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CHAPTER ONE 

Damilola couldn’t contain her excitement as the announcement that the flight she and Anu were 

waiting for was about to land. She watched as the airplane came into view and begin its descent 

from the sky onto the runway, her heartbeat quickened in her chest. She scrounged her hands 

together gleefully in anticipation. He was finally here! She hugged Anu happily in her joy that he 

was going to be with her in some few minutes. She didn’t have long to wait and another ten 

minutes saw him walking towards them from Arrivals. 

Immediately he stepped into sight, she rushed towards him and tried to envelope him in a 

heartfelt hug but he brushed her aside, a slight frown marring his handsome features. He 

squeezed her hand instead and softened the blow of the rejection with a smile. Damilola found 

her enthusiasm dampened a bit but she was undeterred, mentally reminding herself that he was a 

shy person and hated public display of affection. The only acknowledgement he made of Anu 

was a smile before they all left for the waiting car while Damilola chatted nineteen to the dozen 

to cover what would have otherwise been an awkward silence. 

Anu had agreed to drive them as if they were a newly married couple and would steal glances at 

the two lovers seating at the back seat, flashing Damilola a smile whenever their eyes met. She 

couldn’t understand why he wasn’t as excited as Damilola, one would think that he wasn’t the 

same guy that had insisted to come down from America to see her and talked with Damilola 

almost every hour of the day over the phone and all social media platforms available at their 

disposal. Anu tried to keep her mind on the road and not on the strange behavior of her best 

friend’s boyfriend. Maybe his silence had to do with her presence? Or perhaps he was tired from 

his flight, who wouldn’t be with the way Damilola said he worked so hard. Unknown to Anu, the 
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same thoughts were running through Damilola’s mind as she wondered why he was so cold and 

unresponsive to her. He must be tired, she chided herself silently and snuggled closer to him. 

*** 

Damilola stared at her reflection in the mirror and smiled at her reflection. She looked good but 

she couldn’t help worrying whether she looked good enough for him. Did he still like her smile? 

Did he still find her charming and attractive? Maybe she should have gotten a manicure before 

he arrived? This hair looks so old, she thought as she adjusted her curls so that it fell in loose 

waves over her shoulder. They had been apart for two years and although they had talked every 

single day of the two years, she couldn’t help feeling something was missing. She ran a brush 

through her hair one more time before going to sit on the bed to wait for him to finish having his 

bath. Her eyes strayed to his phone lying on the dresser and she picked it up instinctively. A part 

of her felt like going to his messages but she decided against it, it was best to let sleeping dogs 

lie, hadn’t she learnt that from her last two relationships. His gallery was a much more harmless 

place to check on how he had passed the last two years. 

She laughed at a picture of him cooking in his boxers, there was another of him snowballing and 

then the third picture hit her like a bombshell. It was a pretty buxom black woman in nothing but 

panties posing sexily in the same kitchen he had been cooking in the first picture. Damilola 

swallowed involuntarily as her thumb slid across the screen of the phone to the next picture and 

this time the other woman was smiling at her seductively with the panties gone. She had her 

middle finger up and her tongue dangling out. Damilola dropped the phone as if it was suddenly 

too hot to the touch and dashed at the tears that had quickly found their way to her eyes. The 

wheels in her head turned and her mouth suddenly felt bitter; she didn’t need to be psychic to 
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know that Gbade was cheating on her. Our perfect world is not so perfect after all, she thought 

wryly. She heard the shower going off, a signal that he was done in the bathroom and she tried to 

compose her features so that none of the raging emotions she was feeling inside showed, she 

couldn’t let it bubble to the surface just yet. 

*** 

Gbade came out of the bathroom and smiled at her warmly, his warmest since his arrival but his 

smile only made her feel cold. Should she confront him? Should she ask him about it? Who was 

the woman? What was her name? What was she doing in his house? He didn’t seem bothered 

that she was with his phone, did that mean he had nothing to hide or he simply didn’t care? If he 

didn’t care, why had he come down to Nigeria because of her? The thoughts chased themselves 

around in her head and Gbade must have noticed that she was suddenly not as excited as she 

been before. 

“Are you alright? You look angry?”  

With a quick bright smile, she assured him she was alright. “Just a bit tired from having to wait 

at the airport for so long.” 

“You shouldn’t have come out so early though, I wish you allowed me take a taxi or something. 

You have outdone yourself with that meal I smelled when we came in.”  

Damilola had cooked him his favourite dish hours before she headed to the airport as a welcome 

home treat and he had said he would get to it as soon as he freshened up. 
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“It’s nothing really, you know…” the shrill sound of the phone cut her off and she looked down 

at the phone in her hand.  Mirabel! Could this be the other woman? She studied his expression 

closely, trying to read his facials as he took the phone from her and began talking in clipped 

tones to the other person over the phone. His answers were short and from her position on the 

bed, it sounded strained. The alarm bells were ringing in her head, why couldn’t he talk well to 

this person? This must be the other woman.  

He wouldn’t meet her eyes as he talked and immediately he dropped the phone, Damilola found 

herself asking, “Who was that? I thought nobody knows you are coming to Nigeria?”  

He shrugged and muttered something about an overzealous colleague, walking out of the room to 

prevent any further questions. He was barely out of the door when the phone rang again, and she 

sat on the bed, straining her ears to listen to the conversation. His voice was a bit hushed and 

Damilola found herself tiptoeing to the bedroom door to listen. He was saying something about 

being with the other woman, 

“I will call you when I have privacy, I am with her now. You really need to stop calling 

me.”  The hurt welled up again and this time, the tears spilled out of her eyes. She dashed at 

them with her palms angrily and headed for the bathroom to splash water on her face so that he 

wouldn’t know she had been crying. She wouldn’t let him see her cry. So she was the Nigerian 

girlfriend? The girl to come home to? Perhaps she was just another name on his list of 

conquests? Had she been foolish in love these last two years trying to keep a long distance 

relationship? After she was sure she was calm enough to face him, she came out of the bathroom 

and went to the living room to watch him eat his food. 
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“Can I see your phone?” She finally blurted, unable to resist the urge any longer after she had 

been sitting for some minutes. His stare was a second too long before he indicated she could take 

it on the table where it laid. Grabbing it like a prized possession, she went straight to the gallery. 

“You look so funny cooking though,” she said with a forced laugh, feigning mirth at the 

photograph as if she was just seeing it for the first time. He looked at her and smiled before 

quickly taking a sip of water, averting his eyes. When she got to the incriminating photo, she 

turned to him with a questioning look in her eyes. 

“Who is this?” 

“I didn’t take the picture!”  

Damilola snapped then. They might have been apart two years didn’t mean she didn’t know 

when he was lying, she stood up and stared at him in anger, her eyes flashing.  

“How stupid do you think I am Gbade?  You have a naked woman in your kitchen, the same 

kitchen you were cooking in. She has on nothing but undies and do I need to remind you I didn’t 

even ask who took the photo?  I bloody asked who she is? Don’t insult my intelligence!” 

He stared at her sheepishly, the guilt written all over his face, his hand paused with the spoon of 

rice and plantain. He dropped the spoon and bowed his head slightly. There was silence in the 

room. 

“Why Gbade? Why?” He reached for her but she moved back before dropping the phone and 

headed towards the door. 
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“Dammy…wait. Hear me out. Please!” 
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CHAPTER TWO 

He reached her just as she was about to open the door. He grabbed her and enveloped her in a 

hug from behind. She allowed herself sag into him weakly. The fight was already drained out of 

her even before it started.  

“I am sorry Dammy, really sorry.” His voice came in a hoarse whisper in her ear and she fought 

to control the tears that had pooled in her eyes. The past two years had seen her warding off 

different men; the attractive, the ugly, the rich, even the damn poor who wanted her to do 

surulere with them. Her entire existence had been for him and it hurt her badly to realise they 

had apparently not been on the same page. 

“How long has this been going on? Are there others I should know about? ” Her voice was calm, 

stronger than she felt. She disengaged herself from his embrace and turned to face him. She 

swept her unruly hair from her face and stared at him, the tears hanging there, like a dark cloud 

threatening to spill its content. 

“I tried Dammy, I really did. I held on for so long, a whole year I had control of myself. Then 

one morning it was just as if something took over me,” his voice was subdued and defeated. She 

felt a morbid sense of pleasure knowing he was feeling a bit of pain too.  

He continued, “It was about a year after I got to America, Mirabel, that is her name wouldn’t 

take no for an answer. My body was in cohort with her and before I knew it, Mirabel happened. 

She has been the only one. I swear she means nothing to me. You are the one I love, when I think 

of my future, I see it with you not with her. Please Dammy I know I have messed up but don’t let 

us destroy what we have. I love you. You are my life, please!” 
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*** 

She sat on the couch with her legs tucked under her, pretending to read the book she was holding 

while Whitney Houston’s Where Do Broken Hearts Go? played slowly from her headset. She 

had gone through ninety-four love songs on her phone already. Each artiste seemed to mirror her 

pain with every lyric. She felt as depressed and moody as the artistes must have been when they 

wrote the songs. She looked up as Gbade walked into the room in nothing but his briefs. He 

looks so handsome, the devil, she thought. She shook her head as if to dispel the thought and 

tried to force her concentration back on her novel.  Miley Cyrus’ Wrecking Ball started just then 

and she sneaked another peek at him, using her book to cover her eyes. He was watching her. 

She quickly lowered her eyes and adjusted uncomfortably on the couch, unfolding her legs. Her 

breath caught in her throat when she sensed rather than saw him approach. The coolness of his 

hand resting on her bare thighs made her cringe. She was wearing a bum short with an oversized 

shirt which left most of her lower body exposed. Removing her reading glasses, she stared at him 

questioningly? He was squatting in front of her with a puppy look on his face. She could tell the 

past two days had been rough for him as well.  

“Is this the end Dammy? You have barely talked to me since I arrived. I can’t continue to see 

you like this and know I am the cause of your pain, if you want…” emotions made him choke on 

his words and she felt a twinge of pity. Gbade wasn’t the type that talked much, she was the 

talkative. He was too shy and reserved. She knew it must be very hard for him, trying to express 

himself. He looked adorable just staring at her with that look of devotion on his face. Without 

another word, she pulled him up and kissed him fully on the lips. 
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“It’s alright baby, we will be alright so long as you let her go and come back to me where you 

belong.”  

He hugged her and whispered, “I belong only to you Tangy baby.” She smiled then. He had 

called her by the pet name he gave her before he left Nigeria.  

*** 

Dammy was panting as if she had just run three miles none stop as she thrashed under Gbade. 

His tongue was flicking in and out of her ear, two years and he still knew the right places to 

touch her. He had not forgotten that her ear was one of her erogenous spots. She whimpered as 

his hands fondled her left breasts gently. His assault on her ear didn’t stop as he expertly 

unbuttoned the shirt she was wearing. It had been so long, a long time of waiting and dreaming 

for his touch. She was a woman in heat and she arched her back in ecstasy when his finger 

flicked over her nipple. He paused for a second and grinned at her.  

Unabashed, she flashed a smile at him, “It’s been two years damn it! Get along with your duty 

soldier.”  

He didn’t need another urging, he bent his head and his mouth found her exposed breasts, his 

tongue sucking on her already hard nipple. She moaned in pleasure, it felt so good to finally have 

another human touch her the way she liked to be touched. The wait had been worth it, she 

couldn’t imagine this pleasure with any other man. She reached out and grabbed his shoulder 

tracing the contours of his manliness. Her fingers ran down his back and traced his back before 

finding their way to his chest. Her fingers continued their exploration as she moved her hands 

slowly down from his chest to his stomach, till she came to where his public hair started from 
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before her hand disappeared into his briefs. He moaned against her breasts, exhaling heat that 

turned her on even more. She couldn’t hold back anymore, she squeezed his pulsing manhood 

and felt its power.  The rock hard rigidness of the pulsing penis excited her and she moaned in 

approval.  

Just then, a phone shrilled shattering the intimacy of the moment. She opened her eyes with a 

frown, it was Gbade’s phone. Her eyes went to the wall clock, who could be calling him at 

11:34pm? He gave her a quick kiss on the lips before rolling away to the dresser to pick up the 

phone. Mumbling incoherently, she stood up and leaned over his shoulders to nibble on his ear. 

She paused as she caught a glimpse of the caller id just as he pressed the green button. Mirabel! 
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CHAPTER THREE 

“Like seriously?” The words rolled out in clipped tones. He turned and stared at her sheepishly, 

trying not to meet her icy stare. Damilola folded her arms under her naked breasts, staring 

daggers at him. The effrontery of Gbade! Fuming silently, she stood up from the bed and 

snatched her bra from the corner which it had been discarded during the heat of passion. She 

walked out of the room, the anger seeming to radiate around her. She slammed the door behind 

her for emphasis. 

He was cheating and doing it to her face. That was adding salt to the injury and she wasn’t going 

to take that. She was a beautiful woman that guys found attractive, she could easily have any 

man she wanted yet here she was feeling blue over a guy putting her in a love triangle. She 

headed straight to the liquor cabinet, poured herself a glass of vodka and downed it in one gulp; 

squeezing her eyes shut. She poured another glass and with the bottle in hand, she headed for the 

living room. 

Gbade didn’t like her drinking habits and the thought brought a wry smile to her face. Screw 

him! I am done pleasing the self-centered son of a no good bitch, she thought bitterly as she took 

a direct swig from the bottle, not bothering with the glass again. To imagine, I have turned down 

good prospects these last two years for this guttersnipe, she fumed silently. Where did I go 

wrong? She had always had a bad history with men but Gbade was different. She had thought 

she had it right with him. 

She stood up from the couch and paced back and forth. As she walked aimlessly around the 

living room, she alternated between sipping from the glass cup and drinking directly from the 

bottle.  
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“Baby I am sorry about the interruption, can we go back to bed?” He came into the room, his 

expression apologetic.  

She hissed to dissipate the angry retort that was forming on her lips. She had to be careful; her 

tongue was venom. She had to watch what she said in the heat of anger. Dripping with 

saccharine sweetness, she answered sarcastically, “Oh really, is the other woman done with you 

now? Don’t you be in a rush little sweetheart, tell her she can have more of your time. Damilola 

isn’t in a rush to have you back.” 

A frown formed on his handsome features, “Have you been drinking again Dammy, you know I 

don’t like it when you do. Please go and brush your teeth and let’s get back to bed.” 

“Screw you!” She replied with a huff and threw the content of her glass in the direction of his 

face.  

She watched the surprise register on his face before she breezed past him without a backward 

glance. She entered the bedroom, her body shaking with suppressed anger and locked the door 

behind her. He can sleep on the couch or any of the other rooms for all I care, she said out aloud 

and plopped into the bed which only moments before had been witness to their passionate affair. 

*** 

The situation didn’t get any better over the next few days. Mirabel’s calls became more frequent 

and he wouldn’t stop talking to her despite all of Damilola’s anger. At first, Damilola was angry 

and then her anger changed to pleas. She begged him to respect her presence and stop his affair 

with the other woman. 
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“What the hell do you take me for Gbade. You can’t say you want to be with me and you are still 

picking her calls.”  

Other times, she would find herself crying, “What do you really want from me? I thought you 

said it was just sex with her? At least have some decency and wait till you get back to America. ” 

Gbade would calmly reassure her that there was nothing between him and Mirabel and to even 

prove his point, he started referring to Damilola as his fiancée. There had been no previous talks 

of marriage between them before so when he mentioned the word fiancée, Damilola found her 

hopes surging high once again.  

Maybe their relationship still had a chance after all? Wasn’t it natural for men to cheat? She 

would ask herself. Maybe I haven’t been woman enough for him, she would further defend him 

to herself.  

As the days rolled by, she found herself making excuses in her head to cover up for his infidelity. 

To show how special he was to her, she went on to prepare another special dish of his while he 

was busy working on his laptop for a special client one evening. She was pleased when she saw 

the delighted surprise on his face and as he kissed her she felt herself transported to the days of 

old, before there was any Mirabel in the equation of their love. 

When their love story had first begun, she had been genuinely happy. Maybe they could still get 

that back. She had to try. She just couldn’t give up without fighting for her man. She hardly took 

a bite out of her own food instead she chose to stare at him dreamily as he ate and when he was 

done, she cleared his plates without being told, playing the dutiful housewife.  
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She was washing the plates in the kitchen when Gbade came behind her and wrapped his arms 

around her, nibbling on her ear. Giggling girlishly she said, “Stop it Gbade you can see I am 

working. You are going to get soap all over yourself.”  

He laughed, “That won’t be such a bad idea now would it?” Turning her to face him, he kissed 

her fully on the lips and untied her apron as he led her away from the sink.  

Clothes came off and trailed them to the living room, they never made it to the bedroom. 

Damilola found herself urging him on as he took her against the living room couch and she let 

herself scream out in ecstasy when he branded her with his seed before collapsing against her. 

She held him to her and found herself crying silently.  

Kissing her tears away softly, he whispered, “I am here now Damilola, we are going to be fine! I 

love you.”  

In a shaky voice, she whispered, “I love you too.”  

Only if she knew that was only the beginning of it all, maybe she might have had a rethink and 

not been too quick to think of a bright future ahead. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

It was now three weeks since Gbade’s arrival in Nigeria. Of the three weeks, they had been at 

loggerheads on and off over Mirabel. She couldn’t understand how he could claim not to love the 

other woman yet picked her calls. Damilola found herself resenting the other woman without 

knowing her and wishing she could tell Anu about what she was going through but she knew that 

she had to work things through on her own. She couldn’t quit.  Quitting would be the first thing, 

Anu would advise her to do.  

Damilola was glad of her decision to endure the pain as in the third week, a change came over 

Gbade and he began to ignore Mirabel’s calls. All he did was talk about their engagement and 

how they would have a lavish wedding just so she would know that she was his first choice. 

Damilola felt happy once again, it was just like the old times and she silently congratulated 

herself for having withstood the storm of his cheating. 

She was preparing breakfast on a Wednesday morning when she suddenly felt dizzy and had to 

quickly hold onto the open refrigerator door to steady herself. Her vision clouded for some few 

seconds and the moment passed just as quickly as it had come. Damilola paid no attention to it 

and dismissed it as one of those warning signs of an impending illness. She made a mental note 

to use an anti-malaria drug and continued with what she was doing. She dished out the steaming 

porridge and vegetables and headed for the dining table where a patient Gbade was seating.  

She was about to drop the food when the dizziness swept over her again and the tray of food 

dropped from her hand and landed on the table with a rattle. Gbade was out of his seat in a flash 

as he saw her wince in pain, catching her as she grabbed at a chair for balance. 

“Are you alright? What is wrong Dammy?”His anxious face was pressed close to hers. 
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“I am fine, my vision just clouded for a few seconds that’s all,” she replied, disengaging herself 

from his hold and sitting on a chair. 

“Do you realize a lot of people die just for not being more concerned about their health? Even if 

you feel fine again, you should have a routine checkup.” He said this with concern expression 

still on his face.  

Damilola offered a weak smile at the worried expression on his face. “I am fine really.” 

“We are going to the clinic after you eat. Please don’t argue.” His voice was firm and Damilola 

knew there was no use arguing so she nodded her head in acquiescence. 

*** 

Damilola was silent throughout the drive to the hospital. She was unconsciously wringing her 

hands together in the way she usually did when she was nervous or worried about something. 

She had an inclining of what could possibly be wrong but for the life of her she was hoping she 

was wrong. She hoped fervently she was wrong and they were making a big deal out of 

nothing.  Her mind went back to the month before Gbade’s arrival. That was when she ran into 

John was it not?  

John was her last ex before Gbade. They broke up on friendly terms and although they didn’t 

bother to keep in touch, there was nothing but goodwill between the both of them. John had been 

excited to see her again, it was close to a year since they last had any form of contact and he had 

been insistent on her having a drink with him. 
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In his usual affable manner, John soon had her laughing as they talked about random things and 

made jokes about their seven months romance. He made a joke about how she had left him 

because he was too busy only for her to get into a long distance relationship. 

“Isn’t that ironic,” he quizzed with a quirky laugh. 

“It isn’t. In your case, we are both in Lagos but in his case I know he is not in Nigeria at the 

moment, besides he is coming back to Nigeria just to see me next month you know. We talk 

daily and he has been down to Nigeria about twice since we started dating.” 

“As long as he makes you happy, I am happy for you. Trisha has always said she wanted to meet 

you, you know?” Trisha was the white girl he was dating now. 

“Meet me, why would she want to meet me?” Damilola asked in a surprised voice. 

“I was pretty heartbroken when you left me,” he said with a sincere look in his eyes. 

“Didn’t seem like it at the time,” she replied dryly, “if I remember, you didn’t ask that we give it 

one more shot. You didn’t make any promises about easing up your schedules. How could I have 

continued to be with a man that was too busy for me?” 

“You weren’t patient, it’s all water under the bridge now. Cheers to the new life and to our new 

found happiness.” He raised his glass in a toast and she clinked her glass with his.  

“You should meet Trisha, she is coming over later today, please?” 
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She had to admit, she was curious to see his new girl and without thinking about it any further, 

she agreed to meet up with him at his place for dinner with Trisha. 

Damilola arrived a little earlier than agreed and was surprised to see John doing the cooking. 

“White women don’t cook?” she teased as she took a seat and looked around the familiar room. 

For a moment she felt a twinge of nostalgia. 

“Trishia is a bit of a feminist,” 

“I see, yet you made me do all the cooking if we were not eating out,” she said with a laugh. 

“You are an African woman, common. African women can’t be feminist. Come with me, you 

can keep me company in the kitchen till Tricia shows up.”  

Maybe that was when she should have stopped things from getting any further after all when the 

handshake begins to pass the elbow, it has become something else. Perhaps it had something to 

do with not being with a man for so long or simply the nostalgic feelings of being with John 

again but as she drank glass after glass of wine and helped with the cooking, she got more 

relaxed and was amazed to find out that there was no sign of Trisha when they had waited for 

about two hours. 

During the wait, she drank and traded jokes with John who was only too happy to supply her 

with drinks and after deciding on eating the meal of rice and fish, she made up her mind to leave. 

Somehow she never did but instead found herself the next morning sleeping next to John, his 

right hand draped over her naked body. 
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Damilola didn’t need to be told of what had happened and she cursed herself silently for having 

drank too much as she picked up her scattered clothing from the floor and hurried out of the 

house making sure not to wake up John. John had been very apologetic about the whole situation 

when he called her later in the day and admitted that he still had feelings for her and suggested it 

was best they avoided being in close contacts. 

Now, sitting next to Gbade, Damilola feared she was about to pay the price for that one day of 

indiscretion with John. 

*** 

Gbade’s face was a mask of rage and hurt as he stared furiously at Damilola. The veins were 

standing out prominently on his temple as he stared at her like someone. 

“Damilola, how could you? Why?” Gbade felt like his whole world was crashing when the 

doctor had first said Damilola was a month and some few weeks pregnant. At first he had been 

sure he had heard the doctor wrong but one look at Damilola’s ashen face was enough to confirm 

his fears. How could she be pregnant for another man? 

Damilola said nothing as the tears rolled down her cheeks uninhibited. 

“I cheated on you yes. Dammit, I didn’t get her pregnant. It was just bloody sex because at the 

back of my mind. My love has always been for you, it’s always been you, you, you you!” his 

voice was raised in anger as he slammed his fist against the steering wheel. 

“I didn’t mean it, it was a mistake,” her voice was barely an audible whisper. 
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“How could you Damilola. I totally understand if you couldn’t stay off sex but get pregnant? 

Does he do it better than me? Is he richer? Is he more handsome? Tell me Dammy.” The look of 

betrayal and hurt on his face made the tears flow even faster from Damilola’s eyes. 

“Gbade I am sorry. It was a mistake, it wasn’t mean to happen, I was drunk.” 

“Drunk, you were drinking with another man? Bloody hell! You see why I have always told you 

I don’t like your drinking,” he bellowed. He fixed her with a long look and said in a much calmer 

tone, “look where that has gotten us. How would you feel if Mirabel showed up at your doorstep 

to announce a pregnancy? Tell me.” 

Dammy shuddered at the thought and wished she could wipe the frustration out of his face. His 

pain must felt more painful than how she had felt when she found out about Mirabel. She wished 

she could comfort him but she didn’t know how. 

“I will fix this. I will abort the baby.” Pushing aside her hair from eyes, she looked at him with 

red-rimmed eyes and said quietly, “I can fix this Gbade, please we can get through it.” 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

She pulled on the loose strands of her hair nervously as she stepped into the doctor’s office. It 

wasn’t like she owed anybody an explanation on why she was getting rid of the baby but it still 

felt embarrassing telling a doctor she wanted an abortion. Her eyes did a quick scan of the office 

before settling on the smiling young man who waved her to a seat. The office had the same cold, 

sterile walls every hospital seemed to have. The whiteness of the walls made her feel as if she 

was about to taint it with the evil of her intent and to distract herself from this train of thought, 

she allowed her eyes rest on the doctor. He was young and quite good looking and she guessed 

him to be in his mid-twenties. Twenty-six or twenty-seven at the most, she thought as she sat in 

the seat he had indicated and continued looking at him. 

She caught his amused smiled and the raising of his eyebrow was enough to jolt her out of her 

thoughts. She cleared her throat nervously, she wasn’t sure whether she was embarrassed 

because he seemed amused that she was staring at him or whether it was because of what she 

wanted to do.  

She finally blurted, “I came for an abortion.” 

His smiling expression didn’t change, that cool smile was still playing on his lips as if he 

encountered a lot of people like her every day and she felt ridiculous as she waited for his 

response.  

He stared at her in silence for about a minute before he finally spoke, “if you don’t mind my 

asking, may I ask why you want to do it? He doesn’t want the baby?” 
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Damilola raised her eyes to meet his and hated the knowing look she saw there. Who was he to 

think he knew why she was having an abortion? 

“Yes, he doesn’t because it is not his.”  

His countenance changed then as a look of interest came on his face. 

“Oh,” he said as if waiting for her to go on.  

She continued, “I am doing it to save my relationship. We are engaged, but I messed up and I am 

pregnant for another man.”  

He was silent and didn’t say a thing and the silence urged her on as she blurted the story to him. 

Having not had anybody to talk to, it felt good to talk to a stranger who she was sure was not 

going to judge her. Anu wouldn’t understand and even if she did, she would never be in support 

of an abortion to please a man that had also cheated. 

“Why does it always have to be the women that suffer?” she heard herself asking. “He cheated 

too, not once, not twice but I happen to have a one night slip and here I am, knocked up and 

having to abort my baby to save my relationship. I love him, I really do doctor.” She laughed 

mirthless when she realised she didn’t know his name.  

She took a look at his name tag then. “Are you married Doctor Muyiwa?” 

“No I am not but I understand how you feel. I must however point out to you that I don’t think it 

is a good idea, the abortion I mean,” he said.  
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Muyiwa wasn’t sure what it was about her but she seemed so forlorn and confused as she talked 

in her soft voice. She was beautiful and he noticed the way she kept tugging on her hair absent-

mindedly as she talked.  

He continued, “You would be getting an abortion for the wrong reasons.”  

How could she be willing to abort for a guy that cheated on her and although she referred to him 

as her fiancé? She had as much as said there was no official ceremony yet. What if the dude 

ended up not marrying her? As these thoughts went through his mind, he became certain he had 

to help her. If he refused to carry out the abortion, she would simply go to another clinic.  

He found himself saying instead, “can I take you out for dinner later today and let us have a talk 

before we decide what you do please?” 

Damilola was startled at the earnest expression on his face and she wondered why he seemed 

concerned about her. She nodded and he thanked her as he took her phone number and promised 

to call her after office hours. 

*** 

It was now about three days since Gbade had gone back to the States and Damilola was feeling 

depressed. Following her meeting with Muyiwa who had convinced her against the abortion, 

there had been a big fight with Gbade when he learnt she was no longer going through with the 

abortion. His attitude towards her changed from forgiving to cold and on the day he was to leave, 

he simply brushed a kiss on her cheeks before hurrying out to the waiting taxi taking him to the 



Now That You Are Here 
 

airport as if he couldn’t wait to be rid of her. She sat in silence beside him in the taxi and after 

his flight departed, she cried all the way back home. 

She was soaking in the bath, playing Rihanna’s Haunted when her phone rang.  It was Muyiwa. 

“Hey you,” 

“Hi doc,” she said. She had told him of Gbade’s reaction and he had been calling her since 

Gbade’s departure. 

“How are you feeling?” 

“Still the same. Missing him. Feeling shitty and dead. I feel empty. I have so much work to do 

but I can’t even bring myself to do anything. I hate being in love. Two damn years of my life and 

he is just going to walk out. He didn’t even say goodbye you know.” 

“I know, you told me that already, about a hundred times. What are you doing tonight? Scrap 

that, we should go out tonight, you need to get out of the house and stop moping around. Can I 

pick you up say by seven?” 

Damilola had to admit, she found the doctor intriguing. Why so much concern and interest in 

her? She was in love with a man that had not dumped her nor claimed her, pregnant for another 

and an emotional wreck yet he was being so nice to her. He couldn’t find her attractive, could 

he? She laughed as she realized she was developing a crush on him the more she thought about 

it. She got out of the bath and began to prepare for her date with him. It would be good not to 

think of Gbade, she thought as she checked her reflection in the mirror.  
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She was dabbing on perfume when the doorbell rang and she hurried to the door. Muyiwa was 

standing there looking disheveled. The first two buttons of his shirts were undone and the shirt 

itself was half out of his trouser. He gave her a tired smile as she took his bag and closed the 

door after him. 

“I am sorry about my appearance but I have been at the hospital for three days stretch now. I was 

hoping that I could cheer you up but I feel so tired and drained.”  

She could tell he was tired and felt a twinge of pity that he had had to come see her instead of 

going home to rest. 

“It’s alright if we can’t go out. I am fine really, thanks for the concern. Let me get you something 

to eat.” She was walking to the kitchen when his voice came after her. 

“I like your perfume.” 

“Gbade got it for me,” she said. The thought of Gbade brought a cast to her face and she laughed 

when she saw came back to the living room to see Muyiwa’s expression. 

“I didn’t ask you who got the perfume for you. No talks of him, we are trying to get you over 

him remember?” 

“Alright,” she said and entered the kitchen again to check on the food in the microwave.  

*** 
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As he ate, they talked. He had a girlfriend he had been going steady with for about a year. 

Several times during the conversation, she brought up Gbade’s name and he would say 

something about how she needed to stop talking about him and she would laugh. The two were 

lost to time and when Muyiwa finally checked his wristwatch, he was shocked to see it was 

already past eleven pm. 

“I have to leave. Jeez how time flies. If only time flies this fast when I am on call. I would try see 

you next week okay?” He got up and slinging his bag over his shoulder, they walked to his car 

and Damilola stood waving as he drove off into the night. 

As he drove out of the gate, Muyiwa shook his head in wonder. Damilola was certainly an 

interesting woman and it was obvious she was crazy about this Gbade dude. If only the bastard 

could see that he thought darkly. Some guys are just too blind to recognize the good placed in 

front of them, he muttered in disgust. Another thirty minutes and he was driving into his own 

compound and he was still unlocking his door when he dialed his girlfriend, Halimat’s mobile 

number. He wasn’t going to be one of those guys that didn’t appreciate what they had. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

The friendship between Damilola and Muyiwa grew so rapidly that it was hard to imagine that 

just a month earlier, they had not even known of each other’s existence. They made phone calls 

every day and she spent most of her day chatting and texting with him. At first, their 

conversations centered on the pregnancy and he would talk about pregnancy related issues while 

she asked questions. At first they pretended it was because of the pregnancy; he was a doctor and 

she was always in need of one answer or the other to her anxieties but soon there was no point 

pretending that all she wanted to talk about was pregnancy anxieties as they soon began flirting 

casually through chats. They however knew better than broach the subject in person, during 

physical moments, they skirted around the issue of an attraction like the plague. It was like they 

were both waiting for who was going to make the first move. 

A month and about two weeks after they met, it became clear to Anu that Damilola was attracted 

to Muyiwa.   

“You know you like this guy don’t you?” Anu asked one afternoon during a visit. It was then 

Damilola realized she had grown a bit apart from Anu who usually was the one she could tell 

everything but since Muyiwa came into her life, she found herself doing all that which she had 

previously done with her best friend with him instead. Damilola was however not ready to admit 

her feelings to anyone just yet since she herself had not come to grips with it and in her usual  

manner of having a logical explanation for everything, she began to defend herself.  

 “Not that I like him in the sense you are trying to insinuate but I sort of like him as a really good 

friend. You know he is my doctor and he was the one that convinced me to keep the baby.” 
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 “Yet you gush about him like he is some god and we can barely have a five minutes 

cobversation without his name cropping up about one thing or the other you either both did or 

talked about,”Anu replied with raised eyebrows.  

“Anu, you have enough to deal with as a newly married woman without worrying about me.” 

“Well anything you say dear but don’t forget I am your best friend we have known each other for 

a long time now. I believe you are hesitant because he has a girlfriend. How do you feel about 

that by the way?” 

Damilola sighed and shook her head. “You are not listening to me Anu, I don’t like Muyiwa in 

that way. He has a girlfriend whom he loves dearly, I am nothing more than a female friend. 

Okay? You really need to chill out babes, which man will like a woman pregnant for another 

man by the way?” 

“What that sounds like to me is you thinking of the reasons why it is wrong for you to like him,” 

Anu fired back with a knowing smile. 

 “And am I not the same person coming out of a relationship where I got cheated on? Why would 

I want another man to cheat on his girlfriend with me? No I can’t do!” Damilola retorted 

heatedly. 

 “Alright! Alright!! Alright!!! I hear you but I will still be here waiting to see how things 

unfold.” 

*** 
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Muyiwa couldn’t understand what was going on with him; he couldn’t get Damilola out of his 

head. The more he tried to stop thinking about her, the more he found his mind wandering back 

to her. He shrugged out of his medical overall and dropped into a chair listlessly. Even now, after 

a long day at work of attending to many patients and just coming out of the theatre, he could hear 

her voice in his head, he could picture the way her face lighted up whenever she was laughing or 

the way she looked at him as if she wasn’t sure if she should be staring. He could hear her peals 

of laughter when she said something naughty and he countered back, and he could swear that he 

could smell the scent of her perfume which reminded him of jasmine. 

He ran his hand through his hair frustrated, he shouldn’t be thinking about her this way but he 

couldn’t help it. He loved Halimat and he didn’t want to hurt her but this attraction to Damilola 

was something he found strange. Since he started dating Halimat, he had not even had eyes for 

any other woman only to have Damilola walk in and change of all that. He was sure Damilola 

felt the same way he was feeling too but they had both found a way of skirting around the issue 

to avoid any awkwardness between them. Just then his phone rang and a big smile spread across 

his face, it was Damilola calling. 

He groaned inwardly as her voice came through sounding sexier than he had ever thought 

someone’s voice could be. He tried to concentrate on what she was saying about her day but 

instead found himself growing hard in his trousers as he thought of kissing her lips and listening 

to her whimpers. It had been a while since he had sex and the past week had seen him hornier 

than ever before. Halimat was currently on a visit to her village where she would be spending 

two months which meant he had to be on his own without physical contact. Damilola’s closeness 

made him long for intimacy. He prided himself on not being the sex type but he was after all still 
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a man and his manhood needed attention. A woman like Damilola who was carefree about her 

sexual confidence flirted with him casually and this was certainly not helping his libido.  

Without realizing what he was doing, he blurted, “what are you doing tonight Dammy? I would 

like for you to come over to my apartment.” 

She stopped midsentence of what she was saying and it seemed she understood the import of 

what he was asking without his even saying it. He had never asked her to come to his house 

before; he had always been the one paying her visits.  

“I would like to. Pick me up by 7pm?”  

The timing worked perfectly for him as he got off work by 5pm and that left him with about an 

hour and half to dash home, get refreshed before heading over to her place to pick her. 

*** 

Dinner was over and he could sense Damilola was restless. She was fidgeting in her seat as if she 

was uncomfortable on the couch. 

“What is the matter, you don’t appear comfortable, you have been restless all evening,” he said, 

taking her hand in his without actually looking at her. She snatched her hand from his as if it 

burned and laughed to contain her nervousness. The sexual tension between them seemed 

particularly tenser than usual this evening.  

He turned and looked at her questioningly. “I can’t hold your hand?”  
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She sighed as if in despair and blurted, “Don’t act like you don’t know what’s going on here 

Muyi. We both know there is a chemistry we are trying to ignore. It is not healthy for both of us 

and my best friend already thinks we are going to end up in bed. You have a girlfriend and this is 

totally wrong but I can’t help feeling the way I do. I think I should go home, would you drive me 

home please or get me a taxi?”  

She spoke hurriedly and her voice was almost pleading as if she didn’t trust herself not to say 

something different. Muyiwa moved closer to her and pulled her closer before lowering his head 

to kiss her. She pushed at his chest feebly with her hands but her lips opened up underneath his 

and granted him access. The softness of her lips was like the welcomed relief of collapsing into a 

soft bed after a long day of hard work. Encircling his arms around her, he kissed her hungrily. 

She moaned against him and took her hand to cradle his head even as his hand found her breast 

and he squeezed gently. She gave a soft whimper in her throat and began unbuttoning his shirt. 

In one quick movement, he had her blouse and skirt removed and she was straddling him on the 

couch in nothing but her red lace bra. She looked like a fiery goddess with her eyes slightly 

glazed with passion and her head thrown to one side causing her hair to fall in a mess around her 

face. His hand found the hook of her bra and he unclasped it, sighing in pleasure as her breasts 

swung free. He had no time to think because her mouth regained possession of his and he was 

lost in a tide of passion. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

“You did what!” Anu screamed. She sprung up in surprise from the couch she had been lounging 

on. Damilola had just recounted her sexual experience with Muyiwa. Anu shook her head as if 

trying to dispel a fog and stared at Damilola incredulously.  

“This isn’t you at all babes. You came out of a relationship because your man was cheating and 

now you are sleeping with a dude that has a girl? A committed relationship for that matter! What 

the fuck were you thinking?” 

Damilola stared at Anu with a half-smile playing on her face, watching Anu rant was always a 

pleasure. It wasn’t like Anu was any saint but of course she liked to act the Miss Perfect and 

Damilola was in no mood to argue. 

“Just look at yourself Dammy,” Anu continued, “you have misplaced priorities. Your focus 

should be on delivering the baby and moving on to other things and not shagging with the 

doctor.  Can’t you see he is simply preying on your emotions? This is a game men play on 

vulnerable women who are too emotional like yourself.”  

Damilola’s laughter rang loud at Anu’s last statement. “I am perfectly fine Anu, I can take care 

of myself. You should know I am no pushover and if this is a game, I think I need some 

excitement in my life. I have got nothing to lose after all, he is the one with a girl not me.” 

Damilola stood up and picked up her handbag, “I would be leaving now, I have an appointment 

with Muyiwa.”  

Giving her friend a quick hug, she hurried out of the house leaving Anu staring at her in 

exasperation. 
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*** 

“Halima said she will like to meet you one of these days Dammy, what do you think?”  

Damilola paused with the glass of water halfway to her mouth and stared at Muyiwa. They were 

having lunch at a favourite restaurant of hers that she usually came to when she was still with 

Gbade. 

“You want me to meet your girlfriend? Do you think that is such a good idea Muyi?” 

Muyiwa’s stare was even as he met her surprised eyes which were as round and large as a saucer, 

he could tell the news had clearly come as a shocker. Shrugging carelessly, he cocked his 

eyebrow.   

“Why is it not a good idea? You are a very good friend of mine and Halima has heard me talk 

about you a lot of times so she is dying to meet you. She is not one of those suspicious females 

who go around suspecting that their man is cheating just because he is talking to another lady. 

It’s about time you meet her in person.” 

Anu’s early warning of games flashed through Damilola’s mind and her eyes narrowed into 

suspicious slits. Perhaps Anu was right and it was all a game to him. He sleeps with me and has 

the audacity to call me a friend, well if he thinks he is good at playing then I would show him I 

am good at winning, she fumed to herself silently.  

Smiling sweetly, Damilola gave him a cool stare and replied, “it should be fun meeting your 

precious Halima, Doctor.” Standing up from her chair, she moved closer to him and whispered 

“but in the meantime, this patient needs some doctoring, would you attend to me please?” 
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*** 

Damilola writhed in pain as the blood seeped out of her pants and continued to stain her dress. 

Clutching her stomach, she groaned on the bed and struggled to grab her mobile phone. 

Something was wrong and she couldn’t tell what it was. She had suddenly felt a sharp pain in her 

belly when she was having her bath some minutes ago and had managed to make it to the 

bedroom just before the pain became too intense to bear. Now all she could see was the blood 

oozing out of her and as she rolled in pain, the tears flowed from her eyes freely. She screamed 

as another pang of pain tore through her. It was like her belly was on fire and her vision was 

beginning to blur.  

Am I dying? Is this what death feels like? She sobbed in relief when she finally managed to dial 

Muyiwa’s number. He picked up on the second ring. 

“Muyiwa, help me. I am dying,” she managed to croak out. 

“What is wrong, where are you?” his voice was frantic as she screamed again when another pang 

of pain hit her. 

“I am hooo…hoo.hhome. Blood everywhere, I don’t want to die.” The last thing she heard 

before losing consciousness was his, “I am on my way love.” 

When she came to, she was in a hospital bed and without seeing it, she knew there were tubes 

attached to her. She rolled her head to her right and met Anu’s concerned gaze. Her friend’s eyes 

were bloodshot, she had apparently been crying. 
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Damilola managed a feeble smile when she saw the relief on Anu’s face. 

 “What happened Anu?”  

Anu took her hand and squeezed gently, “Hush baby, hush. Just rest please. You gave us quite a 

scare. It’s nothing serious.” 

The alarm went off in Damilola’s head as it hit her that she was in a hospital and she started up 

so suddenly that Anu reeled backwards with a startled expression. Damilola’s hand flew to her 

stomach and her voice was shaky, “My baby, tell me my baby is alright!”  

Her violent reaction drained her of the little energy she had and she dropped back on the bed 

weakly just as Muyiwa walked in. He had a patient’s file in his hand and he looked like he had 

been working all day. She could sense the sadness surrounding him and in a weak voice, she 

whispered, “The baby is gone isn’t it?”  

Muyiwa stared at her before nodding his head in affirmation. She closed her eyes and sobbed 

quietly. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

With her hands folded under her breasts, Damilola stared unseeingly. She was sitting in her 

bedroom where she had refused any source of light and had refused to leave since getting back 

from the hospital. Losing the baby felt like losing Gbade all over only this time it hurt more than 

she could ever have imagined she was capable of hurting. 

Anu who was staying with her since the incident was beginning to run out of patience. It was 

already two weeks and Anu was hoping by now that Damilola would get her life back together 

and move on but all she saw was the constant flow of tears and the self-pity whenever Damilola 

managed to talk. 

“Why me all the time? I can’t keep a man, I am here lusting after another woman’s man and now 

my baby has been taken from me. This life just doesn’t want me in it.” She would wail and start 

another round of sobbing just when Anu thought she was getting better. It was as if the well of 

tears never dried. It hurt Anu to see her friend hurting this way and she was unable to do 

anything to alleviate her pain. She couldn’t comprehend the pain Damilola was feeling. If she 

knew Damilola was even contemplating suicide, maybe she would have had her checked into a 

psychiatric ward immediately. Damilola however kept those dark thoughts to herself and could 

never quite bring herself to attempt it because she didn’t have the courage to end her own life. 

It was on one of such listless days that Muyiwa stepped in with a pretty lady behind him. Light 

flickered in from the opened door and Damilola turned her head away, hiding her face in the 

already tears soaked pillow. 

“Hello Dammy,” Muyiwa’s voice was soft and strong. It was nothing like Anu’s pleading voice. 
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“Hi Dam,” the second voice sounded unfamiliar and Damilola looked up to study the woman 

standing beside Muyiwa. She looked pretty with the striking large eyes and full lips that gave the 

oval face a larger than life look like some Barbie doll. The unknown woman had the beauty of a 

glamour model who had just stepped out of the pages of a fashion magazine. Damilola’s eyes 

roved over the other woman’s figure. The strange woman carried herself in the manner of one 

unaware of her own beauty.  

Instinctively, Damilola knew this had to be Halima and hatred welled up in Damilola as she 

realized what contrast she must look next to the gorgeous looking Barbie doll. Damilola shot 

Muyiwa a dark look and managed to crack a smile at Halima who rushed forward to embrace her 

like they were long lost friends. 

“Oh you poor dear, I am so sorry about your loss. I just had to come over when Muyiwa told me 

about what happened.” 

 Damilola wasn’t sure how to respond and found herself hugging the other woman back while 

shooting another dark look at Muyiwa who was smiling sheepishly. 

“I am terribly sorry,” Halima continued, “but we can’t have you moping around like this 

forever.”  

Halima dragged Damilola from the bed gently and led her towards the bathroom. Muyiwa smiled 

wryly to himself as he listened to Halima chattering excitedly like she had just found herself a 

new best friend. Lord bless her heart, he thought to himself. 

*** 
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To say Anu was speechless when she returned from her grocery shopping to see the change 

Halima had wrought on Damilola was to undermine her shock. The same Damilola who 

wouldn’t get out of bed was talking and laughing with Halima while Muyiwa listened to both 

women with a look of pride on his face. Anu felt a twinge of jealousy that this stranger had been 

able to help her friend when she hadn’t been able to but she dismissed the thought as quickly as 

it came.  

Damilola’s happiness was all that mattered. Halima talked about everything like they were all 

old time friends and Anu soon found herself warming up to her as well. Anu couldn’t stop 

herself from wondering what Halima would think of Dammy if she knew the person she was 

helping was sleeping with her man.  

*** 

Following Halima’s visit, Damilola got back into her old routines and she was reading a novel 

and munching on her favourite chocolate cookies one evening about two weeks after Halima’s 

visit when he phone rang. She stared at the phone as if it was some dangerous weapon when she 

saw Gbade’s name appear on the caller ID. Her heartbeat quickened in her chest and she felt a 

rush of excitement. She picked up the phone gingerly as if any wrong move was going to make it 

explode and answered the call. 

“Hello Dammy,” the sound of Gbade’s voice brought a wave of emotions and for a second her 

mouth refused to open.  

She mentally chided herself for being such a fool and managed to mutter a cool hello in return. 
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“I am sorry about the miscarriage.” 

Anu had informed him about the miscarriage when Damilola had refused to come out of her 

room. 

“Took you long enough didn’t it?” She replied curtly. 

“I am sorry for not having checked on you earlier. I just felt I would have been the last person 

you would want to hear from considering how we left off. How are you now?” 

“I am fine! Thank you for asking.” 

“Are you sure?” He was using that tone of voice that had always had her melting in times past 

and she felt a twinge of excitement which was replaced by anger and then excitement again.  

Damn him for making her so confused! Then the alarm bells went off in her head when she heard 

him say, “I am coming to Nigeria to see you Dammy. I miss you and I know I have been a jerk 

but I want to make things right with you. When I think of love, you are all I can think of is you. I 

love you Dammy and I can’t stop loving you.” 
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CHAPTER NINE 

It was like the last time all over again but this time she wasn’t nervous in an excited sort of way. 

Truth was she didn’t know exactly how she felt. Maybe confusion was the best way to describe 

how she felt but she knew that Muyiwa wasn’t pleased. He had been acting silent and aloof since 

she told him of Gbade’s call. 

“Gbade said he is coming to Nigeria to see me, he said he still loves me and wants to work things 

through,” she had blurted during one of his visits.  

Muyiwa shrugged nonchalantly. “It is your choice if you want to go back to him.” 

Damilola wasn’t fooled. She could sense his hurt but had decided not to pursue the conversation 

further. Why was he acting upset? He after all had a girlfriend and they both knew there wasn’t 

much of a future for either of them together. The friendship with Halima was another thing to 

consider, it still gave her a bit of an odd feeling knowing she was sleeping with the kind 

Halima’s boyfriend. 

Damilola was jerked out of her thoughts when a female voice announced the arrival of Gbade’s 

flight over the loudspeaker. Her heart fluttered in her chest and she looked imploringly at Anu 

who only stared back impassively, a chilly look of unconcern on her face. Anu wasn’t in support 

of her reuniting with Gbade and there had been an argument about it. Anu’s argument had been 

that she needed time to heal and not revisit her old wounds but Damilola knew Anu didn’t 

understand. Nobody did.  They didn’t understand how her heart still thumped for him, how the 

sound of his voice was enough to send her heart racing and how she smiled and thought of him 

when a song they both liked was played on the radio or television. 
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She was not even conscious she was smiling now as she anticipated his arrival until Anu hissed 

in disgust. 

For Anu, looking at Damilola was like looking at a hopeless puppy awaiting the orders of its 

master. 

*** 

Later that night as she and Gbade were getting ready for bed, it suddenly dawned on Damilola 

that they had not discussed sleeping arrangements. Was he going to sleep in the guest room or in 

her bedroom with her?  They had not been able to talk much with Anu’s presence and Gbade in 

his ever self-conscious manner had been silent all through the day till Anu finally left. 

Damilola knew Anu had delayed leaving them together on purpose. She had chosen to follow 

them home and made sure they had no privacy as a way of stalling the inevitable. If he was going 

to destroy her friend a second time, at least she could make him stew for it. 

*** 

“Can we talk now Tangy?” Gbade asked. 

Damilola’s jerked in shock turned to face Gbade who was standing by the entrance of the 

bathroom. She was about to have her bath and above the noise of the tap, she had not heard him 

come into the bathroom. She was standing fully naked and his eyes roved over her body 

appreciatively. 
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“You scared me Gbade,” she said moving towards where she had hanged her towel. His eyes 

followed her movement and she quickly wrapped the towel around herself while trying to avoid 

meeting his gaze. 

“I will be out of the bathroom soon, we can talk then.” She didn’t wait for him to reply, she drew 

the bath’s curtain and leaned against the wall to support her shaky legs. He entered the bathroom 

and pulled on the curtain, leaving her exposed once again. She cocked an eyebrow at him and 

tried to control her heartbeat which was beating so loudly she was sure he could hear the sound. 

“I know I have wronged you Damilola, I messed up big time. While I am not trying to blame 

you, we both had our faults and I should have handled things better. Getting involved with 

Mirabel was one of the stupidest mistakes I have ever made in my life, it cost me one of the most 

important things in my life, you. Your getting pregnant for another man was the final straw that 

broke me but the good Lord in the high heavens know I still love you. I want you to give me a 

second chance to make things right, I know you still love me and together we can do forever. I 

love you my Tangy baby.” 

She had been expecting it all day long and without a word, she melted into his hands. He 

wrapped his arms around her and kissed her softly on the lips. Her lips were just as soft as he last 

remembered. His clothes came off as if of their own accord on their way back to the bedroom 

and soon, they were both panting heavily on the bed as they gyrated to the steady rhythm of two 

lovers who had been apart for too long. 

*** 
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Gbade was true to his word, he was the perfect boyfriend once again. While Damilola felt elated, 

Anu took every opportunity to make her disapproval known and surprisingly even endorsed 

Muyiwa as a better option to Gbade. Anu was of the opinion that had Damilola given birth to the 

baby, Gbade would most likely not have returned but Damilola was too much in love to care. 

Following Gbade’s return, Muyiwa became an absent figure in Damilola’s life and she didn’t 

notice it until it was time for Gbade to return to America. She suddenly realized that in her 

happiness to have Gbade back, she had not paid much attention to Muyiwa. Damilola felt a 

twinge of sadness when she realized she had lost Muyiwa to have Gbade back. Muyiwa barely 

talked to her and when they did manage to talk, the conversation was always strained. 

She was lying in bed beside Gbade who was to return to America the following day. He had been 

in Nigeria about two months now and during the period, he had vaguely said something about 

getting married although she had acted like she didn’t hear him. If he wanted to marry her, then 

he would have to propose in the traditional manner of going on his knees with a proper 

engagement ring. Her heart went back to Muyiwa and she vowed to see him immediately 

Gbade’s flight left. They could at least remain friends couldn’t they? 

*** 

It wasn’t until two days after Gbade left that she finally mustered enough courage to call Muyiwa 

over the phone and invite him for dinner. He had the same cool tone he had developed since her 

decision to get back with Gbade but she decided to ignore the cold tone as she tried to joke with 

him in their usual banter. He was unresponsive. 
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“What is wrong with you Muyiwa. You have been so cold and distant to me ever since Gbade 

came back. If there is something bothering you, why not say it so we can talk about it like adults 

instead of this sullen behavior.” 

He was silent for a few seconds and when he finally replied, his tone held a hint of mockery.  

“I am sorry your Royal Highness Damilola, I have just been very busy with work and you had 

your hands full with Gbade as well. It wasn’t like you had the time for anything or anybody 

else.” 

“We are not going to argue about this over the phone. Meet with me today by 6p.m. at my 

apartment.” 

He hesitated before saying, “Alright.” 

*** 

Damilola wasn’t sure inviting him over was the best thing to have done but she knew she missed 

him and was anticipating his visit. She missed the way he made her laugh and how they could 

joke and banter about everything. She loved Gbade and he made her feel alive but not in the 

same way Muyiwa did.  

Am I in love with two men? Damilola thought to herself as she got ready for the evening. There 

was no future with Muyiwa, he had his precious Halima but then Gbade could also be hooking 

up with Mirabel again, and after all he had only claimed she was the one. She slammed her 
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makeup box down angrily and plopped into her bed with a heavy sigh. She hated this mixed 

feelings. 

Before leaving, Gbade had revealed he wasn’t coming back for another two years and wanted her 

to come join him but she wasn’t so sure about that. The life she knew was here in Nigeria, she 

couldn’t abandon that for a man that had not even popped the question properly, could she?  

The doorbell rang just then and jolted her out of her thoughts. 

“The ever punctual Muyiwa,”she said as she made for the door. 

*** 

“What will you have me do Damilola? Hang around like a fool waiting for moments when you 

are not with your boyfriend?” Your going back to him isn’t the wisest decision you have made 

since I have known you believe me.” Muyiwa’s voice was raised in a manner that matched the 

frustration he was feeling. He was standing with his eyes blazing. Damilola had brought up the 

issue of his avoiding her and his cold behavior shortly after his arrival. 

“You also have a girlfriend,” she fired back. “All I am saying is I want the old you back,” she 

continued heatedly, “the guy that makes me smile and makes me feel special, is that too much to 

ask? Or is that man gone?” 

His face softened a bit as he saw the genuine anguish on her face. He realized he was jealous. 

Jealous that she had gone back to a man that had hurt her and he was hiding behind his anger. He 

was shocked at himself, why was he jealous? He had no right to be. 
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“Don’t you get it Dammy? I am jealous and it’s killing me. I shouldn’t feel this way about you 

but I do and we both know I have no right to be jealous. Keeping my distance is the best way I 

know how to keep my sanity. I can’t stand the sight of you two together but you deserve to be 

happy and since he makes you happy I can’t stand in the way of that.” 

Damilola’s eyes misted over. She felt a warm feeling of emotion course through her body. 

“I have Halima and God knows I love her and don’t ever want to hurt her so acting the way I 

have been doing is good for everybody at the end of the day. I can’t be with you without thinking 

of wanting to kiss you, strip you of your clothes, hug you close to me or cuddle you. You deserve 

better than Gbade or me, we shouldn’t keep treating you this way…” 

Damilola could take it anymore, she stood up and drew him close by his tie. She shut off the rest 

of his words with a kiss. He groaned deep in his throat and drew her roughly to him, his mouth 

raping hers. His hand found the mound of her breasts and he squeezed. Her hands flew to his 

buckle as they stripped each other of their clothes. She was wearing no pants so when he pulled 

her skirt down, he pushed into her in one quick stroke. She arched her back and they both 

collapsed on the floor of the living room as he rode her. 

“Damilola!” Gbade’s voice broke through the fog of pleasure. Muyiwa jumped off Damilola as if 

stung and the trio stared at each other. Gbade was standing there, a travelling bag in one hand 

and a box of chocolates in the other. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

Muyiwa was the first to take control. He tried to maintain a bland expression as he stared at 

Gbade’s face which was contorted in rage and disbelief. Damilola bowed her head in shame and 

refused to meet Gbade’s gaze after the initial eye contact. Gbade’s eyes darted from the two half 

naked lovers in front of him and the anger welled up like a storm.  

His reaction was so unexpected that it took all of them by surprise.  He hurled the briefcase he 

was holding at Muyiwa while the box of chocolates was aimed at Dammy’s bowed head. The 

impact of the hard leather whizzed the breath out of Muyiwa. The briefcase hit him squarely on 

his bare chest and even in his pain, he heard Damilola’s cry as the chocolate box hit her head. 

Without pausing, Gbade rushed towards her and dragged her roughly by the hair. He pulled her 

face close to his and slapped her face, spitting angrily,  

“You slut! Cheap whoring bitch!” Another slap followed the outburst and she cried out in pain 

and terror. She had never seen him so angry before and another slap was about to land on her 

smarting cheek when Muyiwa who by now had recovered from the impact of the briefcase’s 

blow pushed Gbade off her and the three crashed to the ground. Gbade landed on his side while 

Muyiwa fell atop him. Free from her tormentor, Damilola picked herself up and fled the room 

without a backwards glance, only stopping to pick her discarded clothes, leaving the two men to 

their punches. 

*** 

She was crying as she drove blindly to Anu’s house and she didn’t bother to improve her 

appearance by the time she parked in her best friend’s compound and rushed up the flight of 
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stairs. She banged on the door as if she wanted to bring down the door and Anu opened the door 

cautiously to see a hysterical Damilola sobbing uncontrollably. 

“What’s the matter? Who died? What is wrong with you?” Anu was scared to see Damilola 

crying so inconsolably and her first thought was that someone had died but she soon heaved a 

sigh of relief when she began to piece together the details of the story amidst Damilola’s tears. 

Her expression changed from concern to disgust when she heard Gbade had walked in on 

Damilola and Muyiwa having sex but that expression soon quickly changed to anger when she 

heard of the slaps and beating. Anu hugged her friend in pity. 

“Hush now baby, it is alright. No one is going to hurt you again.”  

Damilola’s tears soon stopped as Anu comforted her. When Anu thought it was safe to broach 

the subject, she said, “What is going to happen to the two men you left in your apartment? You 

can’t just leave them in your house Dammy. It is very dangerous, one of them could hurt the 

other badly and it would be because of you. Gbade is a total pig for hitting you but Muyiwa 

should have been more reasonable than to attack him. I would have to call Tunji to go over to 

your place and make sure that everything is alright.” 

“No don’t let Tunji know about this, I don’t want your husband to think I am a bad person. 

Imagine what he would think of me?” Damilola cried frantically.  

“Someone has to go there to make sure things are okay and it sure as hell is not going to be me. 

Trust me, Tunji is not judgmental, you of all people should know that. Gbade will listen to him, 

they are after all friends in a way.” 
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*** 

The two were gone. That was Tunji’s report when he got back from Damilola’s house. He had 

been reluctant to get involved when Anu informed him of the situation but upon hearing about 

Gbade physically assaulting Damilola, he changed his mind and had driven over to her house to 

check in on the situation. He still couldn’t believe Gbade had hit Damilola. The two shared a 

strong bond that was not hard to see even for a blind man, or so he had thought. He had even had 

a wager with Anu about Gbade getting back with Anu before the year ran out.  

When he returned from Damilola’s house, he kept his report to the basics. He had gotten to the 

house and found it empty but with evidence of the tussle that took place evident from the 

upturned furniture. He was silent when he handed Damilola the key to the house which had been 

left open. 

“What is Gbade doing in Nigeria by the way? I thought he left the country already?”Anu asked 

later that evening. 

“I don’t know. He had only a suitcase with him when he stopped by the house and of course with 

what he met, there had been no room for conversation.” Damilola replied dryly, she closed her 

eyes, trying to forget the haunting memories of the day’s ordeal. 

*** 

Muyiwa called two days after the incident to apologise. 



Now That You Are Here 
 

“I am sorry for what happened Damilola. I shouldn’t have lost my cool but I couldn’t stand back 

and watch him hit you like that. I couldn’t watch that animal treat you like garbage, I had to 

react. I thought of staying away, to give you time to get yourself together but I have to know that 

you are okay.” 

“It’s alright Muyiwa, he is gone now and that is all that matters. I have allowed myself to be a 

fool in love for too long. While there might not be much of a future with you, I feel safer with 

you.” Even as she said it, the guilt flooded her.  

The relationship with Gbade wasn’t right, there was Halima, and all the other things to consider. 

Anu’s probing eyes wasn’t helping matters. She had not been able to go back to her own house 

since the incident and had continued to stay on at Anu’s. Luckily Tunji had thought it wise to 

bring her mobile phone along with him. Muyiwa promised to call her later in the day and after 

hanging up the phone, she met Anu’s full glare. 

“When will you learn Damilola? Tell me! Is it until when Halima catches you herself? Don’t be 

stupid, you are smarter than all of these, I see nothing but trouble. Leave Muyiwa alone, in time 

you will find your own man. Your relationship crashed because of another woman and now you 

are willing to wreck another’s? Are you that self-centered and heartless? Have you lost your 

humanity? You enjoy this idea of two men fighting over you don’t you? Grow up Damilola, 

grow up! We are no longer kids that need to feel special by playing men.” 

Damilola knew Anu was right and kept silent. Trying to defend herself would only lead to an 

argument.  
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“I will be going back home today. Thank you so much for the hospitality Anu, you have been the 

best of friends anyone could ask for.” 

Anu rolled her eyes unimpressed and shook her head resignedly, “If that is your way of trying to 

get me to shut up, you won’t say I didn’t warn you.” 

*** 

“I am pregnant Muyiwa.”  

Muyiwa’s face widened and if he could see the utter amazement on his own face, maybe he 

would have smiled. Halima was calmer than he would have expected when she delivered the 

news. She was staring at him, trying to read his reaction so he quickly masked the emotions he 

was feeling. Different thoughts crossed his mind as he stared at her pretty face; she had been 

there for him when things had been bad and he felt a weight on his chest, he had not been good 

to her. He had had everything in total control just before Damilola waltz into their lives and 

everything went upside down. 

It had been war for Halima’s parents to accept him due to his Christian background. They were 

strong Muslims, her saying she wanted to marry a Christian had been caused a divide that had 

not been fully resolved. He couldn’t ruin it, not after all they had been through. He ran his hand 

through his hair in frustration trying to avoid her eyes. She was staring at him with those large 

eyes, making him uncomfortable, waiting for him to say something. 

“What is it Muyiwa, you haven’t said a word. What are we going to do?” Her words were laced 

with fear and uncertainty. 
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“We are going to get married.” He said without thinking.  

Her face lit up in happiness, it was like watching the sun burst out of a dark cloud and she 

screamed in joy, clapping her hands together gleefully. She threw herself at him and planted a 

kiss on his face. Muyiwa wished he could feel the same joy she was feeling, his thoughts were on 

Damilola. What was he going to tell her? How was she going to take the news? She was 

certainly going to be hurt and he wished there was something he could do about that. It took all 

his will to concentrate on Halima who was gushing about the wedding and when they should tell 

their families. He nodded and smiled, giving the right responses and when he finally managed to 

escape, he called Damilola and asked to see her. It had to be done sooner rather than later. 

*** 

Damilola was feeling excited, it was now three weeks since the incident and although she spoke 

with Muyiwa on the phone constantly, they had not met physically. It was like they were 

avoiding the rift that seemed to have been caused by Gbade who nobody had heard from again 

since the incident. Damilola had pressed Muyiwa on what happened that night and all he would 

say was that Gbade had stormed out of the house cursing and threatening. 

The occasion felt special enough for Damilola that she decided to dress up. She wore a blue 

jumpsuit which had cutouts in the front to show her belly button. She brushed her hair till it was 

hanging in loose waves down her shoulder and she adorned her neck with the pearls her father 

had bought for her three years ago. It had cost her father a small fortune. He didn’t give gifts all 

the time but when he did, he went all out. She wore the pearls only on special occasions and this 

was special enough an occasion for her. She smiled in anticipation when she heard the doorbell 
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ring and walking quickly to the door, she opened it and threw her arms around Gbade’s neck. 

She noticed the tired look in his eyes and his cold response, her enthusiasm dimmed a bit. He 

quickly disengaged himself from her embrace and headed straight for the mini-bar. He poured 

himself a drink of brandy and gulped it down in one gulp before he poured another drink from 

the vodka bottle. She stared at him wondering what was going on. She felt a sense of trepidation 

rise in her when he finally turned to face her. 

“Is anything the matter Muyi? You are scaring me.” 

He stared at her with a rueful smile on his face, “I am getting married Dammy.” 

Her heart stopped in her chest.  The pearls suddenly felt like they were burning her skin and she 

searched his face anxiously. He took a sip of vodka, his gaze was even. He was serious, there 

was no doubt about it, she could tell from his face. She turned and fled the room. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Muyiwa caught her by the arm just as she was about to grab the door, jerking her back more 

forcefully than he had intended. She fell into him and he staggered a bit, his hold loosening and 

she attempted to run again but he was quicker than her and had her by the arm again. He turned 

her around to face him. Her face was a mix of different emotions he could not begin to decipher 

and she pounded at his chest angrily. 

“Let me go damn it!” The tears flowed freely from her eyes as she pummeled his chest. 

“Just calm down and listen to me Damilola. I didn’t mean to hurt you with the news like that but 

I have no choice. Halima is pregnant.” 

Damilola raised her tear streaked face up to him, the news sinking in. 

“Let go of me Muyiwa,” she said in a quiet voice. It was like the energy was drained out of her 

as her fist stopped the pummeling and she sagged against him.  

“Please,” she added in a hoarse whisper. 

Muyiwa looked like he was going to protest but a resigned look crossed his face and he released 

her reluctantly. She dropped to the floor listlessly, wiping the tears away. He joined her on the 

floor and cradled her head in his laps, stroking her hair. The two of them remained that way, 

neither saying a word to break the silence except for the sound of their breathing breaking the 

silence. When it seemed like she had finally gotten herself together, she asked without raising 

her head, 
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“When is the wedding?” She didn’t wait for a reply before she continued, “I should have seen 

today coming, it’s not like there was a future for us anyway. What was I really thinking? That 

you were going to leave Halima to be with me? Lord bless that sweet angel’s soul, I don’t think 

even I could have done that to her. Isn’t it funny that I complained bitterly and felt like my whole 

life was crashing just because another bitch had my man and now here I am, crying over another 

woman’s man…?” Her voice trailed off. 

Muyiwa kissed her forehead gently. His action seemed to let loose something in her because she 

began to talk. For about two hours, Damilola kept talking. From Gbade to Muyiwa to John, it 

was like she had a lot she needed to get out of her system and ever the patient listener, Muyiwa 

let her talk. At last she drifted off into sleep and gently as if afraid to wake her and upset her all 

over, he carried her into her bedroom and laid her gently on the bed, brushed his lips gently over 

hers before heading out of the house. 

*** 

Damilola came to slowly the next morning, at first she was disoriented to find herself fully 

clothed and in bed but the memories of the previous day came flooding back and she sighed, 

rolling onto her side wishing she didn’t have to stand up. She remained that way for ten minutes 

trying to get her thoughts together, she felt weak and empty when she finally dragged herself out 

of bed and began to prepare for the day. 

“I have to move on with my life. No Muyiwa, No Gbade,” she said out aloud as if talking to the 

empty house would help fill the hollowness she felt in her heart. 
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“Having been through heartbreak with Gbade, this should be small compared to what have gone 

through already.” 

She soon decided it was best she left the house and head over to Anu’s, it was better to be with 

her best friend than to keep talking to herself in the house.  

Anu is most likely going to give me the “I told you this was bad for you” attitude, she thought 

but at that moment she didn’t mind. It was better to hurt with Anu present than to hurt in 

silence.  She laughed mirthlessly, Anu is the only person I can talk too after all, maybe her 

chiding would help me make better decisions next time. With that settled, she drove out of the 

compound, her heart aching heavily. 

*** 

“He is what?” Anu’s face was a mask of incredulity and her voice couldn’t have sounded more 

shocked. 

“Men are such pigs, so after deciding that he is done with you, he is deciding to wife Halima. 

Just look at yourself Damilola, a beautiful thing like you settled for side chick position when a 

lot of men out there would be glad to have you. Now he is dumping you for his wife material.” 

Anu hissed disgustedly, trying to control the anger she was feeling. 

“Muyiwa is not like that,” Damilola said in a weak voice. “Halima is pregnant hence the reason 

why they have to get married. Muyiwa loves me…” 
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“Loves you?” Anu cuts in angrily, jumping to her feet, “love you my foot! That guy is just some 

sick bastard playing games with you while enjoying some free pussy by the side. He doesn’t love 

either of you, not you and definitely not Halima! I don’t believe in all this complicated love 

triangle babes. Wake up and see him for what he really is, another player that likes to eat his 

cake and have it. Halima is such a sweet girl, she shouldn’t be marrying that animal.” 

“But Anu, you have barely even spent time with Muyiwa. He is sweet and caring and really there 

is nothing he could have done to help the situation on ground.” 

“Just listen to yourself, ‘he is sweet and caring and really there is nothing he could have done to 

help the situation on ground. Whatever happened to remaining faithful? How long are you going 

to keep playing the broken hearted girl? Where the hell is the Dammy I know? That no nonsense 

girl, what potion has he given you to make you so soft? When did you grow into this lovey 

mushy, sentimental idiot?” 

“There is no potion Anu.” 

“This madness has gone on for too long, I would be a very bad friend if I let this nonsense go on. 

It is time I do something about it. I have watched you make a fool of yourself just because I felt 

you knew what you were doing but it’s apparent you don’t. Halima and I need to have a talk. She 

must not marry that pig, pregnancy or no pregnancy.” 

“Don’t do anything stupid Anu. Let it be!” 

“Let’s see you try and stop me Damilola. I am doing this not just for you but for the good of all 

involved. He can’t destroy people’s lives the way he thinks is necessary. If he is cheating on her 
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now, what will he do when they are married? There will simply be another you! Halima deserves 

better, just think of what she did for you when…” 

“I know, you don’t have to remind me.” 

“My mind is made up, and don’t you even tell me to mind my business otherwise you shouldn’t 

have dragged me into it in the first place.” 

“Whatever you do, don’t do anything crazy, I know what you are capable of.” 

“A bad relationship is easier to walk out of than a bad marriage that is all I have to say.” 

*** 

Anu hurried into the almost empty restaurant and sighted Halima almost immediately.  Halima 

was sitting at the far end of the restaurant with her back to the door, her dark head was bent over 

a magazine on the table. Anu paused for a minute by the entrance of the restaurant, unsure of 

herself. Was she doing the right thing? She sighed resignedly, someone had to do it, someone 

had to tell Halima of Muyiwa’s infidelity with Damilola before it was too late.  As she walked 

towards the table Halima was sitting, Anu felt a sense of betrayal coming over her but she 

quickly shut it out. I am simply trying to save them from themselves, she chided herself silently. 

“I am so sorry I am late Halima, I got caught up in this stupid Lagos traffic. You know how it 

can be.” She said as she reached the table, touching Halima by the shoulder. Halima looked up 

with a welcoming smile on her pretty face. 
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“It’s no problem Anu. How are you doing, and how is your husband?” She laughed and 

continued, “I should not even be asking that silly question. Look at you, you are practically 

glowing.” 

Anu’s laugh sounded strained even to her own but if Halima thought anything was amiss, she 

didn’t let on. She seated herself, wondering how to break the news to Halima. 

“I do hope that Muyiwa would be as loving and caring when we are married. You know the way 

men can be, always so sweet and caring during courtship but then they start to misbehave when 

you are married to them.” 

Anu’s ear perked at that, this was her cue if she was to broach the subject of cheating. 

“About that Halima, are you sure you really want to get married just yet? I mean pregnancy is 

not enough reason to get married to a guy.”  

Halima’s face puckered slightly, a frown marring her pretty face and she looked at Anu 

questioningly. 

“Tell me you are not serious about that? How can you ask if I want to get married to Muyiwa?” 

Her voice sounded incredulous. “He is the love of my life and the pregnancy is simply hastening 

what we have always both wanted. I love him and he loves me, he makes me happy and nothing 

would make me happier than being his wife. He is a rare guy.” 

“When you say rare, what do you mean?” 
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Halima’s eye lighted up. “He is so sweet and caring, he treats me with the utmost respect and 

puts my feelings first. Just consider the way he quickly asked me to marry me when I told him I 

am pregnant. He knew it would be scandalous if my parents find out that I am pregnant but with 

the marriage they would be pacified. He doesn’t even look at any other girl but me, what more 

can I ask for?” 

Anu rolled her eyes, “Are you sure he doesn’t look at other women? After all they say all men 

cheat” 

Something in Anu’s tone sent warning signals to Halima and she looked intently at the other 

woman in front of before replying. 

“Of course I am sure he doesn’t look at other women. I was at first suspicious of him and your 

friend Damilola but looking at those two, you can tell they are just friends. Damilola is a 

respectable woman and Muyiwa is a good man.” 

“Tell me something I don’t know.” Anu replied sarcastically, feeling her throat go dry. This was 

the moment of truth. “Are you really that naïve that you want to honestly tell me that in your 

heart of hearts, you believe those two are just friends?” 

The warning bells in Halima’s head seemed to be ringing louder but she tried to quell them and 

adjusted uncomfortably in her seat, taking a sip of the drink she ordered shortly before Anu’s 

arrival. 

“Is there something you are insinuating Anu? Tell me, is there something I should know, after all 

you are friends with Damilola.” 
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Anu felt tempted to blurt it out then but something about Halima’s troubled face stopped her. 

Halima’s beautiful face was marred with anxiety. Anu felt torn between telling the truth and 

changing the topic. At last she answered. 

“I am not saying there is anything other than friendship going on between them. All I am saying 

is that you should look closely before you take a leap. Marriage is not something one should rush 

into.” Shrugging nonchalantly, Anu laughed and continued, “enough of all these depressing 

talks, what plans have you started making for the wedding?” 

Halima’s face relaxed as she launched into talks about the upcoming wedding. 

*** 

Damilola jumped down from the chair. She had just installed a camera in her bedroom and she 

looked at her handiwork with satisfaction. From the angle it was in, the camera took in the entire 

room while leaving it undetected to an unsuspecting eye. 

She had called Muyiwa earlier in the day and asked to see him so they could have a serious talk 

before his wedding. She still couldn’t believe the wedding was less than two weeks away, 

everything seemed like such a nightmare and the weeks seemingly rolling into the other. 

Following his announcement, he had been avoiding her and she felt slighted. Whatever it was 

they had was gone. He barely called her again and when they did talk, the conversation sounded 

strained and stilted. It was like being polite with a stranger. 
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After an intense mind racking, Damilola had decided to give it one more try and get him back. If 

he refused, she would be left with no other choice but this. She knew it was a desperate attempt 

but she didn’t care, she was a scorned woman who was willing to do anything she had to. She 

had to get the love of her life back. Giving the camera another smile, she went into the bathroom 

to get ready for the night’s seduction. 

He was punctual as usual and she sashayed to the door in the slinky blue gown that she had 

bought specially for the occasion. She had not bothered with underwear and her breasts jutted out 

proudly, straining against the thin fabric of the dress. She opened the door and welcomed him 

with a glowing smile, trying to make she acted natural just like the old times. 

“You have been avoiding me Muyiwa. That is not too good you know.” She said after he was 

seated. 

“I have been extremely busy Damilola. You and I both know that too much contact between us is 

not good. We had a good time but we both know there is no future for it. I just don’t want to 

encourage it anymore especially not if it is going to affect my marriage or your chances of 

getting yourself a good person.” 

“Just because we are ending the affair doesn’t mean we can’t be good friends Muyiwa. We were 

friends before all of this started. Neither one of us planned to fall in love.” She moved closer to 

him, taking his hand in hers. He stood up quickly as if burnt but she was quick and rose with 

him, clasping her hands tightly around his neck. 
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“In the meanwhile, you can’t just end everything without a proper goodbye. So consider this our 

last roll in the haystack before you tie the knot. I am not willing to stand in the way of your 

happiness.” As she talked, she unbuttoned his shirt and teased his ear playfully with her tongue. 

“We really shouldn’t do this Damilola.” He protested in a weak tone. She silenced him with a 

kiss, taking his hand and placing it on her breasts. He kissed her back. Mission accomplished. 

“Let’s go to the bedroom, I don’t want to forget this last time.”  

This time around, he didn’t argue with her, like a lamb being led to the slaughter, he followed 

her. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

It was three days since his meeting with Damilola, Muyiwa was lying down on the sofa of his 

apartment with Halima watching the news when a knock sounded on the door. 

“Who is looking for you at this time of day? It’s almost 8pm.” Halima grumbled, lifting her head 

from Muyiwa’s chest. 

“I don’t know. Check the door, I am sure it is one of those neighbours or something. Sorry dear, 

just get the door.”  

Halima stood up with a pout and was about to walk towards the door when he pulled her back 

and planted a kiss on her lips. 

“Let go of me,” she giggled girlishly.  Muyiwa smiled to himself, wondering how lucky he was 

to have a wonderful woman. Thank God the situation with Damilola has been put under control, 

he thought to himself. 

After the sex and the heat of unadulterated passion had blown over, he had tried talking with her 

in the most reasonable tone he could muster and surprisingly, she had been calm and nodded 

with a dreamy expression on her face. He was surprised that she would keep to her word and she 

had even offered to cook for him before he left. For the remainder of his visit, they talked about 

life in general and he felt assured that he could still have the old Damilola back.  

Maybe she isn’t as bad as I thought so he had agreed that she could attend the wedding since she 

seemed to have now given her full blessing. 
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“This came for you,” Halima’s voice brought Muyiwa out of his reverie. She handed him a 

brown envelope and his frown must have shown his surprise as he collected it from her. 

“I wasn’t expecting any delivery. It has no name on it. Are you sure it is for me?” 

“Yes, the person said for Muyiwa,” she shrugged, walking away.  “I need to start dinner if I am 

going to get home early today.” 

He opened the envelope and dipped his hand inside, bringing out a compact disc. He looked at it 

with a puzzled expression on his face and went into his bedroom to get his laptop. His blood ran 

cold when he saw the too familiar room of Damilola come on the screen and a few seconds later 

he and Damilola appeared.  He watched in horror as their last encounter played on the screen and 

for a moment his heart stopped beating. He quickly shut the laptop in fear.  

Damilola made a sex tape? My God! His hand was shaking as he quickly removed the disc from 

the laptop and picked up his phone. 

*** 

“Have you gone nuts Damilola? What is the meaning of this nonsense, why are you out to ruin 

my life? You have to stop this madness Dammy.” Muyiwa paced the room angrily and hit his left 

fist into his right palm to curtail his frustration. Upon seeing the video, his first thought had been 

that someone was trying to blackmail or expose his affair with Damilola and he had tried to 

maintain his cool until Halima left. He was however shocked when he called Damilola and she 

calmly informed him the video was from her. 
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“I am not your toy to be used Muyi. You have to learn that. A copy goes to Halima if you 

threaten to end what we have again. Trust me when I say I am doing this for the both of us. It for 

our sake. We have something good together. Why throw it away?” 

“Can you listen to yourself talk? You sound like a lunatic? What happened to you! Damilola you 

have to stop this, you can’t do this. It is absolute madness. Nothing but pure madness.” 

“So now I am mad as well? Good night Muyiwa. I love you.” With that the line went dead.  

He had thought of rushing to her place that very minute but something in him told him to wait till 

the following day. Maybe he could still reason with her and not act like she had him but staring 

into the beautiful face of Damilola now, he felt like wringing her neck. 

“How can you be so cold Damilola? What sort of demon has possessed you?” 

She sat there with a nonchalant expression on her face, looking at him like and watched him rant. 

Muyiwa cursed himself for the umpteenth time for having gotten himself into this. 

“What exactly do you want Damilola? I can’t marry you for sure, I love Halima and she is going 

to be the mother of my child. This new you is just so strange, how can you be so filled with hate 

as to go to this extent?” 

Damilola scoffed, disdain in her eyes. She stood up and went over to the drink cabinet. 

“Who said anything about marriage? Don’t flatter yourself Muyiwa, I wouldn’t marry you even 

if you were offered on a platter of gold…” 
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“Then what the hell is all this about” Muyiwa interrupted angrily. “We had a freaking good time, 

let it go dammit!” 

Damilola’s eyes narrowed into slits. 

“What I want is very simple, despite your marriage to your Miss Perfect; we are going to 

continue us. This is not over until I say it is, you can’t just waltz into my life like some prince 

charming come to rescue the damsel and then plunge a dagger into my heart a second time, that 

is cruel. You are the monster not me. You don’t act the hero when indeed you are the villain that 

is nothing but deceit and betrayal of the highest order.” She took a sip of her drink. 

“You knew there was no future in this for us Damilola. I didn’t mean to get involved with you 

but it happened. We are both grown adults to be able to move on.” 

“The heart wants what it wants my dear, and this girl’s heart is set on you.” She moved close to 

him and tried to lay her head on his chest. He pushed her back and stared at her with venom in 

his eyes. 

“You can’t ruin me Damilola, this madness is going to stop. I am going to tell Halima all of this 

myself.” 

*** 

 “I am sorry Halima, I just couldn’t hold it back anymore, I tried to tell you the other day at the 

restaurant, that was why I asked to see you then.” Anu said, consoling the weeping 
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Halima.  Halima’s tears were coming down hard and fast, making Anu question the logic of her 

action. She had not been able to hold it back anymore and she had finally spilled the truth. 

“You should have told me sooner Anu, I understand you were trying to keep your friend’s 

confidence but what about me? What about what they were doing to me? What about…” 

Halima’s voice trailed off and she started crying. Anu hugged her close, not knowing how to 

console her.  

“What is going on here?” Muyiwa asked as he entered the room.  Halima raised her head up, her 

face was tears streaked. 

“How could you Muyiwa?” She flew at him in rage. She slapped him on the face and pushed him 

violently. “How could you? I trusted you! You were everything to me! Was there something I 

wasn’t doing right? I defied my family for you. You are nothing but guttersnipe, a lowlife rat 

rat!” 

Muyiwa didn’t need to be told what she was talking about. He deflected her next blow and pulled 

her to him. 

“I can explain Halima, just listen to me, please.” 

She wriggled out of his embrace. 

“Get out now! I don’t want to see you Muyiwa, get the hell out of my house,” she 

screamed.  Muyiwa tried to protest but Anu pleaded with her eyes for him to leave.  



Now That You Are Here 
 

Taking an exasperated breath, Muyiwa walked out of the house. His world was crumbling 

around him and it was all because of one person, Damilola. 

  



Now That You Are Here 
 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

His heart was beating fast in his chest as he ran out of the house. What have I done? He yanked 

open the door of his car and got in hurriedly. He sat down and turned the key in the ignition but 

didn’t drive off, instead the events played in his head. He had left Halima’s house filled with 

rage and hate in his blood. Seeing Halima look at him that way had filled him with so much 

hatred for Damilola, there was no other explanation, she must have sent the tape and then sent 

her best friend for the finishing blow. 

So she sent her best friend to do the dirty job for her. The manipulative, self-centered bitch cares 

for no one but herself. That much is apparent now and it is time to end her little games, he had 

thought to himself, driving out of the compound in a blaze of fury. I regret letting myself get into 

such a mess, Muyiwa fumed. 

His hands were gripping the steering wheel so tightly they hurt but he couldn’t feel the ache. 

Like a mad man intoxicated on cheap alcohol, he drove through the streets of Lagos, each 

moment heightening his hate for Damilola. How he managed to get there without getting into an 

accident, he could not explain.  He had pounded her door with the craze of a man ready to pull it 

off its hinges and her voice had sounded annoyed as came to the door. 

“Who wants to break my door, can’t people learn manners?” 

“Open this damn door Damilola,” he bellowed, rapping on the door even more fiercely.  

Damilola recognized Muyiwa’s voice and with a puzzled expression on her face, she unlocked 

the door and fell backwards as he rushed into the room and seized her. 
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“You insufferable spoilt bitch!” Muyiwa said between clenched teeth, grabbing her and shaking 

her ferociously.  

Her eyes widened in surprise and then fear when she saw the anger and hatred on his face. She 

struggled in fear to escape from his grasp but he held on to her tightly, his fingers digging into 

her skin. 

“What is going on Muyiwa? Let go of me, you are hurting me.”  

He laughed derisively and smacked her hard across the face. Her cheek smarted from the slap 

and her eyes rolled in their sockets in shocked disbelief. She closed her eyes as his palm 

descended a second time. Muyiwa flung her away after the second slap and she landed on the 

ground with a thud. 

“This is what is going on you common slut, you are going to stay the hell out of my life. I don’t 

want to have anything to do with you or your circle anymore. Your messenger has delivered your 

message to Halima and I hope you are happy now, she won’t have me anymore.”  

Damilola rubbed her hurting cheek, looking at him with a dazed expression on her face. 

“What has come over you Muyiwa, what messenger are you talking about? Has the devil 

possessed you?” 

He laughed mirthlessly as he looked at her curled up on the ground. She was regaining herself 

and staring at him defiantly from the ground. 
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“Don’t act like you don’t know what this is about. Or you want to tell me you didn’t send Anu to 

Halima. Well I am happy that Halima knows now. I am going to spend my last drop of blood to 

make sure she forgives me but look at you; you have lost a good friend in me. Now that I am 

here, what does it do for you? I can’t even bear to look at you because when I see you, all I see is 

a disgusting animal. Yes, you are nothing but an animal. Manipulative, self-centred, without 

scruples, shameless, slutty…” He stopped when she began to cry softly. 

“I only wanted your love Muyiwa but if you say it’s over then I might as well accept it. I swear 

to you, I didn’t send Anu to Halima, I still have the sex tape, I never sent it to Halima, Anu isn’t 

even aware of it. She believes she is doing what is right for both us by telling Halima about us.” 

She stood up from the ground and continued, “I would get you the remaining copies of the tapes 

now so you can destroy them. Consider them my goodbye gift to you.” 

With that she walked into her bedroom and emerged about three minutes later with a small blue 

bag. There was a jut to her chin and a determination in her eyes like a fighter in a ring who 

knows he has been defeated and is trying to lose with as much dignity as possible. He moved 

closer to her to collect the bag and then it happened.  

Just as she handed him the bag, he saw the glint of a knife as her arm rose into the air and came 

crashing down, aimed for his chest. He deflected the blow with his hand and he cried out in pain 

as the knife sank into his arm. He lunged for her and they both stumbled backwards, yanking out 

the knife from his bleeding hand, pain and rage coursed through him like a gushing waterfall. 

She fought back like a wild animal, stronger than he could ever have imagined her to be. She was 

like a deranged beast of the field, as she attacked him with her teeth, sinking it into his neck.  He 
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threw a punch at her and followed it with a heavy push, trying to get her as far away from him as 

possible.  

She doubled from the blows and hurtling backwards, she hit her head against the drink cabinet. 

Bottles came crashing on her head and he watched in horror as she slumped to the ground in a 

pool of blood and liquor.  

He rushed to her but there was nothing even he as a medical doctor could do to save her, she was 

gone. That was when he had run out of the house in fear and sitting in the car now, he cried as he 

realized he had ruined his own life. He wasn’t just a cheat anymore, he was now a murderer. He 

knew it was going to be only a matter of time before the police would find him even if he ran and 

he was too weak to run. How can I face the world? 

He got out of the car and headed back towards the house. There is only one thing for me to do 

and I have to. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

He walked into the room and looked around him; everything was still the same way it was when 

he had dashed out in a hurry. His eyes went to Damilola’s lifeless body lying on the floor and for 

a second he cast his eyes down, the tears threatening to spill. He swallowed involuntary as he 

moved towards the body and turned her over. He pressed his face into her still heart and for the 

umpteenth time wished he had not come over. He allowed the tears flow into her dress, hoping 

she would stir in his arms and smile at him in that special way of hers and tell him she was 

faking it. That she was not dead, but he as a doctor, he knew she was gone. 

He stood up and lifted the body on his shoulder like a labourer carrying a bag of cement and 

carried her to his car. He opened the door to the passenger’s seat and propped her against the 

chair. The body flopped forward lifelessly and he adjusted the position to give her the look of 

one who was resting or sleeping. He quickly strapped the seat belt to keep the body in place. He 

closed her unseeing eyes which seemed to be staring at him accusingly and then he went to the 

driver’s seat and drove out of the compound. 

His heart was beating rapidly as he drove towards the Third Mainland Bridge. Every few 

minutes, he would sneak a peek at her, still longing for her to smile or stir but each time, she 

remained the same. As he climbed the bridge from Adekunle bus-stop, he increased the car’s 

speed and said a silent prayer of thanks to the heavens for the darkness of the night. The 

probability of getting rescued was slim and that was just the way he wanted it. 

John Legend’s “All of Me” filled the interior of the car and he wished he had given his all to just 

one person. He wouldn’t have been in this mess then. He was on the bridge now and he increased 
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the speed even further before making a sharp turn towards the water, closing his eyes and taking 

his hands off the steering wheel.  

It happened in a split second; the car hit concrete and was sent flying into the air as it flipped 

over. He heard the splintering of glass and crunching metal and what seemed to have been a 

human’s scream before the car tumbled into the murky water below and darkness took over. 

*** 

Anu looked around Damilola’s room with unseeing eyes, her hands were moving without any 

direction from her brain.  It was a month since Muyiwa and Damilola’s death but it still hurt as if 

it had happened just yesterday.  She had lost consciousness when she was told the news of the 

accident and when she came to again, she had wept inconsolably refusing to eat or drink for days 

till she had to be sedated. The task of clearing out Damilola’s apartment had fallen to her and as 

she sat in the once happy room, she wallowed in her grief again and wept bitterly. 

Halima had left the country about two weeks after and had not even bothered to attend the 

funerals. Anu wiped her eyes and tried to get herself together but the pain was too raw so she 

collapsed back on the bed and screamed like one in agony. Her husband Tunji rushed into the 

room and embraced her like a baby. 

“Hush baby, hush. It’s going to be alright, I told you already, you don’t have to do this just yet. 

Damilola won’t want you so torn apart. We all miss her, we all do.” 

Anu’s sobs became louder. 
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“I should have done something Tunji, I should have done something to save her. She was on a 

self-destructive path and I didn’t try harder to save her. It’s all my fault. I can’t believe I watched 

her die. I want her back Tunji, I want her back, please just let her come back.” 

Tunji’s heart felt like it was breaking to see his wife blame herself for something that was clearly 

not her fault and he clamped his mouth shut to control the anger he felt towards Muyiwa. There 

was no point being angry at a dead man. He led his wife out of the room and closed the door 

behind him and as he turned the key in the lock, he vowed that was the last time they were ever 

coming back there. 

 

THE END 
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