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    I dedicate this story to the people who are chasing love daily everywhere in the world. I believe that they are looking forward to get it by chasing it to the right direction.

I dedicate this story to the travelers who are in love with the travelers, foreigners and tourists in the villages, Cities, towns and all surrounding townships.

I dedicate the story to those who have done bad things, and the spirits are catching them now t confess their scenes daily.

I dedicate this book to the lost souls who died without committing any crime and been buried without anyone knowing their cause or wondering what happened.

I dedicate this story to the lovers in foreign countries and those that have interests in strangers to always believe in love no matter what may have happened in their lives. 
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            Will she stay or continue to search for love in the foreign land?All her friends warned her about one country, Nigeria and the City, that is Lagos. She finds love and believe that her destination will give her hope and new life instead of searching for love in South Africa. As a medical doctor, her job is universal and doesn't discriminate so as to love it is universal too. 
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The author of How to ‘Negotiate, Present and Solve Problems”, “My Wedding Contract Too”,  

‘ and Her Lover is Gone” was born and raised in Limpopo Province, in a small town, Mokopane in South Africa. 

Branny Smith is a holistic therapist, and filmmaker who is producing feature films and feature documentary films and is a musician. He has worked as an investigative journalist and a researcher for more than 15 years in medical research and creative industry years of experience.

His films have been shown in the UK and currently, his feature film will be shown all over the world in film festivals.  He has published scientific articles in different publications.

He enjoys watching movies, cheers, and going out to the bush to watch nature.
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Introduction of the Novel
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The air was thick with humidity as the Lagos skyline flickered with the lights of a city that never truly slept. In the heart of its bustling streets, Jones sat alone in a dimly lit bar, nursing a drink and the weight of a past he could never escape. His once-promising life had been reduced to shadows and regrets, with every sip of alcohol serving as a temporary reprieve from the guilt that clawed at his conscience.

Jones was a man running—not from the law, but from himself. The accidental death of his younger brother, an incident that had haunted his dreams for years, was a ghost that refused to let him be. Now, after a stint in prison and years of trying to rebuild, his life had become an uneasy balancing act. Despite his rugged charm and the wealth he'd managed to amass, Jones was a broken man, caught in the undertow of his past mistakes and the dangerous connections he’d forged in his desperation for power.

Selina’s world was vastly different. A bright, ambitious woman in her late twenties, she had left her South African roots behind to build a new life in Lagos. Determined to escape the heartbreaks of her past, she sought stability, purpose, and perhaps, a chance at love. When she met Jones, she saw a man who seemed larger than life—mysterious, confident, and charismatic. What she couldn’t see were the cracks beneath his polished exterior or the storm of chaos brewing just beneath the surface.

Their worlds collided one fateful evening at a glitzy event, the kind where everyone wore their secrets on their sleeves and smiled through their lies. From the moment their eyes met, there was an undeniable connection—a spark that neither could ignore. But what began as a whirlwind romance soon unravelled into something far more complex.

As their lives became intertwined, Selina found herself pulled into Jones’s dark world, where danger lurked in every shadow and trust was a luxury they could scarcely afford. For Jones, Selina represented a glimmer of hope—a chance to break free from the cycle of pain and betrayal that had defined his existence. But the ghosts of his past were not so easily silenced, and the choices he’d made would soon come back to threaten everything they held dear.

This is a story of love tested by betrayal, redemption sought amidst chaos, and two souls trying to find solace in a world that seems determined to tear them apart.
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Foreword by the Author
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Dear Reader,

Jones and Selina are far from perfect, and their journey is riddled with mistakes, regrets, and hard-fought lessons. But through their story, I hope to explore themes of forgiveness, healing, and the resilience of the human spirit. Life, as this story seeks to portray, is often messy and unpredictable, but within its chaos lies the beauty of transformation and growth.

I also wanted to highlight the vibrant backdrop of Lagos—a city full of contrasts, where luxury and hardship coexist, and dreams are both shattered and born anew. The setting is as much a character in this story as Jones and Selina, shaping their experiences and decisions in profound ways.

The love we feel is not enough, and everyone can chase what is their desires and reach destiny.

I have noticed that in most cases we chase the love that will hurt us most in our hearts and sometimes it is difficult to understand and know those outcomes.

With gratitude

Branny Mthelebofu
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Message of the Novel
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At its core, this novel is a reflection on the resilience of the human spirit and the choices that define us. It is a story of love—its complexities, imperfections, and the sacrifices it demands. Through the lives of Jones, Selina, and the ensemble of characters who shape their world, the narrative explores themes of redemption, forgiveness, and the struggle to find peace amidst chaos.

The novel seeks to remind us that while we are all shaped by our past, we are not prisoners to it. Each of us carries the power to redefine our futures, to rebuild even in the aftermath of destruction, and to choose love and healing over bitterness and despair.

Set against the vibrant yet volatile backdrop of Lagos, the story also underscores the power of community, loyalty, and the delicate balance between personal desires and societal expectations. It confronts harsh realities—violence, betrayal, and trauma—yet offers a glimmer of hope that even in the darkest moments, there is light to be found.

This novel is a call to embrace our imperfections, to forgive ourselves and others, and to cherish the fragile, beautiful connections that make us human. 

It is a testament to the fact that every ending holds the seed of a new beginning, and every challenge carries within it the opportunity for growth and transformation.
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Chapter One: Beyond the Gates
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The prison gates loomed like a pair of unblinking sentinels, their iron lattice etched with the weight of countless stories. Midday sun stretched their shadows across the gravel path, turning the exit into a threshold both literal and symbolic. As the heavy door groaned open, the sound pierced the stillness, reverberating through the silent courtyard.

Jones emerged slowly, a man neither hurried nor hesitant, but caught in the gravity of the moment. Early forties and visibly worn, his body carried the marks of years endured, and his eyes betrayed the restless tides of a mind far from at ease. The sudden brightness of the sun made him squint, and he raised a hand to shield his face. For a second, he simply stood there, motionless, the world outside the gates a surreal blur of color and sound.

The taste of freedom was sharp and foreign on his tongue, mingling with the stale bitterness of years spent behind bars. He drew a long, deliberate breath, as if trying to inhale the life he had been denied. Yet with each breath came the whispers of his past—regrets, mistakes, and the faces of those who haunted him still.

The clothes he wore, a simple shirt and trousers provided by the system, hung loosely on his frame, as though they too were unsure of his place in the world outside. In his hand, he clutched a small, worn bag containing all he had left—letters never sent, a dog-eared photo of a happier time, and the fragile hope that the world beyond these gates still held a place for him.

A distant car horn jolted him from his thoughts. The road ahead stretched out like an unwritten page, a blank slate that promised both redemption and risk. He glanced over his shoulder, one last look at the place that had shaped him, broken him, and forced him to rebuild from the shards of his former self.

With a slow, measured step, he walked away from the gates. Each crunch of gravel underfoot felt like a question: Where do you go when the past is heavy enough to follow you, yet the future is too uncertain to guide you? Jones didn’t have the answer—not yet. But as the sun warmed his back, he resolved to find it. Somewhere in the spaces between his regrets and dreams, he believed there was still a chance to start again.
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Chapter Two: The Waiting Friend
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The parking lot stretched out like an endless expanse of gray, barren and devoid of life save for the occasional seagull scavenging scraps. A faint breeze carried the metallic tang of the surrounding fence, a reminder of where the past lingered. At the edge of this, Bonito stood, leaning against a weathered sedan that had clearly seen better days. His frame, sturdy but worn, mirrored the car’s resilience. His eyes, sharp yet heavy with emotion, stayed fixed on the iron gates that held his oldest friend.

As the gates creaked open, Bonito straightened, his posture no longer casual but charged with anticipation. The figure of Jones emerged, and for a moment, the two men simply stood apart, a chasm of time and experience separating them. The sunlight hit Jones’s face, illuminating features carved by hardship, and Bonito exhaled—a release of tension he hadn’t realized he was holding.

“Jones,” Bonito said, stepping forward and extending his hand. “Welcome back.”

Jones hesitated for a heartbeat before clasping his friend’s hand. The handshake lingered, neither man willing to let go of the moment’s significance. In that grip, they exchanged more than pleasantries—years of shared history, pain, and unspoken loyalty passed between them.

“Bonito,” Jones finally said, his voice rough, carrying the weight of solitude. He forced a smile, an awkward attempt to bridge the gulf of their separation. “It’s been a while.”

Bonito nodded, his expression softening into something warmer. “Too long.” His voice was steady, but his eyes betrayed the concern he tried to mask. “You look...different.”

Jones chuckled dryly, the sound void of humor. “I feel different.” He glanced around the sterile parking lot, its emptiness amplifying the enormity of his freedom. “I guess a few years will do that.”

Bonito stepped aside and opened the passenger door. “Come on, let’s get out of here. This place has had you long enough.”

Jones hesitated, his gaze drifting back to the gates one last time. The cold steel loomed in the distance, a reminder of a chapter he wasn’t sure he could fully leave behind. He sighed and turned to the car, his movements deliberate as though each step marked a departure from the man he had been.

As the engine roared to life, Jones settled into the seat, the faint smell of leather and cigarette smoke unfamiliar yet oddly comforting. Bonito pulled out of the lot, the prison shrinking in the rear view mirror. Neither man spoke, the silence heavy but not uncomfortable. It was the silence of understanding, of two lives intertwining again despite the miles and years that had separated them.

The road stretched ahead, winding into an uncertain future. Bonito glanced over at his friend, his grip tightening on the wheel. “Where to, Jones?”

Jones looked out the window, the world rushing past in a blur of color and possibility. “Wherever the road takes us.”

And with that, the car sped forward, carrying them both into a story still waiting to be written.

The car hummed softly as it glided through the city streets, the engine’s rhythm a steady backdrop to the chaos beyond the windshield. Bonito gripped the wheel firmly, his eyes scanning the road ahead, but his mind raced with thoughts of the man seated beside him.

Jones sat stiffly in the passenger seat, his gaze darting from one side of the street to the other. The city moved with a frenetic energy that was foreign to him now—people rushing by with purpose, neon signs flickering in vibrant colors, and skyscrapers towering like indifferent sentinels above it all. He felt like an intruder in a world that had gone on without him.

“The world’s changed, Jones,” Bonito said, breaking the silence. His voice was even, but there was a weight to it, a caution that came from knowing how fragile this moment was. “So did the company.”

Jones didn’t respond immediately. He shifted in his seat, the leather creaking beneath him, and leaned back, his body language betraying a mix of tension and resignation. His hands fidgeted briefly before settling on his lap, fingers curling into fists and then releasing.
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