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	CHAPTER 1

	THE STRANGE PROPOSAL

	 

	Akpovi was a successful  young woman living in Lagos. At twenty-three, she owned a multimillion-dollar company with branches spread across Nigeria’s major cities as well as in Nairobi, Accra, Cape Town, Cairo, Kingston, Dubai and Michigan. Her fashion brand was gradually gaining global popularity.

	The twenty-three-year-old was self-willed, pompous and snobbish. Because of her influence men never stopped tripping hopping to date or marry her but she kept turning them down. 

	 

	However, if she fancied any man, she would approach him herself, and could spend any amount just to have him, usually for a one-night stand. She was not ready to commit herself to a relationship with any man. She vowed never to trust men again after dozens of heartbreak but to enjoy her youth to the full before getting into the cage, which she took marriage for just to please Mom.

	Akpovi had her way to Casablanca in Morocco. It was her fourth trip to the country but this was a very important one. On her earlier trips, she and her agent couldn’t meet with delegates from the royal family but their messanger. “The King of Morocco and his household is a big name that must not be ignored” her business expertise had advised. She wanted to sign a business treaty of protectorate with the royal household, which she believed was the best insurance she would have over her investment in the country. This time round, it was Ahmed, the prince himself that received her alone in his office. The prince agreed to sign the papers that would guarantee the security of her investments but rejected the shares she had offered the family. Akpovi was not one to cherish free gifts, so she pressed on for him to accept.

	“Come on, don’t bother yourself. I don’t need those shares. I have more than enough already. In fact, I will be obliged to assist you in any way – financially and otherwise – to make the business grow.” Then the handsome prince veered off and began to get intimate with her. “You know what? I admire hardworking and successful women. You are just exceptional to have achieved this much so early, the much I heard about you makes me feel like we’ve known for ages even when we are only seeing for the first time. I am supposed to be in the UK right now, but I cancelled the trip to meet you so I could have a personal talk with you,” the prince said with a charming smile.

	“How do you mean, personal talk?” Akpovi asked, suspiciously.

	“Well, um… there is no need beating about the bush. Um… In fact, I already fell in love with you, even without meeting you in person. Why not we – I mean you and I – become friends? I would like us to share our lives, you know.”

	Akpovi who believed men can not offer her anything but sex was really pissed off by what she heard, to her it was a strange proposal. What made it even more absurd was that they were seeing each other for the very first time. “God why do men lie at any slightest thing?” she questioned inwardly. However, knowing Ahmad’s high status, Akpovi chose not to snob him. She rather turned him down politely. “Um… Sir, I am not  interested in getting along with any man yet. I mean intimately, not in the nearest future my Prince.

	But Ahmad did not relent. He kept pressing. “My dear lady, I am not talking about having a fling with you. I want us to get into a relationship that will culminate in marriage. If you will agree to marry me, I promise to make you the most successful and influential female merchant in Casablanca, Fez, Meknes, Marrakech, Rabat, in fact, the whole of Morocco.”

	“My prince, I have already told you that I am not yet ready to go into marriage. Besides, if I decided to get married now, it would certainly not be to you.”

	“Why not me?”

	“Although I love Muslims because I don’t segregate, am not a Moslem like you, and I don’t intend to become one, even though I read the Quran and learn a lot from it… I won’t be enough for you. I know Muslim men are gift to their wives because they love and care without looking back, my sisters husband is Muslim and they’re happy but I not ready.”

	That is not a problem!” Ahmad interjected, interrupting her. “A Moslem is free to marry a non-Moslem. There is no law against it. Besides, you just said you read the Quran, which is wonderful, because it will make you to understand me better.”

	“Secondly, as a Moslem, you are entitled to marry up to four wives. You are royalty too when you eventually become king, you will be entitled to take as many wives and concubines as you wish. I am a jealous woman and cannot afford to share my man with another woman, let alone many. I must be frank with you my Prince.”

	As Ahmad hesitated pensively, Akpovi thought that she had touched a sore point, which might jeopardise her mission in Morocco so she continued imploringly and highly diplomatic.

	“I know you are a good man. Allah will continue to bless you and make you even greater. But please understand my position and don’t take it out on me. Let not my rejection of your proposal affect the business I want to do here in Morocco.” She knelt down before the prince. “Allah will bless you endlessly if you please help me”.

	Although she had turned down Prince Ahmad’s marriage proposal, he still maintained a broad smile, leaving Akpovi confused as to what lay behind the smile.

	“I am impressed with your frankness,” Ahmad said, nodding. “Did you say you read the Quran?That you love Allah? That Allah will bless me?”

	”Yes, I do, and I will continue to study it, even though I don’t intend to become a Muslim. Like I said, I have learnt a lot from it, and I apply some of the things I have learned from it. Unless you want to tell me it is a sacrilege against Islam; then I will stop.”

	“No, no, no! It is absolutely not a sacrilege. As a matter of fact, I am pleased. Bring the papers; I will sign them because of Allah,” he said.

	Akpovi got up on her feet, brought out the papers from her bag and humbly presented them before Ahmad, which he duly signed.

	“Provided you won’t stop believing in Allah and remaining nice to Muslims, your business will not shake because I will personally have eyes on your investments here in Morocco.”

	 


CHAPTER 2

	ROMANTIC TWINS

	Akpovi and Ogheneforo though twin siblings, related so freely with each other that those who did not know they were siblings always mistook them for lovers. Sometimes, they even kissed publicly, usually when Akpovi wanted to make somebody jealous or to make a man believe she was already into a relationship and give up following her.

	Though they were born and raised in Warri, the twin siblings were half-Igbo-half-Urhobo, their father being Igbo and their mother, Urhobo. Akpovi hated everything Igbo with passion because of the way her mother talked about their father.  While growing up, Akpovi made up her mind never to help or trust an Igbo person. She kept it real that she would rather pour water to the ground than help any thirsty Igboized. 

	 

	When she eventually stumbled on money and began making investments she made sure none of her investments was in Igboland. If she could have her way, no person of the Igbo extraction would be employed to work in any of her companies, as she was convinced that anyone from that extraction was evil, just as her mother had painted of her father and Igbo people in general. However, if an application for a job came from an Igbo person with quality credentials, she would rather exempt herself from the interview and let her brother and others she trusted handle the interview, but with strict instructions for the applicant to be employed for quality service.

	 

	Contrary to Akpovi’s sentiment against the Igbo, her twin brother, Ogheneforo had a different opinion about the Igbo extraction. Foro, as Ogheneforo was usually called, felt the Igbo people were the best to associate with, despite he and Akpovi had undergone the same Igbo-phobic indoctrination by their mother, who had told them all sorts of bad things about their father, whom they never met. 

	 

	Foro’s dignifying opinion about the Igbo people was born out of the wonderful relationship he shared with his long-time friend, Nduagu. Sometimes, when he wanted to taunt Akpovi over her hatred for the Igbo people, he would tell her not to forget they are both Igbo. Akpovi would flare up sometimes at such remark and Foro would calm her with jokes, while sometimes she would just remain calm, realising that her brother was telling her nothing but the plain truth.

	 

	Akpovi had made her twin brother joint owner of everything she has as well as equal partner in their businesses. She always carried Foro along in anything she did. They had both made each other their next of kin so that whatever they owned would not go out of the family at the eventual demise of one of them. He was only second to her in authority. Hardly did she attend any function without asking him to accompany her.

