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	If you have ever felt the crushing weight of heartbreak, this book is for you. May the words within bring you healing and the solace that even broken hearts can be mended. This story is for the ones who have loved and lost, and for the ones who continue to fight for love in spite of the pain – those who continue to hope for the right person to come. This book is dedicated to you, and to the indomitable power of the human heart.
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PREFACE

	 

	 

	 

	The heart has always been a symbol of love and affection, but what happens when that symbol is shattered? What becomes of the broken heart? Does it simply stop beating? Or does it continue to pulse with the memories and emotions of the past?

	In The Corpse of a Broken Heart, the author delves deep into the depths of heartbreak, taking the reader on a journey through the pain, despair, and ultimately, healing that follows. Through a series of powerful poignant prose and vivid imagery, the author brings to life the struggles of those who have loved and lost, and the battle to move on from a shattered heart.

	The raw emotion of the writing is palpable, as the author explores complex emotions that come with heartbreak. From the bitterness and anger of betrayal, to the gut-wrenching pain of loss, and the hope and resilience that eventually triumphs, The Corpse of a Broken Heart is a powerful exploration of the human heart, and the strength it takes to mend after it has been broken.

	This piece of writing is a reminder that heartbreak is a universal experience, one that touches every corner of our lives. Through beautiful and evocative writing, the author invites us to explore our own pain and heartache, to find solace in the shared experience of others, and to ultimately discover the hope and resilience that lies within all of us.

	The Corpse of a Broken Heart is a poignant and deeply moving work; one that will resonate with readers a long time after they have finished the reading. This is a book that deserves to be read and cherished, an important reminder of the power of the human heart to overcome even the most overwhelming of obstacles.

	Isaac Atere PhD

	2023

	 

	 


PROLOGUE

	 

	 

	 

	The sun had set on what had been a beautiful day. But for someone, the heart had been shattered into a million pieces. Its pieces lay strewn across the floor like a broken vase, impossible to put back together.

	As the night crept in, the heart grew cold. No longer could it feel the warmth of the sun; the warmth of love or the joy of hope. It lay lifeless, mere make-believe.

	But what tragedy had led this heart to such a fate? Was it the tale of a love suddenly and tragically lost? Or a dream unfulfilled? The heart held within it the secrets of a story untold, a story of heartache, despair, pain and loss.

	As the sun rose higher in the sky with its blazing hue, the little corpse of a broken heart lay at the mercy of the world, waiting to be discovered, waiting to be revived. Its story was one that would captivate anyone who dared to listen, for within it lay the universal truth of love, the beauty, the pain, and the inevitable loss.

	The unfortunate heart might have been broken but it was still throbbing. It was not to be forgotten. Its heartrending cry for justice attracted an attention. Its story would live on, spoken in the howling of the wind, and carried with the wave of time. For this corpse of a broken heart defied all logic and lived again. This heart was not a Humpty Dumpty!

	Vincent Evhade

	2023

	
CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	ADUWA HAD ALWAYS BEEN THE ENVY OF HER colleagues. Her warm sense of humour was indeed a romantic trait. With her angelic, heavenly and magnetic facial appearance, she had a powerful aura that invited trust. Her attractive figure never failed to get the attention of the male sex. Aduwa was not just good-looking; she was smart, intelligent and hardworking. She was also fiercely independent. 

	She had a job at one of the top oil companies in Nigeria. The company had offered her the job few years ago at one of her branches in Benin-City in Nigeria, and she had done tremendously well at the job. Within the five years she had been working there, the company had at various times bestowed on her outstanding awards for her immense contributions to the company's growth.

	Aduwa, like all other vibrant young ladies who had excelled in their dream careers, was filled with unbridled joy and satisfaction. The bubbly beam of smile and the bright expression that besieged her face was nothing compared to the happiness and fulfilment that emanated from within her. Her competence and dedication to work was evident in all her bearings. Considering the impact she was making in the company, the feathers that were being added to her cap was nothing but absolutely well deserved. 

	But as the saying goes, the reward of hard work is more work. The more diligent she proved to be, the more responsibilities she was saddled with. Aduwa was however a go-getter and she always gave her best at all times.

	One Monday afternoon, Aduwa had had onerous tasks during the day. She had received and attended to a lot of files and customers. She was left with just one file to attend to. Having sat for a long period, she felt a numb on her lower back. She kept the file back on her table, postponing attending to it to a later time. When she stood up from her seat, she squirmed with pain. She then tried to stretch and twist her waist to ease her numbness.

	To relax her overcrowded brain, she picked up a television remote and changed the TV channels from news to entertainment programme. Just then, a rat-tat-tat sound hit her door repeatedly. She sat upright on the chair.

	For a moment, she wondered who it could be. Her secretary would not come without telling her on phone first. And she would not allow a visitor to just enter into her office without informing her. She glanced at the door and said a curious, "Come in please.”

	She noticed the door handle being turned slowly but firmly. The door opened and the person gently pushed it inside and stepped into her office.

	He was a tall, energetic and light-skinned bearded handsome young man with a mischievous smile. He was decently dressed too. His blue shirt with a bow tie was neatly tucked inside black trousers. Worn over the shirt was a well laundered coat, which immensely added to his handsomeness. 

	From his looks, Aduwa took him to be innocent, cool and successful. She however knew she was not the best judge of the opposite sex so she knew she might be wrong in her quick assessment of him. In fact she knew little even about women. She liked to keep to herself and she had no other close friend besides Omodamwen Edobor, a plump lively lady whom she had met during their national youth service. They were inseparable during the service year. They did everything together. But she revealed her ignorance of people’s character after the service year. Omodamwen got a good job but the company ran into problems and it folded up. When Aduwa learnt about it, she decided to help her get a job at her company. The only job available then was far below Aduwa’s position in the company and so her friend had said no and she continued to live off her aged parents. In Aduwa’s opinion, half a loaf was better than nothing so she could not understand Omodamwen’s rejection of the job. She was…

	“I’m very sorry Madam. I didn’t see your secretary in the outer office and since I still have some other urgent businesses to attend to somewhere else, I decided to take the liberty of allowing myself in. I hope you will forgive me,” the man said, bringing Aduwa back from her reverie. 

	When she came back to herself, she said incoherently, "Oh, yes…I mean, oh no, there’s no problem. You're welcome sir! Do have your seat please." She pointed to an armchair directly in front of her big U-shaped table.

	“Thank you,” the man said with a grateful smile and sat. 

	The man then took a furtive glance round the office as Aduwa resumed her seat. When his eyes fell on some plaques arranged on a glass table, he turned his gaze back at her. 

	"I can see that you must be a great achiever indeed, Madam," he said.

	She smiled reservedly as she responded, "Oh, thank you, I guess we’re all trying to do our best.  I’m Aduwa; Aduwa Osahon by the way, and how may I help you Mr…?" she left the question hanging in the air suggestively.

	"Oh, I’m Ehinoma Iyamu. I’m into oil and gas and I’ve come to make an enquiry about your products.” As he talked, he was rummaging inside his wallet for his business card. When he found it, he took it out and leaning over, he handed it to her across the table. He continued, “This is because of the scope and expansion of my business. So I want to spread my tentacles to other companies for opportunities in the area of marketing their products. I’ve googled your company and I’m quite impressed with what I saw. That’s why I’m here,’ he concluded with a bigger smile. 

	Aduwa exhaled and smiled back gratefully.

	"That's interesting. You have come to the right place and I’m sure you won’t regret your decision," she replied.

	After about one hour since they have been discussing business, they struck deals on some issues and the initial contracts were drawn for the business to take off. They were both happy that everything went fine. It was time to leave. He rose to his feet and shot out his hand for a handshake with a cool smile.  

	As Aduwa looked into his eyes, she felt confused on the inside. She couldn’t explain the feeling. She suddenly felt that he might be reading the feeling of confusion on her face and quickly looked away. He however did not fail to notice her confusion. His smile just turned a little mysterious. Even though she had looked away, the handshake still lingered.

	"It's been a pleasure meeting you," he said.

	"Nice meeting you too," she responded, raising her eyes to look into his briefly. When she felt as if there was really a need to break the handshake which none of them seemed willing to do, she quickly said, “Oh, let me give you my business card, please,’ and promptly withdrew her hand as she sought for the card in her drawer. "Please take this. You can always reach me through the contact phone numbers," she said as she handed the card over to him.

	Ehinoma collected it and glanced through it.

	"Thank you; I'll do just that whenever the need arises." 

	He moved towards the door, well aware that Aduwa’s eyes were following him all the way. He opened the door and said the final goodbye and left.

	The moment the door was closed behind him, Aduwa leaned against the door and heaved deeply. Now, what had just happened, Aduwa? she said within herself. You met a man for the first time; a man you know nothing about; a man that may be having three wives at home with two of them pregnant and you are going off your head for him! Get hold of yourself woman!

