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Note
from the Author


 


Wow, here we
are again. When Abayomi and Olanma first came on the stage in 2013, I didn’t
think I would revisit them again. Their story was a cute treat I had for my
readers for the Christmas season. My main goal then was to show that not
everyone thinks the holiday is a time to be merry. Olanma suffered a great loss
at Christmas earlier in her life so the season wasn’t really her thing. We all
know how that turned out when she meet Abayomi. LOL. 


Theirs wasn’t
love at first sight but their romance was swift and their nuptials soon
followed. We left them at their very happy engagement. Here we are five years
later, let’s see how they did.


I hope you
enjoy their story and do not forget to leave me a review.


 


“A perfect marriage is just two
imperfect people who refuse to give up on each other.”~ Anonymous
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Chapter
One


 


“Arghh.”


Abayomi Rice
pounded his punching bag, ruthlessly. His arms worked fast and hard, swinging
from left to right without mercy. In the last couple of years, he’d picked up
boxing. The sport didn’t grow on him out of fascination but necessity. His
punching bag was his stress reliever. It helped him let off steam.


Sweat clung to
his olive colored skin. He roared like a pained lion at each strike of the
black leather. These days, he had a lot of steam to release. And there was only
one reason for it – his wife, Olanma Rice. Estranged or not, she was still his
wife and knew exactly what to do to get a rise out of him. With this latest
stunt, she’d achieved her aim and then some.


Abayomi heard
the phone ring. His body froze in anger he hadn’t been able to shake since he
left the office the previous evening. Steadying the bag, he picked up a towel
to wipe his face. He threw the towel over his shirtless torso and stalked to
the workout bench on the other side of his home gym. He stopped to take a sip
from his water bottle when the phone rang a third time. He reached over and
answered it.


“Yeah?” Abayomi
sat, his breathing slowly returning to normal.


“Don’t tell me
you’re still punching that bag.” Tunji Peters, his best friend, had called last
night while Abayomi was doing the same thing. 


 “Yeah.”  After
he got the mail from the courier late last evening, Abayomi had nearly
destroyed everything in his sight. It was like a dark cloud had cast a shadow
over him. Tunji had to talk him out of boarding a flight to Nigeria to shake
some sense into his wife. 


 Both men had
attended the same primary and secondary schools in Lagos. They briefly lost
contact when Abayomi attended college in the United States but quickly
reconnected at an alumni event back home. Abayomi had had the pleasure of being
Tunji’s best man at his wedding over a decade ago. Tunji was his only real
friend who wasn’t intimidated by his wealthy background and who always kept him
in check.


 “You’re
letting anger rule you.” Tunji let out a frustrated sigh.


“So a man can’t
be angry?” 


“You can, but
don’t sin. You’re dangerously close. We need to strategize.”


Abayomi
remained quiet. Tunji was right. Losing his temper wasn’t the way to go. That
was what got him into this mess in the first place.


 “All right, so
first, have you found out anything about my Naija project? Please tell
me you found something.” Abayomi plopped down on the padded bench.


“First, let’s
talk about what’s eating you. And I do have some news for you.”


“I spent all
night thinking of what to do, and I’m at a loss.” Abayomi stared at the
envelope in the corner as though it were a plague. Its contents were the source
of his rage.


 “You and
Olanma are the same.  Although both of you are saved, the spirit of
stubbornness won’t let you guys be great. You let your desire to teach her a
lesson go too far. And she called your bluff.”


It went much
deeper than that. No one else knew of the fight they had just before they
separated a year ago. Abayomi remembered the night he had told her, in no
uncertain terms, that she was to blame for what happened to their unborn child.
He hadn’t wanted to be that harsh but that was what he felt in his heart. He
still remembered how her eyes glazed over with anger. In silence, she had
turned around, and walked into their bedroom. He did everything he could to
apologize that night, but she wasn’t ready to listen. 


The next day,
he left for work, and she had boarded a flight back to Nigeria. He wanted to go
after her. They needed to talk, but the cycle of misunderstandings, arguing,
and making up was exhausting. Then just like that, days turned into weeks, and
weeks into months, until they were so far into their pride and hurt that a
whole year had passed by. He was ready to make amends, but now he wondered
whether it was too late.


“She’s your
wife, man…” Tunji’s voice trailed.


“I know she’s
my wife. That’s why I want her back. But, she sends me this? Divorce papers?
What’s wrong with her?” Abayomi frowned and eyed the envelope.


“Look, it
should’ve never gotten to this. I told you this could happen.”


“What does that
matter now?” Abayomi took in a deep breath of regret. He needed to fix this and
fast.


“Man... get out
of your feelings, and do something about it. Simple, admit your own mess. Go
beg am. Ask for forgiveness. I’m sure she’ll do the same.”


“Ha! You don’t
know her.” Abayomi knew that after what he’d done, it would never be that
simple.


 “Of course, I
do.” Tunji laughed. “Isn’t she the same person who despite the ultimatum you
gave her that Christmas – a trip with you to Cape Town before granting her an
interview with your grandfather – she still married you?” 


Abayomi cursed
under his breath knowing exactly where Tunji was going with this train of
thought. This wasn’t his first go round over the last couple of months. 


“Your point?”


“Na she
cause am. She fed that monster. After that, you thought dishing ultimatums
was the way to go.”


Abayomi
remained silent.


“How could you
tell her that if she didn’t move to the U.S. permanently, you wouldn’t try for
another child?” Tunji grunted. “Then when she fights you on it, you deceive her
instead.”


“Again...
what’s your point? And don’t make me sound so terrible.” Abayomi ran his hand
through his hair.


“You aren’t,
but you push hard, and for the first time, your wife is pushing back,” Tunji
said.


With an
exasperated sigh, Abayomi recalled his tumultuous relationship with his wife.
He wanted her from the first moment he laid eyes on her in his sister’s house,
seven years earlier. The attraction was instant, but she was coming out of a
bad relationship, and he wasn’t looking for anything long-term. Abayomi
recalled paying her a compliment and her giving him a tongue lashing. Despite
their rocky first meeting, she haunted his dreams. 


Two years after
that, Olanma, a freelance writer at the time, had walked into his L.A. office
expecting to interview his grandfather but got him instead. She needed the
interview, and he needed her. An interview with his reclusive granddad would
fetch her a hefty payday, and from what he had heard, she needed it. Desperate,
he did the only thing he could – issue her an ultimatum. In exchange for the
interview, she had to follow him to Cape Town, which also happened to be where
his grandfather was at the time. With no other option, she grudgingly accepted.
Olanma ended up spending the Christmas holiday with him and his family. 


Yomi was a
notorious playboy and had only wanted to spend time with the gorgeous woman who
had stolen his heart. He didn’t really have any plans beyond that. But they
were together every chance they got, and without knowing, he fell in love. Near
the end of their visit, she got an abrupt call to return to Nigeria. Her
father, whom she hadn’t spoken to in years, had had a heart attack.  Abayomi
shared in her pain and at that moment, comforting her in the hospital, he knew
his life would be incomplete without her in it. So he proposed. Nine months
later, they were married. 


The second
ultimatum, however, was another story. As long as she travelled back and forth
from Nigeria to L.A., there was a huge possibility that she would miscarry,
again. He couldn’t bear the risk of that happening. His heart couldn’t take it.
When she kept asking for them to have another baby, he agreed only on the
condition that she move to their L.A. home permanently. 


Abayomi stood
and left the basement of his home. He padded upstairs to his bedroom. He had
worked up an appetite, but first, he needed a shower. 


“If you don’t have
solutions, then let’s talk about the other thing.” Abayomi walked over to the
stereo in his bedroom, put in a jazz instrumental CD, and sat on the bed. He
looked down at his wedding band. The vows they made to each other burned his
memory. He meant them. The receipt of the divorce papers hit him with the
realization that he had failed as a husband.  He hated himself for letting hurt
take their marriage down the path of destruction. The thought that Olanma
wanted to sever all ties with him made his heart ache. 


“Wetin?”


“The project.
I’m so tired of hiring people that can’t do their job. There’s a problem with
breaking ground for the building I told you about.”


Tunji laughed. 


Abayomi looked
at the phone. What was his friend laughing at? “You think it’s funny? Work has
stalled in Tanzania and Nigeria, and you’re laughing?”


Abayomi’s
grandfather had retired from Rice Holdings, a development and construction
company, years ago. On his retirement, Abayomi was handed the reins of the
company. Abayomi’s father had died in a plane crash when Abayomi was
three-years old. Before his retirement, Dr. Rice had grown Rice Holdings into
one of the largest development corporations in Africa. Abayomi was now
determined to make their mark internationally as well – a feat which he had
achieved to some degree. 


Their major
advantage was that unlike the typical development and construction company,
Rice Holdings offered a holistic approach. They listened to the client’s needs,
sourced the land, and handled the designs and construction.


 “I know your
wife trying to divorce you has got you all heated up, but you need to calm
down.” Tunji paused. “I’m laughing because I did find out something, and you
won’t believe it.”


“My bad.”
Abayomi waited for Tunji to spill his findings.


“I read an
article about Obinze Oil & Gas laying lines on the outskirts of Lagos.
Obinze Oil needs that same land for gas lines that you’re trying to build on.”
Tunji paused. “I bet it’s your wife delaying your people from breaking ground.”


Abayomi stood.
The name Obinze Oil irritated his eardrums. It was the largest Oil & Gas
Company in Africa, and it was owned by his father-in-law. It was the reason he
lived in L.A., and his wife lived a thousand miles away in Lagos, Nigeria. She
ran the company for her father. 


“You’re
kidding.”


“So you mean
you and Ola have ceased all contact? You really don’t know what’s going on?”


Abayomi
remained silent. It was a sad situation. Olanma had changed her phone number
and blocked his emails.


“I just had an
idea. You and Ola haven’t told the family you’re separated, right?”


Abayomi
remained silent.


“Your
grandfather’s health is bad. Zara is getting married in Cape Town... you see
where I’m going?” Tunji’s tone lifted in excitement.


Zara, Abayomi’s
sister, was set to marry her fiancé, Terrance, in a week. She had been dead set
on getting married in Lagos, but changed the venue of the wedding to Cape Town
after he confessed to her about the dire state of his marriage.


 “You’re the
king of ultimatums so why not issue one last one, and pray to God it works,”
Tunji chuckled.


“I can’t keep
trying to manipulate Ola. I need her to want to work this out because she still
loves me and believes in our marriage.” He paused. “Not because I forced her.” 


“Well, I’m glad
you’ve learned your lesson, but you sound like a sick puppy. Are you willing to
risk her saying no to whatever you come up with? Time is running out. You need
one final ultimatum,” Tunji said. 


The truth in
his words made Abayomi perk up. “I’m listening...”


“I can’t
believe I’m advising you to do this, but I really think you guys need this
shot. Tell Ola that you’ll sign the divorce papers with no struggle, but first
she has to agree to call a truce while in Cape Town. If at the end of that
time, you guys can’t work it out, then you go your separate ways,” Tunji said.


“Are you
insane? I’m not signing anything. Haven’t you been listening? I want my wife
back.”


“Is that all
you heard out of everything I said?” Tunji chuckled. “I didn’t say you’d
actually sign the papers. But this is your chance to beg, grovel, and do
whatever you need to do to get Ola back.”


A beat of
silence passed between them.


“Cape Town is
where you fell in love. Use this wedding and time to your advantage.” 


“She’ll never
go for it. I abandoned her for a year!” Abayomi paced the length of the bedroom
and ran his hand through his damp, jet black curls. 


 “She abandoned
you, too. But that’s not the point now. Make sure she goes for it. Up the
ante.”


“How?”


 “Must I think
of everything for you? What’s your number one complaint about her?” Tunji
asked.


Abayomi
contemplated the question.  His wife would do anything to please her father
acquiring that land would be on top of her list. She needed it if she was going
to lay down gas lines. So she would work herself to the bone to make sure she
beat out any competition to secure the land. But what did that have to do with
anything?


Abayomi shook
his head. “Man, I’m hungry, tired, and frustrated. Talk to me.” 


“Tell her that
you’ll also give up the land for her.” 


Abayomi managed
a smile and took a breath. Since taking over Rice Holdings, he had never failed
to close a deal. For this project, he had been contracted to build an apartment
complex for a local company. The aim was to offer subsidized housing for its
employees. He could always convince the client to use another piece of land;
however, there was the risk of him losing millions if the client walked away
from the table. But then, everything in life was a risk. Now Abayomi would risk
anything for the sake of his marriage.


Abayomi thought
about his approach. The wedding was in a week. It was supposed to be a four-day
weekend affair. He’d ask Olanma for two weeks, just the two of them. He stroked
his overgrown beard.


Both friends
discussed the details.


“Oh, one more
thing,” Tunji said.


“Wassup?”


“Before you
step your foot in Lagos, a shave, and a haircut will do you good. Love can’t
have done you this wrong for you to let yourself go.” Tunji laughed and
disconnected the call.


Abayomi stared
at his reflection in the mirror. He was always clean shaven but had tried to
hide the pain of the last year with facial hair. 


The last time
they had spoken before Olanma walked, or more like ran, out of his life he was
so angry. When he thought about her outside of their current situation, he
craved his wife. However, when he allowed himself to think about how she always
put their marriage last, he didn’t think it was worth the effort. The one thing
that always nagged him was whether he had done enough to keep them together.


He stroked his
beard and muttered. “Ola, darling, I have one final ultimatum.” 


Abayomi felt
better with a plan. He strode into the bathroom and prayed, God, please,
this has to work. My future depends on it.










Chapter
Two


 


Love was the
devil.  Either that or his first cousin. The joke was on her because life had
tried to teach her that lesson once before. She hadn’t listened, but her
estranged husband had driven the message home. It took all of four years, but
she was crystal clear that the emotion wasn’t for her. If only she could rid it
from her heart.


 Olanma Rice
leaned against the windowsill of her Ikoyi office. The early morning April
showers didn’t stop the hustle and bustle of the Lagos metropolitan city she
had grown to love in the five years she had lived there. It wasn’t a huge
contrast to New York, where she previously lived; however, it was very
different from the Los Angeles where her husband continued to live. Well, soon
to be ex-husband.


She let out a
deep sigh, walked back to her cherry wood desk, and picked up her friend (and
sister-in-law’s) wedding invitation. Olanma glanced over it, then tossed it
back on the desk as though it stung. Life was indeed ironic. Zara told her
about the change in her wedding venue the same day her lawyers sent over the final
draft of her divorce papers. They both lay on her desk, side by side. Zara had
addressed the invitation to “Mrs. Rice” with a smiley face next to it. Olanma
rolled her eyes. Her friend had jokes.


She sat behind
the desk and leaned back in her chair. Her mind was about to travel back in
time when it was halted by a light knock on the door. She sighed at the
intrusion. Those memories, good and bad, were all she’d had to hold on to for
the past year.


“Come in.”


Her assistant
walked in with the salad she had ordered from her favorite restaurant, The
Chops.


“Thank you,
Vickie.” Olanma took the salad from her and reached for the gallon of water she
always sipped on throughout the day.


“You’re
welcome. I’m glad you’re eating something today.” Vickie studied her for a
minute.


Olanma knew
what the lady who had become more than just her P.A. was about to say, but she
didn’t want to talk about Abayomi today. The last twelve months had been hard,
and she had decided that it was time to move on.


“Don’t say it.
I promised I’d take better care of myself, and I am.” 


Vickie raised
her hands in surrender, a teasing smile spread across her face. “Okay, just
checking, because you know—”


“No, I’m not
going down that road.  I’m tired of crying. It’s time to move on. I’ve a birthday
coming up in four months, and it will be a new beginning.”


“I know about
your birthday in July, but what’s this about a new beginning? Are you going
back to Yomi?”  Vickie asked in excitement.


Vickie looked
so happy that Olanma made up her mind right there to hold on to her little
secret.  She wasn’t about to crush Vickie’s romantic illusions by revealing
that if all went according to plan, very soon, her divorce would be final. 


Before she lost
her nerve, she had signed the papers, and sent them to Abayomi. If he signed
them without fuss, they should be out of each other’s lives by her thirtieth
birthday. She was sure he’d gotten them, but he remained silent. His silence
always irritated her. She knew it was his way of punishing her and trying to
control everything. He swore it was an act of wisdom. Whatever it was, it
annoyed her.


“So are you?”
Vickie’s voice brought her back to the present.


“Huh?” Olanma
opened her salad. “Let’s just say it’ll be a new direction towards happiness.”


“Translation?”


Olanma waved
off Vickie’s words. “Don’t mind me.” The last thing she needed was another
lecture titled, “you guys are meant to be.”


 She blessed
her food and smiled up at Vickie. She was done talking about her defunct
marriage. Vickie got the hint and left.


When the door
closed, Olanma took a couple of bites of her food and twirled her fork. She
picked up the invitation again. Finally, Zara was getting married. She was so
glad her friend finally put Terrance out of his misery and agreed to marry him.
They’d spent many nights talking about it; all the while Olanma kept her
failing marriage a secret. 


One day, her
emotions betrayed her. She broke down and told Zara an abbreviated version of
the story. Olanma swore Zara to secrecy, but that didn’t stop her friend from
doing everything within her power to bring Abayomi and her back together.
Olanma was tired of her constant interference so she began avoiding her calls.


 Olanma shook
her head because she was certain moving the wedding to Cape Town was just one
of Zara’s many tricks. 


 “Her mother
lives here, for Pete’s sake.” Olanma stabbed a piece of lettuce and crunched. 


The way her
friend’s mind worked, Olanma knew she was counting on two things. The ambience
of Cape Town, and the effect of being around the Rices. A family she loved
dearly. But as Olanma’s grandmother would say, “You can take a horse to the
river, but you can’t force it to drink from it.” 


However, Olanma
wasn’t ready to test her grandmother’s theory, so even though she loved her
girl, she was seriously considering coming up with an excuse to be absent. Let
the ultimatum king figure out what to tell his family. She was tired of living
the lie. And based on the way he had totally ignored her this past year, it was
obvious he was done with the marriage as well. So what was the use of
prolonging the inevitable? 


She wasn’t
ready to see him. She put her fork down and rubbed her stomach. The love they
once shared had created a life that she had carelessly lost. She understood his
hurt and anger over their loss. No one was more ridden with guilt and pain than
she was. She had apologized several times. He said he forgave her but never
did. Her mind involuntarily returned to the night she knew her marriage was
over.


Olanma
stared at the piece of paper in her hand. This had to be some kind of mistake.
Her heart thudded against her chest as she parked her car in the garage of
their L.A. home. She entered the house through the connecting door and saw her
husband cutting carrots in the kitchen. In the six months since her
miscarriage, they had finally gotten to a place of normalcy. Except for the
part where he still refused to try for another child unless they lived in the
same place—preferably L.A.


“How was the
spa?” Abayomi asked.


“Fine,” came
her curt response.


He paused
and studied her. “What’s wrong?”


She flung
the letter at him. “Explain this to me. And it had better make sense.”


He glanced
at the letter and continued about his business. Then something in her snapped.


“Are you
kidding me right now? So you lied about not being able to leave L.A. in another
attempt to get me to do your bidding?” 


“Do my
bidding? We’re married! That means leave and cleave. Bible 101, baby.” He
snapped.


“Are you
seriously using the Bible to justify yourself? You said you understood I have
to finish this project for my father.”


“The
agreement was for the first year of our marriage! We’re in the third year, and
you still live in Lagos. Your home is here with me.” He walked out of the
kitchen.


Olanma
followed him. She knew he was right, but he was so wrong for manipulating their
situation. Abayomi knew she wanted to try for another baby. He could work from
any part of the world. After all, the headquarters of his company was in South
Africa. They talked about him working from Lagos while she finished up the
project she had started. That way, she wouldn’t have to travel back and forth. 
He agreed, but at the last minute, he claimed he had a problem with a building
and remained in L.A. Turns out, there was no problem.


“I can’t
believe you would do this.”


“Just like I
couldn’t believe you would travel against doctor’s orders and lose our baby in
the process. Your dad always comes first, doesn’t he?”


“Are you
saying I intentionally put our baby at risk?” Her eyes welled up with tears.


“You got on
the plane, didn’t you?” 


She gasped
and plopped down on the chair. A long pause passed between them. In that
moment, anger replaced whatever regret she was feeling. She wiped her eyes with
the edge of her dress. She lifted her head and saw remorse in his eyes.


“I’m sorry,”
he whispered.


“Save it.”
She stood and stormed out of the room.


Yes, she hadn’t
obeyed the doctor’s orders to stay in L. A. for a few more days after her
spotting episode. But to blame her outright? That was too much. She got on a
plane and left for Nigeria the next day. The pain and hurt was too deep.


After that
argument, they both waited for the other to make the first move to fix things.
Days morphed onto months and neither of them budged. Then one day, she called
his cell phone, and a woman answered. She never asked and never called again.
He was, after all, a recovering playboy when she met him. Now there was so much
water under the bridge that, despite the love she still had for her husband, it
was time to let go. In their case, love hadn’t conquered all. 


***


A few hours
later, Olanma made notes in her iPad as Chima, her driver, navigated his way
through Lagos mainland. She was on her way to Chief Adesanya’s office. With any
luck, today she would be able to close the deal that she’d been working on for
a while.


Obinze Oil
& Gas, her father’s company, had secured a deal to buy a piece of land in a
remote part of Lagos. With the land in their possession, they would be able to
lay down gas lines for the exploration of renewable energy. Her workers were
all set to begin their groundwork in the area when the villagers objected.
Regardless of the fact that she had all the necessary paperwork from the
government, the villagers refused to cooperate. 


She fought an
uphill battle until someone put her on to Chief Adesanya. The Chief was a
negotiator that was well respected in the community. His reputation for always
doing what was in the best interest of the village heads he represented had
gained him a god-like status. The people took his word for gold. 


Unlike her
father, who wanted to use guerilla tactics, Olanma knew that people’s lives
would be disrupted and some might lose their homes if her company were to start
digging and laying lines without consideration.  She understood her father’s
reasoning that she had a job to do, but she also had a conscience. 


When she set up
the initial meeting with Chief and his team, he had strung her along for weeks.
Every time she got to the appointment they had set, there was something else
that came up that he had to handle. Frustrated, she had called her dad. Huge
mistake.


 “Don’t worry
my daughter, some things are just meant for a man to do,” her dad had told her
over lunch.


“Dad...”


“Think nothing
more of it. I’ll send Mr. Kuma.”


 Mr. Kuma, the
manager of Obinze Oil & Gas, was a thorn




































































