his greed. He can’t eat his 

cake and have it. Aisha is going to give him something he has never had. The Spotlight.” 

 “And she is taking away from him the opportunity to learn to love Vicky back.” 

Daniel swallowed. “Learn to Love?” 

 “I still believe Craig can like Vicky more. Craig is a good guy.” 

Daniel clenched his teeth. “She is mine.” 
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 “No. She’s not yours. Get over yourself.” Bolu replied. “I am going back to work.” He 

added and walked away. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

“Mrs Bello, how are you?” Moira asked as she knelt before Aisha’s mother’s grave. “It’s been 

years. Aisha still won’t come to visit. I know I haven’t been a right friend by helping Aisha 

with getting her inheritance by finding a man for her, but Aisha is sad and drunk with power. 

This is the only thing that is really helping her to interact with someone else, I know I might 

be wrong with this decision, but, I actually believe that Aisha might find herself in the 

process. Ma’am, she still plays your favourite tune on the piano but she won’t be playing the 

piano for a while, she’s moved in with the new guy and she decided not to take it there. She 

still gives to the orphanages, she hasn’t lost her value. The only thing she hasn’t found is 

love, so she decided to play games. It might be fun for a while, but I think it might hurt too. 

I would be here for her no matter what happens. I miss you, you are also my mother. We 

would close up major deals in the coming days and Aisha would make more money. Aisha 

enjoys viewing the world from the window like we used to do as little girls when we did 

visit.” Moira paused to wipe a tear drop. “Aisha is in the office distracting her as usual from 

thoughts of today, but, I know she would eventually be able to come here one day.” 

Moira took a deep breath as rose to her feet. “We miss you, ma.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Ma’am, we have been here for five hours and have closed six deals already. Let’s give 

it a break.” An officer suggested. 

Aisha stared at them. “Oh really? We have?” 

He nodded. “Ms Bello, this is nine pm already. I think we should go home.” 
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 “I don’t think so, I think I want to close all deals today. I think we should make all the 

money we can now. The day is still young, it’s just 9pm.” 

Moira stared at them and then back at Aisha. “Aisha, I think we can let them go. We can 

finish it up.” 

 “Challenging my authority?” Aisha asked. 

Moira stared at her. “Aisha, please.” 

Aisha stared at the others. “Get out.” 

The others gathered their documents and walked out. 

 “It’s my money, you know.” Aisha said as she took a seat. 

Moira nodded as she approached her. “Let’s go home. You are spent.” 

 “I am not. I am not leaving here until I tie up all the deals.” 

Moira took a deep breath. “Don’t do this today, Aisha.” 

Aisha buried her head in her palms. “I just want to get this work done.” 

 “You don’t have to get it done today. Tomorrow is another day.” 

Aisha shook her head. “Tomorrow never comes. My mom didn’t live to see tomorrow.” 

Moira swallowed. “I know. God knows best.” 

 “Bye, Moira.” Aisha said as she picked up her phone. 

 “Stay with me tonight. You are not doing fine.” 

Aisha smiled. “I can handle it.” She replied and walked out. 

Moira watched her friend leave the office. Aisha couldn’t handle many things, she only tried 

to do it. It did work well for her most times, and when her world came crashing down, you 

almost could not recognise Aisha. Today seemed like one of those days, Moira hoped for her 

friend’s sake that it would not get worse at night. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Hey!” Craig said as soon as Aisha walked into the house. 
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Aisha stared at him. “Hi.” She replied. 

 “So, I…I was thinking that we could talk about this business today.” Craig started. 

She stared at him. “What is there to talk about? Are you broke? I’ll reimburse your credit 

card tomorrow.” She said, stepping away from him. 

 “Was it always this easy for you?” Craig asked. 

She stopped and stared at him. “Excuse me?” 

 “Do you actually buy everybody?” 

She dropped her handbag on the chair and folded her arms. “I don’t understand.” 

 “I’ll reimburse your credit card. That’s all. No discussions, no relations. You don’t even 

care if I hold a party in your house in your absence? You don’t care if I sleep with someone?” 

Aisha shrugged. “Why should I care? I just need you to help me get something, that’s all.” 

 “Where did the good girl go?” 

Aisha looked around. “Are you talking to me?” 

He nodded. “Yes. I mean, you…you are more than this, Aisha.” 

 “Shut up!” she replied and picked up her bag. 

He swallowed. “I won’t. Why are you bent on making everyone see this monster? You…you 

don’t have to like me to live with me. But, as long as we are living together, we can tolerate 

each other.” 

 “I am tolerating you, right now.” She replied. 

He nodded. “Good. I want us to talk. I want us to talk about yesterday.” 

 “Is this about yesterday? The entire dumb sermon was about yesterday?” she asked.  

 “Look, Aisha, Vicky is a woman who loves me.” 

Aisha smiled. “Good for you. When our deal is over, you can go back to her. Today is not a 

good day to have an argument with you. Please, let me be.” 

 “Is there ever a good day with you?” he asked. “Aisha, you can’t go on like this. When 

you hurt, spit it out. When you are happy, let everyone know. This is not life.” 

Aisha stared at him with her mouth agape. “What do you care?” 
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 “I don’t have to care about you, but I do. You are human; we live in the same house. 

Just look at your face, it is obvious. You have been crying. What is it about? Tell me. Let me 

help.” 

She scoffed. “Now you want to help me? Look, your job here is simple, we step out together, 

and you smile at the camera. Shutter left…Shutter right…Click. The press has us in the 

magazine; we go home, case closed. There is nothing else, try not to get too close to me. You 

are pissing me off.” 

 “You piss me off too. But, I won’t give up on you. You need saving. I’ll help you.” 

Aisha stared at him. “You know someone who needed saving?” she shouted. “My mother!” 

she screamed. “There was no one that day, I couldn’t save her, and Moira couldn’t. The 

driver couldn’t. They killed her as though she didn’t matter. That was someone who needed 

saving. You want to save someone, get me back my mother.” She shouted. “Don’t ever talk 

to me about saving me, I am fine.” She said as she wiped teardrops from her eyes.   

 “Aisha…” Craig said as he took a deep breath. “I am sorry.” 

She nodded. “It’s normal to be sorry. It is the typical pitiful state of the mind. My father was 

sorry. The cops were sorry. Moira was sorry. Even my dead Mom would have been sorry. I 

am sorry too. So, it is okay if you are sorry. Can I go in peace now?” 

 “Aisha…” Craig said as he stood before her. “It’s okay to cry, you don’t have to fight it.” 

She swallowed. 

 “Look, I know it hurts, but, when you should cry, you should cry. Just cry, breathe, let 

it go. Please…” he said as he stared at her eyes. “You don’t have to go through it alone, just 

let it go, Aisha.” 

Tears began to stream down her face. The more she fought back, the more her weak eyes 

betrayed her. The tears flowed freely and she crashed into Craig’s arms in tears. 
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9 

 

 “This will calm your nerves.” Craig said as he handed Aisha a cup of coffee.  

She stared at him as she collected the coffee. “I didn’t know coffee calmed nerves.” She 

replied. 

He smiled and took his seat beside her. “I guess…” 

 “You guess?” 

He nodded with a smile. Aisha stared at him and smiled back. For the first time, she saw the 

charming smile with which Craig won his female conquests. The dimple that lurked around 

his cheek and, the slightly broken canine that his smile revealed and thick dark beards 

around his jaw made him absolutely gorgeous. She was taken by this. An awkward silence 

ensued as Craig’s eyes were all over her. Another thing he had going for him, his eyes were 

highly seductive. How could one man possess everything? Aisha blinked as his eyes probed 

her. She swallowed her coffee as she buried her head in the mug. 

Craig knew she was beautiful. It was a fact that couldn’t be hidden. Aisha had beautiful white 

eyes and her tan brown skin colour was attractive. He loved the way her hair dropped 

slightly across her face and the smile he had seen on her face in the last minute provoked 

him. A smile could really be an ornament. He swallowed as he watched her drink the coffee. 

Beneath her large white eyes, he still knew he could see her sorrow. She might have fought 

well to hide it from the world, but when he hugged her, he knew she needed someone. Her 

heart had raced fast against his and even though he knew his heart did beat, he hoped she 

didn’t notice that. She was still drinking her coffee and she seemed not to notice him. He 

wondered why. ‘Wasn’t that smile good enough?’ he thought as he prepared himself to gain 

her attention. On a good day, he knew how to handle women, but Aisha had proved to be a 
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challenge initially and he was willing to sustain the momentum, a wrong move now, and he 

would be the loser. 

Aisha knew something had to be going on in his head. It was in her head too, but, she knew 

she was vulnerable. She was sad and finding it hard to push the sadness away, she knew she 

needed to work. Work always found a way of distracting her. She placed the mug by the side 

table and smiled at Craig. “Thank you.” 

 “Uh?” he gaped. 

She smiled. “For the coffee.” She replied and walked inside. 

Craig watched her leave as he hit his forehead in frustration. “Sh*t!” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha drew the sheets over her as she lay in bed.  She would try to sleep. For a moment out 

there, she knew was weak. She smiled at her foolishness. “You stupid girl.” She said to 

herself. She reached for her phone on the table and dialled Moira’s number. She was going 

to tell Moira what had happened, or what she prevented from happening. She thought in a 

split second that Moira would mock her, so she hung up. “Stupid Moira.” She said with a 

smile. “I won’t give you the satisfaction of saying “I told you so””, she said to herself as she 

returned her phone. 

Aisha sprang as she heard a light knock on the door. Her heart raced fast again. She knew 

she had to tell Craig off. He was slowing breaking her defences with his presence. “What is 

it?” she called in a sleepy voice. 

 “Oh…I…I thought you needed something?” Craig replied from the other side of the 

door. 

She grinned. “No, I don’t.” 

 “Oh…Okay. I’ll be here if you need anything.” He replied. 

The voice went dead. She smiled as she slipped back beneath the sheet. 
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 “I…I don’t mean I’ll be standing out here, you know?” he called back. 

Aisha slammed her hand against the bed. “Goodnight, Craig.” 

 “Yeah…Night.” He replied. 

She turned off her light. His footsteps drew away from the door as soon as she did that.  

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “So, Craig was warming up to you last night? Oh my God! Tell me you let him.” Moira 

said with a smile. “Give me the full gist, don’t hold back any detail.” 

Aisha stared at Moira with a grimace. “What is your problem? Are you always this 

hmm…you know what I mean?”  

 “Say it. Bad child!” Moira replied with a smile. 

Aisha smiled back as she focused on her laptop. “I was going to call you last night to tell you, 

but I changed my mind. I don’t even know why I spilled today.” 

 “That’s because you can’t keep a secret for too long, your eyes betray you a lot.” Moira 

replied as she took her seat on the table right in front of Aisha. 

Aisha stared at her. “Moira, what are you doing? Do you know what will happen if anyone 

walks in and sees you sitting right before me like this?” 

Moira shrugged. “What do I care?” 

 “I care about my reputation. I am not about to be slandered in the press, so get off my 

table.” 

Moira smiled. “You are too cautious, Aisha. Live a little.” 

 “Yes, but not like this.” Aisha replied with a smile. 

 “Do you like him?” Moira asked, as she stared at Aisha. 

Aisha scoffed. “Of course, not.” 

 “I think you have to be careful, Aisha.” Moira started as she returned to the chair.  

Aisha stared at Moira who looked really serious. “What is it?” 



  
 

~ 105 ~ 
 

 “I am not too comfortable with Craig warming up to you.” She replied. 

Aisha shrugged with a smile. “Why not? I am hot.” 

Moira smiled. “For once, I like your sense of humour, but I am serious. I…I just think he 

might have bigger plans. This is a game, remember?” 

 “Moira…I think you should chill. What happened last night can’t repeat itself again, it 

only happened because I remembered my Mom and cried. I…I was weak, that’s all. I am back 

to normal.” 

Moira shook her finger in disagreement. “What if you become vulnerable again, Aisha?” 

 “Moira, it is not every day that I get to feel bad about something. Just chill.” 

Moira stared at Aisha with a great deal of concern. Aisha was right about not feeling bad 

every day. Moira wondered how she did it, she could just turn off her emotions and act all 

macho and other times, she could be totally miserable. Those were the days that bothered 

Moira.  

Aisha looked up from her system and stared at Moira who looked lost. Aisha knew she 

bothered Moira a lot. “Let’s get food.” 

 “Uh?” Moira said as she jolted back to reality. 

Aisha smiled. “Yeah, food.” 

 “Food?” 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “Basic necessity for the body. Food. Let’s go eat.” 

Moira nodded. “Of course.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 “Have you heard from Daniel?” Craig asked. 

“Why are you bothered about him? I haven’t seen him since that burst.” Bolu replied without 

raising his head from the magazine he was reading.  

 “I believe he told Vicky. Do you think I should talk to Vicky?” Craig asked. 
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Bolu shrugged. “I don’t think you should hurt her more. Going to meet her will arouse false 

hopes, no time for that now. You need your pot of gold.” 

Craig smiled. “Sure.” 

 “How is living with the amazon going?” Bolu asked as he read from a magazine. “You 

do know that’s what they call her right?” 

Craig raised an eyebrow. 

 “The business world, I mean. Read Celeb magazines, guy. Soon your face go dey there 

too as per Amazon’s boyfriend.” Bolu said as he passed a magazine to Craig. 

Craig stared at the magazine. “What are they saying about her?” 

 “You can read, right?” Bolu asked with a smile. “There are figures of the profits she 

raked in last month in it, it will amaze you. She is a rich girl. In fact, she is flourishing.” 

Craig stared at Aisha’s picture on the front cover. “She is beautiful.” 

 “Excuse me?” Craig didn’t hear Bolu as he stared at Aisha’s picture. Bolu noticed this 

and tapped Craig. “GUY!” 

Craig rubbed his forehead as he dropped the magazine on the table. “What is it?” he asked 

defensively. 

 “Do you like this babe?” Bolu asked. Craig looked away. Bolu smiled. “Of course, why 

you no go like her? Money dey, the babe sef fresh, it’s only normal. When are you going to 

get in there? Leave for the boys o!” he said grinning. 

Craig grabbed Bolu’s shirt aggressively. “Don’t!” he said through clenched teeth. 

Bolu stared at him. “Easy, bro.” 

Craig took a deep breath and released Bolu. “Never talk about her like that again.” Craig said 

as he adjusted his jacket. “I am off to work.” 

 “Guy, am sorry na. I didn’t know you like her.” 

 “I don’t like her. I just think she deserves some respect.” He replied. 

Bolu nodded in agreement. “Okay. I am sorry, can we at least finish the drinks?” 

Craig shrugged. “You can have it. I am out of here.” 
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 “I hope you are saving money for after your divorce.” Bolu said with a smile. 

Craig smiled. “I got my bases covered. See you.” He replied and walked away. 

Bolu smiled as he continued drinking. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Are you really leaving town?” Daniel asked as Vicky packed her bags. 

Vicky stared at the bags. “Does it look like I am coming into town? Of course, I am leaving.” 

 “Are…Are you not putting up a fight?” Daniel asked. 

She stared at him. “How much more do you want to see me humiliated?” 

 “Look, Vicky, I can’t let you go.” Daniel said. 

 “You’ll have to do more than turning my taxi away to stop me from leaving town. I 

have nothing left here.” 

Daniel swallowed. “What about me? I love you, Vicky.” 

 “And I don’t.” 

He nodded. “I understand. This is it, you love Craig, he doesn’t love you. I love you, you don’t 

love me. We are both scorned, we can make it work.” 

 “You sure have a perfect way of rubbing it in, don’t you?” she asked as she wiped a 

tear drop from her face. 

“I am sorry, it’s…it’s just that you don’t deserve this, I don’t deserve it too. We can be happy. 

I’ll make you happy. I promise.” He begged. 

Vicky took a deep breath. “Daniel, we won’t be happy. You know why? I don’t want to be 

happy with you. That’s a fact. You are not the kind of man that I want to be with. You are 

pitiful, ridiculous and not a very good friend. Everything you think you have done out of 

love for me has given me a clearer picture of who you are.” 

Daniel swallowed. “This sucks.” 
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 “It sucks, right? That’s what I think of you. You are a loser, a fake friend and you don’t 

deserve my love. If Craig won’t love because he loves his girlfriend, then fine. He probably 

would never love me.” 

Daniel fumed. “Craig is a dirty bastard.” 

 “You are worse.” She replied. “Leave my house, Daniel.” 

Daniel clenched his fist. “You don’t even know everything about Craig.” 

 “I know enough, I don’t want to know more.” She replied. 

He blinked. “Really? Are you sure you don’t want me to tell you everything about that 

despicable fellow?” 

The door opened and a young girl walked in. “Aunty Vicky, the cab is here.” 

Vicky stared at Daniel. “Let me have a little good memory of you. Shut your mouth.” She 

replied and walked in to carry her bags with the young girl. 

Daniel clenched his teeth angrily. Vicky brushed him as she walked past with her bag. He 

watched her go in and out of the house two more times with the young girl until the cab 

driver shut his trunk and Vicky slid into the back seat. He stood motionless, burning in anger 

and pain at everything that she had said to him. He stared at her from the front porch as she 

placed her against the window. 

 The cab took off and images of Vicky and the cab started to fade. He panicked and 

started to run. He chased and chased till he was tired and took solace on the floor. 

  

++++****++++ 

  

 “I am getting lonely in the house.” Moira said as they drove back to the office. 

Aisha smiled. “I thought as much. I can come over tonight.” 

 “Really? That’s so great. Thank you.” 

Aisha smiled. “Why are you thanking me? I said I can, I didn’t say I will.” 

Moira rolled her eyes. “You are a monster.” 
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Aisha nodded as she pulled up in front of the office. She glanced at Moira as they saw 

Hakeem lurking around his car. “What does he want?” 

 “Oh well, you would have to ask him.” Moira said as she stepped out of the car.  

Aisha watched from behind the wheels as Moira pecked Hakeem and left for the office. “Well 

played, Moira.” Aisha said as slammed the steering. 

She took a deep breath as she approached Hakeem. “Hakeem, how are you?” 

 “Aisha.” 

She nodded. “Yes, that’s my name. How are you?” 

 “I am doing fine. Do you have a minute?” he asked. 

She shook her head in disagreement. “No. I…I am really busy these days, so much work to 

do.” 

 “Aisha, please give me audience.” Hakeem begged. 

She rubbed her forehead. “What do you want, Hakeem?” 

 “I…I know how important yesterday was for you and your family.” 

She smiled. “I have moved on. Is that all? Thank you. See you around.” 

 “That’s not all.” 

She paused. “What is it?” 

 “Tell me about Craig.” 

Aisha’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?” 

 “I mean…who is he? What does he mean to you? Where did you guys meet?” 

She folded her arms. “Are you investigating my boyfriend, Hakeem?” 

 “Alhaji told me not to.  I won’t defy your father, but, I am a man who is in love with 

you. It hurts that you don’t love me, I just want to know if you are happy with him.” 

She smiled widely. “YES. We are happy. Get over it.” 

 “I can’t.” 

She shrugged. “Then I am sorry, it’s your loss.” 

 “Aisha, I don’t trust that guy.” Hakeem said. “I…I don’t think he is a good man.” 
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Aisha nodded. “That’s why you are not me, we don’t think alike.” 

 “Aisha, I want to leave the country.” 

She nodded with a smile. “That’s good.” 

 “I know you can’t wait to get rid of me, but, before leaving I thought I should see you.” 

Aisha smiled. “You have done well. Thanks for dropping by. Have a safe trip. Bye.” She said 

and hurried into the office leaving Hakeem standing outside. 

Alhaji Ibrahim’s car pulled up before Hakeem. He stared at the car surprisingly. “Sir?” 

Alhaji walked up to him. “I couldn’t travel, flight hitches, so I returned. Why are you out 

here?” 

 “I came to see Aisha, we have discussed. I was on my way.” Hakeem replied. 

Alhaji took a deep breath. “Look son, I know how you feel about Aisha and I would lie if I 

say I don’t feel bad for you, but, I am more concerned about my daughter’s happiness. Do 

you understand?” 

Hakeem nodded. “Of course. You are her father, you are looking out for her.” 

 “I think we should go and have drinks.” Alhaji suggested. 

Hakeem shrugged. “Don’t you want to see your daughter?” 

 “I didn’t come back here to see her, I don’t want to bother her with my presence. I 

have a meeting with one of those men from Dubai. You know how they like to do business 

urgently, he just put a call through to me and said he’ll meet up, but I guess I’ll just divert 

him to meet me at the bar, he says he wants to sell merchandise.” 

Hakeem nodded. “Let’s go then.” 

 

++++****++++ 

Craig wasn’t sure if he was doing the right thing, but he was determined to do something. 

He punched the elevator button as he stared at his wristwatch. It was almost 7pm. He 

stepped out on the last floor. Aisha’s secretary smiled as she saw him and he smiled back. 

He was holding a branch of rose flower in his hand so he could guess why she was grinning 
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almost mischievously. He knocked lightly and pushed the door to Aisha’s office open. Aisha 

and Moira stared at him. Moira grinned. “Hello, Craig.” 

 “Evening, ladies.” He said as he walked in. 

 “Getting too comfortable?” Aisha asked as Craig stretched out the rose flower. 

He smiled. “It’s just a flower. Take it.” 

 “Why are you here?” she asked. 

Moira stared at the flower. “Take the flower first.” 

 “No. There is something attached to him bearing a rose branch.” She replied. “Why 

are you here, Craig?” 

 “I came to take you out for dinner.” 

Moira smiled. “Hmmm…” 

 “Declined.” Aisha replied. 

Craig smiled. “You can’t say no. It’s not an option.” 

 “And why not?” she asked. 

 “Dinner is at your house. I just cooked. I don’t want it to be cold.” 

Moira smiled. “Nice.” 

 “Can Moira join?” Aisha asked with a smile. 

Craig stared at them. “Of course, why not?” 

 “Except that I am very busy tonight, Aisha. I am sorry, some other time.” 

Aisha’s eyes popped as she stared at Moira. “She-devil.”  

Moira nodded. “I know. You guys have a nice time. I would join you next time.” She said 

standing up. 

She smiled at Craig and whispered into his ears. “Next time, try another lie.” 

Craig smiled as she walked out. “So, shall we?” 

 “Where are you taking me?” she asked. 

 “Can you keep a secret?” he asked. 

She nodded. “Largely depends.” 
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 “I’m not telling you.” He replied. 

 “Is that your secret?” she asked. 

He nodded in agreement. “Let’s go.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Your Dubai business dealer isn’t here yet, it’s been thirty minutes.” Hakeem said. 

Alhaji Ibrahim drew up his sleeves to check the time. “He would soon be here, you know 

how those people are. Let’s talk about you. Your Dad told me that you would be leaving 

town, I think it will help you get a lot of things off your chest.” 

Hakeem nodded. “I hope it does. I can’t seem to get over the fact that Aisha is with someone 

else. It is very hard for me.” 

Alhaji nodded. “I know it is not very pleasant. Life doesn’t always give us what we want. We 

learn to deal with what comes our way.” 

 “Why do you trust that guy so much, Alhaji? I…I just don’t feel him.” Hakeem replied 

as he sipped his drink. 

Alhaji shrugged. “I understand how you feel, you are in a competition with the man. I don’t 

expect you to trust him.” 

 “It’s…It’s just that he suddenly appeared out of nowhere without any warnings or 

signs. I mean, we didn’t know he existed, all of a sudden, he started existing.” 

 “He has been existing for a while now, Hakeem. He wasn’t born last week. Son, I did 

my check on him, he is not an alien. He is a hardworking young man and he loves Aisha. 

That’s all that counts. If you love her as much as you claim, let her be happy. I think she loves 

this guy.” 

Hakeem shook his head sadly. “I just want to be selfish right now, but she is not even looking 

in my direction.” 

 “Learn to get over it, Hakeem. Learn.” 
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Hakeem nodded. “I am trying. It is not the easiest thing to do, Alhaji.” He replied. “I have to 

leave now, there are still some things I haven’t sorted out regarding my trip.” 

“Take advantage of the trip to find you some happiness.” Alhaji advised. “You can be rest 

assured that regardless of what happens, you still have me as a friend.” 

 Hakeem nodded. 

 

++++****++++ 

  

 “So, what’s the plan? Are we just going to stroll in the sand?” Aisha asked as she stared 

at her feet. 

Craig nodded. “I am holding your shoes, you shouldn’t mind.” He replied. “I set up a little 

dinner for us here.” 

 “Oh! You should have told me earlier, I would have alerted the press, at least, 

something romantic to top their list.” She said painfully. 

Craig swallowed. “Why don’t you appreciate the privacy of this dinner?” he asked as they 

walked towards the table. 

 “Because it is awkward. There is actually nothing between you and I and you 

shouldn’t set up things like this if we are not trying to get the press’ attention.” She said as 

she took her seat. 

Craig nodded. “What if there could be something between us?” 

 “There can never be, and you know it.” She replied smiling. 

A waiter approached them and attended to them. 

Craig poured her glass. “Bon appetite.” 

She smiled as she sipped the wine. “Thank you.” 

 “So, when do I have to propose to you?” Craig asked. 

She stopped as she stared at him. “Are we not rushing things? That would be unbelievable 

to my Dad.” 
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 “I don’t think so, we have managed to convince him, I think I should propose to you 

soon, so we can get married and get divorced too.” 

She dropped her glass as she stared at him. 

 

++++****++++ 

  

A man approached Alhaji Ibrahim in a black suit. “Alhaji Ibrahim?” 

Alhaji nodded. “Yes? Who are you?” 

 “You are expecting me.” He replied. 

Alhaji stared at him. “You are not Arab.” 

He nodded. “I know but I needed to see you, so I had to make up something.” 

 “I am calling security.” Alhaji said as he picked his phone. 

 “Don’t do it…at least, not yet.” 

Alhaji dropped his phone. “What do you want?” 

 “My name is Daniel. I have information about your daughter’s boyfriend. Craig.” 
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Alhaji Ibrahim took a close look at Daniel and then at his wristwatch. “Who did you say you 

are again?” 

 “My name is Daniel.” Daniel replied, sounding more confident than the first time. 

Alhaji blinked as he swallowed. “Why do you want to give me information about Craig?” 

Daniel took a deep breath. “Because I think you are a good man and do not deserve to be 

fooled in the manner in which you are being fooled.” 

Alhaji ran his eyes over Daniel. “No one is good except God. Why should I believe anything 

you tell me about Craig?” 

 “Because I am his friend.” 

Alhaji swallowed. “His friend? What do you have to say?” 

Daniel motioned towards a seat. “May I?” 

Alhaji nodded in agreement as Daniel took his seat. “Hurry up.” 

 “Sir, Craig and Aisha are not in love. They have an agreement to be in a relationship.” 

Daniel said bluntly. 

Alhaji took a deep breath and relaxed in his seat. 

  

++++****++++ 

  

 “Why are you in such a hurry to get married? We have to be careful with this thing 

you know?” Aisha said as she folded her arm. 

Craig nodded. “I know but I think the earlier, the better. I want to get my life back on track 

as soon as possible and I don’t think fooling your Dad for so long is such a great idea.” 

 “Since when did you start to care about my father’s emotions? I don’t.” 
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Craig shrugged. “Well, I do.” 

Aisha nodded slowly as she sipped her drink. “We would get married when I think it is time 

and get divorced as appropriate too.” 

 “I would appreciate it if your timing is sped up.” Craig replied as he fetched his drink. 

Aisha stared at him as he gulped angrily. A smile lurked around her lip as she shook her 

head. “You suck at losing.” 

He dropped the glass. “What do you mean?” 

 “You are starting to like me, aren’t you?” she asked.  

Craig smiled. “You flatter yourself. I am tired of you.” 

“No, you are not. You planned ‘this’ to see if you could get to my heart, sorry, it didn’t 

work.” She replied as she dug her fork into the food. “Besides, it is a tasty meal. Thank you 

for it.” 

Craig smiled as he watched her eat. 

  

++++****++++ 

 

Alhaji wiped his forehead with his handkerchief from all he had heard. The sweat now 

trickled down to his back and he could feel them between his thighs too. His eyes were red 

hot, not out of anger, but out of the tears that welled in them. Could Aisha be fooling him? 

Was there any crime in loving his daughter? 

Daniel watched Alhaji’s facial expression and the old man didn’t look well. “Sir?” 

 “Please continue. So, Craig is no hot shot, right?” 

Daniel nodded in the affirmative. “He is a lowlife with nothing until he met Aisha and his 

meeting with Aisha is what has funded his pockets. Sir, to be honest, I stand nothing to gain 

from telling you all these but I just want you to know the truth before it is too late.” 

 “You expect me to confirm this, right?” 
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Daniel nodded. “Yes and that is why I provided my name. I want you to use it so that Craig 

would know that his secrets are all out.” 

Alhaji picked his phones from the table. “Is that all?” 

 “Yes, Sir.” Daniel said, standing up. 

“Thank you very much, Daniel.” 

Daniel smiled. “It is my pleasure.” 

 “I know it is.” Alhaji replied standing up. “Anyway, I don’t think you should say you 

are Craig’s friend. A friend won’t actually do what you just did. Be that as it may, I am 

grateful.” Alhaji replied and walked away. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Craig wiped some food off his mouth. “So, we are here alone, without the press. I want to 

know you more, Aisha.” 

 “Pick up any business magazine from you vendor. All you need to know about me is 

there.” She replied as she drank some water. 

He nodded as he fetched a magazine. “I already did. I don’t want the Aisha there. I want you. 

I want to know you.” 

She smiled. “There is nothing to know apart from the woman in the magazine.” 

 “Really?” he asked, standing up. 

She nodded in agreement as she fetched her phone. It was time to ping Moira. She had no 

idea of what Craig was up to, he seemed to be doing too much and she didn’t like that. Craig 

smiled and walked away. 

 AISHA: PING!!! 

 MOIRA: PONG!!! 

 AISHA: Hey Idiot! I am in trouble here, SOS! 

 MOIRA: Do I call the Police or SWAT team? Lol. What’s up, babe?” 
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AISHA: Craig just stepped away and I don’t like what am seeing here, he organised a 

private dinner for us here. 

 MOIRA: Ouch! And I don’t like that gown you wore o! I think he wore a tux, shey? 

AISHA: Are u high? I am talking about a private dinner on the beach! This is not funny 

again. 

MOIRA: Take a picture please of the set, I want to see it. Omg! Such a romantic scene 

*puppy eyes* Shame am not there. Who’s gonna love me? *tears* 

 AISHA: Moira, I don’t like how this is going. I need you to help me. 

 MOIRA: Chill babe. It’s just dinner. Food, essential commodity for the body. Remember?” 

AISHA: This is turning into more than food. I can’t stand what he is doing; he wants to 

know me more. His own terms. 

MOIRA: There is no harm in a little bond, Look, Aisha, u r gonna have to try to blend with 

your Dear Future Husband. 

 AISHA: Moira, this is not funny. What do I do? I need to get out of here. I think Craig likes

  me. Like Likes me. 

MOIRA: LOL! Aisha, you are so full of it. The Dude wants Sex and Money from you, simple. 

Besides, if you run now, you are going to give him the impression that you like him too 

and that is where the danger lies. Be careful, lady. Mommy is warning you. *wide grin* 

AISHA: Shut up, man! 

MOIRA: Just play along with him, don’t try to act tough, be free, and you’ll survive the 

dinner. Anyway, I have to sleep now. Some of us are lonely. 

AISHA: Wait! He is coming, what do I say? Do I ask where he went too? 

Aisha stared at the message as Moira read it but didn’t reply. She hissed as she tossed the 

phone back in her purse.  

 “Can you come with me, please?” Craig asked. 
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In her heart, she smiled. She didn’t have to ask any question, but she was worried. What was 

Craig planning again that could be worse than a dinner? Maybe a bedroom in the sand? Her 

heart skipped as the thought passed through her mind. 

She was hesitant to stand up from the chair. “Why?” 

 “You just have to follow me. Try to trust me a little.” 

She swallowed as she took his hand and went with him. 

 

++++****++++ 

Moira rolled over her bed as sleep wouldn’t come. She was actually sleeping when Aisha 

had ‘pinged’ her with her emergency. The doorbell chimed or had she heard wrong. Who 

would be calling the house at this time of the night? It had to be Aisha else the security men 

wouldn’t have let the visitor in. At least, not this late. 

She tossed the sheets away and slipped into her slippers. She hurried downstairs and 

straight to the door. She paused as she approached the door. Aisha had her own key; she 

would have let herself in. 

The doorbell chimed again and her heart raced faster. What if robbers had found their way 

into the house? She drew closer to the door with fear and peeped through the hole. She was 

afraid. Robbers would have been a much better guest than Alhaji Ibrahim at this time of the 

night. 

 “Sir?” 

Alhaji Ibrahim stepped aside and walked into the house.  

 “Aisha is not here, Sir.” 

Alhaji Ibrahim nodded as he took his seat. “She is with that phoney, right?” 

Moira’s heart skipped a beat. “Phoney?” 

 “Don’t mind me.” He replied with a smile. “I was around the corner for some drinks 

when I decided to stop over to pay you girls a visit.” 

Moira swallowed as she took her seat beside Alhaji. “Sir, Aisha lives with Craig, you know?” 
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Alhaji Ibrahim smiled. “I think I am aware of that. Anyway, we can have a conversation like 

father and daughter, just as always.” 

 “Okay, Sir. Okay.” Moira said as she stared at Alhaji. She knew all wasn’t well. 

Alhaji took a deep breath. “I was with Hakeem today. He doesn’t seem to like Craig much 

which is very understandable but I want to know your own impression of Craig. What do 

you think about our Aisha’s boyfriend?” 

Moira blinked as she smiled. “Craig is Aisha’s type of man. They complement each other, 

they help their flaws and weaknesses and I’d say they’ll make a perfect couple.” 

Alhaji nodded slowly. “Can I have a drink?” 

YES!!! Moira had been waiting for the opportunity to run in to ping Aisha. “Of course, Sir.” 

She said with a smile and hurried to the kitchen. 

  MOIRA: PING!!! 

  MOIRA: PING!!! 

  MOIRA: PING!!! 

  MOIRA: PING!!! 

Moira stared at her pings as they delivered without Aisha reading it. She fumed at it and 

poured Alhaji’s drink. 

 “Why did you take so long? Alhaji asked as Moira joined him with his drink. “Let me 

guess, you were alerting Aisha of my presence?” he asked with a smile collecting the drink. 

Moira raised an eyebrow. “Me? No. I couldn’t do that.” 

He laughed and then took his drink. He replaced the glass by the side of the table. “Prior to 

this moment, you have been excellent in telling lies, you just disappointed me.” 

 “Come on, Alhaji, I agree I ‘pinged’ her but she is not aware of your presence.” Moira 

replied. 

He nodded, “That’s a good thing. I need to talk to you about something.” 

Oh God! Moira stared at Alhaji. “Can I get a glass of water?” 

He nodded with a smile. “As long as you don’t tell Aisha that I am here, at least…not yet.” 
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Moira nodded. “I can do that.” 

 “Please do it for me, I want to surprise her.” He replied. 

Moira rose to her feet, “Trust me, she is already surprised in advance.”  

With that Moira scampered off into the kitchen and of course, she tried to dial Aisha again 

but to no avail. “Where are you???” she groaned as she slammed the door of the fridge. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Where are we going?” Aisha asked. 

Craig smiled. “I told you to trust me, didn’t I?” 

 “Well, you did, but I didn’t actually enjoy you bringing me to this place for a private 

dinner without the press.” 

Craig nodded. “I apologise for that. It won’t repeat itself again.” 

 “Good. So, where are we going to now?” 

He shrugged. “I want to surprise you.” 

 “I am already surprised. I can’t believe I am even walking with you to never land. 

Besides, I forgot my phone, I should go and get it,” 

Craig stared at her with a smile. “You saw Peter Pan?” 

 “Every kid saw Peter Pan.” 

 “Not me. I didn’t.”  

She rolled her eyes. “And I guess your knowledge of Peter Pan came from the wind?” 

 “That’s more like it.” He replied with a smile. He stopped and then fetched a neck tie 

from his pocket. “I am going to blindfold you.” 

She shook her head in disagreement. “I know I should have taken my phone. You are a serial 

killer, right?” 

He smiled as he stood behind her. “No. But if you want me to be, I don’t mind.” 

She took a deep breath. “You are creeping me out.” 
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 “Really?” he asked as he whispered into her ears.  

His cologne filled her nostrils as he leaned closer. She wasn’t sure but it seemed he just wore 

it. He placed the necktie over her eyes and tied it firmly but carefully. “Can you see 

anything?” he asked. 

 “Nothing.” She replied. 

He smiled. “I’ll take the lead.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Daniel sipped his drink by the bar burdened with guilt from what he had told Alhaji and 

filled with pain from losing Vicky. He had done what seemed logical to him at that moment. 

He had his love scorned while Craig had love and money offered to him. No man should be 

that lucky. He thought aloud. “It should have been me. I owned that stand, not Craig. Aisha 

should have met me, not him.” He said as he drank. 

 “Hey!” 

Daniel turned to see Bolu. Bolu smiled as he took his seat beside Daniel. “Guy, you look fresh 

o! Did you have a job interview?” Bolu asked, staring at the suit. 

Bolu swallowed as he cursed his luck inaudibly. He had come to the bar right from meeting 

Alhaji. “Not really an interview, but it was successful.” 

Bolu smiled. “That’s good. I heard Vicky left town.” 

Daniel nodded in agreement. “Yes, she did.” 

 “How are you?” 

Daniel shrugged as he focused on the drink. “I am well. I don’t feel sad.” 

 “Are you sure? That’s good. It’s nice to see you taking it in good strides.” 

Daniel sipped his drink. “Do I have an alternative?” 



  
 

~ 123 ~ 
 

 “Oh well…Look Dan, you do know that Craig loves you as a brother, right?” Bolu 

started. “All this friction between us isn’t cool, Craig would marry Aisha soon and all this 

would be over.” 

Daniel scoffed. “And then he would go looking for Vicky, right? She is obviously the only lady 

that can actually love him.” 

 “Come on, man. I hate the tension between us. We used to be very happy.” 

 “Point of correction, you have always been content with the way that Craig has treated 

us and that is because you might have no ambitions after all.” 

Bolu stared at him and then laughed. “Guy, wetin dey do you? Craig na our guy na and he is 

always there for us.” 

 “What are you doing for yourself? You quit the mall to run Craig’s errands. When the 

divorce is over, Craig would have some proceeds from the divorce and he won’t share it 

with you. It is then you would realise how selfish and greedy Craig is.” Daniel ranted. 

Bolu took a deep breath. “I don’t know what to say, man. You keep surprising me every time. 

We grew up together and for the times and everything, I am trying to mend the fence but it 

seems like you want nothing to do with us.” 

 “There! You got it! I am done with you guys! Give up!” Daniel concluded as he gulped 

his drink. 

Bolu sighed. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “I am going to call off the agreement I have with Aisha.” Alhaji said. 

Moira stared at him with a great deal of surprise and worry. She tried to hide her worried 

look with a smile. “That…That would delight Aisha a lot.” 

 “I know.” He replied with a smile. 

Moira drank some water. “So, why the sudden change of mind?” 
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 “I admire the relationship between Aisha and Craig but I feel I would not be 

supportive of them with that agreement being on.” 

Moira shrugged. “Does it really matter, Alhaji?” 

 “It does, Moira. It does.” Alhaji replied. 

Moira drank some more water and then faced Alhaji. “Sir, I think you are driving at 

something. Whatever it is, I want you to know that Aisha loves you and the best way to show 

your love to her is by supporting her decisions.” 

 “I support her decisions, Moira. I do.” 

She nodded in agreement. “Sir, what I really don’t understand is why you want to cut the 

agreement you had with her.” 

 “Moira, it is a good thing, isn’t it? I am relieving her of the pressure that I put her under 

by saying she has to get married before getting her inheritance. I don’t think I am doing 

anything wrong here.” He replied. “Why do you think what I am doing is wrong?” 

Moira shrugged as she took a deep breath. “I think I am really tired tonight, that’s why.” 

Alhaji Ibrahim nodded. “That’s probably why.” 

 “When do you intend to tell this to Aisha?” Moira asked. 

Alhaji paused for a while. “I have not actually thought about it, but I don’t want you to tell 

her before I do. I actually came to you to know your own opinion of it.” 

 “Well, I think it is a very good thing to do. Aisha would be very happy to hear that, Sir.” 

He nodded. “I know she would be.” 

Moira yawned so as to set Alhaji on his way. “I am sorry, I am just so tired.” 

Alhaji rose to his feet. “Sorry for coming this late, I just thought to let you know about it 

first.” 

Moira smiled. “Thank you, Sir. It’s okay.” 

 “See you later.” He said and walked out. 

Moira shut the door after Alhaji and immediately dashed in to call Aisha. 
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++++****++++ 

 

Aisha couldn’t see anything. It was really dark. She was blindfolded. “Are we there yet?” she 

asked. 

 “You should be scared. I might be a serial killer.” Craig said in a comical voice. 

 “Very funny, Craig. Very funny.” She replied. “But really, where are we going, Craig? 

We have been walking for a long time now.” 

 “Where are we, Aisha?” Craig asked. 

She hissed. “How am I supposed to know that? I am the one with the blindfolds, in case you 

haven’t noticed.” She replied. “Anyway, I still feel the sands so we are obviously still at the 

beach.” 

 “That’s right, anyway, we are almost there. Just a couple steps more and all this would 

be over.” He replied. 

 “How many more steps, Craig?” 

He smiled. “Keep your hands on your thighs.” He said as he led her to a seat. “I’ll take your 

blindfolds off now.” 

Aisha took her seat and kept her hands on her thighs. Finally! Her blindfolds came off slowly. 

Before her stood a giant Piano. She shut her eyes and opened them again as she stroked her 

fingers against the chords. She tapped the chords again and then stared at Craig. “What is 

this?” she asked. Her tone was low and subtle. Nothing like her normal self. Craig had 

actually reached out to her heart. 

Craig got down on one knee and stretched out a ring before her. “Will you marry me, Aisha?” 
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11 

 

Aisha stared at Craig. This was one of the most difficult moments in her life. ‘In business, the 

main focus is on the player, not the consignment to be purchased’. She didn’t know where 

she had picked up that line from but it seemed like way back in business school. Her 

Professor had a knack for it. He’d say, ‘Number one rule of football, never take your eyes off 

the ball. Likewise in business, never take your eyes off the player’. This might not have 

seemed like business to the regular girl. This is a man on one knee with a diamond ring 

stretched at a girl. She should not be even having a sniff of business in her head. She ought 

to jump at the ring and scream. But for a split second, she had reminded herself of what this 

was – a game. It didn’t seem like a game though; this is a piano – her love and life. Craig had 

warmed into the deepest part of her heart. Why would this be a game? There were no 

pressmen around, this was just Craig and his ring… and maybe his heart lifted out to her. 

What was she waiting for? A smile warmed across her lips as she stared at him. 

Craig was worried. Aisha was smiling. She still had to reach out for the ring for him to be 

convinced that she would marry him. For a woman like Aisha, you can’t trust a smile. A smile 

could either be in appreciation or in mockery. Right now, his poor soul couldn’t be mocked. 

Not after all he had done to get her to this stage. Mockery would open the door to a whole 

new world that neither of them could tolerate. He smiled faintly as he hoped that she would 

say something and spare them the ridicule that might loom if she said ‘No’. He smiled again 

as she seemed to be searching for answers in his eyes. The answers were not there, he knew.  

Aisha nodded her head slowly with a smile. “I’ll marry you, Craig.” 

He smiled as he slipped the ring onto her finger and drew her close for a kiss. He prayed 

that she wouldn’t hesitate. Any wrong move now on her part and it would all be a mess. 

Aisha was unsuspecting. She really wanted to kiss him. He saw it in her eyes. ‘Could she be 
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in love with me?’ Craig thought within a second as he kissed her passionately. Her heart 

raced fast against his. She was like a child who yearned for love. She kissed back. He knew 

she felt something for him. 

Flashes in their eyes and microphones dangling from covers, Aisha drew away from Craig. 

Her smile faded. It was all part of the game. For a second, she thought it was real. That it 

was just the both of them. The Press took pictures of them and she wore a smile for the 

camera, the cameo type that she always had on. Craig spoke briefly to the press on their 

behalf.  

Aisha withdrew to the Piano as she watched Craig discuss with the pressmen. She ran her 

finger across her lips. She cursed herself for being vulnerable and kissing him back, but what 

could she have done. She was in love. She thought it was real. She didn’t think of the press, 

all she thought of was Craig. She actually did think of Craig. She could have sworn that he 

felt something for her too, after all, she felt his heart beat against hers. He was like a randy 

boy in love when he kissed her. But now, she knew better. He was the master of this game; 

he had put on an excellent show for the press. She knew she couldn’t wallow in self-pity 

forever; she shook off her pain and thanked her eyes for standing still and not getting all 

wet from regret and the pain she felt. 

Craig joined her. “Smooth, right?” 

She nodded in agreement. “I must say that almost caught me by surprise, but that was good. 

Great show for the media.” 

 “So, I think we should go over to your father tomorrow and give him the good news.” 

Craig said. 

Aisha stared at him. “You think?” 

He nodded in agreement. “Yes. Right now, we are looking great. We shouldn’t waste any 

more time.” He replied as he poured her glass. 

 “Why did you bring a piano?” she asked. 

Craig shrugged as he handed her the glass. 
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 “You know more than I think you do, right?” she asked as she placed the glass beside 

her. “Craig, you could have chosen something else. Why the piano?” 

He took a deep breath. “I know you play the Piano. And very well too. Now that I think of it, 

we should have played a note for the press. I guess we would do that on the wedding day, 

right?” 

 “You do? How much of it do you know?” she asked. He raised an eyebrow. “I mean the 

assassination of my mother and my life afterwards?” she continued. “What did my Dad tell 

you?” 

Craig stared at her. “What are you driving at, Aisha? Women.” 

 “Craig, I know this is a game, but, I love my mother. I love my piano. You could have 

chosen another instrument.” 

He nodded. “I know all that, Aisha. I put up all this to make the proposal as perfect as it can 

be, you should be thanking me. This is going to be the talk of the town for years to come. Do 

you know how many folks will be talking about it before we are married, when we are 

married and even after the divorce? I am a genius, babe. I deserve lots of thanks for this. 

This video will hit YouTube and other networks, we would look so perfect. Just like you have 

always wanted it.” He replied as he sipped his drink. 

 “Thank you.” She replied and walked away. 

Craig swallowed as he watched her walk away. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Good thing you came.” Moira said shutting the door after Aisha. “Alhaji was here.” 

Aisha took her seat. “Why? Do we have a deal to seal?” 

 “No. It is spooky, weird and I am a freaked out! What I have to tell you is big!” 

Aisha raised a finger to halt her. “Be right back.” She said and disappeared into the kitchen. 

She returned with a glass of water. “Now speak”, she said as she sipped some water. 
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 “Aisha, your father is nullifying your contract.” 

 “My contract? At work?” 

Moira shook her head in disagreement. “No. Alhaji wants to cancel the deal that he had with 

you about getting married before you get the inheritance.” 

 “What? Why?” Aisha asked looking ruffled. 

Moira shrugged. “According to him, he wants to show his support for you and Craig by 

removing the contract.” 

 “I don’t get.” 

 “Well, Alhaji thinks that the contract is unnecessary pressure and that he should stop 

putting pressure on you.” 

Aisha finished the water and placed the glass by the table. “And you bought that crap?” 

 “Of course not, but what was I supposed to tell Alhaji? You paid Kola well, right?” 

Moira asked. 

Aisha nodded. “Kola won’t bail on me. Even though he’s been Dad’s security guy for years, 

he still knows how to be loyal to me.” 

 “I think Alhaji knows about this game.” 

Aisha laughed. “Never!” 

 “Then why would he bring up this news at this time?” 

 “Maybe his conscience bugged him too much.” Aisha replied as she picked up the 

remote. 

Moira shook her head. “I don’t quite agree with you. If it was about his conscience, he could 

have waited till daybreak, he came here this midnight, Aisha, something is wrong. Even 

though Alhaji managed to wave it off, he did call Craig a ‘phoney’ when we started 

discussing.” 

The remote dropped from Aisha’s hand. “Phoney?” 

Moira nodded in agreement. “Yeah. Something is not right, Aisha.” 
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 “God!” Aisha said as she dug her hand into her hair. “He must know something. Alhaji 

is very selective on his terms.” 

Moira took a deep breath. “What are we gonna do?” 

 “I don’t know. But I am going to kill Kola if he betrayed me.” 

Moira massaged her forehead. “I don’t know why Kola would snitch on us. I just think we 

should find a way to kill this whole thing before Alhaji confronts you.” 

 “Us! Confronts us, Moira!” Aisha corrected as she clasped her hands on her face. 

 “What???” Moira screamed. 

Aisha jolted in fear. “What is it?” 

 “He proposed?” Moira said, staring at the ring. 

Aisha took a deep breath. “Yes. That’s why I am more worried. By now, the press would be 

preparing to slam the news on their front covers. What would I do to stop the news?” 

 “Oh my…I thought we were to choose the date for the proposal.” 

 “He took me by surprise and he had the press as a backup. At first, I felt he was genuine 

and I had said yes to that.” 

Moira stared at her. “Excuse me?” 

Aisha nodded as teardrops rolled down her eyes. “Yes, Moira. I...I just thought something 

was there.” 

 “Oh no! This is not good.” She said as she joined Aisha in her seat and pulled her close 

for a hug. 

 “At first, there was no press. It was just us. I…I thought I actually did mean something 

to him.” 

Moira rolled her eyes as she consoled a weak Aisha. One she had not seen before. She 

stroked Aisha’s hair tenderly as she heard her friend sob quietly. “Aisha?” 

 “Yeah?...” Aisha replied in a low tone. 

 “Are you in love with him?” Moira asked. 

Aisha did not reply. 
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 “You don’t have to be ashamed with me. You don’t have to be afraid to say how you 

feel. Love is not a weakness, Aisha. It’s strength.” Moira said as she swallowed painfully. 

Aisha stared at Moira and chuckled. “Do you know what you sound like?” 

 “Your mother?” 

 “No way. You are nothing close to her.” Aisha replied as she wiped her eyes. 

Moira smiled. “Stop being evasive, Aisha. Do you love him?” 

 

++++****++++ 

Craig downed his next glass and tapped on the table to alert the barman. He felt as though 

he had fallen off a train. The evening had gone according to his plan B, and it hurt him so 

much to have to sway to the second side. He tapped on his phone to check the time. They 

were late into the night. He hoped Bolu got his message. He knew he couldn’t go home 

looking so torn. Aisha should not see him drunk. 

Bolu joined him. “Hey Bro!” 

 “Mission accomplished!” Craig said as he raised another glass, smiling. 

Bolu smiled. “You are the greatest player of all time.” 

 “When are you getting married?” 

 “We are seeing her father tomorrow. We would set the date then.” 

Bolu shook his hand. “I am proud of you.” 

Craig nodded. “I am not proud of who I am.” 

 “Why? You have officially signed into the richest Nigerian family, one of the richest 

families in the world and you say you are not proud? Man, I would kill to be in your shoes 

right now.” Bolu replied beckoning to the barman. “We need more drinks.” 

 “I can’t take anything.” 

 “Why man? You should be in cloud nine by now. Omo, you dey dull o! Wetin do you na?” 

Craig didn’t feel okay. “I really wanted to propose to her.” 

 “Guy, I thought you said you did.” Bolu retorted looking confused. 



  
 

~ 132 ~ 
 

Craig nodded. “I did, but, not the way a man should. I think she cares about me.” 

Bolu laughed. “Dude, the fact that a duck plays with swans doesn’t make it a swan. You are 

not in Aisha’s class, this is the best you get from her. Money. Not feelings.” 

 “Now I am a duck, right?” Craig asked. 

Bolu smiled faintly. “I don’t mean it that way, but, I am just saying that you shouldn’t dream 

bigger than this. This is where it all comes down, take the money and run far away from 

here. She can’t love you. People like Aisha don’t love anyone except themselves and their 

money. She went as far as buying you to achieve her goal, that’s as hot as it gets for them in 

the upper class. Forget it, man. There is no love there. They just have houses, there is no 

home there. Believe me, you have won yourself something big, take it and run.” 

Craig swallowed and finished his drink. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Bolu watched Daniel as he spoke to the Manager at work. Daniel handed the Manager an 

envelope and collected another. Bolu rushed after him as he saw him head for the exit. 

“Daniel!” he shouted as he pulled him back at the garage. “Where are you going? I have been 

to your house and it is so empty!” 

Daniel adjusted the rumpled part of his shirt. “I am leaving. I can’t stand all of you.” 

 “Daniel, I don’t know why I keep coming back. I can’t just let go off our friendship.” 

Daniel smiled. “Poor you. The person responsible for all the pain and hurt I feel doesn’t care, 

why is Craig not here? Why is he not trying to make amends?” 

 “Daniel, Craig hasn’t wronged you. You have always envied him. That’s the problem.” 

Daniel hissed. “Envy? Look, I don’t envy him. I hate him. Right from when he lost his parents 

and his uncle beat him, we always took care of him. My family. How does he repay me? Once 

I like any girl, all he does is smile like a peacock and the girls are off to his side. Why? Why 
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is he so wicked? Why does he get all the girls? Why did he have to get Aisha? It was my 

stand.” 

 “Bro, you were bored. Craig only took over for you and it just shows that it is merely 

coincidence. Craig didn’t mean to approach Aisha. You know what happened.” 

Daniel shrugged. “He is a greedy dirty bastard.” 

 “And you are a jealous b*tch! Why are you so conceited? You are full of hate for 

someone who doesn’t hate you.” 

 “Well, that’s his problem. I hate him. And I will always hate him. I am going far away 

and I hope that he doesn’t come close to me before he snatches my wife from me in the 

nearest future. He is bad luck to me and he would soon be to you. Just wait and watch him 

ruin you.” 

Bolu took a deep breath. “This time it really is goodbye. I wish we didn’t have to part ways 

like this.” 

 “How else would you like it? A party? Celebration for my tears?” 

 “You are pitiful.” Bolu replied. “Have a nice life.” 

Daniel nodded with a smile. “I will. I know you won’t.” Bolu turned to walk away. “Oh, wait!”  

Bolu stopped and stared at him. “What do you want?” 

 “Since you are Craig’s dog, you might as well tell your master that Alhaji Ibrahim is 

aware of this scam.” 

Bolu gasped. “What?” 

 “Yeah! I hate that bastard so much. I have made his playboy task a little harder.” 

Bolu held his head in fear. 

Daniel laughed. “Perfect! That’s exactly how I wished to see Craig, it’s a shame you have 

taken up the look for him.” 

 “No, Daniel. Why?” Bolu asked. 

Daniel shrugged with a smile. “I lost Vicky. He is not getting Aisha. Have a nice life.” He 

replied and walked away. 
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Bolu searched for his phone in his pocket but it wasn’t there. He dashed into the mall. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Alhaji stared at Craig and Aisha with a smile. He had practiced the smile for hours in his 

bathroom when he woke up and now he got it. “Congratulations.” 

 “Thank you, Sir.” Craig replied. 

Alhaji smiled. “Errr…where are you taking her for the honeymoon?” 

 “We haven’t thought of it yet, Dad.” Aisha replied, cutting in. 

Alhaji smiled. “Aisha, why are you so apprehensive? Why don’t you let your future husband 

speak?” 

Craig smiled at her. “It’s okay, babe. We are family, now.” He said to her.  He then turned in 

Alhaji’s direction. “Sir, we are yet to make a decision, but we would soon enough.” 

 “That’s great.” Alhaji replied. “There is something important that I have to share with 

you both. I would have had a private discussion with Aisha, but, seeing how far you guys 

have gone, it is better for you to know about it now.” 

Aisha’s heart skipped a bit as Alhaji smiled in her direction. She smiled back and with a lot 

of confidence. 

Craig’s phone rang. He stared at the caller ID. “BOLU” 

Alhaji smiled at him. “This is a very important discussion.” 

 “Of course, Sir.” Craig replied and turned off his phone. 

Alhaji nodded. “Thank you.” 

 “We are ready, Dad.” Aisha said. 

Alhaji sat up. “I don’t think Aisha told you this, but I made an agreement with her that I 

would be releasing her inheritance to her when she got married.” Aisha swallowed hard. 

Craig took a deep breath and Alhaji smiled. “Well, you know how difficult it is for a man to 

have a daughter who has made herself her own man and has decided to go against 
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everything that marriage stands for. I was desperate and so I decided that I would release 

her buck to her when she finally got married.” He blinked and continued. “I know it sounds 

really selfish and greedy of me but I hope you understand why I made that decision, I 

couldn’t have my daughter continue in that line. Do you understand me, Craig?” 

Craig nodded. “Yes, Sir. I totally understand your reason.” 

 “Thank you. At least, we have cleared that part. But, I have decided to nullify those 

terms.” Alhaji said. 

Craig stared at Aisha. Aisha’s face was stoned. She wasn’t surprised as Moira had given her 

the preamble. “Dad…” 

 “Hang on…Hang on….” Alhaji said, cutting in. “Actually, I believe that what you and 

Craig have is special and it shouldn’t be ruined. I mean, you are even getting married. This 

is beautiful, I am not going to ruin it with my stupid pressures on you both. Do you 

understand what I am saying, Craig?” 

Craig nodded. “Yes, sir. It is good that you give us a huge room to love and all without 

pressure.” 

 “Exactly! That’s what I thought when I made that decision. Also, I feel that you both 

should be allowed to blossom in the best way ever and have a perfect life together without 

influences from Alhaji Ibrahim Bello.” Alhaji added smiling. 

 “Dad, what else?” Aisha asked.  

Alhaji smiled. “Why do you think there is something else? You are very suspicious of people, 

Aisha. That is not good.” 

 “I know you well enough, Alhaji. There is something else.” 

He nodded with a smile. “There is. I have decided to cut you out of my will, after all, it is my 

money.” 

Aisha folded her arms. “Can we discuss this in private?” 

 “No. We shouldn’t be keeping things from your future husband. I am not done yet.” He 

replied. He then turned in Craig’s direction. “I am sorry, young man. Aisha and I fight a lot.” 
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He said with a smile. “Anyway, in addition, I feel Craig is a wealthy and capable man and he 

should be able to take care of you in line with the money that you have, you can’t suffer. You 

don’t need the money.” He said. Turning to Craig, “Or what do you think, Son? You should 

be able to take care of your wife, right?” 

Craig nodded slowly. “Of course, Sir. Aisha is my responsibility and I will take care of her.” 

Alhaji clapped and sipped his drink. “Great. I love a real man. You have made a smart 

decision, Craig. Take the mantle. Lead the home. Be the father, husband and provider.” 

Aisha stared at her father. “Thank you, Dad.” 

Alhaji smiled. “That’s not all. I have amended my will and I willed everything in equal 

proportion to my grandchild or grandchildren.” 

 “Grandchild or Grandchildren?” Aisha asked. 

Alhaji nodded with a smile. “Yes, I am expecting them to fill this house and run around and 

I am sure that you both will provide me with lovely grandchildren. That’s what couples in 

love do. Isn’t that right, Craig?” 

Craig nodded with a smile. “Of course, sir.” 

 

 

      ‘it’s All Fun And Games… until Alhaji gets involved’ 
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12 

 

Craig smiled as Aisha and Moira yelled at each other. He stared at his wrist watch and then 

back at the ladies who didn’t seem to be giving each other any breathing space. Their 

screams now went from venting their frustrations and disappointment to who had the 

loudest voice while yelling. Craig smiled again, this time, not at the reason for the arguments 

but for the fact that even the highest pitch of their yelling couldn’t be compared to the tone 

of one of the girls in the hood he grew up. He concluded that ‘yelling’ had different categories 

– That of the Rich and the Poor. He rolled his eyes as they seemed as though they wouldn’t 

give up. They were quacking in his ears. 

 “Master Planner, I am so waiting for your next move.” A livid Aisha said. 

Moira laughed. “I like the title you have attached to it, but you don’t have to be cynical about 

it. For all I know, I didn’t spill anything to Alhaji.” 

 “So, how did he know?” Aisha continued. 

Moira shrugged. “I don’t know. But I am surprised that you would ever look in my direction.” 

She replied as she sipped her drink. “Typical of you, Aisha. Someone must always be on the 

receiving end of your aggression.” 

 “What are you trying to say?” Aisha shouted at the top of her voice. 

 “You don’t want me to go there and I don’t intend to.” Moira replied. “Let it go, Aisha. 

I am innocent.” 

Aisha sank into her chair furiously. “All I know is that I want my money.” 

 “Is that all that matters to you?” A voice cooed from a corner of the room. 

Aisha and Moira stared at Craig in an instant. It was as though they didn’t know he had been 

with them in the room. Of course, he had been, but their constant yelling had isolated him 
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to a corner as they lashed at themselves. Aisha flipped her hair over her shoulder as she 

prepared to respond to him. “Aren’t you here for the money?” 

He nodded as he approached them. “Yes, I am. This is business, remember? But…But I just 

think that for once we should admit that we lost this one. A…Aisha, what if this could be 

real? I mean…it…it doesn’t have to be a game anymore. I…I think…” Craig paused as he 

swallowed. He had been struggling with the right words to say all he had in mind for Aisha, 

but he felt like a coward, maybe Moira’s presence contributed to it, but he could find the 

courage to say the right words and he hoped that his eyes could say it, but Aisha wasn’t even 

looking. She was drawn into another spat with Moira. He knew there was no need to say 

how he actually felt. “Aisha, give up. We lost.” He blurted angrily. 

Moira chuckled as Aisha pounced on Craig with her next response. “I have not lost anything.” 

 “It is in her blood to win.” Moira added. 

Craig nodded. “Apparently you learnt from the best. Alhaji did well to zero us out there.” He 

replied. He took a deep breath and focused on Aisha. “You knew that Alhaji suspected 

something about this, right?” 

Aisha ignored him. 

 “Why didn’t you tell me? Clearly you weren’t surprised when he started with us.” 

Craig probed. 

She smiled as she stared at him. “I wasn’t about to have you go and try to cover up your 

tracks there with some weak story about how you grew up in the Deserts of Dubai and made 

it to the top when some Arabian riders took you in.” 

 “What? Have I ever said that?” Craig retorted. 

Moira smiled. “What she means is she wasn’t going to let you make a fool of her.” 

 “Well, you ended up making a fool of me. If I had known, I would have been ready. We 

are in this together. Partners.” 

Aisha shook her head with a cynical smile. “Don’t get ahead of yourself, we are not partners. 

I hired you for something and you have gone ahead and fluffed your lines.” 
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 “Me? Alhaji certainly didn’t find out from me, you are the one who didn’t have your 

bases covered as well as they should.” He replied as he pulled out his phone from his pocket 

and turned it on. “I think my work is done here, we can cancel this wedding now.” 

 “I will blow the final whistle.” Aisha replied. 

Craig shook his head. “You have been playing this game alone for a long time.” 

 “What the heck did you think you were doing when you proposed to me without my 

notice and invited the press to it?” Aisha yelled. 

Craig ignored her as he stared at his phone. His face went stoned as he read Bolu’s ping. 

“DANIEL TOLD ALHAJI. BEWARE!!!” Craig clenched his fist in anger as he turned in Aisha’s 

direction. “I am sorry. I messed up. But we are done here, Good bye.” He said. He grabbed 

his jacket and stormed out of the house. 

Aisha stared at Moira confusingly. “What was that about?” 

 “I should be asking you.” Moira replied. “I wasn’t the one he apologised to.” She added 

taking a seat. “What if it was Craig’s friend that leaked it to your Dad? Seeing how he left 

here” 

Aisha nodded her head slowly. “You may be right. Oh boy! I am so going to kill someone.” 

 “And that someone should be your piano?” Moira asked. “I like how you vent all your 

anger on it, shame Craig chose to fool you with it.” 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “Please, don’t remind me.” 

 “Aisha, you are in love with Craig. When are you going to tell him?” Moira asked. 

Aisha stared at her. “Are you drunk? How am I supposed to tell a man that I employed to 

play a game with me that I am in love with him? For all we know, this might even be a whim 

and not love. I have no real idea of what love is and I am not willing to have that idiot play 

on the little emotions I have.” 

 “Let’s analyse the situation, how do you feel when you are around him?” Moira asked. 

Aisha hissed. “This is not gonna work.” 
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 “What are you afraid of? That you will realise that you love this guy? Come to think of 

it, he is not so much of a bad guy.” Moira replied. 

 “But he is the type of guy that might just smear my love in my face and run too. I am 

not taking that chance.” Aisha replied. 

Moira folded her arms. “Have you thought of the slight possibility that he might actually like 

you?” 

 “I know he doesn’t. He…He is a player and a very good one. He pulled a Piano stunt to 

get to my heart and made me say a genuine ‘yes’ to him and all I saw was the press in my 

face. What do you call that?” 

 “Aisha, what if that dinner was actually private until you mentioned the press?” 

Aisha shrugged.  

“All I asked him at first was why he had organised a private dinner. You might have 

scared him off.” Moira continued. “Aisha, I believe that he might have actually organised that 

dinner for the both of you until you brought in the press issue and he just tapped them up 

to satisfy you. Maybe you actually chased this one away.” 

 “I…I don’t know. But, I said a real ‘Yes’ to him and he was messing with me. That’s 

what hurts.” 

Moira nodded. “What am I saying is I think that you made him call the press, I believe that 

he was genuine up until when you introduced the press idea.” 

 “What if he wasn’t true at first?” 

 “What if he was?” 

Aisha swallowed. “Why are we even flogging this issue? He is not an issue. There is no love 

there and that is that. Maybe it’s just one of those girly things, a crush or something.” 

 “Really?” Moira asked with an eyebrow raised. 

Aisha took a deep breath. “He said ‘goodbye’ too. Remember? Let it go, Moira.” Aisha said 

and left for her bedroom.  
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++++****++++ 

 

 “Take it easy, man.” Bolu said holding Craig’s hand as they approached Daniel’s house. 

Craig pushed him away. “He’s ruined everything. Is that how much he hates me?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “I am going to teach him not to hate too much.” Craig said, banging on the front door. 

 “I don’t think he is here. I think he’s left town already.” 

Craig fumed. “Coward! Where did he go?” 

 “I am not a coward. I have been waiting for this day.” Daniel said as he approached 

them. “The day when I would stand face to face with you because I have defeated you in 

your own game.” He added with a smile. “The day has come. I wouldn’t miss it for the world. 

I can travel in peace now.” 

Craig grabbed Daniel by his throat and crashed him into the floor. He pummelled his face 

with constant hits from left to right until Daniel’s blood had smeared his face. Bolu couldn’t 

get a hold of Craig and he was glad when Daniel’s blood hit Craig’s face and he had to stop 

pounding him. 

 “I have been waiting for the day that I would have to beat you without mercy and I am 

glad the day has come.” Craig replied as he kicked Daniel aside. “Have a safe trip.” He added 

and walked away with Bolu chasing after him.  

Bolu grabbed him by the hand. “Craig, he is a mess.” 

 “Good. I was a mess before Alhaji too.” 

Bolu nodded. “I know, but, we…we can’t leave him like that.” 

 “I can.” Craig replied and walked on. 

Bolu caught up with him. “He is our friend.” 

 “Dude, he is not my friend…not anymore.” Craig replied as he stared at Daniel 

sprawled out on the floor. 

 “Okay, let’s be good Samaritans.” 
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Craig laughed. “So I am acting as the thief and good Samaritan at the same time?” 

 “Please man, I don’t want him to die. He is a chicken.” 

 “He should have thought about that before he went ranting to Alhaji about matters 

that didn’t concern him.” 

Bolu nodded. “I know, let’s just take him to the hospital.” 

Craig sighed. “We are dropping him at the corner.” 

 “Thank you.” 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Do you think the Doctors will attend to him there?” Bolu asked as Craig drove. 

Craig shot at him angrily. “Look, I have tried, okay? You can go back there and take care of 

him if you want.” 

 “You are still a good guy inside.” Bolu said with a smile. “Anyway, what are you going 

to do now that Alhaji is aware?” 

Craig shrugged. “I am not bothered about him.” 

 “So, what bothers you?” 

 “I…I think I like Aisha.” 

Bolu chuckled. “A leopard never changes bro. You don’t like Aisha, you just like the money.” 

 “You don’t know how I feel about her!” Craig shouted. “I want to take care of her, I 

want to hold her close and feel her heart beat against mine and I want to protect her, i…I 

want to watch her when she sleeps, I want to be there for her every time and every day and 

even if this is how crappy our relationship, this joke is, I never want to leave her side.” 

 “Bro!” Bolu said as he stared at Craig. “You are beginning to sound like a girl.” 

Craig stared at him. “Am I?” 

Bolu nodded. “Yeah and that terrifies me. You are a man, hard core. No time for love. Love 

is all fairy tale and for the movies. When did you get this weak?” Bolu asked as he hissed. 
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 “Bolu, I think I want Aisha in my life.” 

 “What are you saying? This is just a game. This is what it is for her and that is what it 

should be for you. Right now, everything is over and you should move into the final phase 

of your plan before Alhaji sets his dogs on your trail. You don’t want to be caught napping.” 

 “If I do it, I will hurt Aisha.” 

 “That was the initial plan, wasn’t it?” 

Craig blinked as he drove on. 

 

++++****++++ 

  

“Aisha, you have hurt your father.” Moira said as she plaited Aisha’s hair. 

Aisha nodded. 

 “What are you going to do about it?” 

 “I don’t know. I am scared about how he would react when I accept everything.” 

Moira nodded. “He is still your father and I am sure that he understands why you did what 

you did.” 

 “I don’t know what to say, Moira. I am sure I have lost his trust.” 

 “You’ll gain it back. Just give it time.” 

Aisha nodded. “Craig said ‘goodbye’, you think he meant it?” 

 “I didn’t think you cared about it.” Moira replied with a grin. 

 “Well, I do.” 

Moira smiled. “There’s only one way to find out. Try calling him.” 

 “That would crush me and you know it.” 

 “Good. We stay in limbo.” Moira replied. 

Aisha hissed. “I don’t think he is gone… at least, not like that. I’ll check him after I visit my 

Dad.” 

 “Smart choice.” Moira replied. 
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 “What if he doesn’t love me?” 

 “You can send an SOS to me. I’ll come and pick you up.” 

Aisha stared at her. “You don’t think I am about to go to Craig to tell him the stupid things 

that I feel.” 

 “I thought that was the plan.” Moira replied. 

 “You thought wrong. I am not about to disgrace myself.” Aisha replied. “By the way, 

do we have any business deal to handle yet?” 

Moira nodded. “We do, but I am handling them. You need to sort yourself out, Aisha.” 

 “Is it this issue with my Dad or the one with Craig?” she asked. 

 “Both of them, Aisha. You are going to apologize to your Dad and then you are going 

to speak to Craig.” 

Aisha stared at her. “I am going to my Dad, but Craig? I don’t know.” 

 “Well, I’ll keep motivating you till you end up in Craig’s place.” 

Aisha shrugged. “Maybe…not.” 

 

++++****++++ 

  

 “Hi Dad.” Aisha said as she stood before her father. 

Alhaji Ibrahim dropped his coffee aside and folded his newspaper. “Hi Dad?” 

She nodded as she took a seat beside him. “How are you?” 

 “Twice in one day? Not typical of Aisha to visit like this.” 

Aisha nodded. “Dad, I am sorry.” 

 “Sorry? What for?” he asked. 

She swallowed. “Dad, when you said that my inheritance was dependent on getting married, 

I hired Craig. I know that I might have disappointed you by going so low, but, I just felt that 

love isn’t for me and that I just needed to get my inheritance from you and then I decided to 

find a way.”  
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She paused and stared at Alhaji who buried his head in his hand. “Dad…I…I am sorry, but, I 

am really to blame in all this and I accept it.” 

 “All I did was love you, Aisha. To be honest, I thank you for this sport you pulled on 

me, I can admit that for the first time in your life and even though it was a game, you had 

fun.” 

Aisha took a deep breath. “Dad, I know you are not proud of me and that this is a huge 

ridicule, but I am willing to do anything to gain your trust back. I’ll wait, I’ll work for it. I’ll 

earn it.” 

Alhaji shrugged. “Aisha, you played me and played me well. I feel terrible about it, but, it is 

life.” 

 “Father, I am sorry.” 

Alhaji nodded. “I know you are. Where’s your boyfriend now?” 

 “He is gone.” 

Alhaji smiled. “You know I actually thought that man had guts. I would have loved him as a 

son-in-law. Such a shame.” 

 “What is my punishment, Dad?” 

Alhaji smiled. “That’s the problem with you, Aisha. Everything is not a game. This is not a 

game for me. I am hurting. My daughter was desperate for her inheritance that she stooped 

so low as to hire a man to convince me that she was in love. I bought it and you know why, 

I trusted you. I bet you paid my guard to feed me lies too? What was the plan, Aisha? Get 

divorced after two months and run off with your money? To do what? I don’t get it.” Alhaji 

said with his eyes wet. “All I care about is you. You and only you. Someone was going to love 

and will still love you.” 

 “Is that someone Hakeem? Dad, you can’t buy love.” 

Alhaji hissed. “The irony of life. What was it that you did with Craig?” he asked. “Enlighten 

me, Aisha!” 
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She relaxed in the chair. “It’s all over now, Dad. I am not proud of myself and I will take full 

responsibility for it.” 

He nodded. “Yes, you will. Anyway, I think it is time you figured out a lot of things that 

pertain to your life by yourself. And even though it might hurt me to say this, I think I saw a 

slightly better woman when you were with that phoney. So, we might take a positive from 

your games.” 

 “Dad, I really want you to forgive me.” 

 “I have. It is just that I can’t help but remember how my own daughter played me.” 

She nodded. “I know, but that means you haven’t forgiven me.” 

Alhaji smiled. “I have,” 

Aisha’s phone vibrated and she tapped it on. Two messages came up and she clicked on 

them. She gaped as she stared at her Bank Alert and then stared at Alhaji. Her Father looked 

at his confused daughter. “Is anything the matter?” he asked. 

Aisha knew there was a big problem, but she didn’t know how to say it to her father and at 

least not now. He would have a laugh and she didn’t need that now. 

 

               

      ‘…it’s all fun and games until someone gets robbed’  
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13 

 

“Except if a grown man has become too tiny to find, I suggest we stop wasting our 

time.” Moira said as she shot a glance at a busy Aisha. Aisha wouldn’t budge as she looked 

behind the couch. “Aisha….” Moira stressed as she watched her friend search hopelessly. 

Aisha pushed the couch aside and made for the inner house. She had to find something. 

Anything. She needed to find something that would assure her that the game was still on 

and far from over. She needed to be sure that Craig had not walked out of her life forever. 

The apartment was as clean as new. Even the plates in the kitchen were washed and 

stacked! Behind her façade, she had hoped that something meaningful might come out of 

this relationship and that moment when she ‘thought’ that Craig actually proposed to her 

seemed to be the turning point. He had captured her heart behind the piles of their lies and 

deceit. However, she was alone in those fantasies and dreams. Craig had been the real player 

all along. There was a game plan and he stuck to it. She took her seat on the edge of Craig’s 

bed as she stared at the hollow room. She took a deep breath as she cast her mind to the few 

moments she had shared with Craig. They were moments that she knew she had to cherish 

forever, they had gone and were gone forever.  

Her heart pulsed at almost the same rate as the day that she had crashed into Craig’s arm in 

tears. She closed her eyes as she relived the moments of his heart close to hers. She knew 

his heart did beat that day. She knew that for that moment they were locked in an embrace, 

there was no game player among them. There was no leader. It was just two helpless people 

in the room in an embrace, needing each other.  

She wiped a tear drop from her face as she thought of her best moment with Craig. A 

moment she thought marked the end of their folly. A moment that she had believed was the 

turning point for them. He had proposed to her. Craig’s victory was not in his ring or in his 
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suit. She had seen it in his eyes that day. For sure, she had seen the wrong thing. The man 

she fell for was a first class con artist. The combination of a thief, liar and a loner. He had all 

the attributes to sway any woman. She acknowledged his physical attributes but wasn’t 

totally smitten by them. The moments that welled in her was when he reached to her 

loneliness and sealed them. For that, she was grateful. But then, she couldn’t believe he was 

gone, that he couldn’t even stay and make what was a lie seem real and be real. Her intention 

was to tell Craig how she felt about him. There would be no need for that now, at least, she 

now knew how he felt about her. Not everyone could really find true love. For women like 

her, there was no true love. She had tried it and it went wrong. How did she ever fall in love? 

Aisha’s heart was filled with questions that needed to be answered. A song lyric had spelt 

love to be ‘a beautiful thing’. There was nothing beautiful about how she felt. She felt 

defeated, sad and most of all, weak. She had been too weak with Craig, she had let him creep 

in effortlessly to her heart and the mighty amazon without love did finally beat for another.  

She wept. 

Moira took a deep breath as she watched her best friend cry without holds. Aisha wasn’t 

fighting back tears or wiping them off classically. She was bleeding out her emotions the 

only way her eyes could. She was in tears and Moira knew this was the Aisha that she might 

have been proud to have under another circumstances, but right now, her friend was 

hurting and hurting badly. Moira joined Aisha on the bed. As she reached out to Aisha, she 

turned away and buried herself in the pillow. Aisha wanted to cry. Maybe it was best to let 

her cry at this moment. Moira could only watch as her friend cried. 

Crying had never been Aisha’s style. She would just sit at the piano and let it all out with 

hard stroking of the chords until she had started to sweat. Crying seemed good and Moira 

wasn’t about to ruin one of their best moments. For Moira, she had found a new angle to 

taunt Aisha from. For Aisha, she had learned how to heal. Moira drew the sheets over Aisha 

as the loud tears declined gradually to the sob phase and eventually she couldn’t hear 
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anything. Aisha was asleep. She had cried for over an hour. Moira stared at the dried marks 

from the tears that had formed on Aisha face and shook her head sadly.  

 

++++****++++ 

 

Bolu stared outside the window and let out a huge roar. He smiled as his voice echoed into 

the distance. He paused again and let out another roar and he continued until the fifth time. 

He smiled at Craig. “You might want to try it, it’s refreshing.” 

 “Keep that up and they are going to be sending Security up here in no time.” Craig 

replied as he sipped his drink. 

Bolu smiled as he took his seat beside Craig. “How do you feel? You own so much money 

right now. Aisha was good business.” 

Craig dropped his glass and walked over to the window. “I am ashamed.” 

 “Ashamed? Bro! No one would be ashamed to have the money you have right now.” 

Bolu replied as he joined Craig at the window. “Yea!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! Poverty is gone 

forever!” he shouted. 

 “I am not proud of it.” Craig replied. 

Bolu tapped him. “Guy! Why you dey do like this na? Money is money o! You worked for this 

one! After all, you’ve gone everywhere with her, appeared on papers, at least, she won’t be 

tagged as a woman who never had any man and it is all thanks to you.” 

 “I stole this money. I didn’t work for it.” He replied as he bent over the window. 

“Besides, Aisha doesn’t need to beg for a man. She is a woman who needed real love. The 

best she could find.” 

Bolu chuckled. “Well, she chose the wrong guy for the job. Dude, I think we can hire some 

men to look for Vicky for you, now that you have some cash to spare, I mean, she is a good 

girl and maybe you can actually care about her too.” 

 “Never.” 
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 “Why not? She loves you. You just have to love her back. Simple.” 

Craig shook his head. “Never happening.” 

 “Are you feeling remorseful about this Aisha thing? That babe isn’t bothered, you dey 

kill yourself. Her money flows.” 

Craig ignored him and took a seat.  

 “When you hype prices for people in the mall and make some profit, what do you call 

it?” 

Craig stared at him. “Business.” 

Bolu nodded. “Do you feel sorry afterwards?” 

 “No. Why should I?” Craig replied. 

Bolu smiled. “Well, this is business, bro. You shouldn’t feel bad.” He said grinning. “Business, 

bro! Good business!” 

 “Aisha might have been business, but she stopped being business for me.” Craig 

replied almost inaudibly but loud enough for Bolu to hear. 

Bolu’s smile faded as he stared at Craig’s face. Craig wasn’t looking like the guy who pinned 

down his feminine conquest for fun and without remorse. He was looking far from the guy 

who was on a mission to get the best out of Aisha Bello and run. It was typical for most guys 

to change their minds once deep into such relationships, but Craig didn’t – not even when a 

father pleaded. He might have felt pity for Aisha, but he still had his intent straight. Bolu 

took a deep breath. “What’s going on, Craig?” 

 “I care about Aisha. I want to be there for her, I want to fight for her. I want to protect 

her. I want to love her. I want to be her friend, confidant and lover. I want to be the man she 

wakes up and sees, the man who kisses her to sleep, I want to be everything in her life. I just 

want to be the one in her life.” Craig blurted. Bolu’s jaw was agape as he listened to Craig. 

Craig took a deep breath as he stared at Bolu. “I love her.” 

 “Oh no…” Bolu said as he slumped into the chair. 
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Craig wiped his forehead. “I don’t know what happened to me. I swear. It just happened. I 

can’t explain how I feel about Aisha.” 

 “Then why did you take the money?” Bolu asked. 

Craig stared at him confusingly. “You told me to.” 

Bolu stuttered. “Clearly, I didn’t know you felt this strong about her. Why didn’t you just 

come clean?”  

 “Come clean? Aisha Bello? How do you come clean before a woman that is almost 

perfect? What kind of love do I have to offer her?” 

Bolu shrugged. “Your imperfection.” 

 “Imperfection?” 

Bolu nodded. “Beautiful imperfections.” 

 “Oh God…” Craig said as he buried his head in his hands. 

 “I am sorry I pushed you, but I thought you got this covered.” 

 “Love happened.” 

Bolu smiled as he took a seat. He watched Craig as he stroked his forehead. Bolu started to 

snicker. Craig stared at him as Bolu had now exploded into what seemed like a mocking 

laugh.  

 “What is it?” Craig asked. 

Bolu struggled to catch his breath. “Look at you, man. I can’t recognise you. ‘I want to love 

her, I want to be her friend, confidant, and lover…I want to be the man she wakes up and sees 

and blah blah blah. You sound like a sixteen year old boy. Have you been watching those 

Mexican soaps?” 

Craig smiled faintly as he tried to turn his face from Bolu. 

 “Oh my gosh! You love her!” Bolu shouted. 

 

++++****++++ 
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“Here’s some water.” Moira said as she handed Aisha a glass of water. 

Aisha stared at the glass. “What is the water supposed to do for me?” 

 “Err…Water regulates Homeostasis.” Moira said proudly. “I am your fairy 

godmother.” 

Aisha nodded. “Turns out that’s the only thing you must remember from school.” She replied 

as she set the glass on the side table. “Since you are playing fairy godmother, you might as 

well serve me something real to eat.” 

 “Water is the appetizer.” 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “Water? Appetizer? Where did you learn that from? Moira’s special 

cookery book for idiots?” 

Moira pinched her. “Easy on me. I am being nice to you.” 

Aisha smiled. “Thank you. But, what I need now is my money.” 

 “What money?” 

Aisha stared at her. “The money that Craig-fine-faced-robber stole from me.” 

Moira smiled as she took her seat beside Aisha. “What did you dream about when you 

slept?” 

 “Nothing.” 

Moira raised an eyebrow. “Are you sure? This is a plan for you to see Craig again, right?” 

 “Why would I want to see a thief again? For your information, I am over him.” 

Moira smiled. “It doesn’t take a genie to know that you can’t fall out of love in a day. So, keep 

that lie to yourself, darling.” 

 “I don’t care what you say, right now. I am going to work this out.” Aisha replied, 

getting off the bed. 

Moira nodded. “What plans do you have to recover your money?” 

 “I have none yet. But I want you to think of it.” 
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Moira shook her head. “No, I am not very proud of playing a part in that sham we did. Even 

though Alhaji hasn’t directly confronted me, I know he is really disappointed in me, so, I 

don’t want to have to think of anything now.” 

 “What are you afraid of? Is your mind so full of filth that you can’t birth a clean plan?” 

Aisha asked with a smile. 

Moira smiled back. She had a light Aisha with her. “I know you still want to see Craig.” 

 “A part of me wants to see him and ask him lots of questions and afterwards slap him.” 

Aisha replied. 

Moira nodded. “That’s all? You forgot something. After the slap…” 

 “Then kiss him.” Aisha replied. 

Moira smiled. “Okay, so do we set our dogs on his trail? I assure you they’ll comb him out 

from wherever he is hiding on the surface of the earth.” 

 “Why don’t we declare him wanting by reporting him to the police?” Aisha asked with 

a grin. 

Moira frowned. “Aisha? Do you know what that means?” 

Aisha shrugged. “He becomes more popular by gracing newspapers and magazines.” 

“No, ma. You, my friend, become the ridicule of the town for having a scammer as a 

fiancée. I am assuming you forgot the society knows about the both of you. We are going 

private on this one.” Moira replied. 

Aisha nodded. “But what if they can’t find him? There are no numbers to call or places to go, 

he’s disappeared into the thin air.” 

 “Well, we just have to trust our guys to find him for us. I believe they will.” 

Aisha wanted to see Craig again. She knew she might not have the words to say if they 

eventually did meet again and she might feel low of herself realising that she had wasted 

her time loving a man that only wanted her for the game, but, she would take her chances. 

She would want to see him again, even if it is before…she throws him in jail. 

 “Any word from Alhaji yet?” Moira asked, jolting Aisha out of her thoughts. 
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Aisha shook her head. “I apologized to him and I really hope that he could forgive me.” 

 “I know he will. I believe he doesn’t hold it too much to heart.” Moira replied. 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “Why did he will all my fortune to my child?” 

 “Be grateful, at least, he didn’t will it to an outsider.” Moira replied with a smile. 

 “Dad is pissed at me. I worked hard to earn all what the family has. Why did he have 

to that to me?” 

Moira smiled. “He is only securing the future of your baby. I would do anything to be born 

of you right now.” Moira added with a grin. “Where’s Hakeem?” 

 “Why are you asking me?” 

 “Maybe because I think he would have tried to contact you?” 

Aisha fetched her phone from her purse. “He hasn’t and I haven’t either. Do you want to 

speak to him?” 

 “No. But, I have a feeling that Hakeem might just be…you know?” Moira added with a 

grin. 

Aisha rolled her eyes. “Where are you heading with this, Moira?” 

 “I am only suggesting something that might be a possibility, the reality of which, we 

have closed our eyes.” 

Aisha smiled. “No, we haven’t closed our eyes. I have closed my eyes to it, you still have your 

eyes open and you are still very much ‘legally’ single. So, who knows?” Aisha asked as she 

walked away. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Bolu joined Craig in the living room. “What have you decided?” 

 “I don’t know. I can’t keep running like a coward.” 

Bolu nodded. “But you can’t act like a fool either. Right now, you have bruised one of the 

most powerful families and I am sure that they will have their guns blazing for you.” 
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Craig took a deep breath. “I need to talk to Aisha.” 

 “It won’t be easy to go and see her. Why don’t you call her? Maybe you both can 

arrange to meet somewhere and clear this up.” 

Craig shrugged. “That might be an option, but I can’t call her. I want to do things well and 

do them right.” 

 “I just think that going to her is like walking into a trap right now. There would be 

police everywhere looking for you. We stole…I mean, you stole!” Bolu said with a smile. 

Craig sighed. “Well, let them pick me up. I am going to her and I am going to tell her how 

sorry I am and how I feel about her.” 

 “She is not going to believe you and you know why?” 

 “Why? Because I stole some money?” 

Bolu smiled. “It is not only about the money. Her father just willed to his grandchild, right? 

Do you think they are going to trust you with that?” 

 “You might have a point, but we all make mistakes and I have made mine and I am 

terribly sorry about it. Is that so hard?” 

Bolu smiled. “It isn’t. Except that you are directing it to the wrong person. I am not Aisha.” 

 “What if she doesn’t want me?” 

Bolu shrugged. “That’s a huge possibility and you have to understand the fact that she is not 

obligated to forgive you. So, whatever you do, try not to be your usual self.” 

 “And what is that?” 

Bolu smiled. “Cocky. False humility is the new cool.” 

 “I care about her, nothing here is false.” Craig retorted, feeling offended. 

Bolu nodded. “It’s a line I picked up, don’t take it personal.” 

Craig took a deep breath and approached the door. “Wish me luck and if I don’t return.” 

 “Go and win the woman you love, don’t come back if you don’t win her heart.” 

Craig stared at him.  
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 “Well, the possibility of that is high, so, maybe don’t come back at all, I can enjoy some 

of your acquired riches.” Bolu said with a smile. 

Craig showed him two cards. “I have them with me.” He replied and walked out. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Aisha handed some files to Alhaji Ibrahim. “We have good returns here, Sir.” 

 “I’ll look at them after lunch. Do you want to go to lunch with me?” 

Aisha smiled. “Thank you, Dad. But, I am going with Moira.” 

 “That’s okay by me, I’ll just see you after lunch then before the next meeting.” 

She nodded. “Okay, sir.” 

 “When are we discussing the details of your break up to the press?” 

 “Details?” Aisha asked, looking stunned. 

He smiled. “At least, we have to let them know that there won’t be any wedding again…at 

least, not yet.” 

 “Dad, we’ll discuss after lunch. Bye.” Aisha replied and hurried out. 

Alhaji took his seat and stared at Aisha’s picture on his table. The door opened after a few 

minutes and Craig stood before him. “What??? Why are you here?” 

Craig blinked as he approached Alhaji. “Sir, I am deeply sorry for disappointing you.” He 

said. 
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14 

 

Craig didn’t expect Alhaji to accept him with open arms when he walked in. Alhaji Ibrahim 

thumped his table. “Young man, you have no right to be here.” 

 “I know that, Sir. But all I am requesting for is ten minutes.” 

 “Ten minutes? I can’t even stand your sight for another minute.” Alhaji retorted, 

receiving the receiver.  

 “Don’t call the security on me, Sir. At least, not yet. I just want to say all I have to say 

to you.” He replied. 

Alhaji punched two digits. “If I touch the next, I will have a host of men here. Give me one 

reason why I shouldn’t hit the button.” 

 “Because you came to my office and I listened to you. I think you should please listen 

to me too.” Craig replied. 

Alhaji smiled as he replaced the receiver. “I have always known you as a man with guts. Nine 

minutes and fifty-nine seconds.” 

Craig took a deep breath as he stepped forward. “I know I have disappointed you and hurt 

Aisha and I am deeply sorry about it.” 

 “That is all, right?” 

 “No, Sir.” Craig said as he blinked. “When you came to me and told me to love your 

daughter forever, a lot of things changed for me. Even though I might not have worked 

towards it directly, I started to care about Aisha. It is not because you asked me, it is because 

I wanted to. Everything about me cared for her.” 

 “Interesting, Craig. Interesting.” Alhaji replied as he rose to his feet. “Tell me, why 

exactly are you here? You fooled me, possibly fooled Aisha to an extent too. The game is 

over, there is nothing left for you here.” 
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 “I am afraid there is.” 

Alhaji leaned against his table as he faced Craig deeply. “What did you leave behind?” 

 “Aisha. It’s more like ‘who did I leave behind?’ ” Craig replied. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

Moira watched as Aisha ate her meal silently. “Aisha, please eat up.” 

 “I am trying the best I can.” Aisha replied as she drank some water. “Where are the 

guys on searching for Craig? Have they searched Europe yet? I think they should check there 

first” 

Moira dropped her fork. “Aisha, I think it is pointless.” 

 “Why is it pointless? I just want to know where he is.” 

Moira took a deep breath. “Aisha, there is no need to torture yourself any more. Craig is 

gone and gone for good. Get over him.” 

 “I can’t. Is it so hard for you to understand?” 

Moira nodded. “Yes, it is. See, Hakeem is returning to town soon. I think you can divert your 

attention towards him.” 

 “Hello…is this Moira? Do you understand what you are saying to me? Divert to 

Hakeem?” Aisha asked as she hissed.  

Moira sighed. “It’s just that I don’t know what else to say to you. Just look at you, since Craig 

has been gone, you have not been the same.” 

 “How am I supposed to be the same woman? A lot of things have changed for me, 

Moira. You of all people should know that.” 

Moira picked her glass and sipped. “Look, Aisha, I understand how much effect this game 

has had on you but I think it is time for us to move on from it.” 

 “Us? Moira, it is just me. I am the one who had to date Craig! I am the one who thought 

a proposal was real. I am the one who was ready to build my life with a stranger. I was the 
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one who fell in love…and lost. Please don’t talk to me about us!” Aisha said as she grabbed 

her purse and walked out. 

Moira finished her drink and hurried after her friend. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

“Love? Craig…I am no fool” Alhaji started. “I know the opportunity to father the heir 

to a dynasty as huge as this is enticing, but I am not going to give you the privilege. No, 

Craig.” 

Craig wiped his brow. “Sir, I care about Aisha. I love her. She has changed a lot of things for 

me and yes, I agree there was an initial plan but it all changed for me and right now all I 

want is Aisha. I want to love her-” 

 “-Don’t!” Alhaji yelled. “Don’t try to fool me again, young man. I was beaten once, not 

again.” 

 “Sir, I assure you that I am not trying to fool you. All I want is to love your daughter.” 

Alhaji smiled. “Well, you are assuring me, right? Guess what, that is not very assuring. Look, 

Craig, I was willing to overlook the religious difference between us at the expense of being 

mocked by my friends. But how did you repay me? Act out a farce with Aisha?” 

 “Sir, would you have still accepted me if I had told you that day that this was a game 

between Aisha and I?” 

Alhaji blinked as he took a seat. A silence followed between Craig and Alhaji Ibrahim. Craig 

knew he had asked Alhaji the right question and the Old man might need some time to allow 

all he had said sink in. Craig needed his forgiveness before he would show his face before 

Aisha. He knew that irrespective of the outcome between himself and Alhaji, he would still 

look for Aisha. But maybe the moment wasn’t right. 

Alhaji knew that he would have stopped the game if Craig had told him that day. He also 

knew that he would not forgive and accept Craig. The young man was right, but yet, he was 
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wrong. He had played him and disrespected him. That couldn’t be forgiven. Hakeem was 

returning to town and maybe he could get another shot with Aisha now.  

 “Sir, I am asking for another chance. A genuine chance, I might not be perfect, but I 

love Aisha and I know that she loves me. That is all we need.” 

Alhaji took a deep breath. “Sometimes, love is never enough. I want you to leave my office 

now and never return. Do not show your face anywhere near me or my daughter again. It is 

your last warning.” 

Craig took a deep breath and fetched the credit cards from his pocket. “Could you please 

give these to Aisha for me?” he asked. 

Alhaji nodded. “Drop them. I can do that. It is my daughter’s money after all.” 

Craig placed the cards on the table. “Sir, now I am the man I used to be – broke, and simple, 

but with love for Aisha. I won’t let her go.” He said and approached the door. 

 “Craig!” Alhaji called. 

Craig stopped as he held on to the knob. 

 “You asked me if I would have accepted you if you had told me that it is was a game 

between you and Aisha then. No, I wouldn’t have…but, you would have earned my respect.” 

He concluded and took his seat. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “So, what’s the plan, Aisha? Let’s say we want to look for Craig, where are we going to 

start from?” Moira said as she caught up with Aisha in the park. 

Aisha shrugged. “I don’t know but all I know is that I want to see Craig and even if it is for 

the last time, I need to know if he did feel anything for me. I need to know if I pushed him 

away by my actions or something. I…I don’t just want to let go, Moira.” 

 “Aisha, this is serious, babe.” Moira said as she opened the car door. “What do we do?” 

 “Let’s find him. I just need to talk to him.” 
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Moira shrugged. “I think we should see your Dad and tell him that we would be absent for a 

while. We’ll take that time to try finding him.” 

 “What if he is gone for real? Moira, what if I would never see him again?” Aisha asked 

feeling pensive. 

Moira knew that was a possibility. A man with so much money at his disposal would have 

moved to another continent by now and taken good cover. She didn’t expect them to find 

him easily, but she knew that if there was something that money could do for you, it would 

do what seemed too hard for the man without money to spend. 

 “Aisha, we would pull every string that we can but I just think that you shouldn’t get 

your hopes high. No man will have that much money and sit put, he must be in Antarctica 

by now.” Moira started. Aisha’s face didn’t liven up and Moira didn’t expect joy on her face 

with that sort of news. “Look, Aisha, I know this is new for you, I mean…falling in love, but, 

I want to promise you that it is never always like this. It gets easier. If Craig is not the guy 

for you, someone else will.” 

 “Please don’t say Hakeem.” Aisha said cutting in. 

Moira smiled as her friend seemed to be coming alive. “It would be alright, Aisha. I’ll call our 

guys at the airport and see if there is any news on him.” 

 “Maybe you should check through seaports too.” 

Moira nodded. “But Aisha, if Craig has really absconded with your money, do you still want 

to love such a man? I mean, he is not worth it.” 

“You don’t choose who you love, right?” Aisha replied as she started the car. “Right 

now, I don’t care if I would never be with him, I just want to be see him again. Maybe we can 

depart on clearer terms now and I could be sure that we had nothing.” Aisha concluded. 

Moira knew better. It was not about being sure that they had nothing, Aisha wanted to fight 

for something. It was clear to her now. She watched as Aisha drove the car without any real 

enthusiasm, she started to worry about allowing her drive. Aisha took occasional looks 

through the window and focused on the road again. For mischievous reasons, this seemed 
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to delight Moira. The Amazon’s ‘Mumu-button’ had been activated. Moira grinned at the 

thought of this. Aisha’s phone vibrated and Moira pulled it close before Aisha could reach it. 

“Speed up.” 

“I think its father.” Aisha said 

Moira nodded as she confirmed. “We would talk to him when we get back to the office. For 

now, you have to drive. So, Speed up!” 

Aisha sighed and stepped on the accelerator. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Where have you been all day man?” Bolu asked as he turned off the TV. “I have been 

waiting for you.” 

Craig helped himself to a seat. “Did you have to fly down here? I told you I would return to 

meet you.” 

 “What if Alhaji had arranged to have you locked up? What would I have done? I had 

to come here to ensure your safety.” 

Craig shrugged. “Luckily for us, nothing like that happened. He told me to stay away from 

Aisha.” 

 “That’s expected. The man is disappointed in you but I believe he will come around.” 

 “I hope so, now he has to see me in the light of who I really am. I don’t think people 

easily come around that. And I believe that he must prefer the other guy to me.” 

Bolu shook his head. “When are you going to see Aisha?” 

 “I…I don’t know. I don’t know if I can face her.” 

Bolu smiled. “You can. That is the whole essence of your coming here. You have to face her 

and let her know how you feel about her. Who knows? She might feel the same and if that is 

not the case, you tried. At least, you bore your heart out to her.”  

 “I don’t know what to do.” Craig replied in a low tone. 



  
 

~ 163 ~ 
 

 “Aisha is the woman you love, she is the woman that you really have to talk to.” 

Craig raised an eyebrow. “Do I go now?” 

“I don’t know. You know how you plan these things. Go ahead and think of something.” 

Bolu replied. Craig relaxed in the chair as he took a deep breath. Bolu smiled at the thought 

of his next question.  “And the credit cards?  

Craig turned his face away from him as he consumed himself in thoughts. 

 

++++****++++ 

 

 “Dad, you sent for me.” Aisha said as she walked into Alhaji’s office. Moira walked in 

quickly after her. She couldn’t let any gist slip past her. 

Alhaji Ibrahim nodded with a smile. “I have big news for you.” He started. 

 “What is it?” Aisha asked, helping herself to a seat.  

She didn’t look as enthusiastic as her father would have liked. “What is it, Aisha?” he asked. 

 “She’s got the flu.” Moira immediately said. 

Alhaji stared at the girls as he took a seat. “What flu?” 

 “Sir, you can’t understand.” Moira replied. “Let’s get on with the good news.” She 

added. 

Alhaji smiled. “You have made some extra cash, Aisha.” 

  “Okay.” Aisha replied flatly. 

Alhaji stared at the girls carefully. “What am I missing here?” he asked. 

 “Dad, you are missing nothing. I don’t just feel okay.” She replied. 

 “Have you been to the hospital? I’ll ask someone to take you.” Alhaji said as he fetched 

his phone. 

Aisha shook her head as Moira smiled. “Dad, I am not sick.” 

 “But…But you said you don’t feel well.” He replied as he took his seat beside her. “Tell 

me princess, what can daddy do for you?” 



  
 

~ 164 ~ 
 

Moira grinned. Alhaji was acting as though Aisha was his five or seven year old daughter. 

That was not Aisha’s style and it didn’t take long before Aisha snapped out of her father’s 

niceness.  

 “Dad, come on…what’s with the princess talk?” Aisha asked. 

Alhaji smiled. “No matter how old you are or how far you go, you will always be daddy’s 

princess. So, tell me, what is bothering you?” 

 “I am afraid you can’t help her, Sir.” Moira replied with a grin. 

Alhaji stared at Moira. “Why not?” 

 “These are matters of the heart, Sir. You won’t understand.” Moira replied. 

Alhaji stared at Aisha. “What is this about?” 

Aisha ignored him.  

He picked up her credit cards from the table and placed them in her hand. “You sure know 

what these are.” He said. 

Aisha stared at Moira and then back at her father. “Was Craig here?” she asked. 

He nodded and poured himself some wine. “And he is gone forever.” 

 “Dad!” 

Alhaji stared at Aisha. “He has returned your money, you should be glad.” 

 “Dad!!” Aisha groaned. 

 “Aisha! What is it?” he asked. 

Aisha blinked. “What did Craig want?” 

 “What do you want me to tell you?” Alhaji asked. 

 “The whole truth, Dad.” She replied. “Dad, I know you have never lied to me, but, right 

now, I want you to tell me everything that Craig told you and what he came here for, I beg 

you not to tell me anything otherwise. Even if it hurts me, I’ll take it.” Aisha concluded as 

she panted. 

Moira swallowed. She knew that anything Alhaji said now would go a long way for Aisha. 

Aisha was in love with Craig and she would do anything to rewrite her wrongs. Moira was 
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worried about Alhaji sending Craig off forever. She stared at Alhaji as he sipped his wine 

and then back at Aisha whose eyes were already gathering tears.  

Alhaji delayed the distance of the wine to his mouth as he sipped. What would he tell Aisha? 

He wasn’t the man who would lie to his daughter, but at this moment, the truth didn’t seem 

too palatable for him and his new plans for Aisha. He had seen Aisha for the woman that she 

was now - weak, fragile and needing love. Was he going to take all that from her? Hakeem 

was returning and as far as he was concerned, Hakeem was deserving of Aisha’s love too. 

Why did she have to fall for a con man? He had to tell Aisha something. She had asked for 

the truth from him. He gulped his wine and took a seat. “Aisha, he told me a lot of things, 

and I recount them.” He started. 

 “Dad…” Aisha said as a drop fell from her eyes. 

He blinked. “I am not torturing you, Aisha and I don’t want to, but, I really can’t start 

explaining everything that he said to me to you. And I don’t feel bad about it, all I will do is 

summarize it for you.” 

 “Summary? Dad, this is important to me.” Aisha said. 

Alhaji hissed. “Look, Love is never hard to find, you just have to be open to the possibility. 

Hakeem loves you.” 

 “Dad, what you meant to say is, ‘Company is never hard to find.’ That’s what Hakeem 

would be.” She replied. 

Alhaji stared at Aisha for a while and then continued. “Where is all these coming from?!” 

Aisha didn’t respond. Alhaji turned in Moira’s direction. “It was all a game, right? When did 

it get this complicated?” 

Moira mouthed.  

 “Go…on!” Alhaji barked. 

Moira took a seat. “Nothing to say.” 

 “Aisha??? Don’t tell me that you are in love with Craig.” Alhaji said. 

Moira smiled. “She is in love with Craig.” 
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Alhaji’s eyes popped. “What???” 

 “Well, Sir, you said she shouldn’t tell you that she is in love with Craig, I thought I could 

help her.” Moira replied with a grin. 

Alhaji turned in Aisha’s direction. “Is that true?” he asked. Aisha remained mute. “You have 

got to tell me something, Aisha dear. You have to. I am your father and mother, I am here 

for you. You have to tell me these things.” Alhaji pleaded. 

 “Sir…Sir…” Moira started. 

 “What is it, Moira?” he asked. 

Moira smiled. “I think you are being too hard on her. Maybe you can give her some time and 

space.” 

 “No, I won’t!” he replied. 

Aisha nodded as she wiped the tears off her face. “Yes, Dad. I am in love with him. How and 

when it happened, I don’t know. But I am proud of it and even though I know that he might 

not love me back and that he only wanted me for the money and the game that we had. I am 

glad I fell in love, I am glad I learnt how to feel special about someone else. I am glad that I 

know what love is, and I am sorry, Dad, if I disappoint you right now, but, I am happy about 

how I feel. The only thing that keeps me sad is that fact that I didn’t love the right man-” 

Aisha said amidst tears. 

 “-well, you are wrong.” Alhaji muttered in a low tone. Moira gaped as she watched 

Aisha speak. 

Aisha didn’t hear him as she continued. “-And even though it hurts me, I’ll do it all again to 

love him. He might not have been perfect, Dad, but he was mine. This thing I feel, I am going 

to nurture it and when I am strong enough, I am going to fight for it and fight for him, and if 

I lose, fine. But when I win, you’d be proud of the woman I have become.” Aisha concluded 

as she wiped her tears. 

Alhaji and Moira took deep breaths at the same time. Alhaji wiped his forehead as he stared 

at Aisha. “Are you done talking?” he asked. 
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She nodded. “Yes, I am. I would be on my way now.” 

 “Well, you are wrong about Craig.” He said. 

Aisha nodded. “I know he wanted the money, thank you.” 

 “Yes, you are right about that, but, you have one thing missing.” 

Aisha stared at Moira and then back at her father.  

 “Craig loves you.” 

 

…it’s all fun and games until someone falls in love …. and then the fun and games become real 

fun… and real love too. 
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15 

 

“It’s been two months since I last heard the name Craig, in fact, the last thing I heard 

of him was ‘Craig loves you’ and those were the utterances of my father. When I heard those 

words, immeasurable joy filled my heart and for the first time I saw my father smile back at 

me, and with some pride in him. It was as though he had achieved a feat. Actually, he had. 

His daughter had fallen in love. He hugged me after that and said, ‘Good luck to you, Aisha. 

Go and find your love.’ A lot has changed since the last two months. I have stopped searching 

for Craig and apparently he didn’t love me as much as my father had said, but the love I felt 

then is exactly how I feel now, and probably much stronger. Nothing has changed for me. 

You see, Love doesn’t make you a weakling. Love is not a sign that you are weak. It is a sign 

of strength, I know that now. I never used to think that it had any correlation with strength 

until I have seen its input in me. Moira claims that Craig might be back someday, but I don’t 

know when or even if he would ever be, but that is the hope that I have been clinging on to 

for the last two months. What else can a girl do? 

Hakeem? Oh well, he is a friend now. We are closer than we ever were and now more like 

business partners. You can’t force love. I must confess that I had tried to care a little more 

about Hakeem when I didn’t hear anything from Craig after two weeks when my father had 

told me that he loved me, but, it just couldn’t happen. We went out on two dates and then I 

knew that was it, I was not trying any further. (Laughs) Now, this is not about the Kaftan or 

his horrid dress sense. Ever since he started “hanging-out” with me, he has learnt to dress 

to my taste. My taste. Please note, I have nothing against the men who love to wear their 

traditional attires but it’s just my taste here. One important thing here is that I bought him 

more neck ties, so, this has imposed on him an improvement to my desire. Also, Hakeem 

took interest in my feelings for Craig and even offered to help me look for him, but when he 
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knew that I was ready to let it go, he stopped the search for Craig. Dad wasn’t also too happy 

to back down on searching for Craig, but then Father said he couldn’t beg a man to love his 

daughter a second time.  

(Pauses) Err…Okay, where were we? Yeah…Craig! Okay, no…it wasn’t Craig. My job! I still 

work with my Dad and even though I have been off the grid in the past months, I am still 

responsible for the money that comes into the conglomerate. (Wide Smile). Now Back to 

Craig. You don’t choose who you love, right? How I fell in love with Craig is something I’d 

never understand and really there are no reasons that explain love, so right now or even 

after, I don’t think I want to understand. You might see me as a scorned woman who is 

holding on to a love that she might never have, but, I haven’t lost hope yet and I would 

encourage you never to give up on the one you love. Well, maybe eventually I might realise 

if we are meant to be or not, but for now, I won’t choose logic over love. My heart rages like 

an inferno as I hope and pray that one day Craig and I can live by love like larks live by leeks. 

(Chuckles) Did I just say that? (Covers face) God, what am I turning into? This is so not me! 

(Pauses) But then it is me. (Smiles) I am just a woman in love.” 

The door creaked open as Moira walked in. She stared at Aisha and hissed. “You are serious 

about this thing, right?” 

Aisha stared at the camera. “That is the Moira. She is not so important in this tale.” 

 “I am the story itself!” Moira shouted as she joined Aisha by her table. Aisha saved her 

recording and turned off her laptop. “But I wanted to see it.” 

Aisha nodded. “I know. That is typical of you, but, you won’t see anything until I decide that 

you should see it.” 

Moira smiled. “What if I bribe you?” 

 “Money is never enough.” Aisha replied as she picked up her phone. “So, what do you 

have for me?” 

Moira shrugged. “The usual. Except that Alhaji is directly involved in this one.” 

Aisha hissed. “I have told him to stay away from my business. I will handle it.” 
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 “He got us this contract. He says it is mega and that he wants a whopping fifty percent 

of the proceeds.” 

 “Fifty percent??? There is no way I am surrendering fifty percent of my bargaining 

power to him.” Aisha replied as she grabbed the car keys. “Who is the client?” 

Moira handed a card to her. “Arab oil rich men.” 

 “Now I see.” Aisha replied as she flicked the card. “We would renegotiate with 

Dad…but that’s only after we have sealed this deal.” 

Moira nodded, “That’s fine by me.” 

 “I should call Hakeem that we won’t be able to meet him for lunch-” 

Moira cut in immediately. “-We won’t have to worry about Hakeem. He told me that he was 

with Alhaji when I called him earlier.” 

Aisha smiled with some relief. She didn’t want to have to explain abandoning lunch for 

business to Hakeem. Hakeem had good interest in business but not at the expense of meals, 

so it was good news to Aisha when Moira announced that Hakeem was with Alhaji. 

 “Aisha, what do you think about sunglasses?” Moira asked as she dangled them before 

Aisha. 

 “Why?” Aisha asked. 

Moira shrugged. “You know the press haven’t actually gotten off our backs regarding your 

wedding. We didn’t officially cancel it and quite some time has passed, I think we should do 

something about that soon.” 

 “We will.” Aisha replied. “However, sunglasses can’t keep you safe from the press. 

They’ll take our pictures anyway.” Aisha replied as Moira handed her one of the sunglasses. 

Moira smiled. “At least, we are taking a form of precaution.” 

 “It never helped anyone. Why do you think it will help us?” Aisha asked as she 

approached the door. “Come on.” Aisha said as she walked out with Moira following quickly. 

 

++++****++++ 
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A lot of things had changed for Craig. Exactly two months ago, he had stared hard at Aisha’s 

gate as he contemplated seeing her. In the end, he had chosen not to bare his feelings to her. 

He walked away and it was a decision that looking back now, he’d say he didn’t regret. He 

also hadn’t heard a word from Daniel, although Bolu did tell him that Daniel decided to leave 

town for to the East of the country. Vicky had started picking up her pieces from what he 

heard from Bolu. Craig wasn’t too proud of himself that he could not reciprocate Vicky’s 

love, especially because of the uncertainty between himself and Aisha. He, however, took 

solace in the fact that he knew what he felt for Aisha and he was happy that he cared about 

her, even if he had to do it from a distance. 

For two months, Craig purchased every business magazine in the country to see if there was 

anything about Aisha in them but it seemed as though she had gone low key. Her father’s 

company was still being mentioned, but now Alhaji’s name was everywhere. It wasn’t 

Aisha’s. The past two months had gifted him with the opportunity of planning his return to 

Aisha, and now the moment seemed to be fast approaching. Craig pulled up his sleeve as he 

checked his wristwatch for the time. 

Craig relaxed in his seat as he allowed his thoughts stream.  

Bolu opened the door. “We have to go now.” He announced. 

 “Is it time yet?” Craig asked. 

“You gave him your word, remember?” Bolu said. 

Craig smiled. “I am not going back on my word, but I just need to be ready.” 

“Craig, you have been getting ready for two months now. Look at you, you even have 

a job now.” 

Craig stared at his office. He had gotten a job in a software company and even though he 

was fresh in the institution, his value there had been immeasurable to the institute. Bolu got 

himself a job too in the firm by Craig’s influence and together they had started building 
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something better than the life that they once had. Craig had come to learn the dignity in 

labour through his new job. 

“What if she doesn’t want me?” Craig asked. 

Bolu pulled Craig out. “She is on her way and that’s all that matters.”  

 

++++****++++ 

 

“Has he picked up the call?” Aisha asked as she stared at Moira. 

Moira looked worried. “No, I can’t reach Alhaji.” She replied. 

Aisha was more worried. “These Arabian guys won’t keep to time, would they? I think we 

should go back.” 

“No. Give me a minute. I will walk down to the car park and try to call him again, 

perhaps the network there is much better. Stay here in case they show up.” 

Aisha nodded in agreement. “Seems like a good plan.” She replied as she took a seat. Moira 

hurried away immediately. 

Craig kept his gaze on Aisha as she stared at her wristwatch. He had slipped in through the 

back door as soon as Moira gave him the go ahead. He counted one to seven in his heart as 

he prayed for a perfect moment. He then took the boldest strides of his life as he walked up 

to Aisha. “Hi.” He said. 

Aisha felt as though she had seen a ghost. Her heart raced faster than ever at that moment. 

This was Craig standing right before her. Her Craig. She took a deep breath so as to allow 

her heart be still. Her eyes were soon wet as a smile danced round her face. The smile was 

as though her face was soon to crack. It was as though all her dreams and wishes had come 

true at once. But then Craig’s face wasn’t greeting her with a smile, she smiled again. This 

time she was more welcoming than the initial grin she had on.  

Craig took a deep breath in victory. He didn’t have any more thing to do. He smiled back and 

took his seat. “Can I sit?” He said. 
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Aisha knew Moira wasn’t coming back now, neither was any Arabian man. She blessed 

Moira in heart. You know those friends that are always in the wings and in your face ready to 

help you? They are the real legends. It was about her and Craig now. “I never told you to take 

a seat.” She replied. 

He shrugged. “Your smile told me to do so, and contrary to the lady that the media paints, I 

think you smile beautifully.” 

Aisha smiled again. “Do you want an autograph? Big Fan?” 

He nodded. “Big Fan.” 

“The only pen I have with me is to sign a contract with some Arab men.” Aisha replied 

as she bit her lip. “I can’t help you, young man.” 

Craig pulled out a paper. “Well, we could talk about the terms and conditions of your 

contract much later.” 

“How can I be certain that anything is real about this moment?” Aisha asked. 

Craig took a deep breath. “All I have to offer you is my heart. But then, it is not my choice to 

offer you my heart, Aisha. You own it. I just…I…I just want a space in yours.” 

“A space?” Aisha asked. 

Craig nodded. “Just a space.” 

“I am sorry I can’t give you that space.” She replied as she blinked. “I don’t even own 

any part of my heart, so, you might as well create the space you want in it.” She added. 

Craig cleared his throat. “Since we have broken the ice…I guess we can introduce ourselves.” 

“Shouldn’t we have done that earlier?” she asked with a smile. “But then you already 

know me from the papers, right?” 

He nodded and stared at Aisha. “Aisha, my name is Craig and I love you.” He said as he drew 

closer to her. 

She smiled as she stroked his beards. “I would have said that I love you too, but then, I guess 

you already knew that.” She replied. “But then, I love you, Craig.” 

“Can we have that kiss now?” he asked as he planted his lips against hers. 
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Craig took her hand as they walked out and walked down the road. 

There were no words left to be said. There were no questions left to be answered. There 

were no issues to address. There was nothing left but two people in love and living by love. 

She didn’t care how far they were going. He didn’t mind if he ran out of words with her. She 

wasn’t bothered about the depth of their love because she sure couldn’t feel the boundaries. 

It was all love and more love for her. This was life in its best definition. 

Craig stopped abruptly and stared at Aisha. “Where are we going?”  

Aisha shrugged. “There is no leader or follower. It is a team walk. We would do this, Craig. I 

know we would.” 

Craig nodded as he got down on one knee. “The world already thinks we are engaged, but 

then, I am proposing to you officially. I want and need you to be my lover, best friend, 

walking partner, sister, mother and wife. Would you marry me, Aisha Bello?” he asked as he 

lifted a ring before her. This was his most priceless moment. He hoped in his heart that it 

could be theirs. 

Aisha let her most beautiful tears flow freely. She was certain that he was her world and 

that she was his world. “Yes.” She said as she nodded. “I’ll marry you.” 

Craig smiled as he slipped the ring into her finger.  

Aisha closed her eyes as she lifted her head to the heavens with a smile. 

 

     ….but then, it’s all fun and games till we fall in love… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

***The end*** 
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