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DEDICATION

––––––––

For the man who found me when I was not looking,

who stayed when neither of us knew what staying meant,

and who grew into love with patience, sacrifice, and grace.

Obinna Abraham, Nine years of you.

And still, I would choose this life with you, again and again.

She was not searching for love.

He was not ready for it.

What they found instead was persistence that learned how to stay,

sacrifice that grew into devotion,

and a life built quietly from uncertainty, distance, and choice.

This is a story about becoming,

together.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Love I Wasn’t Looking For

Chapter one

Chapter two

Chapter three

Chapter four

Chapter five

Chapter six

Chapter seven

Chapter eight

Chapter nine

Chapter Ten

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

PART I

BEFORE LOVE

The Girl Who Did Not Expect It
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Chapter one
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A Life Without the Language of Love

I was never a girl who imagined love waiting for her.

I did not grow up believing that one day someone would arrive and rearrange my life. Love was not a destination I carried into my thoughts or a future I prepared for. It belonged to other people. People who stayed in one place long enough to be found. People who built their lives around certainty and familiarity.

I did not know certainty.

I knew movement.

My life unfolded across countries, across accents, across expectations that shifted depending on where I stood. Nigeria gave me roots before I knew what it meant to belong. The UK taught me how to become quiet in my strength, how to survive without softness, how to build myself again and again in unfamiliar spaces.

I learned how to stand alone early.

How to make decisions without consulting anyone.

How to carry my own weight.

Love felt unnecessary in that kind of life. Impractical. Heavy. Something that might distract me from becoming who I needed to be. I believed life was about ambition, about direction, about learning how to move forward without looking back.

If love crossed my mind at all, it did so briefly. A thought without intention. A feeling without invitation. I did not imagine myself being chosen. I did not imagine choosing someone in return.

I was busy becoming.

What I did not know then was that love does not always arrive as longing. Sometimes it arrives as patience. Sometimes it waits quietly while you convince yourself that you are complete on your own.

I did not know that my certainty about solitude was already beginning to loosen.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter two

[image: ]


Crossing Worlds with an Unguarded Heart

Moving between countries teaches you how to hold people lightly.

You stop believing that every encounter has a future. You learn how to enter rooms without expectation and leave without ceremony. You stop assuming that connections are meant to last. Life teaches you that most things are temporary, and you learn how to be, too.

By the time I met him, I had crossed enough worlds to believe coincidence was safer than hope.

We were from the same country. The same land. The same beginnings. And yet our lives had taken such different routes that there was no logical reason our paths should have crossed. Different choices. Different timings. Different worlds entirely.

I did not know him then. I did not imagine him as anything more than a moment. I did not recognise him as the man who would one day become my home.

I only knew that I had entered that room fully myself.

I remember what I wore, not because of vanity, but because of presence. A red dress that moved when I walked, yet hugging my curves beautifully. Gold stilettos that announced each step. A gold purse resting against my arm. Red lips that did not apologise for being seen.

I was not performing.

I was not trying.

I was simply there.

That was the moment he saw me.

I did not know it then. I did not feel destiny or certainty or anything dramatic enough to name. I only knew that something shifted quietly in the space between being noticed and being known.

At that point in my life, I still believed love was something you could live without. I did not yet understand that persistence could be gentle, that attention could be patient, that a clueless boy could decide to learn the language of loving someone well.

I did not know that love would arrive not as interruption, but as accompaniment.

Sometimes love does not stop you from becoming.

Sometimes it grows alongside you, waiting for the moment you are ready to notice it.

PART II

THE BECOMING

When Love Learned How to Stay

​
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Chapter three
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The Night, He Saw Me

It was not night at all.

It was day. A formal event. Light filled the room generously, the kind that leaves nothing hidden. People moved in careful circles, dressed for purpose, voices layered over one another, the hum of significance thick in the air. Nothing about the setting suggested intimacy.

And yet, when he saw me, it felt as though the room was empty.

I did not know then that being seen could feel like being remembered. I only knew that something paused when our eyes met. Not the kind of pause that draws attention, but the quiet kind that happens inside you, where everything else briefly loses importance.

He looked at me as though I was not passing through. As though I was not temporary. As though I belonged exactly where I was standing. There was no boldness in it, no confidence sharpened by certainty. Just curiosity. Recognition. An attention that lingered longer than formality allowed.

I felt it before I understood it. That subtle shift. That awareness that someone had noticed not just my presence, but my existence.

I remember what I wore, not because of vanity, but because of how anchored I felt in myself. A red dress that moved easily when I walked. Gold stilettos steady beneath me. A gold purse resting lightly against my arm. Red lips that did not ask permission to be seen. I was not performing. I was not trying.

I was simply there.

I turned away first. I always did. It was easier not to stay too long in moments that asked questions I was not ready to answer. Easier not to trust attention that had not yet earned my confidence.

But he did not disappear.

Later, in the small in between spaces that events create, we found ourselves moving toward the same elevator. It was unplanned. Unremarkable. And yet when the doors closed, the world narrowed.

The silence was not uncomfortable. It was charged. The kind that makes you suddenly aware of breath, of proximity, of the fact that something is unfolding without language. Our shoulders nearly touched. Not quite. Enough to be noticed.

He spoke first. Something simple. Something ordinary. But his voice carried intention. I answered carefully, still guarded, still unsure why this moment felt heavier than it should.

When the doors opened, neither of us moved immediately. Time stretched, thin and deliberate. It was then I noticed her.

Another woman. Watching. Her gaze sharp with curiosity, then something else. Possession, perhaps. Or surprise. The kind of look that recognizes a shift in attention before words confirm it.

I did not feel triumph. I felt awareness.

Later still, when conversation replaced silence and proximity became choice, he leaned in. Not rushed. Not assumed. Just close enough to ask without asking.

Our first kiss was brief. Almost careful. A beginning, not a declaration. But it carried weight. It said this matters. It said I see you. It said stay.

I pulled back first, heart
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