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The task at my office wasn't just a project; it was a paper mountain that loomed over my desk, threatening to bury me alive. Every end of the season was like this—a brutal marathon that left me stretched thin, my energy reduced to bare bones. A single mistake could be a painful fatality. I felt trapped, stuck in a hole with no way out. 

The misery of the long, hard day’s work clung to me. What was the point of waking up early and lying down late, only to eat the bread of sorrow? The troubles would never end, and getting out from under them felt impossible. I was a ship without a rudder, broken and frustrated. But this job wasn't just a job; it was my purpose, a haven from the dusty, lonely roads that led nowhere. If I had wings, I'd fly far away, but for now, I had to cling to survival and embrace the pain.

The job had made me age significantly. Wrinkles roamed freely on my face. After several hours on the computer, it is time to put the misery behind me. Working without a break can sometimes be a terrible curse. I shut down the computer because it was time to go home. 

Tomorrow is another day. I gathered my bag from the table and took out my makeup materials. Perfectly done makeup would go a long way. I quickly inspected my face in the mirror. My reflection was a roadmap of exhaustion, every line a testament to a year of missed sleep and endless deadlines. Age and frustration have duly served their notice. Wrinkles were competing for every inch of decency and space on my face. I rushed the makeup over them. The light make up seemed to work wonders. The mess all disappeared under the heavy lines of fine layers as my beauty stood taller than the pair of legs that carried me. It was refreshing because it did not appear as if I wore a mask. It was a cherry on the cake.  My body felt like an old farmhouse, well-loved but showing its age, with every new ache and pain a creak in the floorboards.

I shoved everything into my bag, rose to my feet, and walked to the door. The familiar click of the lock and the gentle descent down the stairs felt heavy, each step a reminder of how exhausted I was. I had nothing to lose and nothing much to growl over tomorrow. I had done a sizable chunk of the job today. My handbag hung on my shoulder. Then my legs carried me to the gate. The guards on the night shift were around.

I approached the gate. One guard rose from his corner and threw it open. Masking my frustration with a smile, I waved them goodbye. They waved back in acknowledgment as I carried myself out of the premises. Slowly, the gate slammed shut behind me. 

I was alone on the street. The city hummed a different tune now, the rush-hour traffic replaced by a ghostly quiet. I stood on the corner and took a deep breath, the night air cool on my face. The streetlights flickered, weak and unreliable, and I felt a knot of fear tighten in my stomach. Because of poor maintenance, the street lights are hardly at their best. With nothing better to do, I faced the way home and started off quickly.

As I hastened down the quiet road, hunger struck me with a dreadful sting. I had felt famished all day. The task at the office hindered me from tending to my stomach. At any rate, I could eat a house! I stopped at my favourite restaurant and settled for a befitting meal. Arriving at the restaurant, I found that they had closed for the day, dashing my hope of a good meal. I felt it was odd, but when I glanced at my wristwatch, it was hard to blame them. It was 11 pm. For security reasons, they shouldn’t be open. In this town, things can change quickly. 

I sighed, turned and walked away. I could easily count the number of road users as I approached the bus stop. This was the first time that I would leave the office so late, and I wasn’t happy about it. With the frightening night sky staring at me, I won’t work so late again. Then, my pair of legs carried me to the bus stop, where I hoped to board a bus to my destination. As I stood alone at the bus stop, a bus pulled up in front of me. A police officer sat beside the driver at the wheel. There were two women at the rear. One appeared to be in her late thirties, while the other was in the pool of old age. About three men occupied the seats in the middle. They didn’t look suspicious. The door opened slightly. The conductor, who was as dark as midnight and whose head was like an egg, flung out his head and looked in my direction. “Madam, where are you going?” he asked me.

“I am going to Oshodi,” I answered, not knowing what to expect. My eyes scanned the bus once again. I wanted to be sure that I was not walking into a nightmare. Thieves and kidnappers are always lurking. I don’t want to get hurt. However, the police officer in the front passenger seat made me feel safe in their company. I swallowed hard and asked, “Are you going to Oshodi?”

“Yes, the bus is going that way. You can join us.” The conductor smiled at me.

Without hesitating, I held my bag close to my body and hopped onto the bus. Slowly, the vehicle rolled onto the road. There was a sudden rush of breeze as the bus picked up speed. Going home to meet a lovely family only made me happy. 
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The vehicle had barely rolled onto the street when I knew. I had made a terrible mistake. A hand from behind me, I suspected it was one of the women, yanked a handful of my hair, snapping my head back. Then came a sharp, stinging slap that left my cheek on fire. Before I could recover, another person rammed my head into the metal partition behind the driver's seat. A jolt of blinding pain shot through me, and I screamed as something wet and hot trickled down my forehead. Blood. I turned, ready to fight back, but the man beside me was already holding a gun, its cold, dark mouth pointed directly at my face. He pinned me to the seat. "Stay down, madam," he said, his voice flat. "Cooperate and we won't hurt you. But if you act funny, I'll shoot."

I was in a lot of pain. Because I feared for my life, I won’t let this slide so easily. I did not heed his advice to stay quiet or bother if he had a gun pointed to my head. Why would someone humiliate me in the presence of a police officer? I wanted his attention. “Officer, help me! I am being robbed!” I grabbed the metal bar in order to support my troubled frame and banged it so hard. 

“SHUT UP!” The gunman landed a blow on my neck. I growled, clinging so hard to the metal bar. Then he grabbed hold of me and pulled me back to the seat next. “Sit down! Don’t get on my nerves, woman!”

I looked at him with disdain. Terrible creature, he was a monument of insanity. He had a firm square jaw and thin lips hidden under a heavy line of moustache. "What are you doing? Who do you think you are?" I glared at him, fists clenched.

“KEEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT!” he fired back. When his attempt to break my spirit did not work as quickly as he had anticipated, he became agitated. “I have a ravenous appetite. I will hurt you if you don’t stay down.” He punched me in the face. 

Sensing danger if I don’t play along, I calmed down. But he had not finished with me. Then he raised his hand to hit me again. As I hid my face to avoid more injuries to my eyes, the blow that he had intended for my eye barely missed the target and hit my jaw. The punch to my jaw sent a lightning bolt of pain through my teeth and up into my skull. I thought I had lost a tooth. I held my jaw and groaned painfully with an eye on the officer that I thought was going to intervene and save me from the petty thieves.

The police officer barely glanced over his shoulders. “Madam, cooperate with them!” he growled.

“What?” I shook my head. The words hit me harder than the punches. "Cooperate with them." My mind reeled. He was one of them. The cop was a lie, and I had walked right into the trap.

They threw their heads back and laughed aloud.  Their laughter was a chorus of cackles, a cruel sound that echoed in the small space. I tried to figure out how to get out of the mess, but I could not think straight. 

Then the man who wielded the gun paused and asked, “What do you have in your bag?”

I swallowed hard and slowly revealed, “A few things...” The question left an unpleasant taste in my mouth.

The gunman snatched the bag from me and passed it on to his cohort. “Search the bag,” he told the fellow. 

“Alright,” the cohort said and descended on the bag. He searched through my bag quickly. My lipstick became the first casualty of the long night. He brought it out of the bag and flung it out of the window. Next was my little mirror that had followed me nearly everywhere I had gone. He tossed it out of the window. The mirror and the lipstick glued my world together. It pained me dearly that the crook had destroyed them before my very eyes. 

As he tore through the bag, while I watched helplessly, the gunman turned to me and said, “I asked you to cooperate, but you refused.” Before I could blink, he punched me in the face again. He left me with a broken nose. I buried my head between my thighs. My hands covered my mouth. The women at the back laughed. It was a free fall as they started again to beat me. They were going to kill me, and I could not fight back. Now I was sobbing dreadfully, trying not to scream in order not to anger them anymore. 

Then their leader, the man with the gun, said, “Enough! We won’t kill her.” The hand pounding ceased. “What’s in the bag?” 

“Some cash, credit cards and expensive jewelry,” his cohort replied, simpering.

“Ah, smart woman. You are fortunate we found something useful in your bag. You would have paid with your life,” the gunman revealed. “Raise your head. I want to see your battered face!” He cocked his gun and pointed it at me.

Scared that the scum could pull the trigger, I slowly raised my head. My body seemed to hurt everywhere. Oh, I could hardly see beyond my nose. I had a swollen face. I had a black eye, and a broken nose. 

The man who searched the bag brought out a POS machine. He inserted one credit card into the machine. He straightened his chin and said, “Choose your next words carefully. They may be your last. What is your PIN? Tell us quickly!” 

Then I turned to the man who had the machine. I said, “Let me see the credit card. I have two separate pins for the cards in the bag. I need to see which one you inserted so that I don’t give you the wrong pin.”

As the man pulled out the credit card from the machine, the driver slammed his leg on the brake and the bus halted. 

“What is the problem?” the leader asked.

“I think we have a problem!” The driver pointed to a vehicle that was parked in front of us. It was some distance away. “Look over there!” he said. 

We all glanced in the direction. 

“Is that a police van?” the leader, who had the gun, asked.

“I think so,” said the driver.

“This is not in the plan,” the guy with the POS machine said. Now, he was panting like a terrified lizard.

“What do we do now?” the driver asked.

“We need to back off!” the leader stated. 

The man who I thought was a police officer did something strange. He took off his beret and shirt and flung them under his seat. There was panic on the bus as everyone tried to scamper to safety. Getting off the bus in the middle of nowhere and fleeing on their legs was not an option for them.

The driver hissed. He engaged the gear, and the vehicle reversed. I did not like the idea because moving away from the police van meant I was in for a long night. I was worried that they would kill me once they gained access to all the money in my account. 

"Get the things you can lay hands on and get rid of her,” the gunman said. He pushed me to the man by the door. 

They took my handset, some money in the bag and jewelry. The man who had searched my bag grabbed me by the collar of my shirt. He signaled they would open the door. Now the vehicle was moving at top speed. The conductor shoved me toward the open door. The cold wind rushed in, and then I was flying through the air, hitting the rough pavement with a violent, jarring thud. The world went white hot with pain. My bag fell beside me.

The driver turned and sped off. I thought I had lost a vital part of me. But the desire to live made me jump to my feet. I did not check for fracture for fear of what would happen next. I grabbed my bag, faced the direction of the vehicle they thought was a police van and bolted.

Scared, they could change their minds and come back for me. Perhaps with the injuries that I had sustained, I may not survive another round of torture. As I ran fast, looking back at intervals to make sure that they were not in the chase, I tripped and lost my footing. I fell on the concrete and slipped into unconsciousness.
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By the time I regained consciousness, I was in the intensive care unit of a hospital. It was late. I tried to move, but my body hurts everywhere. As I raised my head, a benevolent voice that sat on the chair beside me drew my attention. 

“Stay calm,” he sounded from the corner. “You will be fine,” he assured. He crossed his arm.

A knot of pain and sadness twisted in my stomach as the memory of the bus rushed back. I felt the tears well up and spill over, a quiet sob escaping my lips. Terrified, I was deeply hurt that such would be my fate. I could only see with an eye, and my bloody nose now carried a bandage. The man rose to his feet and walked up to me. “Don’t cry, woman. You should be happy you are alive,” he spoke with a kindly brogue. 

“Are you the doctor?” I asked him.

“No.” He shook his head. 

“Oh,” I paused and tried to think. But I could not do much because of my poor state. “You are the police officer in the van that was parked along the road,” I said. 

He shook his head, a calm, kind smile on his face.

I just stared at him for a moment, my mind too foggy to process anything. "Who are you?" I finally managed to ask.

"Good evening. I'm Dalmos." He straightened the lapels of his suit jacket and put his car keys into a pocket.

"How... How did I get here?"

"It's a long story, but you've been through a lot. You need to rest." He sounded calm, but his eyes were kind.

“Thank you. The last thing I could remember was when I fell on the concrete.”

“Yes, you are right. I saved you. I had a flat tyre on my way home. So, I pulled up by the road to replace the deflated tyre. As I was working on the tyre, I noticed a bus approaching me. Suddenly, the vehicle stopped. I saw the bus reverse and speed away. I didn't think much of it, just a driver who'd changed his mind. But then I heard a terrible sound and saw you running. My first thought was a trap. These guys can be tricky, so I grabbed my wheel spanner and took cover behind my car, watching you from the corner. It wasn't until you fell that I knew for sure. I saw you were alone, helpless. I couldn't just leave you there. I ran to your side and found you... in a terrible state.

“You were bleeding everywhere. I felt your pulse. You were still breathing. There are chances you will make it alive by the time I get to the nearest hospital. So I took the chance. Got you into my car and brought you here,” he said. After the long oratory, he sighed. “If I may ask, why were you running?”

I sobbed and said, “Thank you for saving me. I was on the bus you saw. They picked me up at the bus stop near where I work. I told them I was going to Oshodi. I did not know they were thieves. They beat me up and took all my belongings. Were it not for you, they would have probably killed me.”

“Old habits die hard.” He placed his hand on the bed. 

“They thought your car was a police patrol van stationed along the road.”

He chuckled and shook his head. “That was providence, I guess,” he spoke calmly. 

“They feared some police officers were in the patrol van.”

“Now I understand why the driver reversed. God works in miraculous ways!”

“There was no need to keep me since they had robbed me. Then they threw me out of the moving bus.”

He shook his head. He said, “Sorry about that. You are a strong woman. You are fortunate to have survived the attack.”

“Thank you, Dalmos. I am indebted to you. I will not forget this kind gesture. My name is Elizabeth, but you can call me Lizzy.”

“You are welcome, Lizzy,” he said with a smile. He placed his hand in his pocket. “You should be fit enough to leave the hospital in three days.”

“Is that what the doctor said? I overheard two people talking a while ago, but I was too weak to comprehend anything.”

“Yes, it was the doctor and me,” he said. “Do you have anyone you could call, because I will leave soon?”

“My parents,” I said. “But I cannot reach them now because the robbers went away with my phone.”

“Sorry. Make sure you block the line in the morning. Get someone to do that for you before they inflict more pain.” He produced a phone from his pocket. He handed it to me and said, “You can call your parents.”

“Thank you.” I collected the phone from him and dialed my mother’s number. She picked, and I narrated my ordeal to her. As soon as the call dropped, I handed the phone over to him. 

He placed the handset in his pocket and said, “I have taken care of the hospital bill, Lizzy. You will not have to pay. Just recover quickly and go home.” His face broke into a gap-toothed smile.

“Ah, thank you, Dalmos. I cannot thank you enough!”

He glanced at his wristwatch. “I have a meeting in a few hours. It is two a.m. I need to catch some sleep,” he said.

“I understand. How can I reach you?”

He placed his hand in his chest pocket and brought out his business card. “My contacts are there,” he said. He handed it over to me. Before I could blink, he faced the door and walked out. I smiled as the man who saved me disappeared through the door. Such a Good Samaritan! 
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It had been over two weeks since I'd been discharged from the hospital. The physical pain was fading, but the boredom was a heavy blanket, trapping me in the quiet of my home. I rolled out of bed and slumped onto the floor, my phone a useless weight in my hand. A mindless game did nothing to soothe the lingering emptiness. I couldn't shake the feeling that something was missing. As I sat there, the thought of Dalmos, the man who had saved me, crept into my head. A wave of guilt washed over me. He had paid my bills, gotten me to the hospital, and I hadn't even had the decency to call. He was probably the reason I was still alive, and I had left him without a word of thanks.

My room was a mess from my long recovery. I got up, crossed to the table, and took his business card from my purse. Back in bed, I finally held it up to the light. It was the first time I'd really looked at it. After I had scrutinized him, I discovered Dalmos was a distinguished clergyman. That could be the reason for his good nature. He was different. Then I rang his number. 

I owe him a call to express my gratitude. It is wise to keep good people around. You actually have nothing to lose. I was nervous as the phone rang. Finally, he picked. “Hello, it’s me, Lizzy. The lady you rescued the other day.”

“Oh, Lizzy. It’s you! Nice to hear from you. Sometimes I wonder if our paths will ever cross again. How are you doing?”

“I am good,” I laughed a bit. “I am much better now. They almost tore me limb from limb. I just wanted to say thank you for everything.”

“Ah, I was only there at the right time. When duty calls, I just cannot turn it down.”

“Thank you. I owe you my life!”

He laughed. “Have you been to a party in the last six months?”

“No,” I answered. “Not at all.”

“I am trying to be creative with my spare time nowadays. Can you come over to my house for a party?”

“Uh...when?”

“This weekend. What do you think about a party for two?”

“Never heard of it.”

He chuckled. "You're right. I'm trying to be creative. But... what do you think? Are you interested in a party for two?" His voice was light, teasing.

I hesitated, a flutter in my stomach. "I don't know if I'll make it," I admitted, my voice a little shaky. "But... you can send me the address."

“Okay,” he sounded. “Take good care of yourself. Thank you for calling.”

“You are welcome. I am happy I heard from you today. Goodbye!”

“Goodbye!”

Then the call dropped. 

The exchange seemed to spark me back to life. While I mulled over our discussion, I received a text message. Quickly, I pounced on the phone and checked. Dalmos had sent his address. Glad to see that his location was just a few kilometers away from my house.
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I undressed and stepped into the shower, the hot water a soothing contrast to the cool tiles. As I washed my body, my hand strayed to my hips and then lowered, to the dark, untamed hair I hadn't had the energy to trim. I was naked, vulnerable, but in this space, I was in control. My fingers found their way between my legs, and a soft moan escaped my lips. The touch was a quiet assertion of myself, a reminder that my body was mine.

The hot spray of water was a curtain, and behind it, a fantasy took shape. I imagined a man, his shadow just beyond the glass, his body strong and sure. I leaned forward and closed my eyes, letting the water hit my face as my fingers worked their magic, stroking and rubbing. The world around me dissolved into the sensual rhythm of the shower and my own frantic moans. My body had been a site of pain, but now, it was a vessel for pleasure. My fingers found their rhythm, exploring every curve as a low moan left me. My body was a starved temple, desperate for worship after a long, lonely season.

I pulled and twisted my innocent breast. I imagined the man’s cock was hard in his boxer shorts. With one hand, he took his penis out and pressed himself against my behind. Then, I was aware of a huge frenzy of energy behind me. I had the impression of a vicious creature frantically burrowing dirt with its claws. The imaginary man moved with an animalistic speed, and I felt a delicious paralysis, as if bound by an invisible force.

He pinned me to the wall and filled me with his body. My finger was where I wanted it. I was under the weight of its cover. My body vibrated. I pushed my finger back and forth as my thumb rubbed gently on my clitoris. “Ah,” I cried aloud. I was going to bring down the roof of the house when I squinted all over the place. What a perfect way to start the day! I pulled my finger out and washed my body clean. I stepped out of the shower, grabbed my towel and patted my young breasts dry. My reflection in the glass showed the curve of my hips, the familiar shape of my body filling the humid air.
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I walked into my room and went straight to the mirror, my reflection a roadmap of both past pain and newfound confidence. I ran my hands over my body, my narrow hips and athletic frame ending in a curve I was secretly proud of. I sat down at my vanity and began to work, applying layer after layer of foundation and concealer. This wasn't just about covering the last traces of the attack; it was about transforming myself for a man I barely knew. He was a distinguished clergyman, and a nervous flutter started in my stomach. I wanted to look my best for him. I had purposefully not called to tell him I was coming; a surprise felt more fitting for the man who had surprised me by saving my life. I admired him more than I could admit, and I hoped my look wouldn't disappoint. 

A smile touched my lips as I thought of him. What kind of person pays a stranger's hospital bill? What kind of man invites someone he barely knows to his home? I wanted to see him, to understand the man who was so kind and different.

Satisfied with my look, I went to the wardrobe and looked for the best dress for the occasion. I stumbled upon a shirt that could be revealing, especially if I do not wear a bra. My nipples would be in everyone’s face. It’s their burden to bear. Not mine. The thought of wearing a brassiere crossed my mind, but the weather was bad. The hot weather was biting hard. And the only way I could get some fresh air and be comfortable would be to do away with it. So I settled for a white shirt and a pair of black trousers. 

After I had put myself in the clean clothes, I returned to the mirror for the little details. The shirt was perfect for the heat, but the thin fabric left little to the imagination. I hesitated, a flash of worry running through me. Would a clergyman be uncomfortable? Would he think less of me? I went to the side of the bed to inspect my shoes. It was worth the hustle. After going back and forth, with what was best for my outfit, I settled for a neat sandal. Silly high-heeled clothing was not great for the outfit. It was a straightforward decision. Something was missing, and it just occurred to me. The body spray was not within my reach. It must be in the drawer. I carried myself to the table, pulled the drawer open and checked. It was there. I took it out, sprayed my body, and the scent filled the room. I felt comfortable and good to go. This could be an appointment with destiny.

I grabbed my handbag and left the room. Moments after I got to the road, a taxi pulled up in front of me. “12 Martin Street at Obalende,” I bent over and said to the driver.

The driver made a face. "A thousand bucks. Obalende? That's way out of town."

“I know. 500?” I asked. “Please don’t turn me down.”

“Ah, 500?” He shook his head. “That’s small. Can you add something?”

“How much do I add?” I asked. 

“200!”

“Okay,” I nodded in agreement. “Deal!”

“Come in,” he said. He opened the door. 

I hopped in and sat next to him in the front. I slammed the door. 

“Please use your face mask,” he said.

“Oh, thank you for reminding me.”

Then the taxi rolled onto the road and we drove off. Obalende is not a quiet town. It is one of the busiest in the metropolis. Dilapidated buildings flanked narrow highways, which sometimes broke into dual lanes, on both sides. Old houses, probably built in the early 60s or 70s. Not long after, we arrived at our destination. 

“This is Martin Street,” the driver said. He pulled up by the road. “Probably in front of number 12.”

“Number 12, Martins Street?”

“Yes,” he scratched his head. “Number 12. Look over there,” he pointed at the building. 

“Okay.” I tossed my head and glanced at the buildings. Martins Street was written on some houses. “I think you are right,” I told the driver and smiled. I went for my purse, brought out 700 bucks and handed it over to him. He collected the money. I opened the door and alighted.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Fh

g and Romance






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





