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Meditation
 

Love is patient and kind.

Love is not jealous or boastful or proud or rude.

It does not demand its own way.

It is not irritable, and it keeps no record of being wronged.

It does not rejoice about injustice 

but rejoices whenever the truth wins out.

Love never gives up, never loses faith, is always hopeful.

And (it) endures through every circumstance.

 

1 Corinthians 13 v 4-7
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chapter 1
     John Kolade sat by the window of his favourite coffee shop, his

stylus pen gliding with precision over the touchscreen of his

detachable notebook. He memoed a few changes to the hoodie designs

sent to him earlier by Francesca – his friend and business associate of

many years – before forwarding it to his office.

     It was a lazy workday, and John decided to run a few morning

errands to keep himself occupied. He also had a few design ideas for

his J.Cole’s clothing line – a business that he started a few years earlier

mostly dedicated to office wears for women. And his forthcoming

Fashion Week was just the right dose of distraction he needed.

       He gazed out of the window absently as he sipped his coffee while

it was still hot; images blurred ahead of him – of people dressed in

well-tailored suits and corporate wears, rushing back and forth in

their uncomfortable shoes, oversized totes and briefcases, fancy cars

zooming down the streets, and echoes of nonspecific chats in the

background.

        He thought about his plans for the day; he had a few meetings until

around two in the afternoon. He had also promised Francesca – fondly

called Ms B by most people – that he would be picking her son Tife

from school later that afternoon. And thereafter, he would be

spending the rest of the day at his Studio.

8



A New Day ~ The Novel ~ By Kemi Owonibi

        A pretty standard day by all means.
        He still couldn’t understand why he kept helping out Ms B with her
son; perhaps it was because she helped him first while he was lost and
hopeless, and she restored in him faith in humanity. Thinking about
Tife brought a faint smile to his face, because he knew the boy would
insist that John spent some time with him. 
        Especially now that he had new friends from school. 
        Ezra. And Noah.
       “Ezra is my new best friend,” Tife told him at the beginning of the
school year.
       John recently met Ezra and his little brother Noah; they spent lots
of time with Tife at Ms B’s home. It appeared they just relocated to the
country from the United States, from their hometown in Atlanta. 
        Ezra was a smart kid, fun kid, but also responsible. 
     John found himself developing a keen interest in the three boys;
somehow, he felt compelled to be the man in their lives. 
        “Stop lying to yourself, John,” a quiet voice spoke to him. 
      His face fell. His mind was drifting to the most difficult period of
his life.
         Angry emotions rose in him as he thought of his own Fiyin. 
     Of course, it had to do with Fiyin; his love for kids, his Fashion
Week, and his interest in Tife and all his new best friends. He knew he
was simply trying to pay it forward, well, in reverse. 
      If Fiyin was still alive, John wanted him to be loved and cared for,
the same way he loved and cared for the children around him.
     He shook his head in protest as he quickly shoved the thoughts
aside. He had moved on. He had a better life now.
       A big part of him was still absent; a void that could never be filled
by anything on this planet. But at least, things were coming together
again. He had his freedom back, J.Cole’s was his new baby, his sisters
were fine, and so was his mother.
       He blinked, like he was pushing the troubling thoughts away, as he
narrowed his eyes as he tried to focus on the image ahead of him.
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        Right there, a certain view caught his sight.
        A lady in distress across the road from him.
        She seemed to be having issues with her car, a flat tyre maybe. She
was frantically making a call, clutching her purse to her chest, and
pacing around the same spot. 
      John remembered the pose vaguely; it reminded him of a certain
someone he used to know while he was still in Lagos. But that was also
part of his life he preferred to leave behind in the past where it
belonged.
        He hated that his mind was playing tricks on him.
    His first instinct was to cross the road to assist her. Which he
obeyed.
     Packing up his devices and his design notebook, he grabbed his
extra coffee, and rushed to assist his new distraction.
        As he crossed the road, he caught himself and halted to a complete
stop. His mind was not playing tricks on him. He definitely knew the
pose – her ‘fright-or-freeze’ posture.
        He knew her. 
        And that was Nicole. 
        He began to hyperventilate.
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chapter 2
     “How is this possible?” John whispered to himself in shock as he

watched Nicole from a close distance. “She’s still alive?”

        Memories flooded John’s mind. And with them came the questions

that he didn’t have answers for. Meeting Nicole again after all those

years couldn’t be possible, or at least it would be a rare coincidence,

John imagined.

      The lady too seemed to have spotted him, but if she remembered

him, he couldn’t tell, because she looked past him, and then looked the

other way like he didn’t exist.

        John continued to breathe heavily. 

        He still had time; he could still walk away. Or run away. 

        How long had she been in town? 
      She did not look like she was new in town or visiting; if anything,

she seemed to know her way around town. So, if she was living in his

town, how come he never knew? How come they never ran into each

other?

       John ignored every good sense in him and rushed forward to meet

her. She still didn’t seem to recognise him.

        “Hi!” he greeted her.

      “Hi,” she responded impatiently. She looked at John briefly like he

was another stranger on the street, and then she looked away.
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        She continued to pace about the same spot and alternated between
checking her watch and her cell phone impatiently.
        John wondered if he had changed so much, and why Nicole did not
recognise him.
        Or perhaps she was pretending.
     “Sorry to interrupt, ma’am. I’m wondering if you are having car
troubles, or if you need some assistance,” he offered while he cleared
his head.
    “Thank you,” she responded with the same impatient tone, but
kindly. “I’m getting help. The car-assist guys should get here anytime
from now. But thank you, for offering to help,” she was still clutching
her purse to her chest, while she adjusted her nametag, looking
nervous as ever. 
      John checked the nametag that hung across her neck down to her
midsection, it had been turned backwards, so he couldn’t read the
details, but he made a mental note of the name of the company; at least
he might be able to track her.
      John couldn’t accept the fact that Nicole could not recognise him.
He decided to push a bit further; perhaps a little description would
juggle her memory.
     “My name is John Kolade, John Cole, and I’m very sure we’ve met
before.”
        She rolled her eyes.
        “We actually used to be friends; you can’t remember?”
        She cautiously moved farther away, like he was raving crazy.
     “Or at least, you looked like someone I was really close to,” John
quickly explained, trying not to sound creepy. Her reaction reminded
him of a time in his life when he was so broken and he used to ask
weird, probing questions from random strangers, until he was almost
arrested for harassment. “This is insane! I’m serious.”
        “I’m sure I’ve never seen you before,” she finally responded.
    “Have you ever heard about the Longarrows Group?” John probed
further.
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        “Nope,” she shook her heard slowly, and believably.
        “Fair enough.” John replied, still in shock. 
      Longarrows was his father’s company but had since been defunct;
Nicole’s father acquired it, right before he ran it down. Longarrows no
longer existed, and the company that acquired it was now a shadow of
its old glory.
        “My friend’s name was Nicole, the lady I thought was you.” He was
not in a hurry to leave. “She’s definitely a splitting image of you, I must
say.” 
       “That’s interesting, because I’m also Nicole,” she volunteered. She
held his gaze briefly and brightened up a little, before returning to her
cold self. “People look alike, you know. But I think we need to end this
discussion right now. I’m sorry about your old friend, Mr John, but I
have a serious crisis here.”
     “I didn’t mean to agitate you. I’m just shocked by the striking …
resemblance,” he added slowly, wondering if his eyes were playing
tricks on him. He grew up with Nicole. If that wasn’t her, then he must
get to know that person. “Pleased to meet you, Nicole,” he continued.
        She shrugged.
       “I am a designer, and I have my clothing line, mostly office wears
and accessories, for professionals. Like you,” he said quickly,
introducing himself while he offered his business card as well as a lone
voucher that he had on him.
      “You can shop online for our products, you might find something
you love, or you can stop at our show room. And with the voucher, you
get fifty percent discount on your first set of purchases.”
        She collected them from him and read the card. 
        “J.Cole’s!” she read his business name aloud. “You should have said
you were trying to sell clothes. But I like your strategy, though creepy.
Keep it up. And thanks for the offer. I have a few J.Cole’s myself. I
guess I should be proud I’m chatting with the boss.”
   John let out a frustrated sigh, as he tried hard to hide his
embarrassment. He wasn’t trying to sell clothes. He was trying to meet 
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her, to help her, and to have a conversation with her.
      “I can’t just leave you alone, at least until you get some help.” He
insisted on staying with her until her help came; he still had some time
before his meetings, but she ignored him for the rest of the time. It
happened it was just a flat tyre; he honestly would have loved to help
her.
       He left Nicole when the ‘car assist’ arrived, and he crossed the road
back to where his vehicle was parked close to the coffee shop. 
        From the distance, he watched her. 
    His heart broke apart when she tore his voucher and frantically
attempted to tear the card that he just gave her. However, she
couldn’t, so she squeezed it into tiny folds, and then she threw both
items in the bin nearby.
        Right there, John knew for a fact that was his Nicole.
        He let out a sad smile. 
    ‘What exactly am I expecting from the daughter of a psychopath?’ he
thought aloud. ‘I’d be a fool to think she’d welcome me with open arms!’
     The memories came rushing back in full force, memories of the
pains and the losses. He had lost his father, his son, his inheritance,
and for some time, his freedom. All thanks to the man who was hell
bent on destroying his family. 
       And the man’s daughter dared to look him in the eyes and pretend
like she had never heard about Longarrows.
      “I’m coming for you Nicole, even if that’s the last thing I’d do!” he
exhaled. His breath became unsteady, and angry emotions surged
within him.
        What he didn’t know was that he wouldn’t have to try so hard.
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chapter 3
       Nicole Jackson hopped into her vehicle and drove with worsening

anxiety. Her hands trembled visibly, and her headaches were back.

        It was another bad workday for her. 

      She was out that morning on an official duty for GreenSide – the

news and public relations company where she worked. 

     She was on her way to a local school’s charity event; the school

recently got some bad press following a scandal, and out of

desperation to be back in good light, GreenSide was employed. The

work was being managed by her team and covering the charity event

was part of a PR move.

      However, her car had chosen that morning to act up. A flat tyre. She

accidentally hit a curb that slit her tyre, and she needed to replace it

with the spare, which also meant she would have to buy a new tyre, not

to mention the cost of having to call out an assistant. 

        ‘Another unexpected spending!’ she sighed.

     Now a colleague was covering her event, and she would have to

explain to her manager why it wasn’t her fault. Again. She eventually

arrived at the school, but she was called back to the office.

      She realised she had gone through all the stress that morning for

nothing. 

     And in the middle of her bad workday, she had to run into John

Cole!
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       After all the time of trying to stalk John and hoping they could run
into each other, she finally got a chance to meet him one-on-one. 
        And she had denied him, to his face. 
      John was her old crush; she liked him a lot when they were much
younger, and it seemed the feeling was mutual. But she was always too
nervous around him, and the tension between their parents made it
impossible for them to be as close as they wanted.
      However, when they were supposed to ‘fall in love’, John dumped
her for an old girlfriend.
     ‘That was where the fun part ended’, Nicole shook her head, hot
tears pouring down her cheeks – because afterwards, all hell was let
loose.
        Nicole shuddered; she was scared she was beyond redemption. 
      She began to come into the acceptance that she was more like her
father than she was ever willing to admit. She hadn’t seen or spoken to
her father in ages, and she had no intention of doing that anytime
soon.
        “God, what have I done?” she wondered out loud. 
       If John ever found out what she did, she would probably spend the
rest of her life in jail. But that was why she came; and ready or not, it
was time to face the music.
     Nicole found a spot at their office’s parking lot and waited a few
moments, if just to regain her composure; she didn’t realise she had
been crying.
        She took a look at her life – it had taken many spiralling turns ever
since she was born, but none of them was her fault. 
        She had not chosen to have a mother who committed suicide when
she was just eight. Or a father who sold his soul to the devil. Or a
stepsister who made her growing-up days a living hell.
        She had not planned to be a mother at twenty-one. 
        Or for her life to be so disrupted overnight. 
        Or to be shipped into a foreign country by some nuns-in-disguise.
       Well, it was not a foreign country, because like her mother, she was
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American. But she had not expected her own sojourn in her father’s
country – the only place she called her home – to have ended so
abruptly.
        And so brutally.
       It wasn’t her fault that her ex-husband cheated on her and walked
out of their marriage, taking one of their twin boys with him. 
        And she had not chosen to betray the one man she absolutely loved
in her younger years. John Cole. That was his nickname then.
      Everywhere she turned to, there was always a crisis. She was also
battling depression; well, there were good times in-between, but most
of her days were either bad or a different shade of bad. And that day
was not an exemption. 
      Stepping out of her car, she took the stairs that led to their fifth-
floor office, panting every step of the way.
 

        The rest of the morning dragged on slowly. 
     Nicole knew she must keep it together, but she just didn’t know
how. Her headache worsened, and her heart tore apart in tiny bits in
different directions. The nausea kept coming back, and after her third
trip to the bathroom, vomiting nothing but bile, she finally decided to
take a break.
    She could not talk to anyone about her struggles; not that her
colleagues would be surprised – she was the weird one, only that
morning, she was acting weirder than her baseline, and clumsier than
her usual clumsiness.
      She was tired, and for the millionth time, she thought she should
give it a rest and follow the path of her mother. But she knew she
couldn’t; she had fought hard for so long, she must keep fighting, and
she must keep holding on, until she had no more strength.
     She walked briskly to the desk of the floor manager, a middle aged
man named Ibukun – but fondly called Ibk by the staff.
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     “I am having a bad day,” she started. She was really upset about
asking for another early day. However, before she could make the
request, the floor manager spoke first. 
      “It’s okay, Nicole, I understand.” Ibk replied. “You look terrible. I
think I’m happy to let you leave early today, and if you’re not well by
tomorrow, let me know.”
     Nicole was close to tears now. Even though Ibk knew about her
struggles and her medical condition, she hated being pitied that way.  
      She wasn’t lazy; she tried to work hard when she wasn’t having it
too rough, winning the admiration of her superiors and stirring
jealousy from some of her colleagues, but that morning, she obviously
was not coping. 
        “Thank you, Ibk”, she responded. “I’ll be the first to get to the office
tomorrow.”
       “Girl, don’t be so hard on yourself. Now, take a deep breath, go fix
your car, and sort yourself out. I’ll chat to you later.”
       Nicole clutched her bag to her chest, and she walked briskly out of
her office. Her depression had taken a long toll on her; the stories of
her mother’s depression and eventual suicide had haunted her while
growing up, and now as a grown woman, she was afraid she might end
up like that.
        She wished she were brave enough to lay it bare, because she knew
she would never find healing until she let go of the secrets that had
tortured her.
    She took one look at the elevator; the door was still open, and
someone inside was holding the door for her, beckoning at her. But
she smiled nervously and opted for the stairs instead, making the all-
important call on her way down.
        “Hi, Ms B... Yes... It’s me again, Nicole,” she called the nice lady in
her neighbourhood. “I’m having a bad day. Can you help me with the
kids today again?”
      “I’m sorry Nicole, I can’t help you today,” Ms B replied after some
silence. “I am busy  now; my  design  was  sent  back for an adjustment. 
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Someone is also helping me with Tife as well. And you know the school
will not release the boys to a stranger.”
       Nicole pursed her lips. “It’s okay, Ms B. Thank you.” Her headache
worsened.
      “You know what? Just bring them to my house on your way from
school,” Ms B changed the plans. “And they can play with Tife while
you take a nap. I’ll bring them in the evening.”
        “Thank you, Ms B.” Nicole could finally exhale. 
        Ms B was indeed Godsent.
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chapter 4
     Nicole left work amidst scrutinising eyes; her colleagues at work

often thought she was just malingering. 

     She took an unrefreshing nap, and then she rushed to her kids’

school to pick them up and dropped them off at Ms B’s home. She

ended up picking the three boys from school as the person who was

supposed to pick up Ms B’s son Tife disappointed.

        “The boys can spend the night here at my place,” Ms B offered. “Go

and get all they need, and I will take the three of them to school

tomorrow morning.”

     “You are such a lifesaver, Ms B.” Nicole was grateful for Ms B’s

constant support, like a personal guidance angel sent to help her.

          “You’re welcome.” Ms B responded.

     Nicole was new in town; she was still struggling to balance life,

work, and parenting, coupled with adjusting to the new environment.   

        And Ms B stepped up to make her life easier.

        Ms B was an older lady who lived close to Nicole’s home; one of the

neighbours who were friendly to her when she first moved in. She

owned a clothing factory, but she worked most times from home,

making her the ideal helper Nicole needed.

     And now, because their kids attended the same school, Tife and

Ezra soon became friends, which went a long way to strengthen her

relationship with the older woman. 
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      “It’s not easy being a working Mum,” she complained to her older
friend. “Now add single parenting to it.”
      “It is rough! Trust me, I know.” Ms B replied in an understanding
tone. “People have advised me to get a driver that would be taking this
boy to school and back, but I’m still adamant. Tife is my one and only;
taking him to school and back gives me that satisfaction. Besides,
drivers are hectic, and I don’t want to take that chance for now.” 
     “But it is a good idea,” Nicole responded, feeling exhausted. She
wondered how Ms B didn’t look all stressed up like her. “Please let me
know when you find one. I’m interested.” 
      Nicole knew she had no rights to complain; she should be grateful
that people like Ibk and Ms B were ever so willing to help her and be
considerate to her, but she hated being an invalid. She hated it when
people bend backwards like that, just to accommodate her. 
        And she wondered how miserable her life would have turned out if
not for Ms B.  
 

 
       Nicole was finally alone in her home, her nerves calmer. It seemed
the effects of the cocktail of her medications and her natural remedy
for stress and insomnia had finally kicked in, and she was feeling
better. 
        Hopefully, by the time she woke up, she would feel more energetic.
      She changed from her work clothes and stepped into the shower,
while she shifted her mind to the present, hoping to find some comfort
from the splashing waters.
      Despite her current challenges, she did not regret relocating back
home; her decision to pack up her life and her two sons, and to relocate
from Atlanta to Abuja was a defining moment of her entire existence.     
        She just couldn’t live with the guilt anymore. 
     She once tried to justify herself, that it wasn’t her fault, and she
tried to live a normal life. 
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        “Normalcy is an illusion,” she whispered to herself.
     Her marriage temporarily shielded her from her harsh realities.
However, after her husband left and her coping mechanisms failed,
she realised she needed kick back. She needed to face the demons of
her past.
        She needed to find John.
       The last she heard of him was his arrest; that was many years ago.
She had since distanced herself from the whole saga as she tried to
move on. So, she didn’t know what eventually happened to John.
       In fact, she didn’t know what eventually happened to anyone in his
family. Or hers. She could only hope they were safe. Especially, John.
And his mother. And his two sisters.
        She couldn’t care less about her own family.
     She had questions but no answers; she could not talk to anybody
because she didn’t know whom to trust. She couldn’t reach her
stepmom Lizzy, and talking to John’s mother would be too risky. 
        She couldn’t afford to blow her own cover.
      The warnings still echoed in her brain, those forbidding her from
returning home – advice dished to her by nameless and faceless people
who held her bound.
        “Don’t go back.” 
        “Don’t talk to anybody, you don’t know whom to trust.”
        “If you stay here in Atlanta, you will be safe.”
        “Don’t disclose your location. If you do, they will track you down.”
        That was many years ago; eight years ago, or nine. 
     And she had stayed away and kept a low profile, until it became
impossible to do. 
        She couldn’t live with the secrets anymore.
      She resorted to an internet search. It was a wild goose chase, but
after months of Googling, she found the man she was looking for,
from the strangest places. 
        On the cover of a magazine!
        “John!” she whispered, letting out a sad smile.
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     He was a free man, he had his own clothing line, and he lived in
Abuja, Nigeria. She knew right there that it was time to return home.
And without giving it a second thought, she did just that.
     She waddled herself to the adjoining bedroom and forced herself
through her skincare routine before retiring to bed. Through it all, her
head was filled with the same image, an image she chose not to erase.
     It was the lone image of a man she ran into early that morning,
desperately wanting to talk to her, trying to make her realise they used
to be friends. 
     It was the image of a kind young man who offered her a cup of
coffee, but she declined. 
       The image of a man who recognised her, but she denied him to his
face. 
        The man she once crushed on when they were much younger. 
        The heir to Longarrows before everything changed.
        John.
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chapter 5
       Nicole let her mind wander freely; she thought about the lives she

and John lived while growing up. 

     Their romance was accidental and short, but those were happy

times. They were young, and stupid. Well, truth be told, she was the

only stupid one. Stupid and clumsy. But those were happy memories. 

     She remembered the day at a Longarrows Talent Show when she

accidentally fell on John. 

        It was her stepmother’s forty-second birthday. Her stepmom Lizzy

was a sweet lady who loved her – well, until Lizzy ruined what was left

of her life. 

        She didn’t want to attend Lizzy’s birthday, and the decision to skip

the party was mainly because she couldn’t stand Lizzy’s daughter –

Sheila. So, she pretended to be busy with her university work, and her

father was not having it. 

    He even sent a driver to pick her from her apartment by the

university, and he forced to dress up for Lizzy’s party.

      “Young lady, you are the firstborn of the Nnajis, and you are the

face of this family!” her father yelled at her when she finally returned

home and went to see him in his home office.

   “Sheila is older,” Nicole protested coldly, referring to Lizzy’s

daughter. Lizzy had Sheila when she was a teenager. 
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        And honestly, Nicole could not stand that girl.
      “Sheila is different! And you will do what I tell you. I have a lot of
guests you must meet today, and you must bring out your best
behaviour!” her father continued. “And no pouting!”
      Nicole’s eye fell; she didn’t want to meet anybody. She always felt
uncomfortable in the company of her father’s friends; they seemed
weird. 
        Especially the part where they always wanted to pair her with their
sons.
       “Princess,” her father continued, his tone softening a bit. “You are
twenty now, and I need to start grooming you for the future. I can’t
shield you forever. It’s tough and rough out there. Only the toughest
survive.”
        “Yes, Dad.”
       Nicole walked away from her father. She hated that she was being
made to do things.
       She hated that she would have to spend the evening with Sheila in
the view of everybody. And she was uncomfortable with what ‘Dad and
Liz’ made her wear; if she fell in those heels, she would probably break
a limb or two.
        She decided to skip the birthday party regardless; and she attended
a Longarrows’ Talent Show instead. Well, she had her two younger half-
twin-brothers to thank for it; they were so mischievous they could get
away with murder, while she could never get away with anything. But
she loved them to bits.
        The twins agreed to help her escape. 
       They gave her a VIP pass to the Longarrows show, they even bribed
one of the drivers to take her there. 
        And they informed her that John would be there. Alone!
        That was all the motivation she needed. She would rather defiantly
drool over a crush than be at the same party with Sheila!
       She was  wandering around the venue when there was a glitch in
the matrix, and she fell on her high heels and landed straight on John.
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        The coincidence was unsettling. For her, that is. 
     “You missed your way?” John asked, looking just as surprised as
much as she was shocked. He pulled her up and steadied her. 
        “I’m trying to escape from stepmom-from-hell-Liz’s party,” Nicole
whispered to him nervously, without any attempt to exchange
greetings, while hoping nobody would hear them. “Help me.”
        There were lots of cameras and beams of light around them; Nicole
knew she would be in trouble, because now, she could no longer lie to
her father about where she was. 
        No! she could never get away with anything!
        “People have seen us together,” John whispered back.
        “This is not supposed to happen.” No, they were not even supposed
to talk to each other. She kicked her shoes. “Blasted heels!” 
      Her indignation seemed to impress John because he laughed out
loud and stopped whispering. And then insisted that she must stay
with him for the show. 
       She was embarrassed, because she and John were not supposed to
be on talking terms – that was her father’s instruction.
     However, after the show, John tried to pursue a friendship. He
called her to ask if they could have drinks together. Initially, she
declined even though she secretly liked him, but she eventually agreed
to a date. 
        They got along. And she liked John, a lot. He understood her.
        With John, she could be herself. She didn’t have to worry about the
pressures of being the face of the Nnaji family. He understood because
he was under similar pressures. With John, she didn’t have to be
jittery. She could make her mistakes, and John never took it seriously.
      She began to relax, and soon realised she wanted more than just
friendship, but John only wanted a fun friendship; he wasn’t ready to
be tied down with someone yet.
         Well, there was no future in it anyway.
        However, when things were beginning to get a bit serious between
them, John broke up with her. He just stopped seeing her. 

A New Day ~ The Novel ~ By Kemi Owonibi

26



     Instead, he was sucked into his family’s business, while she also
focused on graduating. 
      And before anyone could help it, John was caught in a dangerous
love web with one Maureen – his ex-girlfriend. He got back into the
relationship mainly because they had a child together.
     However, that relationship turned out to be the beginning of the
end to everything sweet and happy.
        Nicole let the tears flow as the memories came back to her. 
        She wondered how differently things would have turned out.
       If John didn’t break up with her, perhaps she could have been able
to help him; she could have said something, she could have done
something, she could have prevented all that happened.
      She wondered what would have happened if she had stood up to
Maureen, if she had pushed back a bit, if she had refused to give John
up so easily. 
        She blamed herself.
        The clutched her blanket helplessly as memories came flooding her
mind. After all these years, they were still vivid. And still painful. She
blocked them out the thought; she knew better than touch them.
        Who was she deceiving? 
       There  was no way she could have helped  John. There was no way
she could have saved the day. She couldn’t even save herself!
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chapter 6
     “What’s the problem, John?” There was concern in Mrs B’s voice.

“And don’t tell me ‘nothing.’”

        John weighed his response. 

       His day had not gone the way he planned, mostly because running

into someone whom he believed was Nicole ruined his morning. 

      Thereafter, it was one bad choice after another; his meetings took

longer than he planned, a new roll-out from J.Cole’s was delayed, there

was a miscommunication at the office, even Francesca made silly

errors with her designs. 

       And when he thought he would just spare a minute to say ‘hello’ to

Tife before rushing back to his office that late afternoon, he met three

kids. Tife had some friends and play dates over – his new best friend

from school – Ezra and Ezra’s little brother Noah. 

        Right there he knew he had to stop trying to fix the day, and just go

with the flow. 

        And the three boys wore him out. In a nice way. 

      “It’s nothing, honestly,” John replied, dismissing Ms B’s concerns.

“The boys are so energetic, especially little Noah. He’s such a bundle of

energy, isn’t it?” 

        Ms B chuckled as she watched him from a close distance. “I’m sure

you can tell a better lie,” she responded.
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       John could see his older friend wasn’t buying the Noah story. And
justifiably so. He was bothered, even though he tried to hide it. 
       And the hiccups he had at work wouldn’t have bothered him if not
for Nicole.
       The kids were already asleep; John and Ms B were finally together
at her home office as they worked on fixing the error in the design that
she spent the entire day making. 
      Ms B did most of the sewing for his smart office clothing line for
women, and even though J.Cole’s now had the capacity to do that in-
house, John didn’t want to burn that bridge. The last time he pulled it
from Ms B, that side of his business suffered a bit, so, he didn’t want
to make that mistake again.
        Ms B was the woman God sent to him when he newly arrived in the
capital city. He had just been released back into the society after
almost a year of incarceration for a crime he didn’t commit.
        Who in their right minds would think he murdered his own father?
     It was true that towards the end of his father’s life, they had it
rough; their relationship deteriorated so badly that he once threatened
his father with a firearm, an incidence that his father reported to the
police. He was also at that time trying to work things out with his ex-
girlfriend Maureen.
       However, by the time he realised that he was wrong and his father
was not the enemy, and that Maureen was a spy planted in their
organisation, it was too late.
     And one fateful Sunday morning, the fatal shot was fired. By an
unknown gunman.
       He couldn’t even grieve his father properly, and he was allowed to
attend the funeral with his feet chained. 
      John became the stupid heir who was caught in a dangerous web
that costed him and his family everything. Everything, except what his
extremely smart mother tucked away for him. 
    John arrived at Abuja with a battered self-esteem, an oversize
paranoia, a money bag, and a strong faith in God. 
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     And there he met Francesca, the woman who simply introduced
herself as Ms B when they first met. Ms B needed an investor to fund
her fashion business, and he needed to do something with his life.
        Having fallen cheaply into a dangerous trap before, it was an uphill
battle to trust Ms B, but when he eventually did, he opened lots of his
personal secrets to her. Including the fact that one Ike Nnaji hated his
family so much that he stopped at nothing until he saw their complete
downfall.
         And Ms B offered him a shoulder to lean on. To cry on.
      Thankfully, she seemed legit. They’d worked together ever since,
and so far, she had not given him a reason to doubt her, and he had not
seen any danger sign from her.
        ‘There are still good people on earth,’ he concluded. 
        “Whatever is  bothering you has got  nothing to do with  Noah.” Ms
B responded, slicing through his prolonged self-pity. “You know you
can talk to me about anything.”
        “If you insist,” John smiled sadly. “I met someone this morning.”
        “Really? You met someone?” There was a beam of smile on her face.
“So, why are you not excited?”
    John shook his head. Obviously, Ms B did not understand his
situation. He did not meet someone in a positive sense, because Nicole
represented everything that was wrong with his past. There was
nothing exciting in that story at all.
      “Now, you need to tell me everything about her.” Her smile grew
broader.
       It made  sense that  Francesca would be  happy about him moving
on. Years earlier when they first met, he and Ms B had considered a
romantic relationship, but they quickly decided against it; he had
unknowingly misinterpreted Ms B’s interest in him.
        Although his fragile ego was bruised at that time, Francesca taught
him the value of friendship. Ms B was a bit older and she wasn’t so
comfortable with younger men; she encouraged him to find someone
his age while she too dated her own age.  John also suspected that Ms B 
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was still married even though she refused to tell him about the ‘Mr B’,
and there were no personal items of his anywhere around.
     “It’s not what you think, Francesca,” he finally opened up. “She’s
Ike’s daughter.”
        “What!” Ms B sat up; she sounded shocked. “She’s still alive?”
       “Well, I guess so. You see, she disappeared at a point when people
were getting shot and killed. So, naturally, everybody thought she was
dead too.”
        “Woah! That’s hectic.” Ms B sighed.
        “And the strangest part was that she denied ever knowing me.”
        “What? She’s delusional!” 
    “I know,” John responded. “She said that to my face. What an
absolute nightmare! I was with her for half an hour. And she insisted
she’d never met me in her life.”
        “That family is a bunch of dangerous sickos.” Ms B shook her head.         
“I’m so sorry, John.”
    “I’m going to get to the bottom of this. I swear!” John was
determined.
     “Just be safe, my friend. Please don’t let them kill you. We don’t
know what they are capable of.” There was concern in her voice.
        “You don’t have to tell me twice.”
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chapter 7
        Nicole had a restless sleep, and she was having another nightmare.

She rushed out of her sleep and woke up with a panic attack. She sat by

the edge of her bed, and she began to hyperventilate as images flashed

past her mind in rapid successions.

        In the earliest clips, she was the small girl again, soaking herself in

her mother’s journals, trying to make sense of her mother’s life, or

what could have pushed her into ending it. 

    And in the following clips, she was the insecure teenager who

believed her father loved her stepsister Sheila more than her. And she

was always hiding behind heavy tufts of curtains just to stay invisible. 

      Then, she was the sheltered adolescent and her father refused to

expose her to his private dealings, whereas he allowed her stepsister

Sheila to be involved.

       The final clips of images were her darkest, the scariest. She could

still remember the day her life came collapsing. She was the scared

twenty-one-year-old, who returned home one late afternoon and

accidentally wandered into her father’s private living area.

        Suddenly, she started hearing voices close by. She peeped through

the massive door and she could see that there were lots of people in

their home, scary looking people. And the number kept increasing,

like it was a crime scene.
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     She didn’t understand what was going on, only that she hated it
whenever her father had that kind of meeting.
        However, on that day, she knew that something was not right; her
fright-or-freeze instinct set in immediately, and she just wanted to be
invisible. 
        She was still gauging how she would meander her way through the
array of armed men down the corridor into her room without
attracting attention, when suddenly she realised that the people were
walking towards her direction. 
     This time, in the company of a huge man. A very angry man.     
 Nicole had seen the man before, and she was always terrified of him.
        “Where is the girl? Nicole!” The man asked in a thunderous voice.
     There were stammers about where she might be; it seemed they
hadn’t spotted her yet.
       “I was told she was in here already. Spread out and find her. Tear
the building down if you must, but I’m not leaving without her.”
      In a fit of terror, Nicole rushed to  hide  behind the weight of the
curtains in his father’s private lounge, her breath laboured. She knew
they were talking about her. They were looking for her.
      And there, behind the curtains, she heard everything. Or at least,
she heard the scary part. She didn’t see the faces, but she knew some
of the voices.
       Nicole did not understand the details, but she could gather that a
kidnap would be staged, and she was going to be the scapegoat, she
and a little kiddie named Fiyin. They would be wagered as baits – in
what would involve an anticipated crossfire. 
        Her father protested. 
        So did Fiyin’s mother. John’s girlfriend. Maureen.
   “I am not releasing my daughter,” her father protested with
desperation. “Unless her safety is guaranteed.”
        “I guarantee nothing.” That was the angry voice. “All bets are off!”
      “Those guys have got no soul,” her father insisted. “And I will not
gamble with my daughter’s life.”

A New Day ~ The Novel ~ By Kemi Owonibi

33



      “You laid your bed, Ikenna. The stakes are high. And right now, I
really can’t help you,” came the ruthless response. “And this
conversation is over.”
       “We are talking live ammunition here,” her father pushed further,
there was panic in his voice. “And I don’t trust what those men can do
to my daughter.”
        “Ikenna!”
       Nicole quivered where she was hiding. She wondered what would
happen to her if they found out that she was in the room with them.
Tears ran down her face and she held her mouth in both her hands. A
little sound from her, and her cover would be blown.
        The next voice she heard was a female’s voice. 
        Nicole recognised her immediately. Maureen. John’s girlfriend. 
       ‘These people are evil,’ Nicole thought as she sobbed quietly. She knew
her father had recently acquired Longarrows; the former CEO and
group chairman had been killed under mysterious circumstances, and
his son John had been arrested for the murder. 
       She couldn’t believe that Maureen’s allegiance was not to the man
she professed to love. But to the likes of her father. 
         And the angry man.
     Maureen was protesting and pleading for the safety of her son.
Fiyin.
      “I did everything you wanted me to do for you. What else do you
want?” Maureen spoke amid tears, like she was challenging the angry
man, claiming she regretted getting involved with them in the first
place. 
        It seemed some people were telling Maureen to keep quiet, but she
refused to listen.
     “I hated that you had to make me do the things I did,” Maureen
continued. “I had no personal interest in John or Longarrows Group, I
just needed the money. Now, a man is dead, and that man is my son’s
grandfather. John has been arrested for a crime he didn’t commit.
You’ve taken Longarrows.  And now again you want  Fiyin again. Fiyin is
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my son! So, please just leave my son out of these. He’s just a boy, he
had done you no wrong. You don’t even need to pay me. Just let him
go,” she pleaded.
      Nicole held her breath as she held herself and rocked on her bed.
The memories were vivid. It had been eight years since that late
afternoon, but Nicole still remembered it like yesterday. 
     “You! Who asked for your opinion?” the angry voice spoke again,
obviously in response to Maureen’s protest. 
        It seemed Maureen didn’t know what she signed up for. 
      And right there, Maureen was silenced forever, with a single shot
on her head, an atrocity followed by a commotion in the building.
     Nicole knew from behind the curtains where she was hiding that
Maureen had been shot and killed because someone screamed. Sheila.
      “She’s dead. You shot her!” That was Sheila, her stepsister. Sheila
was there too, and she was screaming at the top of her voice. It seemed
someone was trying to stop her from talking because her voice became
muffled.
      “Tear down the house if you must, but I need that girl,” the angry
voice barked.
    Nicole let a muffled scream where she was hiding. There was
commotion everywhere as the men had been dispersed to go search for
her.
      Sheila was screaming again, and her father too was yelling at the
top of his voice. Nicole could hear stomping all around her.
Sometimes, the footsteps approached her hiding place, like they knew
she was there.
       She knew for a fact that Sheila was right in front of her, but Sheila
was just screaming, and Nicole could not make sense of what she was
saying.
        Nicole held her breath as she hid behind the heavy tufts of curtain,
hoping no one would find her. She dug her hands into the walls behind
the curtains where she hid, and praying for a miracle, calculating how
she could escape. 
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    And knowing that even if she managed to escape, those people
would still hunt her down.
      Suddenly, after a while, Nicole could hear more footsteps coming
towards her; some male voices were shouting at Sheila. And Sheila was
yelling back at them.
        “Move over!” a voice yelled impatiently at Sheila.
        “You’ve got to come through me first!” Sheila yelled back.
        “Move over!” the voice yelled again.
     “No. You can’t take her,” Sheila yelled back. “You’ve got to come
through me first!”
        Nicole panicked. 
        She wondered if Sheila knew she was hiding there, or if Sheila was
trying to protect her.
      She felt they did something to her stepsister, because she heard a
thud, like someone fell, and Sheila stopped talking. Not even a grunt.
     She held her breath as tears poured down her eyes. Did they kill
Sheila too?
        It happened so quickly.
      In the twinkling of an eye, her cover was blown, because a strong
hand grabbed her by the arm from behind the curtain, pinning her
across the chest, while a second hand tightly covered her mouth.
       Her capturer must had done something to her as well because the
last thing she remembered was blackness.
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chapter 8
      Nicole sobbed loudly at the vivid flashbacks of the ordeals of her

kidnap.

       She remembered waking up in an unknown place – a large room,

all alone, and by herself. And it seemed whoever took her there forgot

about her existence. 

      She was free to move around, she had all the basic needs, but the

burglar-proof windows were high up, and the entrance was heavily

secured.

      She lost count of the days; she did not know where she was, only

that she knew she had been kidnapped. She did not know the

difference between day and night; the room was always lit. She did not

have a watch, no phone, no games, no TV, no internet. 

        She was completely cut-off from the rest of the world.

        All she had to do was to wait.

      Her heart was beating fast for all the days she was locked up; she

remembered the conversation that preceded her capturing so vividly –

the meeting that led to at least one person dead. 

        There was a decision made that a kidnap would be staged, but that

at the end of it, it would be bloody, and she would probably be killed in

the crossfire. And she would probably be abused and manhandled

while locked up. 
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      That was why her father protested. And that was why Maureen
died. And probably Sheila too. 
       She didn’t get along with Sheila, but Sheila was the only sister she
had. And she desperately hoped her sister survived.
       All Nicole could do was to wait, and to pray. And even though she
got all she needed in the house, she was scared, she was traumatised,
she lost all her energy, including her appetite.
       Because she knew where it would end – they would take her away
one day.
        She thought about the other victim of the attack. Fiyin. John’s son.
Nicole had a vague recollection of the boy. He was just a normally
happy and sheltered three-year-old.
         She wondered how the boy was doing. 
    Nicole shuddered thinking about how much the boy’s life had
drastically changed, even though he was too young to have a clue. His
grandfather had been killed, his mother killed, his father incarcerated,
and perhaps his future livelihood – Longarrows – confiscated. 
         All by the same mob.
    And now, they planned to kidnap him. That is, if they hadn’t
succeeded already.
         Nicole sobbed until she had no more tears left in her tear glands.
     She wondered if her father was okay, well, not like it mattered
anymore. Her heart held so much bitterness for that man. 
        It finally made sense to her, why her mother took her own life; her
father was not an angel, not even close. And her mother knew. She too
would probably do the same if she were married to someone like her
father.
         Nicole waited until she was tired of her own life.
     After what seemed like many days, perhaps a month or so, and
nothing happened to her, Nicole began to wonder if she had not been
kidnapped by a different mob.
        It was a little hope, but it was worth considering. She had not been
abused or hurt. She was still together in one piece.
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   Even though she hardly had any human interaction, she got
everything she needed. Some two armed men occasionally came in to
check on her. Their conversation was always very short and stiff, but
they never hurt her. 
      Her accommodation was decent, they gave her nice clothing and
good food, and she was not tied to any stake.
        Only that she could not get away.
        That was not likely to be the same angry blood-thirsty mob she saw
at her father’s private lounge.
        And then one day, the impossible happened. She was released, but
it was not to freedom. The big door was open for longer than usual,
and she could hear voices from the other side of the room. 
     And a woman came in through the door – a woman whom she
though could never have been involved. Her stepmom. 
        Lizzy Nnaji.
        Lizzy came with a group of four Nuns, dressed in their ceremonial
attire, with just a bit of their faces showing.
      It finally made sense to her. They were all working together – her
father, Lizzy, Sheila, all of them. She concluded that her stepsister was
fine, because Sheila’s mother – Lizzy – looked just fine.
        Sheila drew her abductors to her. Sheila blew up her cover. 
        Both she and stepmom-from-hell-Liz!
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chapter 9
      “How are you, Princess?” Lizzy said to her, calling her by her pet

name. 

       Lizzy however did not wait for an answer before shifting her focus

to the people guarding the facility. And her four Nuns.

      Nicole held her chest; all her life had been one huge lie! Since she

didn’t hear her stepmother’s voice on the day she was abducted, a little

part of her thought she might be innocent. 

       But now she realised Lizzy was just as guilty, just like her daughter

Sheila.

        She did not know whom to trust. 

        Lizzy had been good to her; and even though Nicole nicknamed her

‘stepmom-from-hell-Liz’, she knew that Liz had been a kind stepmom to

her. Her two half-brothers – whom Lizzy had with her father – were

also nice little brothers to her too, although they were mischievous. 

        Sheila was the only mean creature.

        Nicole could not believe Lizzy was involved in her kidnap, although

she would gladly choose Lizzy’s kidnap over the other group affiliated

to her father.

       She was even more shocked because Lizzy was a judge at the High

Court! How could someone of her status be involved in something so

despicable? And how did she manage to cope with her father, because

Nicole was sure Lizzy would be privy to the life her father was living.
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        In her shock, she tried to pay attention to the discussion Lizzy was
having with the guards, but she couldn’t make sense of it.
        “The coast is clear,” one Nun told her. 
       Nicole thought there was a baritone sound t0 the voice but shoved
the thought aside immediately.
        “Is everything ready?” Lizzy asked that Nun who seemed to be their
leader. She sounded nervous. “I do not want any error. A little mistake
will backfire, big time. And you all will go down for it. You, not me! I
know this is dangerous, but we must focus on the greater good.”
     “Everything is sorted. All the  paperwork done; all the suitcases
packed. We’ve gone through all the steps, all over again, line by line, I
do not anticipate any trouble,” the lead Nun replied. 
        “And the little boy?”
        “Everything is sorted,” replied another Nun.
        The remaining two Nuns also joined in the conversation.
     It was then that Nicole realised she was right about the masked
people. Those were not Nuns at all, because beneath those holy regalia
were men, most likely gunmen, but not women.
        And she was definite that those were not religious people.
    Nicole realised that whatever was going on, her life was still in
danger. And that of the little boy.
        And no, the coast was not clear!

     A black Chevvy arrived shortly afterwards that drove the waiting
group straight to Murtala Muhammed International airport, with
Nicole and Fiyin both flanked by the men disguised as Nuns. 
      By the time they arrived at the airport, their voices had changed,
and they spoke fluently as women. Pious women of prayer. 
      And the deep firm masculine tone they had while discussing with
Lizzy had completely disappeared. 
       It sent conflicting messages to Nicole. 
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    They could be hitmen, perhaps the good hitmen, and stepmom
dearest Lizzy could be in the good mafia.
       She didn’t know for sure, but she knew something dark was going
on. And she knew she and Fiyin were being smuggled out of the
country.
        Perhaps for their safety.
        She wasn’t sure of their destination; however, it wasn’t long before
she realised their plane was heading for the United States, and their
final destination would be Atlanta. 
        The flight was completely uneventful, and throughout the journey,
even though Nicole could see the nuns were watching them, the Nuns
said almost nothing to them. 
      She held on to the little boy in her care, seeing to his every need,
while the Nuns immersed themselves in the holy books of prayers they
were reading; their free hands bejewelled with the praying rosaries.  
        But there was fire in their eyes. 
        There was nothing feminine in those eyes.
      As soon as they arrived in the States, the four women, well, men
took a quick bathroom dash; of course, to take off their disguise.
    Nicole could not say she was surprised when they emerged as
healthy men in black suits.
      Apparently, they were bodyguards hired, presumably by Lizzy, to
escort her and Fiyin to the United States, to her mother’s hometown in
Georgia.
       They had a long road trip, during which the lead Nun gave her lots
of cash and lots of instructions – instructions that would turn her life
around forever. 
       And as soon as they dropped her and the little boy Fiyin by a rental
accommodation, the men in black disappeared as quickly as they
came! 
        And she never saw them again.
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chapter 10
       John was meeting with Dammy – an old friend of his who worked

at GreenSide – the company where he believed Nicole also worked. 

     He caught the company’s logo on Nicole’s nametag the previous

morning when they accidentally met opposite his favourite coffee

shop, and he hoped his guess was right.

      He and Dammy sat down to lunch, but John could not touch his

food. He didn’t have an appetite; clearly Nicole had ruined his mood. 

        Dammy used to be a J.Cole’s model in their early days. It took John

an entire sleepless night to remember he knew someone from

GreenSide. John wanted to know if by chance Dammy knew any Nicole

Nnaji in their company; he needed every juicy scoop he could get about

her. 

        “Negative!” Dammy responded in her characteristic dramatic way.

“But trust me, we do have a Nicole, but not a Nnaji. Our Nicole is a

Jackson, and she is an entire bunch of negative energies!” 

        John sat up with interest, but Dammy refused to talk any further.

      “You don’t get an insider scoop for free,” Dammy responded and

she spent the next quarter of an hour negotiating her price, which

included both monetary and clothing accessories.

      “Why are you such a rip off?” John asked. “What if we are talking

about the wrong person here?” They’d not even talked about the

‘negative-energy-Nicole’ who might not be his Nicole, and Dammy was

already making all those demands.
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        “Then, you’re paying me for my time, my friend.” She responded.
        “Okay, you win.” John conceded. “Now, let’s talk about this person,
this ‘negative-energy-Nicole.’” John hated having to explain to explain
people by physical features, but he didn’t have a choice, especially
because he didn’t have any pictures of hers. 
       It seemed Dammy was talking about the same Nicole. But she was
now a Jackson.
       “Our Nicole just joined us in January, not even four months on the
job and she’s already running the show. She is an entire circus, my
friend.” Dammy rolled her eyes, and then continued. “Most of the
time, she’s not even doing her job. Every single day, she’s having a bad
day. Every single day, she’s not feeling well. If it’s not her dog, it’s her
baby, or a doctor’s appointment, or something.”
        “Are we talking about the same Nicole?” John asked.
       He didn’t plan to be so disturbed about the news about Nicole. He
knew Nicole was a clumsy girl growing up; she fascinated him by how
she was always jittery. He still hadn’t forgotten the day she fell and
dropped her whole weight on him. 
        Must she wear high heels? 
      However, they’d all grown older now; John thought Nicole should
have had her acts together.
      “Yeah. The ‘oyinbo’ girl,” Dammy replied, referring to her biracial
identity. “I’m sure she spent all her life in America, and she had
forgotten that this is Naija. Abuja no be Atlanta o.”
        “Is she really struggling at work?”
      “Oh! please!” Dammy rolled her eyes again. “The annoying part is
that everybody allows her to take advantage of the system. For
example, she’s not at work today; and yesterday, she was having a bad
day, so, she left early too. And did you know why she was having a bad
day? She had a flat tyre! A flat tyre, John! And Ibk let her go. Imagine
me calling in to tell Ibk that I had a flat tyre? He would tell me to take a
taxi, or a bike, or a tricycle, or start trekking, or hire a drone, or
whatever. And get backside to work. And fast!”
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         John felt his stomach drop. 
    He remembered what happened the previous morning; he was
standing by Nicole while she waited for her ‘car assist’. He wondered if
that was bad enough to give her a bad day, or perhaps there were other
problems.
     “Maybe she’s sick, or something else came up, and her ‘flat tyre’
excuse was just a cover up,” John tried to explain.
      “All I can say is that she’s a deeply, deeply, troubled girl,” Dammy
responded.
        John’s eyes fell.
       “But she’s not always bad,” Dammy changed her tone, like she was
trying to pacify him. “She’s actually sweet and hardworking when she’s
not being melodramatic. I must give it to her, she’s good with her job;
she’s knows her onions well.”
        “I  see.”
        “Yeah. Apparently, she was working with one of those big fancy PR
companies in Atlanta before she relocating to Nigeria. She’s probably
cooking up some fancy ideas at home as we speak, and whenever she
returned to work, she would rub it on all our faces, and she would get
all the applause. So, whenever she’s not having a bad day and she’s
actually working for her pay, she’s good; it’s just the negativity that I
can’t stand!”
     John let a deep sigh. “Did she ever mention to you why she left
Atlanta?”
      “Nope. But I overheard her telling Ibk one day like that, that she
had ‘returned home to face her demons’. All  these abroad-ian children. They
don’t know that Naija demons are strong,” Dammy added with a
sarcastic laugh. “What kind of person says that at work? She’s such a
weirdo, that girl!”
        John couldn’t agree more. 
      Nicole did have some demons. For starters, she was connected to
the man named Ikenna Nnaji – the man who happened to be her
father!
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chapter 11
        Jumoke Kolade received an unlikely phone call. It was not a call she

was expecting, and nothing could have prepared her for the caller, or

the content of the call.

        Nicole Nnaji.

        “You’re still alive?” she caught herself saying. 

        “I guess so,” came the timid response.

     Ever since that fateful Sunday morning when Jumoke found her

husband in the pool of his blood, things had spiralled out of control on

every side, landing their entire families in chaos. And commotion.

      That was not to mention the people that went missing from their

lives – those that disappeared mysteriously, never to be seen again

even now many years later, those that were locked up, those that left of

their own volition, and those that contracted terminal illnesses.

       The disaster was on an exponential scale; Jumoke Kolade suddenly

found herself having to step up – from the woman who preferred to

work behind the scenes, to become visible as the Matriarch. 

        And she had since spent every living, breathing moment in prayers

of supplications and intercession. 

    Her faith and her prayers became her safe place, offering her

strength to carry on, and bringing her a bit of healing and closure.
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      Recently, out of the blues, a man who deeply wronged her called
her, not to ask for forgiveness, but to plead for her support. 
        And now the man’s daughter was making a mysterious call. 
        ‘God, what’s going on?’ she wondered.
       Jumoke listened with agitation as the lady on the other side of the
phone spoke to her, her heart racing.
     It had been years since the younger lady disappeared without a
trace, and frankly, she thought Nicole was dead. 
         Everybody thought the same, including her father, Ikenna. 
      The sad news of Nicole’s disappearance broke him. Then, shortly
after she went missing, Ikenna’s wife Lizzy left the marriage, taking
her daughter Sheila and their two boys with her. 
       Ikenna had since been alone, and he became a shadow of himself.
He quickly became bankrupt, and sold off most of his assets, including
an entity that was once known as Longarrows – the group of companies
previously owned by Jumoke’s late husband.
        Jumoke listened to Nicole with raft attention. 
        Nicole was not making much sense; she said she was calling from a
paid phone, and she was calling from Lafia in Nasarawa state. But
Jumoke could not decipher what exactly Nicole was doing in Lafia. 
    “You mean you’ve been in the country? What are you doing in
Nasarawa? Have you been living there all this while? Do you know
anybody there? Do you have any family there?” Jumoke kept asking
her, but Nicole had no meaningful response.
     Nicole just kept talking in bits, while ignoring all the questions
Jumoke raised.
       “I just want you to know that I am fine and safe, and that I’m also
happy that you are fine,” Nicole concluded. “But please don’t talk to my
father about me, or to Liz, please,” she added, slowly. 
         “Okay.”
        “And please don’t talk to anybody about me. I’m calling you from a
business centre here in Lafia.”
        “Okay.” Jumoke wished they could talk more, but  Nicole remained 

A New Day ~ The Novel ~ By Kemi Owonibi

47



a closed book, and she was not forthcoming in any way.
        “Can I call you later at some point?” Nicole asked after a while.
        Jumoke finally found peace. “Darling, you know you can talk to me
at any time. I think I owe your Mum that much. I’m sorry if I failed you
previously.”
        She could hear Nicole sniff.
        She was sad too; she also knew Nicole was a troubled child growing
up. She was also aware that Nicole and her son John dated briefly at
some point, and she remembered the part she played in ensuring John
was united back to his ex-girlfriend – Maureen, a move that turned
out to be the biggest mistake of her life.
        “Can you please, ma’am, say ‘hello’ to John for me?” Nicole added as
she ended the call. “Tell him I’m fine and I’m glad that he’s fine too.”
         Jumoke wondered if Nicole had been monitoring them.
        “I will do that, darling,” she finally responded.
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chapter 12
         John was with the boys again. Tife and his friends.

       He loved Tife, and the boy was always happy to have him around.

In the past few years, they’d built a relationship, and he had met every

one of his ‘new best friends’. But the boy’s interests always changed

very quickly, and John wondered how long it would take for him to

have another new best friend.

       Ezra was the current ‘new best friend’, and the two boys had won

his heart, with Noah being more than a bonus.

         However, he was a bit distracted. And tired. 

    After two days of flashbacks and two sleepless nights, he was

physically exhausted.

       When he found Nicole two days earlier, he had thought he would

need to crack some mysterious codes around her – like hire some

private investigators or go over the top in some other ways. 

        It turned out he didn’t have to go that far; Nicole was just a regular

person, living a regular life, and having a regular job. He already knew

her office and had her phone number, and hopefully soon, he would be

able to have her home address. 

      He tried to search for her online and social media presence, but

Nicole Jackson was too common a name to yield any helpful guide. He

just needed to wait for Dammy to revert to him with any useful

information.
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       He  still didn’t know what to do with Nicole, but in the meantime,
he would gather as much information as could about her, until he
could calculate his next step.
       Somehow, he could exhale; it didn’t seem Nicole was after him. If
she was, then she must be hiding in too plain a sight. And probably as
dangerous as her father.
     He focused back on the kids; he had earlier suggested that they
played indoors. Tife and Ezra were yelling their lungs out as they
competed on PlayStation. 
     Noah on the other hand was a little bundle of energy as usual,
jumping all over him and tearing everywhere down. It was obvious
that he still had some residual ‘terrible threes’ behaviours, even though
he was now four years old. 
       The only things that could hold Noah’s attention were games, so
John let him have his phone so that he could focus on his work as well. 
         It was all a win-win situation.
        Noah finally calmed a bit, while John too brought out his stylus and
started drawing on his iPad.
       “He has ADHD, at least, that was what his mother told me,” Ms B
told him about Noah when he first met the kids. 
        “Oh! That explains his behaviour then.”
     “You have to monitor him all the time; it’s a lot of work, you get
exhausted so easily.” 
     “I can attest to that first-hand.” John chuckled. Noah was never
tired.
      “But once you understand him, you’ll love him. He’s such a sweet
kid. He’s getting early intervention though; his therapists also see him
at school. It’s a shame, his mother is really struggling, but at least the
boy’s getting help.”
        John agreed with Francesca. Noah was indeed loveable, so was his
big brother Ezra. 
        He hoped to meet their mother soon. Ms B hardly spoke about her,
other than the fact that she was ‘struggling’, and he couldn’t help but to
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imagine what struggles would make a mother release her children
almost every day to be with someone else.
        Why not rather employ a nanny?
     John wondered if their mother was married, although Ezra once
suggested that their parents were no longer together, and their father
didn’t live with them. Or perhaps their mother always sent them away
because she had a boyfriend who didn’t like the children. Or perhaps
she was working extra jobs.
        But then, it was none of his business.
        Something always struck him oddly about Ezra. He couldn’t figure
it out, but most of the time, John always thought the boy was older
than his age. Even though he was a regular fun-loving eleven-year-old
boy, who loved ball games, PlayStation, and pizza, he was also quite a
responsible boy; a sharp contrast from Tife – who was still a big teddy
bear.
        Ezra always felt responsible to keep things orderly around him; he
would pay attention to details, he always cleaned after himself, he was
always well behaved. And he always knew what to do to calm his
brother whenever Noah was having a meltdown.
     John was not sure if it was a good thing or a bad thing. But he
couldn’t yank off the eerie feeling that Ezra was being robbed of his
childhood.
       “Kids should be kids for as long as possible,” he once said during a
speech at a kiddie’s dress-up show. He believed it!
       He loved children; hopefully one day he would have some of his
own. He however wanted to have children within the secured confines
of a happy home. 
         Which meant he must get a wife first.
         The thoughts of having kids brought sadness to him. 
      He once tried to have a family; Maureen was promising, and he
tried to work things out with her for the sake of their son Fiyin. It
turned out to be the worst mistake of his life.
         He lost everything. 
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         Maureen too was shot and killed and dumped in a shallow ground;
the investigations went cold and her killers were never found. 
        And that was about the same time their son Fiyin too disappeared
without a trace.
    If Fiyin was still alive, John thought his capturer should have
released him – a sentiment shared by his family. The fact that he never
made it back could mean only one thing, a reality John still could not
accept.
         He tried not to raise his hope.
         He began to pray for his son, just like he had done every single day
since his mysterious disappearance. 
         Pain engulfed his chest, he thought he would pass out.
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chapter 13
    John was finally alone at his Studio at J.Cole’s that evening; he

preferred going to work in the late afternoons and evenings because

that meant less people to bother him, and more productivity for him. 

       He went through the work schedule his assistant left for him, and

he also needed to catch up on the big J.Cole’s events for the following

month. The biggest event was his Fashion Week. So far, everything

was on course, and he had nothing to worry about.

        Thinking about the Fashion Week brought back thoughts about his

son Fiyin again, but before he could settle into another course of pity

party, his mother’s call came through.

        “Hi Mum,” John spoke to his mother over the phone. 

        He had called his mother earlier in the day, for no other reason but

to ask about her welfare, but his mother had informed him that she

was at the hospital.

       “I’m fine,” his mother had reassured him before he had the chance

to ask. “I’m just escorting a friend who is having chemo. Colon

cancer.”

        “I’m sorry to hear that. How’s she doing?”

        His mother had hesitated a bit. “He, not she. We’ll wait for what the

doctors have to say, but he’s not looking so great. Anyway, I’ll call you

as soon as I have a chance. There is a huge development!”
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      So, when his mother called that evening, John wasted no time in
asking about how the hospital trip went, and what the huge
development was.
    “The chemo went well, but he’s not looking good. He’s already
talking about stopping treatment and going into palliation,” his
mother explained. “But the doctors thought it was too early to throw in
the towel. He was also sent to the psychologists. It’s so sad.”
       “I’m so sorry to hear that. Just  try to be strong for him. I suppose
his family too is offering support.”
        “He’s alone. His wife left him a long time ago, and his children too.
And they refused to come and see him. But he hired a few people to
take care of him at home.”
     “Families are complicated sometimes. I’m glad he’s getting help
though.”
        “Me too.” 
        John could feel extreme sadness in his mother’s tone. 
         It’s sad that as people grow old, they start becoming sick. Surely, that’s not
right, John thought.
    “Hey, don’t let me bore you with my stories.” Jumoke  Kolade
changed the tone.
      “So, what’s the huge development?” John knew his mother would
never mention ‘huge’ if it didn’t catch her attention.
        “You are not ready for this, John, but Nicole called me.”
        “Which Nicole?” John chuckled in disbelief. This girl is something else.
        “Ike Nnaji’s Nicole,” she mentioned without mincing words.
        “She did? She’s alive?” John asked. “What does she want?”
        “Alive and kicking, John! I was so surprised. She just wanted to say
‘hello’, she wanted me to keep her call a secret. And she also wanted me
say ‘hi’ to you.”
          “Really? She said that?” 
        John wondered what kind of mind game Nicole was playing with
him. First, she didn’t recognise him, but the next thing she did was to
call his Mum!
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      “A hundred percent! I couldn’t get much info about her though; I
couldn’t get her phone number, but I think she lives in Lafia, Nasarawa
state,” Jumoke Kolade continued. “She called me from a paid phone,
because when I traced the number, and it was from a business centre
in Lafia. I think she wants to control the narratives. I wonder why she
stayed away for all these years, in Lafia of all places. I don’t even know
how she got my direct number to start with.”
       “Mum, you’ve been using the same number for ages,” John replied
with sarcasm. “And you didn’t tell this me before now?” 
        “She only called me yesterday,” his Mum responded.
     John was speechless. Nicole did not go to work because she was
having a bad day, yet she could travel to Lafia just to make a
misleading call from a paid phone.
        What a clone of her father she was!
      He suspected Nicole was sly; he just didn’t know how bad it was.
Perhaps he should be more careful and security conscious. Without
mincing word, John decided to set the records straight.
        “Mum, she’s lying. Nicole does not live in Lafia. She’s just trying to
mislead you. She lives and work here in Abuja.”
        “Are you serious?” 
        John chuckled sarcastically. “I’m not making it up.”
        “And you knew that because?”
       “Well, let’s just say she’s not the only one playing this stupid mind
game.”
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chapter 14
        Nicole was relieved she finally got rid of a bag. It was an old Chanel

bag her stepmom Lizzy bought for her on her twenty-first birthday,

some eight years ago. 

     During her kidnap, her emergency evacuation, and her eventual

transportation out of the country, she was handed a set of three

suitcases that she had no ideas of what were inside – although she

later found out that they were just her belongings and those of her

traveling companion Fiyin. 

      The Nuns she travelled with handed those suitcases to her during

their long road trip to her rented accommodation in Atlanta, without

offering her any explanations. 

     And she was forever  grateful that her stepmom Liz was at least

thoughtful enough to include all the most essential and most

sentimental items in her suitcase, including her most cherished

mother’s journal. 

       The Chanel bag made its way into one of those boxes. And she had

since held on to it for sentimental purposes.

      It’d been days already since she exchanged her precious little bag

for some vital information and dirt-digging about John Cole, but the

silent treatment she received from him had been deafening. 

        John did not take the bait. 

        And it frustrated her.
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        He didn’t even seem triggered by the suspicious phone call she put
through to his mother – Jumoke Kolade, the Matriarch herself – even
though she was sure the woman would have informed John of her
phone call.
      Nicole wasn’t sure if she could trust the older woman, so she had
taken a trip all the way to Lafia to make the call, hoping that in the
worst-case scenario, she would not be traced.
       Memories drifted through her mind. She remembered that fateful
Sunday morning, when the fatal shot was fired – the shot that took
down the Big Man of Longarrows. 
        And how everything blew up into a huge chaos. 
   While in America, she tried to follow the story closely, until
eventually the case went cold , and the killers were never found.
        And the wrong man was locked up for the crime. 
        His own son. John Kolade.
      She still shuddered at the memories. After all these years, Nicole
still wondered who would have wanted such a good man dead. Only
that she was almost sure that her own father was involved, as well as
the angry nameless man who wanted to use her as a bait in a
dangerous shootout. 
        It was a good thing she had cut off all attachments to her father.
       The burden was heavy on her chest – what her family did and how
they hurt John’s family. And the part she played in all that big disaster.
      That was why she came. That was why she uprooted her base and
relocated. She needed to talk to John. She needed to get him to trust
her. She needed to make him want to talk to her. 
        And she didn’t know how to make that happen.
 

 
      School holiday was around the corner. And John was in advanced
stages of preparations for a project dear to him – one that he started
two years earlier in honour of his son who was long gone. 
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         His annual ‘Fashion Week for Kids n Teens’.
      The event was usually a weeklong affair, and it focused more on
entrepreneurship and creativity than fashion per se.
        Children and teenagers under the age of sixteen could participate
and send in their entries. The shortlisted candidates would get the
chance to develop their own designs, and the winning teams would get
to choose some of the best brands and designers in the industry to
bring their designs to life.
        The Fashion Week would  eventually  culminate in a Fashion Show
on the final day, and the crowning of some Kings and Queens. And
selected kids would be admitted into partner Fashion Academies.
      The past two Fashion Week events were great and well received.
And judging by the anticipation and participation already around the
forthcoming one, John hoped for nothing less.
        So, when Tife hinted his new best friend about the Fashion Week,
Ezra wanted to be a part of the competition, and not as an onlooker,
although he missed the shortlisting process. 
         And when Ezra, and by extension, his little brother Noah began to
pester John, he immediately agreed. He would gladly break the rules
for them!
        It was getting dark, and John was eager to get back to his Studio.
Evenings were his best time to work, even though he wasn’t in the
mood for work. He needed to clear his head and re-strategize about
the woman who made a recent appearance in his life and had since
been evasive. 
         Nicole Jackson. Nicole Nnaji. Whatever!
        He couldn’t stop thinking about her these days, and he worse still,
he couldn’t get any more information about her. Even his source –
Dammy had refused to get back to him!
         As he was leaving, Ezra was back again with his requests, tugging
at the softest parts of his heart. Ezra wanted to compete in the Fashion
Week!
         “Your parents will have to sign before you can compete, you know, 
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the application form, and the release form, and the disclaimers, and
all the other forms that must be completed,” John jokingly tried to
discourage Ezra.
        “My Mum will sign everything.” Ezra remained unfazed.
        “And you have to show me all your little designs,” John continued.
        “And the I can compete?” There was still excitement in Ezra’s voice.
        ‘So much for trying to discourage Ezra,’ John groaned. But the boy was
really determined.
       “Just let Ezra in already,” Ms B intervened. She had been laughing
all along at their conversation. “Can you imagine how excited I would
be if Tife showed some interests?”
        John joined in the laugh. He knew how much he and Francesca had
tried to make Tife develop interest in the trade, but the boy had
frustrated the living daylight out of them both. 
        “Absolutely. I believe Tife intends to play video games for a living,”
John laughed back. 
      “Whatever,” Ms B was still laughing. “Anyway, John, if you wait a
little bit longer, you can meet Ezra’s Mom, and you can get to talk to
her and perhaps explain to her more about Ezra’s interest in the
Fashion Week.”
        “That’s a good idea,” John agreed.
       “Nicole already called,” Ms B continued. “She said she was already
on her way to pick the boys.”
        John halted in his tracks. Did Francesca just mention “Nicole”?  Didn’t
the boys say they were Jacksons too? 
      John remembered clearly that Ezra once joked that he, Noah, and
Tife were the Jackson-3.
        And the Atlanta story; he remembered Ezra told him that was their
previous home, and Dammy from GreenSide also mentioned the same
thing about their Nicole.
        Not to mention they fact that they all just relocated to the country.
        Images flew past his mind, and the reality suddenly began to dawn
on him. 
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         He was probably overthinking, but the parallels were uncanny.
    “Nicole?” he spoke slowly and narrowed his eyes as he looked
towards his friend.
        Ms B was still laughing. “Stop being paranoid, John. She’s not your
Nicole. This one is a white girl. Can’t you see?” she gestured at the
boys.
        John thought he was running crazy. 
       Nicole was a splitting image of her Caucasian Mom, but she had a
Nigerian Dad. 
        He looked from Ezra to Noah. John assumed Nicole must have had
them with different men; Ezra looked more African, Noah looked
more Caucasian, neither boys looked alike, and neither of them looked
like Nicole.
     He broke out in a cold sweat. He had no doubt in his heart that
whoever Ezra’s mother was, she was his one and only Nicole Jackson.
      His life had suddenly gone complicated right in front of his eyes,
and he had made another huge error – by opening his heart to the
boys. 
        Nicole was the enemy, so were her kids.
    He waited in jittery anticipation. Minutes later, the front door
opened, and he stood face to face with his nemesis.
        Nicole Jackson.
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chapter 15
          Nicole panicked.

    “What are you doing here? And what are you doing with my

children?” she asked viciously and without any word of greeting, her

heart racing and head spinning.

      She knew John had been snooping around to gather information

about her, but she didn’t expect that he would actually try to go

through her children. 

       She rushed defiantly at John and pulled Ezra away from him. And

she protectively held on to her two boys and shielded them with her

body.

        Ms B sprang into action, moving immediately to intervene.

      John said nothing, but his eyes were on fire as they held her eyes

with intensity, his breath uneven.

       “What’s going on here?” Ms B sounded confused. “Nicole, are you

okay?”

        Nicole ignored. “John, I will say this only once. Stay away from my

children. I will get a restraining order from the police, and I will fight

you with all the energy in me, down to the last drop of blood. My kids

are off-limits, do you understand?” 

       Ezra held on to her, and tried to calm her, while Noah was already

crying, obviously terrified by her outburst.

        “Calm down, Mum. It’s going to be okay,” Ezra reassured. 
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       “I know, my baby,” Nicole hugged Ezra to herself. “I just want you
and your brother to be safe, and you are not safe with this man here,”
she tried to explain.
        Nicole’s heart broke. 
        She held onto them. She hated that she had to lean on her little boy
Ezra for support; she was the adult, but Ezra had had to grow up
quickly to handle things, like the little man of the house. 
        A stubborn tear dropped down her face. 
       Nicole looked towards John; he was watching them from where he
had stood since she entered. 
       Ms B also tried to reach her, but she moved farther away from the
older woman, while still holding onto her kids.
        “What’s going on, Nicole? Are you okay?” Ms B probed again.
       “Where did you find this man? And why would you allow him near
my children?” She was not making sense.
     “This is J.Cole himself!” Ms B tried to make a stern introduction,
deliberately using his brand name, as if Nicole was mistaking him for
someone else, or that she was supposed to know him now or respect
him somehow. “And he is my friend and business partner.”
        Nicole rolled her eyes; it seemed Ms B thought she didn’t know him
already. Well, she did, and she was not in the mood to explain.
      Right there, she knew her  friendship with  Ms B was over, and it
tore her heart apart.
      “Thank you for all you’ve done for me and for my children, Ms B.
But the boys and I won’t be coming here anymore, I can’t take that
chance. I hope you understand.”
        Without waiting for a response, she matched out of the house with
her children.

        “Whoopsie! That was hectic!” Ms B finally spoke after Nicole left.
        John  stood  still. He’d  been too  dumbfounded to say a single word
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to Nicole throughout the minutes she was in the house. He just stood
and watched as she attacked him with such ferocity as he’d never seen
from her. 
        Not even when they were younger.
   He could understand the Nicole who claimed that she didn’t
recognise him, he could even recognise the Nicole who travelled to
another state just to make a misleading phone call to his mother. 
      But he could not  understand  the Nicole  who not only  suddenly
knew him, but also attacked him all the same. 
      He rubbed his face and head with both hands, while letting out a
controlled breath.
      “I know Nicole can be an ice-queen sometimes,” Ms B continued.
“But what did you ever do to her that made her go ice-crazy on you?”
        “Your guess is as good as mine,” John finally found his voice.
       “No, we are not thinking the same thing. Because my guess is that
you must have done something really awful to her. And perhaps to her
kids.”
        “Like what? I did nothing. And you’ve got to believe me.”
        “Were you guys dating? Did you break her heart?”
     John shook his head. Clearly, Francesca did not understand the
seriousness of the current situation. If anyone had the rights to an
angry outburst, it was him, and definitely not her.
      “Come on, Francesca. Can’t you see that this is more than dating
and breakups. Yes, we dated many years ago, but it was nothing
serious. We were practically kids. And from the start, we knew it
would not lead anywhere.”
        “So, you truly knew her?”
         John let out a sad smile. “That’s Ike’s daughter.”
       The reality  finally  shone on Ms B’s face. But it faded quickly and
was replaced by a confusion. He too was confused.
       “Oh, no. Now I don’t what to believe now. Or who to believe now.”
She let out a low whistle. “Though I feel I should believe the woman.
Because Nicole is a sweet girl. She cannot hurt a fly.”
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       John knew it would be hard to convince anybody. Even Francesca
had turned against him. 
        Without further arguments, he got up to leave. 
      He realised he’d been leaving things to chances, but he needed to
put in some action now. Something triggered Nicole, and whatever it
was, he needed to know.
        He would fight her if he must.
        “I won’t burden you with this situation. It’s my fight, not yours,” he
responded.
      “Please, whatever you do, don’t fight her,” Ms B got up and pulled
him back, and she suddenly became protective of Nicole. “Nicole is
fragile.”
        “What do you mean?” 
       “She’s dealing with a lot of personal issues that I don’t know much
about, but I know she’s trying to beat depression, and she has more
bad days than good days. Can you see that Ezra is really grown? She
leans on that poor boy for support. It’s that bad. The boy knew
everything. He has all the emergency numbers; they have this calendar
where he ticks the doctor’s appointment, psychologist appointments,
and therapists’ appointments for his mother, and even for his little
brother.”
        “What?” John had not planned to be so heartbroken about her.
      “I know, right? And that’s too much for an eleven-year-old. That’s
why I’m always trying to help them.”
       John listened without saying a word as he soaked in every word Ms
B said. He too noticed that Ezra was handling too much; and it was
unacceptable to him that Ezra was being robbed of his childhood. It
broke his heart.
      “I don’t know what you did or said to her that made her react like
this,” Francesca continued, interrupting his rumination. “But please,
John, just apologise to her. It doesn’t matter whether you are right or
wrong, and it doesn’t hurt to say ‘sorry’. Try to calm her down, please,”
she advised.
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          John smiled sadly.
      “And until you sort things out with her,” she  continued, “please
don’t come back here. Nicole needs help but I can’t be there for her if
she can’t trust me. I need her to be able to trust me again, and that
cannot happen if she thinks you are still coming to my place.”
        “Can you give me her contact details, anything, home address, and
information on how I can get to her?”
        Ms B gave him all the information he asked.
     “Be seeing you, my friend. Good luck,” she added as he left her
home.
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chapter 16
        John left for his Studio, still unsure of what to do. 

     He relived the experience with Nicole earlier in the afternoon; it

played repeatedly in his memory. He still couldn’t understand the

entitlement that made a villain play the victim. 

        “How dare you, Nicole?” he thought. 

      He had enough fire in him to go after her, and her father, and to

fight back. But his mother didn’t think they should.

        “I can’t lose you too, John,” his mother always told him.

       John was hurt, because he never got the closure he wanted. But at

least, he had settled into a lifestyle that helped him deal with his pains,

and he had channelled his energy in the right direction. 

        He didn’t know what to do with Nicole, and it bothered him. There

was a part of him that believed that Nicole held the key to the justice he

wanted so desperately for his family. 

       That would mean a full-blown war on her, something John wasn’t

so keen on doing. 

      However, there was another part of him that wanted to let go, he

wasn’t sure he wanted to find out, and he also wanted to give Nicole

the benefit of doubts – that she could just be a victim, just like him.

    He hated that Nicole showed up to agitate him. And she had

continued to trigger him from the day he accidentally met her.  
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        He had tried to move on, but now, the pain was back and raw. John
continued to fight with himself; but he knew for him to find healing,
he must learn to let go of the pain of the past. He must forgive.
        After a few hours of contending  with  himself, John  finally agreed
to apologise to Nicole, even though he couldn’t think of a single thing
he did to hurt her.
        Picking his phone, and all the forgiveness he could muster, he sent
an apology. 
        To Nicole.
 

 
        Nicole was unable to sleep.
        She had met John earlier that evening at Ms B’s home, and she had
been sorely afraid. And in her state of anxiety, she had attacked him.
     She didn’t want John around her children, and she had her valid
reasons. 
     She tried to pray, but she soon ended up crying. Thankfully, the
boys were asleep. 
        She still remembered a phone call that changed her life forever and
sealed her fate. It seemed no matter how far she ran, or how hard she
fought, she couldn’t overcome the curse, or whatever demon was
assigned to her life.
    Her life had taken a course she never intended, and she had
continued to hurt a man who had done nothing to deserve the way she
treated him. 
      She had come to make things right, but so far, she had not been
able to do that, because she couldn’t make herself to admit what she
did.
        Ezra came in briefly to check on her.
      “I’m okay, Sweetie,” she reassured the boy. “I was just a little bit
upset at Tife’s Mum’s house.”
        “I know,” Ezra replied.
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        “Come on. Come give Mommy a hug,” she continued. 
        The boy obliged. 
        “How’s your brother?”
        “He’s sleeping.”
        “You too go to bed.”
        Ezra soon left for his room after giving her a hug.
       Nicole picked up her phone again to read the one massage she had
spent a chunk of her time reading that evening. 
        It was an apology note from John. 

“Hey, Nicole. 
Whatever I did to hurt you, I am sorry. 

I would be glad if we could meet up and talk about it. John.”
      The apology surprised her because she couldn’t think of one thing
John did to hurt her. Granted he broke up with her, but that was many
years ago. 
        John tried to call her afterwards, but she couldn’t take the risk. She
was not ready to talk to him.
     Eventually he sent a second message out of frustration. And she
didn’t have a choice but to pick up his call. 
        And she agreed to see him.
      She would be meeting John. She just prayed she wasn’t making a
mistake.
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chapter 17
     John did not know what to expect from Nicole, so, he kept his

options open. 

      He was thankful that she agreed to see him; in the days following

their phone conversation, John had gone through all the processes of

grief, until he reached the point where he found himself anticipating

meeting her.

       Well, he tried to find some justification for his excitement; he just

wanted to know what he did to offend her, and why she reacted the

way she did.

        And he accepted they could meet at the venue of her choice.

     They sat across from each other at Rose Garden café; John hoped

Nicole would at least care more about her reputation, and she would

not create a scene in a public place. 

        So far, she had been calm.

       He watched her closely; she looked nervous as ever and refused to

look him in the eye. 

        It was their third time of meeting since he accidentally ran into her

that morning at the coffee shop. He did most of the talking that day. 

        And when they met again at Ms B’s place, Nicole did all the talking. 

      He hoped they could reach some balance, and perhaps have a real

conversation.
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        Their food was served; they were having steak wraps with latte. 
       Nicole was nervously stuffing herself while he could not touch his
food; he just sat there and watched her.
      Nicole eventually looked up and held his eyes, like she was being
defiant, and bringing back lots of memories.
       He still remembered the doe eyed girl that slipped and fell on him
several years ago. It was one of his earliest solo engagements. 
    His father thought John was old enough to manage a business
independently, and he literally threw him to the wolves. He had had no
choice but to step up; he didn’t want to be the boy that ruined
Longarrow’s longstanding reputation. 
       However, just when he was getting proud of himself, Nicole came
and ruined the show. 
        Well, almost. 
       She wasn’t even supposed to be there – because their Talent Show
coincided with the overpublicised birthday party of ‘stepmom-from-hell-
Liz’, like Nicole called her that night.
      With cameras all on his face, John had no choice but to spin the
accident like it was intentional – like he invited her, and they created
the impression of two rebellious young people who dared their parents
and defied the longstanding rivalries between their fathers. 
         Thankfully, Nicole played along.
       It turned out that their appearance together further enraged both
fathers. His father didn’t mind much, but when the news came out,
Ike felt humiliated. 
       John was intrigued by Nicole  that  whole evening. And afterwards
he asked her out for a drink, she eventually obliged. 
         Surprisingly, he liked her. 
        Nicole was complicated and difficult to understand; she would say
one thing when she meant the opposite, and she always gave him a run
for his money. 
       But he liked her like that, especially because she was different and
unpredictable, and she excited him some other ways.
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     Many years had passed since their short accidental relationship.
They drifted apart before things got intense between them, especially
since her father made such a big fuss about it. He too got busy and
stopped seeing her. 
       Besides, Maureen was back in his life. He thought it was love, but
she ended up being a spy.
       “Are you just going to be staring at me?” Nicole started, distracting
him from his protracted daydream.
        It suddenly dawned on him that he had seen staring.

     “Excuse me?” John asked. He seemed like he was trying to make
sense of Nicole’s question.
        “You asked me to come and see you. Well, here I am. What can I do
for you?”
       “I just wanted to find out what made you so angry at Ms B’s home
the other night. I don’t know if reaction bothers you, but it bothered
me. Especially because there were children around that evening.”
    “Perhaps you should have thought about that before talking to
people about me.” 
     Nicole tried to keep her voice low and controlled. She needed to
convince John that she meant no harm. She too had been staring at
him; his eyes looked sad and distant.
        “Nicole, I wasn’t talking to people about you.”
        “Dammy. Does that name ring a bell?”
       “Oh! Okay,” John sighed. “She was the only person I spoke to, and
you’ve got to believe me,” he admitted. He wondered why Nicole was
deflecting from the main question.
       “That’s one person too many,” Nicole responded. “She’d put you in
trouble.”
        “What do you mean?”
        “She got to work and told everyone who cared to listen that she had 
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a private audience with J.Cole, like it was going to boost her image,
somehow,” Nicole explained. “I suspected you probably talked to her
about me. So, I emptied an old bag of mine, flipped it before her eyes,
and told her I’d give her if she spilled the beans of what John Cole
spoke to her about me.”
        “Oh!” John shook his head. “No ways!”
       “Yes, ways!” she responded. “She told me everything you discussed,
just for a bag. I had to tell her to shut up!”
       Nicole could see John was uncomfortable to realise his foolishness,
so she continued. She needed to put him in a defensive position.
       “I gave it out to you so easily; you could see where I worked. If you
wanted to troll me, you could have been more discrete; you could have
used people who really knew the job, not Dammy. You know how the
industry works; these people’s allegiance lies with the highest bidder.
Although I’m not sure if I’m the highest bidder here, but apparently,
you gave her some grief. And she needed me to give her some ‘thumbs
up’ at the office.” 
        Nicole was really enjoying her new-found victory. She was glad she
could talk to John without sounding awkward.
        “You don’t have to rub it on my face,” John finally admitted defeat.
       Nicole wasn’t rubbing it on his face; after spending years running,
she surprised herself by suddenly being protective of John, she just
wanted him to be safe.
     “You’ve been through this before,” she continued. “You shouldn’t
trust people blindly, even if it is for something as insignificant as
trolling me.”
         John’s eyes fell; Nicole realised she had struck the wrong chord. 
        “I’m sorry, John,” she quickly apologised. 
      The last thing she wanted was for John to withdraw from her. So
far, she liked that they could talk, even if it meant she was saying
everything she could to divert from the original question John asked.
      “I’m not angry with you, Nicole. And I’m sorry for talking to that
person about you,” John responded apologetically. 
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        Nicole noticed she refused to mention Dammy’s name. 
        “I was just surprised to see you, after all these years,” he added.
     “You were sure I was the one? Even after I told you that I didn’t
recognise you?”
        “Oh, please, Nicole. I knew,” he replied, locking her gaze briefly. “I
was shocked to see you; I didn’t think I would see you ever again. We
were all worried that you … that you were no longer with us.” He
swallowed hard.
      Nicole looked at John and studied him. The pain and the distance
she saw in his eyes touched her in ways she couldn’t describe.
       “Seeing you alive gave me a little bit of hope too,” he continued. “I
don’t know; I should probably not raise my hopes, but one thing is
certain – it feels good to be able talk to you again.”
        Nicole held her breath. She couldn’t deal with John. 
        No, she was not strong enough.
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chapter 18
        John was relieved he and Nicole could talk.

    She refused to answer his question, and John could tell it was

intentional. However, he did not bother her, and he didn’t insist on

having answers. 

      He was just glad they could connect, and even more importantly,

relieved that he could connect with his past.

      “You must remember,” his psychologist once told him. “Because if

you don’t remember, you can’t heal.”

       He watched Nicole as she ate slowly, he barely touching his own

meal, and he wondered what she was thinking about. 

       Watching her gave him the boost of courage to take a look back at

his past. 

        The last strip of happiness he had was with her. It was short, and if

he could claim life back, he should have stayed with her. 

        And he should have booted Maureen out of his life, again.

      Nicole might have been the clumsy girl, she might have been Ike’s

daughter, but at least, she was not dangerous. And Ike would have

been more protective and more understanding if he knew his daughter

was with John. Ike wouldn’t have opened the blackhole that sucked life

out of his family.

     With Maureen back in his life, things went south so quickly. So

brutally. She did know how to stir the pot!

74



      And with Maureen, the cordiality he once enjoyed with his father
disappeared.
       John allowed himself to remember the year he lost the security he
once knew. His father was shot and killed. And he was locked up for
the crime. His girlfriend Maureen was shot and killed. And his son’s
nanny was also shot though she survived.
        And they never found his son – who was just three years old at that
time – again. John was so traumatised such that every little boy he saw
looked like his little son, Fiyin!
        They also lost Longarrows Group. 
       John once had the little hope that he would fight for his rights and
get Longarrows back once he was released from custody. However, the
whole court trouble went on forever, and he was denied bail. 
        He soon realised that he was in a serious trouble; so serious he had
to shift his focus to fighting for his freedom – because at that time, it
looked like he was going to lose it for life. 
        The man who acquired  the Longarrows Group – Ikenna Nnaji, ran it
down, although it didn’t seem like Ike was working alone. But he was
the public face of that fraternity. Ike split the Group apart, and many
other groups bought out the company his father worked hard for.
         John sat and stared at Nicole. 
      She brought back so many memories to him by just sitting down
and talking. The memories were vivid, but not the pain. He could
finally look back and smile at how much he had progressed from that
helpless and hopeless man he was once.
     Nicole was nervously chatty about topics that were irrelevant to
their conversation – from the patterns on the walls to the flowers in
the garden, and from the news on the decorative books on their table
to climate change, and John couldn’t catch out with what she was
saying.
       Only that he knew she didn’t answer his question. And he too was
lost in thoughts.
        And shortly afterwards, she was ready to leave.
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       He walked her to her vehicle  even though he wished he could hold
on to her for longer. But she said her babysitter was hired for just one
hour, and she had to rush back home.
       John realised Nicole was serious about cutting ties with Ms B, and
that it costed her something to see him.
       “Can I take you out for drinks sometimes? I will pay for the sitter,”
John asked before he could stop himself. 
        Nicole paused for a moment, like she was weighing her response. 
        “That would be nice.” She finally spoke.
     He noticed the nervousness in her response; he also noticed she
didn’t want to pick the venue when he made the offer. 
        “Do you have any place in mind?” she asked instead.
        “No. But I could take you to J.Cole’s.”
        Nicole finally smiled. 
        “Not the most romantic of places, but I’ll take it,” she replied with a
smile. 
        John smiled back.
    “And if you think I’ll be covering any story about your fashion
factory, this is Nicole Jackson saying ‘no.’” Nicole sounded cheeky.
        “Touché!” John matched her cheekiness as he watched her leave.
        The evening had gone better than he expected.
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chapter 19
       “Where is this place?” Nicole asked as she looked around the space

John simply called his private lounge. 

    Following their lunch at the Rose Garden, it felt good to have

something to look forward to again, even if it was visiting him at his

clothing factory. At J.Cole’s.

    “This is where the magic happens,” John simply responded, his

attention directed at her. 

        “Oh, really? I thought we were coming to J.Cole’s.” 

        “Did you miss your way?”

      She had insisted on coming on her own; she wanted to be able to

leave anytime she wished without having to be dependent on John’s

generosity. 

        And frankly, she didn’t know what to expect. John had been kind to

her since the day he called to apologise following her outburst. But she

still wasn’t sure if John truly trusted her, or if he was baiting her and

she would have to run for her life at some point. 

        So, she came prepared for anything.

      “I didn’t miss my way, I think,” she replied. “But this is a clothing

factory. Are we not supposed to be competing with some industrial

machines for space, and stepping on some yarns of clothes and needles

and pins?”
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    J.Cole’s looked small from outside, and she couldn’t believe the
facility was so big and so beautiful, and spacious inside. 
      She thought she would see people who were huddled over sewing
machines in crowded rooms slaving through the night, or loud sounds
of reeling machines everywhere.
       However, the place was mostly quiet, and it appeared most of the
employees had knocked off for the day. 
      And wherever John brought her was not an office; if anything, it
looked quite sophisticated, like a modern living space, with the
oversized wall hangings, comfy sofas, a clothing rail, some delicate
artefacts, and on one of the walls was a life-size TV. 
        Everything breathed J.Cole’s.
      “You are funny! I invited you for a drink, not for a sewing class,”
John replied. 
       He looked at her briefly as he walked towards the marble counter,
and then he poured a drink for her and another one for himself. 
    “This is just the lounge where I host my personal guests,” he
explained further as he walked to the couch where Nicole was sitting.
“We need our clients to take us seriously.” 
      “Oh! I see. You know your clients well,” Nicole replied, taking the
glass from him. “Thank you! So, what are we toasting to?”
      “To a new day!” John replied without hesitation, raising his glass
towards her.
     “Absolutely, John! To a new day! God knows I need one!” Nicole
responded, giving him a knowing look.
      “I’m surprised you came, but thank you,” John said, holding her
gaze lightly.
         She swallowed hard.
      “You thought I wouldn’t like to see you again? Or you’re boring?”
Nicole tried not to sound annoying. 
         “Nicole.” He simply replied and smiled back. “I missed you. A little
bit. And if you had refused to pitch, I would have been disappointed, a
little bit though,” he confessed, as he sipped his drink.
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      “Now, that’s interesting,” Nicole responded with a wink. She had
wondered what they would be talking about, but it seemed John was in
the mood for small talks. And she was ready for that too. “But I’m not
sure if I can say that about you,” she giggled back. “I did not miss you
one bit.”
         “Now, you’re breaking my heart.”
       Nicole watched him from the sofa where she sat; John was sitting
on a barstool near the marble counter, looking relaxed and at home. 
         Well, J.Cole’s was home for him. 
       She noticed he had grown so much from the John she once knew.
Perhaps she too; well, she’d been through life and back.
         John was still talking to her, but she couldn’t hear what he said. 
      Instead, she found her mind wandering to places she should not.
She had been watching John closely, she had been taking notes, and
she liked what she saw, like he was irresistible to her. 
     She watched him rise from the stool, and he was coming in her
direction; she wondered if she was the one pulling him towards her,
using the superpowers in her eyes.
         ‘You’re not making sense, Nicole,’ she reprimanded herself.
      And when John sank in the seat next to her, Nicole had only one
thing in mind. Only that what she had in mind would not be
appropriate. 
     That did not stop her from considering the possibilities, until it
became impossible to ignore.  And it didn’t matter what could be going
on between them previously.
      “Would it be okay if I asked you to hold me, John?” Nicole asked
pleadingly, her breath uneven, as she finally conceded to her most
basal instinct.
       John looked at her, surprised. He did not respond – verbally, that
is, and he did not refuse her. He simply did as he was commanded.
         By her.
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        John was surprised; he had not expected them to get to the holding
part so quickly, that was if they ever got there.
       Asking her for a drink was what he did simply because he wanted
to see her again, and not because he had any ulterior intentions to take
advantage of her in any way.
     He loved the way  talking to Nicole helped  him to look back and
think about his painful past, to process the things he went through,
and to accept them as part of his life – the part that he couldn’t change,
the part that contributed to the man he had become.
        And he just wanted him and Nicole to talk again.
    Her request caught him off guards, but it was one he wouldn’t
ignore. Putting his drink away, he moved closer and pulled her into his
embrace.
        Nicole leaned on him snugly; he loved it.
        John swallowed hard, but he wasn’t sure of what to think.
    Judging by the way she floored him recently about his ‘Dammy
mistake’, a part of him felt Nicole was still playing games – Nicole was
probably trying to keep her games up and perhaps manipulate a
situation to her advantage.
        Asking him to hold her could be part of the ploy.
     He felt a bit conflicted because another part of him also felt she
sounded genuine.
        ‘It’s too early to tell.’ John still wasn’t sure. 
        He sucked in a ragged breath, pulling her closer into a cuddle. 
       He ran his hand gently over her shoulder and down her arm; both
seemed lost in their thoughts as they quietly watched the evening
crawl in.
      The last  thing he wanted was to be caught in another  dangerous
love affair.
    However, it wasn’t long afterwards that he realised that Nicole
wanted more from him than just an innocent touch. And though she
said not words, she let her hands do the talking, locking his eyes in
hers as her breath grew more unsteady. 
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        She looked so beautiful. How come he had not thought about that?
       He could feel her hands pressing all over him, from his head to his
face, his neck, ear, and chin. Nicole looked smitten by him; she wanted
him, and he loved the feel of her hands all over him.
      He was surprised how their dynamics went from zero to almost a
hundred at the snap of a finger. The shy Nicole had grown, and she
managed to make it his fault. 
        Well, he loved it, he welcomed it. And it didn’t matter that she was
Ike’s daughter. 
        And before he could resist, he fell for it.
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chapter 20
       ‘Something must kill a man,’ John thought to himself as he pulled

Nicole closer and returned the favour, running his hands gently all

over her. ‘Hopefully, not Nicole. Oh! Scratch that! Nicole!’

        He couldn’t believe Nicole could take possession of him so quickly,

so easily, and so completely. 

        Well, not like he intended to resist her. 

        He couldn’t believe what he had been missing all this while; he had

been so preoccupied with conspiracies, he refused to see Nicole, and

how attractive she was.

        She leaned closer to him, like she was reading his thoughts.

        “Oh, Nicole,” he whispered in her ear, gently nibbling on it. 

      “You called my name?” Nicole asked, letting out a soft moan. She

pulled his face close to hers, so close he could feel the heat of her

unsteady breath.

      “I was talking to myself,” John replied, his breath just as uneven,

and his voice dropping into a whisper. “You’re so beautiful, Nicole.”

       Oh, no! He was getting involved. He was not supposed to say that.

He was supposed to take what she was offering and let it go, and not to

be talking about how attractive she looked.

        “You too, John,” she replied, still locking his gaze.
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        Pulling her closer, he drew in a ragged breath as he lowered his lips
to meet hers. He knew right there that he would regret it, but he did it
all the same, kissing her like he couldn’t get enough of her.
    Nicole kissed him back with the same ferociousness, obviously
smitten by him.
       John finally felt peace; if Nicole was playing games with him, well,
he got to beat her in her own game.
       John lost track of how long it went, but he loved every bit of it. He
loved the feel of her body on his, and the sweetness of her lips on his.  
        And he wanted to stay there forever. 
        They eventually pulled apart, both panting.
       “I can’t believe I missed you so much, J,” Nicole confessed through
her breath. 
     “But you said you didn’t miss me at all.” John was flaunting his
victory.
       “I lied,” she replied, breathing heavily. “But that was not supposed
to happen.”
      “You’re regretting it already?” John smiled. Finally, something he
too could rub it on her face.
       “Not yet,” Nicole smiled back. “We were not even supposed to talk
to each other.”
        John pulled her back into his arm, letting out a breath, as they both
relaxed quietly on the sofa where they sat. They hadn’t even finished
their drinks. Couldn’t.
      “You’re right,” John agreed, “that shouldn’t have happened. But I
liked it. And you can’t deny it either. That was one magical kiss. And I
have you to thank for it.”
        Nicole bit her lip.
 

 
    Nicole and John walked hand-in-hand towards the spot where
Nicole was parked. 
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       It was dark, and  the property  was mostly empty. The parking  lot
too was empty, except for a few vehicles, including his and Nicole’s.
      And some of their long-distance trucks were also returning to the
facility.
     One of the drivers ran towards John as soon as he spotted them;
apparently the driver needed some signature before shipping, and
John obliged him.
        “You run your own logistics?” Nicole asked surprised as soon as the
driver left.
    “Nope,” John decided to be honest with her. “That’s my Mum’s
business. She allowed me to brand some of the vehicles shipping for
J.Cole’s; she claimed that would add credibility to my business. But she
refused to sell them to me. And I must do business with only her.
Imagine that blackmail!” he smiled.
        “But she’s the real deal. Your Mum. I like her. Did she tell you that
I called her recently?” Nicole offered but stopped abruptly.
      “She told me,” John gave her hand a reassuring squeeze, that she
could indeed trust him. 
        He was glad when she smiled and relaxed a bit.
     “The truth is that I owe much of my success to my Mum,” John
continued. “She supported my dreams of going into the fashion
industry, but after building Longarrows with my Dad, she refused to let
her son remain a local Abuja tailor. So, she pushed me. Hard!”
     John knew he was treading a dangerous territory by speaking to
Nicole from his heart about issues that were rather personal and
sensitive, but he considered it part of his healing.
        Thankfully, Nicole decided to defuse the situation. 
        “Can I run a story about J.Cole’s? Please say ‘yes’” she pleaded.
       “If you think you can use J.Cole’s to shine, this is John Cole himself
saying ‘no’!”
        “Touché!” Nicole responded with a wink. “Now we’re even.”
     “I’m glad you’re paying attention,” John smiled back. “Now we’re
even.”
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    They stood together in the mostly empty lot, each lost in their
thought.
       “You’re so blessed to have such a versatile Mum,” Nicole broke the
silence. “What would I give to have such!”
      “Thank you,” John responded. “I wish I could say the same about
you. I still have a faint recollection of her. Your Mum. We used to say
you both looked alike.”
        “You do?” Nicole choked. “Is that all you can recollect?”
        “Is there something you want me to remember?”
      “No.” Nicole responded, still choking, briefly leaning her head on
his shoulder. “It’s just so sad that their generation ruined things for
our generation. I’m so sorry about your Dad.”
      “Yeah!” John sighed. Regrets washed over him as he remembered
how badly he treated his father towards the end, not knowing he
would be killed shortly afterwards. If only he could take it back.
        He pulled Nicole back into his embrace. 
       “I wish I could go to Lagos for a day or two. Would you come with
me?” 
        “I’m not ready to face anyone yet,” she responded.
    “That makes two of us!” John chuckled. “I’m only missing the
beaches, and not the people.”
        Nicole finally laughed.
     “I’ll talk to Francesca,” John continued. “I’m sure she’d agree to
watch the boys. So, what do you say?”
        Nicole laughed again. “I miss the beaches too.”
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chapter 21
      It had been long since Nicole last tried to be without a care in the

world.

        ‘Parenting is hard!’ 
       Those were the words she always used to defend her choices. And

ever since she became a single parent, the buck started and ended with

her, robbing her of what was left of her social life. 

       So, taking a mid-week vacation with John was her way of running

away from all the worries and responsibilities of her life. 

        And it excited her as much as it scared her.

       She and John had dropped the boys and their dog Bentley off with

Ms B earlier, just in time for school. Ms B would take the boys to

school with Tife, and the boys would be staying with her for the next

two days of the trip.

   Nicole was thankful that John helped her to re-establish her

relationship with Ms B; she was already feeling the pain of having to

run around with her Mommy duties all alone, and to depend on people

she hired from the ‘Helping-Hands Agency’ to help her babysit all the

time – things Ms B was ever-so-eager to do for her at no cost at all.

        “You’re ready?” John told her as soon as they arrived at the Nnamdi

Azikiwe International Airport and retrieved their suitcases. 
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       “Ready, I guess,” Nicole shrugged. She could still say ‘no’, and they
would return to their respective homes. 
        But it wasn’t all the time that her life took a pleasant turn.
     So, she decided to go through with it, and she intended to enjoy
every bit of it without feeling any ‘Mommy guilt’.
      She had been too embarrassed to tell her kids the truth – that she
was just going away with a man. However, they knew her job often
involved travelling. So, when Ezra suggested to Noah that Mommy was
going to work, she did not change the wrong perception.
        A pull from John saved her from her self-pity.
      “They will be fine,” he reassured as he pulled her into an embrace,
like he was reading her mind. “We will too.”
        She sniffed. “Can’t wait.”
 

 
   Nicole and John arrived at Lagos, got their rental BMW and
thereafter began their short vacation. 
        ‘It’s long overdue,’ John thought. 
     And even though it was unplanned, and obviously short, it was a
nice feeling doing something with Nicole.
     “It’s nice to be back in Lagos, I’ve not been here in ages!” Nicole
laughed. 
    She explained that when she returned to Nigeria the previous
Christmas holiday with the boys, they first landed in Lagos, but they
did not even step out of the airport.
       “I will pick Abuja over Lagos anytime,” John replied. “I can’t stand
the traffic anymore!”
        “Except for the heat,” Nicole responded.
    “Yeah. Except for the heat. But the air is cleaner,” he argued,
laughing.
      “Argh! I don’t want to get into that ‘Lagos-Abuja’ argument. Can’t
deal!” Nicole replied, laughing.
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       Once they settled in their rental vehicle, they made a list of places
they would love to visit – if time and traffic permitted. Then they spent
the rest of the day driving around and sightseeing, while making sure
they clearly avoided their old neighbourhoods.
        Later, they decided it would be good to have lunch. John suggested
a couple of places, but Nicole always found reasons to change her
mind. Eventually, she reluctantly agreed to one Lunch by RoofTop.
         Like he predicted, she loved it. 
     “See! I told you you’d love this place,” John told her as they ate.
“Prefect combo – good food, outdoor experience, and a great view of
the city. That’s a great bargain in my book,” he teased Nicole, because
she initially had doubts.
        “Okay, you win. And I’m not denying,” Nicole laughed back. “It just
feels great to come back home in Lagos. I’ve not been to Lagos since I
was twenty-one.” 
        “Are you serious?”
        “Yeah,” she replied.
      “I’ve been meaning to ask. Where have you been all along?” John
was cautious.
      “Well, I went back to Atlanta to be stay my Uncle,” Nicole replied
after an initial brief hesitation. 
        “For real?”
       “Yep. And I’ve been there ever since. Got my second degree, got a
job, got married, had kids, marriage failed, and now I’m back in the
country,” she replied casually with a sigh. “That was an entire three-
sixty degrees!”
        John looked at her, surprised. 
    She just summarised her life in a few words. He had so many
questions, but he asked none. “You made life sound so easy.”
       “Life is actually a bed of roses – with the beauties and the thorns,”
she shrugged, and then laughed. “Your turn.”
       “Alright, let me give it a shot,” John replied, “but I must warn you,
my life is more boring than yours.”
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        “Let me be the judge of that,” she laughed.
     “Okay. Here it goes. I left Lagos for Abuja, invested in a fashion
business, then bought myself out and started J.Cole’s, and that was all
I’ve been doing ever since. No wife, no girlfriend, no kids.”
        “I thought you said J.Cole’s was your baby,” Nicole teased.
     She was back to her chatty self, and talked about everything that
came to her mind, and she laughed about everything.
        John laughed back.
      He could see he was falling in love with Nicole, and that was at a
faster speed than he could ever have anticipated. 
        But he didn’t fight the feeling. He couldn’t even if he wanted.
        Nicole had sneaked in, and she had already held his heart captive.
        And he was glad that her clumsiness and the ‘flight or freeze’ posture
had disappeared altogether. 
        She just couldn’t take her hands off him, and she talked freely. And
it seemed she had begun to trust him. 
       It felt nice that they could both let down their guards like they had
no worries. 
        They argued over where to spend the night. 
      Nicole had changed her mind like twenty times already ever since
they decided to take the vacation. He brought out his iPad and they
went through the process again.
        “Last-last, we will sleep in the car,” John teased. 
    They eventually settled for an oceanfront hotel. They would be
spending two nights. Thereafter, they would catch an early morning
flight back to Abuja.
        “Are we sharing a room, or separate rooms?” John was honest. One
thing was sure, if they settled for a single room, he wouldn’t be
spending the nights fighting any temptation. When it’s better avoided.
        “John!” Nicole cautioned.
     “Okay. Two rooms. I was just asking.” One less thing to worry
about. With that sorted, they drove to their hotel, and checked into
their respective suites.
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chapter 22
      Nicole and John met again late afternoon, by what time they had

both freshened up and changed into more casual outfits. 

        John was honest when he told her that he found her attractive, and

now, he found himself wanting more from their budding friendship.

        He couldn’t ignore it anymore. 

    They held hands and stepped out into the evening air. He was

serious when he said he missed the beaches. But he underestimated

the effects of the ocean breeze.

         And having Nicole with him was beyond what he bargained for.

      It touched him that Nicole was willing to be with him, to talk to

him, to walk with him, to travel with him. And he knew better than

take it for granted.

    They might have started with the wrong foot; John could still

remember that Nicole who told him few weeks earlier that she had

never met him before in her entire life. 

        And he could remember the John who swore to hunt her down. 

       But none of those mattered anymore. It didn’t even matter to him

that she was the daughter of the one man he still struggled to forgive. 

        They had really come a long way. 

      And he was simply happy to have Nicole in his life, giving him the

kind of joy and satisfaction that he had not felt in a long, long time.
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        They stepped out and walked down the streets, chatting lightly.
     After a while, he noticed Nicole was trying to share some of her
personal struggles with him. 
        So, he decided to talk less and just pay attention. 
      The goal of his friendship with Nicole was becoming clearer – he
didn’t want her out of his life, ever. And if he wished to spend his life
with her, he could as well get to know her.
    “Did you know that Noah was a twin?” Nicole said to him, but
cautiously, like she was testing the waters.
        “Really? Where’s the other twin?”
        “Liam. With his father.” Her voice broke.
      John held her close. “I’m sorry. But why the separation? And why
would you allow that?”
      “Noah had lots of issues in the earlier years; he didn’t talk for two
years, we initially thought he was autistic, but it turned out to be
ADHD. Apparently, the two conditions can mimic each other in the
early stages, which is quite strange.”
         “I had no idea.”
     “Liam on the hand was a completely normal child, without any
problems at all. Anyway, after the divorce, their father took the twin
without medical problems, got himself a girlfriend, switched states,
and left Noah with me.”
        “That’s not right.” John insisted.
      “I know. Now, he blames me for relocating with Noah. But I can’t
complain; at least now, he allows the three boys to interact over video
calls occasionally, but I miss my Liam.”
        John paused to look at her eyes. He remembered Ms B told him she
was fragile and depressed. And Dammy mentioned she was deeply
troubled. He understood the pain, he also lost his own son.
        “Are you okay?”
        “I am fine,” she reassured him.
        John doubted that very much. He could see the extreme sadness in
Nicole’s eyes.
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     “But it hurts so badly,” she continued. “And life must move on,
because many times, life doesn’t give you a chance to decide what is
fair or what is easy.”
      “I agree with you. Sometimes, life hurts so badly, but at least, we
have each other.”
        “That’s comforting, John.”
      John watched her lean on him as they made a turn to go back to
their hotel.
        He wished there were something that he could do to take her pains
away. But he would be there for her; that was the least he could do.
    By the time they returned to his hotel room, they were both
exhausted. They ordered their meal which was brought to his suite.
        But before they could take a bite, Nicole crashed on the sofa in his
suite. Her soft, controlled breathing told him she was fast asleep. 
          John did not bother to wake her; he simply lifted her onto the bed.
          Nicole woke up briefly and looked at him. 
        “Ezra, I’ve told you to get back to your room,” she mumbled as she
slept back.
        John pulled the sheets and gently planted a kiss on her temple. 
        “Love you, Babe,” he said, as he traced his fingers along the outline
of her face, careful not to wake her up.
       He then picked a few pillows and returned to the oversized comfy
chaise sofa in his suite. He watched Nicole from a distance, his mind
crowded by many thoughts.
       He wanted her, he wanted to get to know her, to be there for her,
and to protect her and her sons. He could only wish the feelings were
mutual and genuine, and he hoped they could grow their love and be
happy together.
     Perhaps one day, he could get to fully forgive her father. In the
meantime, he would take it a day at a time.
        “I love you, Nicole,” he spoke out loud again. It sounded right.
        Eventually, he too drifted into an exhausted sleep.
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chapter 23
        Nicole woke up feeling better than she had felt in a long time. 

       It took her a few moments to reorientate herself to where she was

and what was going on around her; only that she knew she felt happy

and without a care in the world, and she didn’t understand why.

        Then the whole memory came rushing back to her. She had passed

out on the sofa in John’s suite, and she was probably on his bed. And

she was still wearing the same clothes as the previous day.

      She jumped out of the bed, but she soon found John sitting by a

table nearby and working on his computer. He seemed to be scrolling

through some designs.

        He turned around and looked towards her direction.

       “You’re awake!” He got up and reached her in seconds, pulling her

into his arms and planting a kiss on her cheek. He smoothed out her

hair.

     “I’m sure my hair looks like I’ve been through a storm,” Nicole

smiled weakly, surprised by the sudden gush of affection between her

and John. She loved it, especially because it felt genuine, one of the

sweetest things that ever happened to her.

        Only that she knew it wouldn’t last; John would never forgive her.

        “That’s putting it mildly,” John responded, teasing her. “Don’t beat

yourself too hard. You were tired. I was too.”
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        “Do you feel better?”
      “Sure, I do. And the best part? It’s a beautiful morning to see the
sea,” he replied.
        Nicole smiled. She too couldn’t wait to jump into the Atlantic.
       “You’re working already?” She changed the topic. She hated to pull
him away from his work.
     “Not really. My Fashion Week is almost here; I’m just replying to
some emails.”
        Nicole had heard about the Fashion Week. She thought it was kind
of him to do something for the younger ones. She told him just that.
        “I’ve heard about that, and I think it’s a great thing you’re doing.” 
     John was grateful for the compliments. He seemed quite excited
about it, and briefly explained to her what it was about. 
        He even showed her a few of their top entries. 
       “But I didn’t come here to work, I was just waiting for you to wake
up,” he added.
       “Oh, really? I still can’t believe I slept off here. So much for having
separate rooms. I hope I wasn’t snoring,” she smiled.
        “No. But you were sleep talking.”
        “I was? What did I say?”
        “You thought I was Ezra.”
        “I did?”
        “You said to me, “Ezra, go back to your room!””
        Nicole panicked. “Oh! I’m such a mess!” she replied.
 

      It was a pleasant morning, and John was glad he could swim with
Nicole again. 
     In his younger years, he loved swimming in their private pool at
home or at his friends’ homes, but it was Nicole who dragged him out
to the Atlantic Ocean for the first time.  
          He was scared at that time, but did it all the same; he did not want

A New Day ~ The Novel ~ By Kemi Owonibi

94



his new girlfriend – Nicole – to think he was a weakling.
      Many years had passed, and their lives had changed considerably
ever since. But now, they were back in the open waters. And, if things
went his way, they were probably back together.
        John was the first to step out of the water, although Nicole felt they
could still swim for a bit longer.
     “Man! I’m not a fish,” he protested, while his female companion
giggled, filling his brain with her laughter. He stayed close by though,
waddling his feet inside the waters – as a way of compromise.
      He looked at Nicole; she looked peaceful as she floated on water,
sun streaming on her face. He knew he had fallen in love with her. He
could only wish she felt the same about him.
       John still couldn’t believe what came over him, or what made him
to abandon his life and his work, hop on a plane for no other reason
than to spend time alone with Nicole, not minding that she was the
same person whom he used to refer to simply as “Ike’s daughter”.
     Nicole finally emerged from the waters and walked towards her,
claiming his heart with every step.
     “I almost didn’t come with you,” she whispered to him, as they
walked together to go get their towels. 
      She  looked  relaxed and not in a hurry to leave. He  was not in a
hurry either. That was why he came, that was why he brought her.      
        Nicole was happy, he was happy too.
     However, when the sun rose overhead, it was their cue to leave.
They did a bit of shopping, and thereafter returned to their hotel. 
    Their drive back to the hotel was a bit bumpy for him, mainly
because he was at war with himself. He could see she was struggling
with something too.
        He understood. 
        Being together was a big jump, even for him. 
       However, he realised that even though their pasts might have been
rough, and the future uncertain, if they could work together, they
could beat the odds.
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        ‘Trust and obey,’ he heard in his spirit. 
       John and Nicole returned to their hotel rooms, but later met again
for their lunch at the restaurant on the ground floor of the hotel, by
which time they were both in a better mood, and they were back to
their chatty selves. 
        Thereafter, they left for his hotel room.
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chapter 24
        “Come.” John invited Nicole to come and join him.

       He was on his bed, and he wanted Nicole to join him. However, he

could see the hesitation in her face, like she wasn’t sure if she should.

        “Please,” he added. He just wanted to hold her, to kiss her. 

     The last time they ever did anything together behind closed door

was the day he invited her to J.Cole’s, and she was the one who initiated

it. He missed her touch, and he just wanted her.

        “I just want to hold you,” he added.

        Nicole eventually obliged, breathing heavily. 

        He knew he wanted more than just hold her; he also knew that self-

control was a virtue he couldn’t afford to lose completely when it came

to Nicole. 

      But before long, Nicole warmed up to him, and he soon realised

that Nicole wanted more as well. 

     He leaned over and kissed her like he had wanted to do since he

woke up, since he watched her sleep the previous night. Making out

with her made him happy, and it appeared Nicole knew what to do to

make him want her more. 

        She wanted him too, and unapologetically so.

        He loved her so much already and he just wanted her to know that.
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      When he began to feel her hand under his shirt, he pulled off his
shirt for her.
       His thoughts ran wildly. ‘You can have me if you want me,’ he said
in faint whispers. ‘I’m not that stingy!’
        Thankfully, Nicole did not return that favour.
        Nicole eventually pulled away from him, still holding his gaze, and
her breath heavy.
      “I love you, Nicole,” he said to her through his breath. “I really do
love you.”
    “No, John. We can’t. We shouldn’t.” Nicole whispered, pulling
further away.
        John pulled her back into his embrace, swallowing hard. 
    “But why not, Nicole? Please, don’t pull away from me,” John
pleaded. He had not expected any resistance from her. “I know this is a
lot to ask, but we can. We should. Finding you and spending time with
you have made me realise that I can’t go through life without you. I
love you. You’re the one for me.”
      “No, I’m not,” Nicole pulled away, holding his gaze squarely. “I’m
still Nicole. The same old Nicole. The clumsy, nervous Nicole. I’m still
the daughter of Ikenna Nnaji. And no matter how much I try to
change, nothing can change that fact.”
         “How does that change anything?”
         “It does, John. It does.”
         John shook his head. “You’re breaking my heart, Nicole.”
     “Think, John, please. Think about what my family did to yours.
Think of what I could do or could have done that might shock you.”
          John sat up and thought, rubbing his hands on his face. She can’t
be serious!
     “I know. I know who you are. But I also know you are not your
father. Over time, I have come to understand the need to deal with
issues without sentiment. I’m working hard to forgive Ike; I don’t
know if or when I will get there.”
         Nicole was crying already, but she still maintained a distance.
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        “Look, when I think about your family, he is the only person I have
problems with.” John reached for her hand and gently rubbed his hand
on it while still holding her gaze. “I have good memories of your Mum.
I have good memories of you. These days, there’s been no day that I
didn’t think about you. And believe it or not, I am a free citizen today
because of Lizzy. Yes, the same ‘stepmom-from-hell-Liz.’”
        Nicole looked surprised. “What?”
        “Yep. I think she finally grew some spine and stood up to that man.
And she remembered her duties to the constitution of Nigeria. And
she helped me. She helped prove that I was innocent of my Dad’s
murder.”
        “I had no idea!” Nicole looked shocked. She stepped out of the bed
and slowly paced back and forth, like she was trying to process the
information, and her fright-or-freeze pose was back.
         John walked up to her.
       “It is okay, Nicole,” he reassured her. “Look at me, please. I knew
what I was doing, and I knew what I was going into by telling you how
I felt about you. I knew it would be a journey. But we can trust and
obey. We can fight the past together and reach out to a newness. To
freshness. I don’t hold you responsible for your father’s choices. I
can’t. I won’t.”
        Nicole held his gaze, still looking lost. She shook her head in what
he thought was disbelief.
     “About me being shocked,” John continued with a sad chuckle,
“Nicole, I have seen it all. I think the only thing that shook me recently
was finding you and finding you alive and well. It was a surprise, I
must confess. However, in this life, and at this point in time, there is
only one thing that can shock me. Only one thing. And that is finding
my son, Fiyin. Alive or dead, I don’t mind.”
     John drew in a ragged breath. Even after all these years, he still
couldn’t mention his son’s name without feeling such sharp pain on
his chest. 
        “I’m sorry,” Nicole replied, sadly.
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       “No, it’s not your fault. I’ve thought about it a million times over. I
don’t know what we could have done differently to keep him safe. In
the early days, I was so paranoid I used to see him in every boy I saw. I
had to go to therapy! But I’ve given him up to the Lord, and I’ve made
peace with it. I started the Fashion Week to honour his memory,” he
concluded. “And nobody must know that!” he added.
       By now, Nicole could not stop crying, even though John continued
to persuade her.
        “It’s okay, Nicole,” John reassured.
        “You still don’t get it, John?”
        “Get what?”
      “Your son. Fiyin. He is alive, John. And he is fine, he is okay, and
healthy,” she finally said through the tears.
     “What?” There was fire in John’s eyes. He held Nicole’s arm and
spoke to her with all the seriousness he could muster. “I don’t joke with
that.”
     “You didn’t notice?” Nicole asked, like he was supposed to know,
somehow.
        “No. How? Where? And how do you know he’s alive and well?”
        “Because I took him. Well, something like that.”
        “What?” John dropped her like she was some poison. His head spun
and he stammered repeatedly as he tried ask all the questions that
were in his mind at the same time. “Where is he?”
        “Well, he’s with me. In Abuja,” she jittered. “Ezra.”
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chapter 25
      Nicole had expected an extreme reaction from John; at least, she

didn’t expect him to hug her in understanding. 

        But she had not expected him to get her arrested.

       “You outdid yourself here, Nicole, didn’t you?” the voice in Nicole’s

head spoke to her in sarcasm. “You came all the way from Atlanta to

look for John; you did the right thing. Now, see where it landed you.”

        She waited impatiently in the cold seat of the unfamiliar territory.

She sat frozen, and the numbness she felt scared her to bits. The

darkness in her soul matched the dark shades of the creeping night. 

         If only she could feel something, but she felt nothing.

        She let her thoughts wander; she could still remember the day like

yesterday, and the phone call that changed her life forever.

      The Nuns that escorted her to Atlanta brought her to the rented

apartment. Well, they already removed their religious disguise, and

for the first time, she saw compassion on their faces.

         The Lead Nun approached her. “You’ll be safe here,” he told her.

       He handed over two passports to her; one was hers, and the other

belonged to the little boy. Fiyin. She didn’t know the boy too was

American citizen, and that he too had travelled by his true identity.

        “What’s going on? I don’t know,” she asked the man, while she held

on to the little boy who travelled with her.

101



     “It’s none of my business,” the man responded, gesturing to the
other to leave, and then he continued. “Young lady, your life is in
danger. You and this little boy. So, you’ve got to be careful. And if I can
advise you, which I can’t, don’t go back. Don’t talk to anybody about
your location. Keep your head low for a few years. And be safe.”
        “And the boy?”
       “Well,” he said after a moment of hesitation. “Take care of him. If
they find him, I don’t know what they’ll do to him.”
        With that, he left.
      Nicole remembered feeling confused. And scared. And alone. She
knew something dangerous was going on, but she didn’t know what to
do. She could call her Uncle, but she worried he would call her father. 
        She also worried that she and the little boy could easily be traced if
investigators were hired to search for them.
     She looked at the little boy whose life had been altered; he was
playing like he had no cares in the world, even though he was already
tired.
       “I guess it’s just you and I now,” she said to him through her tears.
“Don’t worry, I’ll call Liz, and she’ll tell us what to do.”
      She held on to him as she sat on a couch in their new apartment.
And rocked him until he slept.
      “You’ll be safe, my dear,” she reassured the sleeping boy, sniffing
back her tears. “I promise you that, even if my life depends on it.”
 

 
    The day after their arrival at Atlanta, Nicole eventually decided
calling her stepmom Lizzy would be the right decision. 
    She thought her stepmom would know what was going on and
explain to her what next steps to take. 
      On the day of her kidnap, she did not see Lizzy, and she did not
hear Lizzy’s voice. But she heard the voice of Sheila, Lizzy’s daughter.      
        Sheila sounded panicky after Maureen was shot and killed, and she 
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was yelling and screaming for a long time in the room.
     She also remembered knew Sheila stood close to where she was
hiding behind the curtains. And she knew Sheila must have seen her
when her abductors captured her. 
   Surely, she must have told Liz something. Surely Liz knew
something.
      Besides, Lizzy was the last person she saw before the four Nuns
escorted her and Fiyin out of the country the previous day. And going
by the conversation she overheard between Lizzy and the Nuns, Lizzy
definitely knew a lot. 
        So, Lizzy was the only person she could talk to.
      However, she couldn’t reach her stepmom. It took a few days, but
Lizzy eventually picked her call.
    And when she did, nothing could have prepared Nicole for her
response.
        “Who are you? And what can I do for you?” Lizzy responded.
        She tried all she could to convince her stepmom Lizzy that she was
indeed Nicole, Lizzy’s stepdaughter, Ikenna’s daughter. But Lizzy
denied her to her face. 
        Well, to her ears!
       “Liz, I’m here with the boy. I am scared. I don’t know what to do.”
Nicole pleaded. “Please talk to me. Tell me what to do.”
       “Don’t call me ever again,” Lizzy finally responded. “And don’t try
to contact me in any way. For your safety. And mine. Don’t talk to
anybody around here for now; you don’t know whom you can trust.
And don’t come back anytime soon. You’re the boy’s Mommy now.”
        “Liz?”
       “Please, be safe. I don’t know you, and you don’t know me. And we
will not have this conversation again. Ever.”
        It was then that the reality eventually weighed in on Nicole.
      She wondered if Liz tried to save her, and she couldn’t believe Liz
would go through the whole trouble of abducting both her and Fiyin
and hiring the men in black to escort them out of the country.
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        That night, in her tiny apartment at Atlanta, Nicole sat through the
night, terrified, her head spinning. She knew things were bad, but she
didn’t realise how bad things really were. It appeared they were worse
than she thought. 
        And by daybreak, she realised she and Fiyin needed to change their
identities in some ways. 
        She waddled her way to her Uncle, with the hope that her mother’s
big brother would help her. Well, he did. He also respected her wish
for privacy. And even though they kept a distance, her uncle was there
for her throughout her stay overseas. 
       She thought Ezra would be a good name, and her Uncle suggested
the boy would blend in more easily if he and Nicole shared same last
name; at least people would not question their relationship on regular
bases.
     And then, when Nicole met her ex-husband, they all became the
Jacksons.
       However, she could never live with the burden, especially knowing
that the boy had a family in Nigeria, a family that would want to have
him back, but she couldn’t take him back because she feared for their
lives.
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chapter 26
        Nicole hugged herself as memories continued to pour in. 

        She loved Ezra – the boy who first called her ‘Mommy’. 

     Things were good for her for awhile while they lived in America.

They settled into their new lives; she got married, she had kids, she

had a good job, she even for a while overcame her guilts. 

      Life was good until one day when she woke up to realise that her

marriage was over, and her own son Liam had indeed been taken away

from her. By his father.

        She could feel the pain of separation. 

       And despite her depressed state, she knew without a doubt that she

must return, and she must find John.

     She set out on the long and uncertain journey, and the rest was

history.

      The best part of her story was finding John. Finding John. Loving

John. She would have felt better if they were feuding and bickering.  

        Well, they did that initially, but that didn’t last. 

     Instead, she developed a feeling for him, a feeling that began to

engulf her from the moment she spotted him the day they met – the

morning her vehicle decided to break down and refused to move an

inch further. 
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       John  Cole also fell in love with her, at least that was what he told
her earlier. He sounded genuine. She could feel his love as well. 
        And for some moments, she believed things would be okay.
        But she was wrong. 
        No! Things would never be okay, not after holding on to his son for
eight straight years. 
     She wanted to confess; and when she finally did, she chose the
wrong time, and the wrong words came out of her mouth.
        She could still see the pain on John’s face, the horror, the feeling of
betrayal. He did not even say a word; he just watched as the police led
her away.
        Nicole felt the darkness overpowering her. 
       “You cannot escape,” the voice in her head continued to taunt her.
“The curse is strong. You are just like your father.”
 

 
       Nicole refused to talk to the police; she claimed she needed to talk
to her lawyer first, even though she knew she didn’t have any lawyer to
talk to in Lagos. 
        She had a few contacts she could call at Abuja to help, but even that
would be a long shot. 
        Besides, she didn’t want to be known as ‘Nicole the kidnapper’. She
couldn’t bear that scandal.
        There were two other ladies who were also being held up in her cell
room with her.
      “I’m Shadow, and she’s Lantern,” Shadow said while introducing
themselves shortly after she joined them in custody. 
        Nicole  wondered  what  kind  of  people would describe themselves
as Shadow and Lantern. Apparently, that was not their first time of
getting locked up.
    The ladies warned her that she might be tortured if she didn’t
cooperate. 
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        “This one that they are calling you and you’re not talking, I fear for
you o,” Shadow cautioned her. “They will deal with you. Wait till their
boss comes.”
       “Just tell them what they want to hear, otherwise they will beat the
hell out of you. These people don’t know girl o.” Lantern advised.
       “Ha! Bad child!” Shadow cut in. “Babe, don’t listen to Lantern o. Let
me give you correct advice. Don’t tell them what they want to hear o.
You need to first get your story right, look at all the angles wella, and
stick to your story. But I agree with this spoilt child called Lantern. If
you don’t cooperate, they will show you pepper.”
      Nicole couldn’t think right, but she knew she wouldn’t mind. She
would gladly be tortured, if that would give her the closure she needed. 
        She believed she had not suffered enough for what she did. 
    She understood what John and his family were going through,
because she felt the pain when her other twin Liam was taken from
her. 
       She had grieved ever since; if she could be so hopeless even though
she knew Liam’s whereabout and that he was safe with his father, she
couldn’t imagine what it felt for John – not knowing where his son
was, or whether his son was alive or safe.
        Nicole folded her knees as she sat on the far end of the cold bench. 
        “It was not your fault,” another voice said to her.
     Nicole closed her eyes and tried to block the voice out, shedding
tears for the first time since John walked out on her. She couldn’t think
of John, she couldn’t bear to think about the pain he had been through.
       “No! It was my fault,” she whispered to herself as she wept. “I kept
quiet for too long.”
        “You have to pray hard, and you must get a strong lawyer,” Lantern
added, holding her shoulder, and interrupting her protracted self-
pity.
       “Yes, o!” Shadow replied. “Kidnap is a big thing in Naija. They will
not say you are oyinbo, they will throw you in jail before you can say
Statue of Liberty!”
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     “Maybe you should call your embassy, so that they can come and
help you, otherwise…!” Lantern added.
        Nicole watched and waited. 
      It was already dark, and she still did not have an idea of what next
to do.
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chapter 27
    Sounds of clanging metals woke Nicole up rudely. She tried to

reorientate herself, as she wasn’t sure of where she was. Then,

suddenly, the memory came rushing to her. 

        She had been arrested and had spent the night in police custody.

       She had slept exhausted, both physically and emotionally. Her two

friendly cellmates – Shadow and Lantern – had both been released

from custody on bail, and two new and not-so-friendly ones had

replaced them. 

        Yet nobody had come for her.

      Well, she wasn’t expecting anybody. And she still hadn’t talked to

the police, even after being invited again for questioning.

        How did she go from spending the night on John’s bed to spending

the night in a police cell, on a cold bench?

      Just the previous morning, she had woken up to happy moments

with the man she loved, and to a romantic breakfast on the patio with

John. 

       She could still see John gushing over her like she meant everything

to him. She could still feel the warmth of his embrace, the tenderness

of his hands, the sweetness of his lips on hers.

       Her life was suddenly beautiful again, and she couldn’t believe she

managed to ruin all that. 

        And now she had woken up to a police interrogation.
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        “Nice things don’t happen to Nicole,” she shook her head sadly.
        She let her thoughts run wild. 
     She wondered how John was doing, if he would leave for Abuja
without her, if her suitcase would be thrown out of the hotel, what he
would tell Ms B, what would happen to her kids, and what would
happen if GreenSide found out. Of course, she would lose her job. 
        And then what?
        Well, if she survived her current ordeal, perhaps it was time to take
Noah and leave the country for good. 
        Surely, John would fight to have his son, Ezra. Fiyin. 
      And Nicole decided she wouldn’t fight it at all; she would just let
John have him, especially if it meant the charges would go away.
        The thoughts of being separated from Ezra tore her life apart, with
fresh tears flowing from her eyes. They were all still trying to recover
from their separation from Liam, and she didn’t know how she would
go on with life without Ezra. 
       She loved Ezra more than life itself; she had given up so much just
to make sure he was safe and happy. She wondered how Ezra would
cope without his ‘Mommy’ and his little brothers.
        An innocent looking young police constable marched inside the cell
and called her name. Nicole knew right there that it was end of the
line. They had indulged her all night, and now, she had used up all her
fortune charms. It was time to face the music.
       “I need to make a call,” she heard herself say. “I told the other men
already, and it is urgent.”
        “Then go and make your call. I’ll escort you,” the constable replied.
       Nicole walked towards the telephone, still unsure of what to do or
whom to call. She thought of different people she could talk to, but
none of them seemed ideal, given the situation. 
        Suddenly she thought of someone, and she punched in the number
before she could change her mind. It was probably another wrong
decision, but at least, she could give it a try. 
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chapter 28
       Jumoke Kolade wasn’t pleased with an early morning interruption

to her schedules. She was reclining on her patio couch, praying.

      But when her assistant informed her it was a call from the police,

she got up and picked it at once.

      She hadn’t slept much that night; especially because her son John

left a cryptic message for her the previous evening. 

      John had already informed her that he was in Lagos for a private

business, but by the time he left the message, he mentioned he was

leaving earlier than scheduled due to an emergency, and he was on his

way to the airport to return to Abuja.

     Jumoke was worried especially because John refused to pick her

calls, and when he eventually did, he said he was not in the mood to

talk, but that he would explain everything to her once he figured it out.

       The warrior in her had spent most part of the night setting things

straight in prayers. And she had woken up that morning still feeling

burdened.

      Jumoke knew she couldn’t leave anything to chances, not after all

they had been through.

        She just hoped, whatever the emergency was, that John was safe. 

        Jumoke listened with agitations to the teary voice on the other side

of the phone. She couldn’t make up what the person was saying. 
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        It took a while, but she eventually figured it out.
     It was the same girl who called her from Lafia just a few weeks
earlier. Nicole.
      The one John claimed lived in Abuja. And now, she was in Lagos.
And she had been arrested by the police.
      ‘What is going on with this girl? And what was she doing in police
custody?’ she thought. 
        Jumoke was still trying to process John’s messages; he talked about
something big going on, and how he didn’t know if it was a good thing
or a bad thing, but it had the potential to be disastrous. 
        And now, Nicole was in some trouble.
        “These children will not kill me,” she whispered to herself. 
        She listened as Nicole ranted. 
     “Nicole, what are you doing in police custody? What did you do?
Who arrested you?” she kept asking.
        But Nicole couldn’t give any response that made sense.
       “Okay, darling, just breathe. Breathe in and out and stay calm. I’m
coming over to get out of there right away.”
      However, by the time she arrived at the Police station, she almost
had a heart attack.
      She learned that Nicole had been arrested for the kidnap of a boy
named Ezra Jackson, and the arrest had to do with her own son John
Kolade. 
       And as if those were not strange enough, the arrest was somewhat
linked to the murder of her husband.
      Jumoke knew his son had been trying to get some closure, and he
had been looking for ways of finding justice for his father. They all had
been hoping for that miracle.
       However, arresting Nicole was not the way to go about it. The poor
girl looked traumatised already.
       “This is ridiculous, John!” Jumoke responded before she could stop
herself, hitting her forehead with the palm of her hand. “Devil, not
today!”
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     Jumoke Kolade bailed Nicole and brought her back to her hotel
room. 
       Finally, Nicole could sigh with relief. She and John were supposed
to check out early that morning anyway, and to return to their homes
in Abuja. She had requested for her separate room, but she had ended
up not sleeping there on both days. 
     She stopped briefly by the door next to hers – John’s door – and
tapped it lightly; of course, she didn’t expect John would still be there,
but she did it anyway.
        A smallish woman opened the door; she didn’t look impressed with
her but smiled all the same.
        “Can I help you, young lady?” she asked politely.
     “I’m sorry to bother you,” Nicole started awkwardly, “a friend of
mine was in this room and I just wanted to say hello.” She didn’t plan
to sound disappointed.
       “I’m sure your friend checked out already, because I’ve moved into
this suite since yesterday,” the woman responded nicely.
       Nicole bit her lip and went into her room with Jumoke Kolade; she
couldn’t believe John left the previous day as well.
        She went into the bathroom to freshen up, but she ended up crying
for the most part. 
    By the time she stepped out of the bathroom, Jumoke already
ordered her breakfast. She settled to eat, but she couldn’t hold back
her tears; she was too shaken by the police experience.
        Jumoke reached out and held her to herself in a motherly embrace;
Nicole felt the motherly love she hadn’t felt since like forever, stirring
up even more emotions in her.
      Nicole wondered how much the woman knew; surely, John would
have spoken to her. She desperately wished she could trust the older
woman; she just didn’t know how much to say to her.
      She could still remember Lizzy’s advice; “you don’t know whom to
trust.”
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        Lizzy was right. If John went from declaring his unending love to
her to calling the police on her, in the same breath, Nicole wondered
what the John’s mother would do to her if she got angry.
      “What happened, Nicole?” Jumoke asked after she calmed down a
bit.
        “John.”
        “What did John say you did?”
     Nicole decided to follow the advice given to her by Shadow and
Lantern, by sticking with the statement she gave to the police. 
        “John believed I kidnapped my son, Ezra.”
      “That doesn’t make any sense. Did you do that? And how was that
his business?”
         “He believed Ezra was his missing son. Fiyin.”
        “Oh my God! John will not put me in trouble!” Jumoke exclaimed.
“I can’t believe we are back to this paranoia. I thought we got over that
problem already. I’m sorry Nicole.”
        Nicole swallowed hard. 
        She wanted to tell Jumoke Kolade the truth. But she was afraid.
       Besides, that would mean digging out the story of her own kidnap
ordeal. And she wasn’t sure she was strong enough to go into that story
yet. 
       She watched as the older woman brought out her phone, and she
called John immediately. But he didn’t pick up, so his mother left a
voice message for her.
       “John, call me as soon as you receive my message. I heard what you did to
Nicole, and I want all charges dropped asap.”
        Jumoke was ready to leave. “You know you have to stay around for
a few days?”
        Nicole nodded.
       “So, would you want to come home with me, or you prefer to stay
here?”
      “I would rather stay here. I hate to be a burden.” Nicole excused
herself politely.
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     She wasn’t ready to face that part of her past. She had left it for
good, and she wasn’t going back there.
        “Darling, you are not a burden. I wish you knew how happy I was to
see you again,” Jumoke smiled sweetly. “We have lost so many people
along the way, but for those of us who are still here, the least we can do
is to be kind to one another.”
        Moments later, she left.
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chapter 29
     “You are one sneaky young man!” Jumoke spoke to her son John.

“For God’s sake, where have you been? John, I did not raise you to be so

paranoid. And I definitely did not raise you to be so vengeful!”

       John was not in the mood for any arguments. Instead, he dropped

the document he was holding on his mother’s table. He finally waddled

his way back to Lagos after two days of being a complete wretch. 

        And he was visiting his mother at her office.

       “All charged have been dropped, Mum, and your girl is free to go. I

think we are all happy now,” he added. 

    He hadn’t planned to be sarcastic, but he was still broken and

traumatised by the whole Nicole experience.

     “What is this?” his mother picked up the paper, and she scanned

through, ignoring his sarcasm.

        “Paternity test result,” he replied. 

     John hated that he had to go through that with the boy a second

time. Many years ago, when he was younger and stupid, a girl claimed

he got her pregnant.

    His family had insisted on supporting the girl throughout the

pregnancy; they even paid when the girl said she wanted to have the

baby overseas. 
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      And John was forced to be around at the delivery even though he
and Maureen were no longer together.
        However, once the paternity was confirmed, he fell in love with the
boy, especially because Maureen let them have the kid so that she
could have the flexibility to move on with her life and with her new
boyfriend.
        John watched his mother as realisation shone on her face. 
        “Oh no!” she spoke softly. “So, it is true. Fiyin is alive!”
    “Your girl Nicole took him away from us,” John replied, feeling
defeated. “For eight years, Mum. For eight years, I prayed. For eight
years, I hoped. For eight years, I grieved. I missed eight good years of
my son’s life. She took him away, changed his name to Ezra, and
planted herself as his mother, knowing well that Maureen was dead.
What brand of wickedness is that?”
      His mother got up and walked away from her seat, but not before
John noticed tears streaming down her eyes. It was a painful
experience for them all. 
        John got up at once and reached out to his mother immediately.
     “It’s okay, Mum. Please don’t cry. He’s safe now.” He hugged her
and consoled her.
      “There has got to be an explanation,” Jumoke replied, dabbing her
eyes. 
     “Mum, I know you love this girl, and you are trying to make an
excuse for her, the same way you like to make excuses for people. But
she’s still the daughter of Ikenna, and obviously, she inherited his
venom. You knew what those people did to us –”
     “Shush it, John. No child of mine would talk like that!” Jumoke
replied, still dabbing her eyes. 
        “Really now, Mum.”
     “Was that why you brought her to Lagos, to have your pound of
flesh, to get her arrested in Lagos so that you could link her to some
crime? This is not how to get justice for your father.”
        “Mum, please don’t go there –”
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      “Nicole told me that she came to Lagos because of you. With you.
Why did you bring her?” Jumoke Kolade was insistent. “You lured her
to come with you, isn’t it? You brought her to Lagos because you
wanted her prosecuted here, isn’t it? Was this the ‘private business’
that brought you to Lagos? The business you couldn’t explain when I
asked you?”
        “Mum, you’re making things up now –”
      “Then, explain to me! You told me she wasn’t living in Lafia, and
that lived in Abuja. And suddenly both of you were here at the same
time, and she ended up in custody for something as extreme as kidnap
and murder. John, are you out of your mind? Have you considered how
this thing can blow up beyond control?”
        “I can explain –”
      “I am listening. Because I don’t care what’s going on between you
and Nicole, but I beg you, leave my grandson out of it! And for the love
of God, leave my husband out of it!”
        John let out a deep breath. “He was my father too –”
        “I know.”
      “Aargh! Mum, how am I supposed to make you see reasons when
you keep cutting me off? I just told you all charges have been dropped.”
      “I’m listening to you, John,” Jumoke said as she went back to her
seat. “I’ve got time. Make me understand. Make me see reasons!”
        John let out a breath again as he too went back to his seat. 
      “Yes. It is true that I came to Lagos with Nicole. But you’ve got to
believe me, it wasn’t out of any malicious intent. It was meant to be
like a getaway –”
      “Midweek?” Jumoke looked at him with a suspicious eye. “And tell
me, what do you mean by ‘getaway’? Like a romantic getaway?”
        “Nicole and I were getting friendly,” he confessed, painfully.
     “What? What do you mean by ‘friendly’?” His mother had a faint
smile with lots of surprise on her face. “Were you two dating?”
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        “I wouldn’t say that. Like I said, we were getting friendly.”
        “But it would take a special friendship to make you two to hop on a
plane in the middle of the week and lodge in the same hotel,” she
chuckled mischievously, shaking her head. 
        “Come on, Mum.”
     “Nicole even went to knock on the door next to hers right in my
presence after I bailed her from police custody. ‘My friend stays here’”
Jumoke mimicked Nicole, ignoring John. “So, you were that friend.”
She chuckled again.
        “Yes. I took the room next to hers,” John hated that his mother was
pushing the Nicole side of the story. “But Mum, you are reading too
many meanings to stuff. You have not even talked about Ezra.”
     His mother ignored that again. He knew she was still trying to
process the news.
        “You loved her?”  It sounded more like a statement of fact. 
        John nodded. He did not bother to deny it. “I guess that was why it
hurt so badly. I’m still trying to make sense of the whole experience.
Just when I thought finally, I found someone I genuinely cared about
–” he stopped abruptly.
     “John. I’m sure there’s an explanation,” his mother replied. The
sarcasm had gone, and she sounded more sympathetic. “Don’t close
that door yet, until you’re sure. In the meantime, try to regain her
trust. Who knew? Maybe God used her to protect our little Ezra from
the evil that was killing everybody at that time. Things can only get
better.”
        John smiled.
        “What’s funny?” his mother asked.
        “You just called him Ezra.”
       “But you called him Ezra first,” his mother smiled back. “Now, you
have to tell me everything about him. Because I’ll love to see him,
asap.”
       John felt a feeling of satisfaction spread over his chest as he spoke
excitedly to his mother.
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    “Ezra is such a smart kid,” he said. “You will love him. He’s an
absolute delight. And well behaved, and kind, and sensitive. Nicole did
such a great job raising him.”
        “You’ve met him?”
      “Yes. We spent lots of time together, actually” John replied, “I just
didn’t think he was mine. I loved him, he struck me oddly, I thought
he was a cool kid. But I wasn’t thinking in that direction. I mean, how
could a random kid I met in a friend’s house be my son?”
        “God works in mysterious ways, John.”
       He pulled out his iPad and showed his mother a few pictures of the
happy times that he had with Ezra. And Tife. And Ezra little brother,
Noah.
    In retrospect he couldn’t believe he missed the resemblance. It
finally made sense that Nicole asked him how he didn’t notice.
        “My baby!” Jumoke dabbed her eyes.
        He got up to leave. 
        “Mum, I’ll talk to you later; I have to go see Nicole now.”
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chapter 30
        Jumoke watched her son leave, and then she let down the tears. 

      She wanted him to fix his friendship with Nicole that had already

broken down, but she also managed to delay him a bit, because she

needed something to hold on to. 

    A picture, a video, a story, anything that could link her to her

missing grandson.

        And John was generous to give her more than she anticipated as he

rushed to leave.

        “Thank you, God!” she said.

       She scrolled through the pictures John transferred to her, and she

couldn’t believe John never suspected the boy could be his son, because

Ezra shared lots of their family resemblance. 

       But she couldn’t blame him; he used to suspect every little boy was

Fiyin at the beginning, until it became worrisome, and he was almost

arrested one day for harassment. 

        He had to go through therapy and extended grief counselling.

        And to think John and Nicole were in a situation that had romance

written all over it really blew her mind. 

       She  picked her  phone  and made the important call that had been

on her mind since John made that confession.

        Lizzy Nnaji.

121



     She and Lizzy Nnaji had a good fairly relationship despite their
husbands’ petty rivalry – a rivalry that later blew out of proportion
when Ikenna turned to the dark side.
     At the peak of it, the two wives took sides with their respective
husbands.
      And Jumoke became temporarily bitter after they lost Longarrows;
she became devastated after her husband was shot and killed, and she
felt her life was over after John was incarcerated for the murder of her
husband, and her grandson also disappeared. Maureen’s violent death
too brought to her a mix of both relief and anger.
     Jumoke however traded her season of mourning into a stronger
walk with God, and her faith and prayers became her place of refuge.
        It took a while, but she found comfort. 
    Her closure came when Lizzy came over to her. It seemed the
younger woman realised she pitched her tent in the shades of
darkness. And Lizzy stood the risk of losing her job and reputation.     
      Lizzy came to her, and Lizzy promised to help Jumoke if Jumoke
would agree to stand with her in public and restore the public’s
confidence in her.
        At the same time, Lizzy suddenly became the human rights activist
and a voice for the powerless. She stood up to her husband, and Lizzy
fought hard to find freedom for Jumoke’s son, John.
        Jumoke always had sharp memories of the most important things,
but even she realised she didn’t have a full recollection of what
happened during that period. 
     She however remembered vaguely that period of their lives did
overlap with the time Fiyin disappeared, and that it coincided with the
time Nicole disappeared.
      It also coincided with the time Lizzy and her children separated
from Ike Nnaji. Lizzy and Ikenna were still legally married, a decision
that was motivated by the prospects of inheritance, only that she never
came back, even though the twins often visited their father.
        Jumoke believed those things couldn’t just be coincidences!
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       Surely Lizzy must know something, something she had refused to
talk to her about, even after all these years.
        And whatever Lizzy knew, she was determined to find out.

 

        Lizzy picked up the call immediately.
       “Hello, Auntie this is a surprise.” Lizzy spoke with excitement. She
always referred to Jumoke as ‘Auntie”.  “I hope you are fine.”
     “I’m fine. I currently have a situation on my hands, and I need
clarification.” Jumoke immediately dived into the purpose of her call.
        “I hope there’s no problem.”
       “Lizzy, there is. I need you to tell me the truth about John, Nicole,
and my grandson Fiyin. Can you recollect what happened? And how
Nicole and Fiyin got missing?”
        There was silence.
        “Don’t lie to me, Liz.”
        “Auntie, you are forcing my hands here.” Lizzy said reluctantly.
     “You don’t have to say everything you know. Just go to the most
important parts,” Jumoke insisted.
        Lizzy sighed. “Auntie, this is not a matter we can discuss over the
phone,” she started. “You see, I used to think Ikenna was just jealous, I
didn’t know the full extent of what he was involved in. Imagine, a high
court judge married to that kind of man?”
        “So, what happened?”
       “I knew I couldn’t fight Ikenna or those blood-thirsty monsters he
was associated with. But I guess John’s arrest was the eyeopener I
needed. And then they wanted Nicole, and Fiyin. So, I had to put my
own life on the line. And I had to do whatever I could to make sure the
three of them were safe. I’ve said too much already, but you know we
can’t be having this kind of conversation over the phone.”
     “So, you knew they weren’t missing. Or are you saying you knew
how they got missing?” Jumoke asked.
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      “Well, technically, I can’t answer that. I simply made sure that they
weren’t in harm’s way. I couldn’t sit and watch when I could do
something about it. The only person innocent enough to keep the boy
safe was Nicole. But Auntie, let’s meet and talk about it some time.”
      Jumoke sighed; it still broke her heart, that she had to support a
man who caused her so much pain, just because he was sick. Ikenna
did not deserve her help.
        ‘But none of us deserves anything,’ she reminded herself.
       She had stood by Ikenna through his sickness. She knew he didn’t
have much time left, and Jumoke was not willing to abandon him, even
though being there for him hurt her a lot.
    “Your husband is very sick,” she reminded Lizzy. “And there’s
nobody here to take care of him. He’d decided to stop treatment, and
he is spending his last days just taking pain medications.”
     “I’m not a nurse, Auntie,” Liz responded. “And Ikenna deserves
everything he’s getting. He deserves to be left alone, abandoned, and
left to suffer alone in his sickness. I’ve told you to stop helping him.”
         They ended the call.
     Jumoke sat speechless. Her heart broke. She thought about the
painful seasons of her life, about the wonderful man she married, and
how her life was temporarily interrupted by the trauma she suffered.    
     She was also grateful for the healing she had received, and how
everything was turning around for good.
      She also though of Ikenna – the man who caused her much grief,
and how God instructed her to show him kindness.
        She remembered the words of Jesus.

“Love your enemies! Pray for those who persecute you! 
In that way, you will be acting as true children of your Father in heaven. 

For he gives his sunlight to both the evil and the good, 
and he sends rain on the just and the unjust alike.”

        She knew her decision wasn’t popular; the more reason she did not
disclose to her children that she was helping him. But she had also
learned to lean on God for direction, especially in situations like that.

A New Day ~ The Novel ~ By Kemi Owonibi

124



        Her eyes welled as she thought of John and Nicole.
       To think her son now had romantic interest in Ikenna’s daughter,
and that Ike’s daughter did a great job keeping her grandson safe and
raising him well was too much for her to handle.
        Nothing could have prepared her for those!
      God does work in mysterious ways! Indeed, things could only get
better!
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chapter 31
        “Hi.” John stood by the door to Nicole’s room. 

      He brought a luxury gift hamper, and two dozen roses, complete

with a “I’m sorry” heart-shaped balloon. And a look that that yelled he

was truly sorry for his thoughtless behaviour.

      Nicole stood by the door. She looked stunned, and then she went

expressionless.

        “May I come in, please?” John asked further.

     Nicole opened the door and moved sideways, enough for him to

enter. She was so distant, so detached, and she looked lost.

        “I got these for you,” John continued.

      “Thank you,” she finally spoke, as she collected the peace offering

that he brought and set them on the table.

        “I’m sorry. For everything,” he apologised.

        Nicole only shrugged.

        “Talk to me, Nicole,” John pleaded. He moved closer to her, but she

moved farther away.

        “I don’t know what to say. At least, now you know, that he’s yours.”

       The past few days had been difficult for both him and Nicole. And

quite painful for him. And probably for her as well. 
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      He and Nicole didn’t communicate directly; thankfully, Francesca
was kind enough to be the middleman relaying information back and
forth between them. 
      He was busy trying to confirm Ezra’s paternity, while Nicole was
busy setting the scene for a bitter legal battle – one she would most
likely lose.
        Only that he wasn’t strong enough to fight her. He would rather let
her win.
        She offered him a seat in the far end of the sofa she was sitting on.
He obliged.
       “How are you?” John asked. He took his seat and watched her from
afar.
        “Am I supposed to answer that question?” Nicole asked. “But if you
must know, I’m not fine.”
        “I’m sorry, Nicole. I really am,” he repeated. “I’m sorry for the way
I reacted. For the way I treated you. I didn’t intend to find out like this.
I was shocked; I just couldn’t wrap my head around it. How was I
supposed to know that Ezra was my son? But at least, Francesca was
kind enough to explain the situation to him.”
        “Is that what you call him? Ezra?” Nicole swallowed hard.
       “That’s his name, isn’t it?” John willed himself to respond. “Nicole,
I’m not here to fight you. And I’m not here to play games. The boys are
missing their Mommy; I brought you here, and I need to take you back
to them,” John replied. 
        Nicole gasped. She raised both her brows, shocked.
      “Ezra is already giving me an angry look, because I told him that
you were still busy here in Lagos,” he added with a forced smile.
       At this point, Nicole couldn’t hold back anymore. She broke down
in tears. 
        “Are you not going to take him away?” she asked, jittery.
      John finally got the chance to close the gap between them, and he
moved close to her. As hurt and as broken as he was, he still willed
himself to pull her into his arms.
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      “What monster would that make me, Nicole? Taking a child from
his mother?” He let out a deep breath. “I’m already feeling terrible for
what I did to you, the arrest and all. Nicole, I have my flaws, but I’m
not an angry person. And I’m not vindictive –”
      “You’re just a grieving Daddy, right?” Nicole interrupted through
her tears. “I’m so sorry.”
        “Me too.” John sniffed. “I still don’t understand why you did it, but
I know there must be an explanation somewhere, which honestly, I
don’t think I want to know.”
        Nicole nodded as new tears poured.
        “I need just a favour from you,” John continued, lifting her head so
that he could hold her gaze. “Nicole, I would love to be involved in
Ezra’s life. I would love to be actively present. I have already missed
eight years of his life; I thank you for being there when I couldn’t be
there for him, but I don’t want to miss any moment any further.” 
        Nicole nodded again. She opened her mouth to say something, but
she choked in her tears.
       “And with your permission, I would love to be a part of Noah’s life
as well. I know it’s a lot to ask. But Ezra cares a lot about his little
brother. I don’t want to interrupt their lives; I just want to be visibly
involved.”

 
        Nicole did not reply to any of John’s requests; she made no attempt
to pull away from him either. He pulled her close, and she leaned
snugly on him.
      John hated that he was in love with someone who caused him so
much pain, but when he thought of how happy Nicole made him, he
couldn’t think of life without her.
     If they could get past their current ordeal, he would ask her for
something more permanent.
        Marriage, maybe. 
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       A marriage seemed like the most logical thing to do; he wasn’t too
sure, but that was how he felt. Not just because Nicole had the two
boys he loved in her custody, but more importantly, because he loved
Nicole as well.
       “Love is patient,” his mother told him earlier before coming to see
Nicole. “One would expect the Apostle Paul to describe love as the best
feeling in the world, but no. He started with patience. Because he
knew what most of us don’t know. He knew without patience; we
would continue to ruin love.”
      He looked at the beautiful woman he was still holding in his arm.
He had not been patient with her, and he probably ruined their love.
       “I didn’t take Ezra away from you,” Nicole finally spoke and moved
a little away from him, distracting his rumination. “But it’s a long
story.”
        “Do I need to know?” John hesitated.
        “I believe so. Yes.” She locked his gaze. “I’ve never told anybody my
story, and it had haunted me for years. Even my ex-husband thought
Ezra was my child from a previous relationship, which was strange.
But I did not kidnap Ezra. I never could have done that even if I
wanted. I was just twenty-one.”
        John sat shocked; he watched her with curiosity, his head reeling.
      “What do you mean?” He hated to think she was forced to keep a
dangerous secret. Most likely by her father.
      “When I said I took him, I meant I held him in my arms from the
very moment he was put in my care. I held him to protect him, to keep
him safe. And that was what I’ve done ever since. He’s a big boy now,
we are almost same height, so I can’t carry him like that anymore.”
      “What do you mean?” John asked again. He looked more shocked
than surprised.
       “Some people I still don’t know took us and locked us up for a long
time,” Nicole answered absently. “I was alone in a large room for a
long time. I turned out I spent a month and half there. I’m assuming
they did that to protect us.” She paused briefly.
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        “What?” John mouthed.
       “After a while, Ezra and I were both escorted out of the country by
some secret security agents who were disguised as Nuns. And then,
Ezra and I were abandoned together in an apartment in Atlanta. It was
up to me to see to it that we were both fine. I didn’t know what to do, I
didn’t know whom to talk to. And both our lives were in danger. So, I
stayed away, and I kept a low profile.”
        John listened in wonder as Nicole told him the strangest story.
       Nicole insisted on telling him; he suspected there could be more to
the story, judging by how Nicole punctured her story and paused every
now and again, but he didn’t think he needed to know everything. 
       He once thought he had seen it all, but he soon realised that Nicole
went through just as much trauma as he, if not worse.
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chapter 32
       “I knew it!” John said after a while. He wove Nicole’s hand in his for

a while, as they both tried to find strength in each other. “I knew there

had to be a good explanation! I knew you were not evil! I can’t believe I

called the police on you before knowing the facts!”

      “I believe whoever snatched me from behind the curtains that day

saved my life,” Nicole continued her story. “And whoever took Ezra

from his nanny that day saved his life too. I didn’t know how to raise a

three-year-old. And the people who rescued us told me to take care of

the boy and stay away from the country for as many years as possible.

Possibly for good.”

      John’s blood  boiled; the  helplessness of the  situation irked him.

How could he fight back? Especially when those forces of evil were

invisible and unknown?

        “Don’t be hard on yourself, John.” Nicole seemed to see through his

struggles. “There are some evils we cannot fight; sometimes, the only

wise thing to do is to run and to keep running. It doesn’t make you a

coward; it simply keeps you alive for the next battle, and for the people

you love, and for the people who love you.”

   John nodded. Nicole was right. But he wished he could do

something, anything, to remove the pain and heal her, to help her

recover from the traumatic life she’d lived. 
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      He didn’t know what to do; it hurt him that he was limited in his
capacity. He couldn’t change the past, but at least he could love her,
and he could be there for her, with her, every step going forward.
      “After my divorce,” she continued “I slipped into depression. The
guilt was killing me; I couldn’t live with it anymore.”
        “I’m so sorry.”
      “Yeah. Me too. So, I set out to look for you. After months of futile
search, one day, I found you in the most unlikely place,” she finally
smiled, tugging his heart in the weakest point.
        “How’s that?” 
      “I was running a story, and I found your picture on the cover of a
magazine! I screamed so loudly, everybody thought I was crazy! Right
there, I knew it was time to come back.” 
        John smiled back, though sadly.
        “And then one day, I met you, and I froze time,” she smiled again.
       She reached out to him, and ran her hand playfully down his face,
like she wanted him to know she had moved on from her past ordeal. 
       She paused and searched his face, like she was trying to memorise
every feature in there. A sweet smile was plastered on her face, and her
expression had softened.
        She really did know to pause time.
        “You remember, the day I said I didn’t know you?” she asked. 
       “Yeah, I remember.” John smiled back. Every part of him ached for
her, burned for her. It took all his self-control to hold back. “The day I
was trying to convince you that I knew you. I spotted from the coffee
shop across the road.”
     “Some things are just meant to be.” Nicole replied with a sweet
smile. She returned to take her place in his embrace, leaning cosily on
his chest.
      John let a soft breath. They both had been through hell, and they
both had a long way to go as they find healing from the experiences
that traumatised them. But at least, they found each other, and it was
a great start. 
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        “You are so brave, you know?” He told her.
       “I don’t know. I just keep fighting, taking life a day at a time, every
single day. But I’m not always strong. Sometimes I need a shoulder to
lean on, but most times I don’t get any.”
      “You don’t have to fight alone anymore,” John replied, wiping her
tears with his free hand.
      He finally understood why she always turned to Ezra for support.
John realised he needed to step up now. It was his duty, not Ezra’s.
     “I am here, Nicole,” he continued. “We can share the burden. It
makes life easier.”
        He meant every promise he made to her. 
      He gently massaged her arm and her back with passion, and with all
the determination he could muster. 
        He loved her.
        And soon enough, Nicole too began to let down her guards. 
       In minutes, her hands were over the outline of his face and digging
down to the nape of his neck and down to his back. That was he cue. 
     She always knew how to subdue him, make him want her more,
every single time. He could never resist her.
        Not like he wanted to. Not like he ever could.
     He loved how Nicole always made him feel like she wanted him.
Needed him. Loved him. And he too couldn’t get enough of her.
     “Were you serious about the boys? Ezra? And Noah?” Nicole was
down to whispers.
      “I meant every  word!” John swallowed hard. He met her gaze and
looked deep into her soul. “But I lied, somewhere.”
        “Where was the lie?” 
        “I didn’t tell you how I felt about you,” he replied. 
        “How do you feel about me?”
        John did not answer, but he pulled her closer to him.
        Without another word, he claimed her lips with his. 
      His heart raced, and he felt both humbled and ecstatic by the way
Nicole accepted him in a reckless abandon. 
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        He would love to be loved like that forever.
        And he would love to keep Nicole happy for the rest of his life.
       “I love you. I love you so much, Nicole, more than life itself,” John
finally spoke when he got the chance to catch his breath.
       He watched her closely. The last time he told her he loved her, she
ruined everything. But she did not pull away; instead, she held on
more closely, curling onto him.
      “I love you too, John,” she finally responded, locking his gaze. “Is
that too early to say? Because I want this to last.”
        John smiled. “No, it’s not too early. We have a family now. We are
a family now. So, yeah, I also want it to last!”

        Nicole had never felt so happy in a long time. 
       The burden had been lifted; she’d told a story that tortured her for
years, and she had nothing more to hide.
        And John too stopped fighting her; he dropped all the charges, and
he came back to her, choosing to be in her life and in the lives of her
children. 
        Their children.
      “The boys are so blessed to have you as their Daddy,” she pushed
further, just to be sure.
        “That sounds special,” John seemed ready to take up the role.
        “It’s a lot of work. Parenting!” she continued, like she to give him a
crash course on parenting. “Kids are so busy, and they are so pushy,
and they are so territorial, and they just want to have their way, and
you have to be on top of your game.” 
        John laughed. 
        “It’s okay Nicole, don’t get yourself worked up. We’ll take it a day at
a time. I know it’s a big leap. But I’m here. With you. Every step of the
way.”
        “Mm-hmmm,” she smiled.

A New Day ~ The Novel ~ By Kemi Owonibi

134



     “But right now, we need to get you back home,” John continued.
“Ezra was already giving me the angry look. I want to be in his life, not
in his bad book.”
        Nicole laughed. “You’re scared of Ezra now?”
        “That boy is a competition, I promise you that.” John laughed back.
“But I’m not going to let him win.”
        “Really?”
     “Nicole, Ezra is just like me. And that’s not funny! I must up my
game!” He laughed back. 
         He got up like they could start packing her luggage. 
       “He got to know that I was his father,” John continued, pulling out
a suitcase, “and the boy looked me in the eye and said, “That’s not my
problem. Now, can I see my Mum?”” 
        “No ways!”
     “Yes, ways! I knew right there that Nicole raised him well. And I
knew that I would need more sense than force.”
        Nicole got up and followed him closely, hugging him from behind.
     “Oh my world!” she said as she leaned on him, interrupting John
who stopped right there in his tracks. “I had no idea!”
        She was glad John stopped, because she was not in a hurry to leave. 
       She wished they could spend some time together before facing life
again. After all, that was why they came to Lagos, well, before the
arrest mishap. 
        Not that she planned to hold it against him. That was all in the past
now. And she’d forgiven him.
       She loved John so much. And she wanted John in her life. He made
her happy. Fulfilled. Satisfied. And she hoped he wouldn’t change his
mind. So far, he had accepted her.
       Her hands glided gently over him, as she filled her mind with all
the wrong ideas. John was the man for her, she knew that well. 
        And she would all she could to protect that interest.
      But when he turned around to face her, she knew he wouldn’t be
leaving her anytime soon. Perhaps never.
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        “But never mind. I’ve got what it takes to  win his Mum’s heart.”
        “You don’t have to try so hard. Because this Nicole is all yours.”
        He leaned over and kissed her.

    “Can we travel tomorrow, please? I’m sure we can find another
excuse to spend one more day. Because I just want to spend the rest of
the day alone with you. Mommy duties and life realities can resume
tomorrow.”
    “I’m not in a hurry. We can travel tomorrow,” John smiled; he
cupped her face in his hands. “And this is the reality now – you and I,
starting our lives together, sharing our lives together.
        “You made it sound so easy.”
        “It’s the first day, but we have forever to go.”
        Nicole wiped a stubborn tear that fell off her eye. It seemed her life
would turn out right eventually.  And she was loving it already.
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epilogue
        “So, after years of begging, and begging, and begging –” John tried

to wrap up his made-up story.

     “What happened?” the twins asked with excitement. Their rescue

dog Bentley too sat beside the boys, like he also wanted to know what

happened.

      “Well, she finally agreed to marry me. And that, boys, was how I

met your mother.”

        “Tell us another one,” Liam asked.

        “Yes! How about when you met Mum at the castle, or tell us the one

with the dragon?” Noah suggested.

        “I love the one with the Transformers,” Liam added.

        “Oh. Okay guys, but I’ll have to think about it first.”

       Nicole laughed from where she sat; she was surprised at how John

managed to keep a straight face. 

        John had told them a million and one versions of how he met her –

from rescuing her from a deserted tower, to  conquering villains,

fighting a thousand-year battle, killing a scary monster, swimming

across seven oceans, even competing with the most handsome men in

the universe before he could marry her, and everything in-between. 

        And the boys never got tired of hearing; the twins, that is. Ezra felt

he was way too old for that nonsense.
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      Nicole crossed the room to reach John, took her seat beside him,
latching comfortably onto him.
        John leaned over and kissed her gently. He slipped his hand briskly
to her midsection, pulling her closer to him.
       “The boys can’t seem to get enough of you, especially Liam,” she said
sweetly, her heart filled with gratitude. Liam came visiting, and Noah
was happy to have his brother over. “You’re such an accomplished
storyteller.”
      “Holidays are for family,” John replied. “I think I will have to read
more storybooks and watch more movies. I’m running out of ideas,”
he laughed. “I thought Noah was a bundle of energy. I guessed it was
because I hadn’t met Liam.”
        “Yeah. The boys are busy bees.”
        Nicole smiled and sniff back grateful tears. She had a family, and a
happy one – a blessing she never thought she would have.
        And the family kept growing. 
        John though it was not right to keep the boys apart for too long, so,
Nicole finally got the courage to bring Liam over for a visit, with talks
already underway regarding agreeable ways of regular visits between
the two families. 
        She was glad to be cordial with her ex-husband, if only for the sake
of the boys.
      John ran his hand gently over her tummy, making her heart swell
with gratitude. They were expecting their daughter, Mia, their first kid
together, and the only girl in the family. 
        And John was just too excited. She too was. They all were.
    “I can’t wait to meet her.” John was talking to himself more than
anything else. “My Mia.”
      Across from them, Ezra was reclining on the chaise sofa with one
leg crossed over the other, and a stylus pen in his hand as he scribbled
some designs on his iPad, mimicking his father with every move. 
      The striking resemblance always amazed Nicole, not only in their
looks and postures, but especially in their attitudes.
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       The boy now had his own clothing line, something he and his best
friend Tife called “Kulest Ting”, which was mostly weird designs and
costumes for kids’ and teens’ parties and events.
       It was scheduled to make its debut appearance during the Fashion
Week which was just around the corner. They already had an entire
tribe of kids and teens models, and their website was already buzzing
with pre-orders.
     “What a blessing!” Nicole whispered. Yeah, definitely one of the
perks of having a father who could bring your designs to life.
        In fact, her entire life had been a blessing! To be surrounded by the
people she loved. And she planned to keep it that way.
       It’d been a year since Nicole made the bold decision to be with the
man she loved. John Cole. And since when she, well, and Ezra, changed
their last names to John-Kolade. 
         John did not waste time to put a ring to it.
       John wanted them to move in together, like immediately, as soon
as they both returned home from their dramatic Lagos vacation. After
all, they already had a lot of things going on. And John did not want to
spend a minute away from his son.
        Somehow, they talked about marriage, and they went for it. It was
a very private affair, they invited only eight people, but it was worth it.
     Nicole had thought it would take forever for her to ever consider
marriage again, but with John, she didn’t have to give it a second
thought. He made loving him easy. And believable. 
     Since then, they had been together, finding friendship, falling in
love, and building a family. 
       And now, they were expecting their first child together. John loved
children, so Nicole knew it probably wouldn’t be their last.
      A lot more had happened ever since. Some were happy and some
were sad, but in all, she could still remember the word John told her.
        “Babe, we win some, we lose some. Let’s just hope we don’t lose the
big ones.” He was not joking.
        Thinking about their first Lagos vacation brought back memories.
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       And the memories brought tears to her eyes, but those were tears
of joy, especially when she was tucked securely in John’s embrace.
       She managed to hide her tears; John was too focused on telling the
twins and Bentley another story of how he met her, and the boys were
too awestruck to notice her.
        She let her mind wander.
       She had told John that she wished they could spend an extra day in
Lagos during their dramatic Lagos vacation; her hopes were for them
to bond. Their relationship just got defined, they were in love, and she
thought they could be together if just for one day. 
        But life had other plans. Because that did not happen.
        John’s mother – Jumoke Kolade – called them, ruining their happy
moments. She wanted Nicole to come immediately, because her father
Ikenna Nnaji was dying. 
    It happened that her father was losing the battle against colon
cancer, and John’s mother had been secretly caring for him.
      John was both hurt and angry with his mother for taking care of
someone who hurt them so badly, and she was angry with herself for
forgiving her father so easily. 
      And despite their pains, she and John followed his mother to visit
Ikenna.
       “I don’t think he has more time to be with us,” Jumoke Kolade told
them. “I told him about you, Nicole, that you were alive, and he asked
to see you.”
       She could not believe that all that while, her father thought she was
dead. Meeting her father again broke her heart; he was so weak. And
frail. And even though he was too weak to communicate, he smiled.
        Nicole was falling apart, however, having John by her side gave her
a boost of courage.
     After a while, John left, and she was alone with the man whose
memory she had wiped off for the years she lived in Atlanta.
        Nicole sat by her father through his final moments. Jumoke Kolade
was right, her father was truly dying.
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      Nicole wept and grieved. Finally, she could let go of the past and
take charge of her destiny.
     And just when she thought it couldn’t get weirder, she had two
women literally thrust into the room where she sat alone with her
dying father. Because before she could run, John’s mother returned
with the two women who had haunted her. 
        Lizzy and her daughter Sheila.
       Lizzy gave her nightmares for her involvement in her kidnap, and
Nicole honestly thought Sheila died right across the curtain from her,
on the day she was kidnapped.
        She was relieved that Sheila was alive. And Sheila embraced her for
what seemed like forever. 
        She couldn’t believe Sheila loved her that much.
     And by the time the three ladies stepped out, they had formed a
bond. It was quite feeble at that time, but with her father out of the
picture, and as the year wore on, it grew stronger.
        She found a sister-friend in Sheila. 
       And the twins – her younger brothers were back in her life as well.
They were as mischievous as ever; they were ecstatic that she was still
alive, and they loved that she too gave birth to  twins.
       She also found a mother in John’s mother Jumoke Kolade, and his
two sisters absolutely loved and adored her. 
        “I’m so blessed, beyond measures.” She wiped another tear.
     The sixty-eighth Psalm floated through her mind: “God settles the
lonely in families; He leads the prisoners out to prosperity.”
         That was her story. That was her song.
       And her stepmom Lizzy? Well, Nicole no longer thought of her as
the stepmom-from-hell-Liz, especially because she helped John.
       But in Nicole’s mind, Lizzy was still the villain, the grandmaster,
who like the master-player, sat and watched things fall apart. And said
nothing. Not to Nicole, not to Sheila, not to the twins, not to Ikenna,
not to Jumoke Kolade, and not to John.
        And definitely not to the law.
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        It was all a game to Liz.
       Nicole returned her thoughts to that evening by her father’s bed, in
her father’s massive room as she sat in the company of her stepmom
Lizzy and Lizzy’s daughter Sheila.
     It turned out that Sheila knew all along that Ikenna was evil; she
tried to warn her mother, but Lizzy never believed her. 
       “Teasing you all that time was just a way to irritate you so you
would never find out the truth about Ikenna,” Sheila explained. “You
were too innocent.”
     And on the day of the kidnap, Sheila mentioned that she knew
Nicole was hiding behind the curtains, and she immediately alerted
her mother. 
     “I knew you were hiding behind the curtains because I saw you,”
Sheila told her, as the three women grieved together by Ikenna’s
bedside. “I knew they would hurt you if I didn’t do something. I
couldn’t let them hurt my sister like they did to Maureen. I had to do
something. So, I called my Mum to help me. To help us.”
        Sheila paused as she choked with tears.
    “Mum said she would help,” Sheila continued. “So, while I was
waiting, I stood right in front of you, and I was screaming at the top of
my voice. I was so hysterical. I thought standing there would protect
you and distract those men. But I was wrong. They came right to me.
They hit me, and I didn’t know what happened afterwards. But I knew
they took you. I’m just so glad you made it.”
         Nicole and Sheila held hands, and right there, Lizzy confessed.
        “Sheila, I told you I would help. And yes, I did something about it.”
       Lizzy said she hatched a plan immediately, risking her own life to
save Nicole. She hired people to go rescue Nicole at all costs, telling
them where her daughter said she was hiding. Sheila got knocked off
because she was obstructing them. But they managed to rescue Nicole.
        “It was a bloody shootout,” Lizzy added as she recounted the event
of that day to both her and her stepsister. “But  both of you had already
passed out, that was why you didn’t know what was going on.”
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     Both she and Sheila were surprised by that revelation. It finally
made sense to her that Sheila was so excited to see her.
        “I did not tell either of you the truth of what happened, or anybody
for that matter. For our safety. I took Sheila to her room, and the men
I hired took you, Nicole, to the warehouse where you were kept until it
was safe to move you out of the country. We rescued Fiyin as well. I
knew that little boy would be safe with you. You were the only one I
could trust. And I knew you would bring him back one day.”
        “Thank you,” Nicole whispered to the air.
     The memories were painful, but they were also comforting. She
blinked a stubborn tear away and tried to focus on the present. She
had so much to be thankful for.
       “Things can only get better,” she mimicked John’s mother. But she
believed it.
       She focused on the present. John was still making up stories. And
the twins were still listening to the ‘castle’ edition of how Nicole and
John met.
        “And that, guys, was how I met your Mum!” John concluded.
        “Waoh!” Liam spoke. “You must be so brave.”
        “And strong.” Noah added.
        “Argh! Dad’s just making it up,” Ezra responded with nonchalantly
from where he was reclining, without looking towards them. 
      “But it happened,” John laughed. He turned towards Nicole, and
lifted her face to look at him. “Didn’t it, Babe?” 
        “Every single time.” She locked his gaze.
        “Tell us another one!” the twins screamed again.
       “No, guys!” Nicole told them. “And if you say that again today, you
both will be getting socks for Christmas.” It worked as always because
the twins kept quiet immediately.
        “Don’t be so mean, Mum,” Ezra spoke again. 
        At that, the twins rushed towards him to bother Ezra, with Bentley
tagging along, finally giving her and her husband the peace and quiet
she craved so much.
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        “Phew! They’re never tired,” John smiled. 
        “That’s what happens when they are together. They always remind
me of my brothers.”
        “But you’ve got to love them. They’re the best!”
      “Yeah.  The boys were right though. You are so brave and strong.
My Knight in shining armour. Saving me all the time.” She meant it.
        “Oh! Nicole!” John smiled. “What have I done to deserve you?”
      “I am serious. We are all blessed to have you. Ezra, Noah, Liam,
Bentley.” 
        “And Mia,” he smiled.
        “Yeah. And Mia too.” Nicole smiled back.
    “But, Babe, you are all part of me,” John choked, giving her a
squeeze. “Life means nothing without you all. I should be the one
thanking you. Really. Because this is my family, and it means the
world to me.”
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The End
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a word from the author
        Thank you for taking this journey with me through the story that I

titled, “A New Day”.

        I was taking an early morning walk in late January, while reflecting

and listening to the natural world around me, when an idea dropped

on my mind.

        And I thought, “Why not write another ‘live’ story?”

       In short, the idea was to write a story from the scratch and post it

live to a platform, any platform. I approached a community of

volunteers and they were eager to read what I had to write.

      While it wasn’t my first time of writing a story in real time, that

didn’t make it any less challenging, mainly because I did not know the

story (even though I had an idea), and I had not met the characters

properly. And boy! Those pesky guys, especially Nicole and John, gave

me quite a run for my money!

        Anyway, I decided to put my writing capacity to test once again. 

       It was meant to be a teaser, but I got into the spirit of it, and I knew

if I stopped, it would become an abandoned project. 

      I decided to follow the story to a logical conclusion, or an illogical

one, whichever came first. And if I got stranded, I would politely

apologise and swallow my humble pies. You know what they say, an

oops! is always better than not trying at all. 

       Thankfully, the story came out right, And here we are today, barely

a month after, and we celebrate the release of this beautiful story.

        A huge ‘thank you’ to everyone who made it possible. I couldn’t have

made it without your continued support, encouragement, motivation,

feedback, private messages, corrections, and everything in-between.
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        A New Day tells the unlikely story of two young people who found
themselves under the weight of the baggage handed to them by their
older generation. 
        It showcases how the day-to-day choices we make, the silliness,
petty animosities, jealousy, strife, and all the negativities have the
potential to exert longstanding impacts on the oncoming generations.
       We live in a world where tons of people are emotionally damaged;
people live with the aftereffects of traumas hanging on their necks,
things that could have been avoided.
     However, it’s not all doom and gloom, because out of the ashes,
beauty can emerge. Just like the parable of Samson from the Bible: 

“Out of the eater came something to eat, and out of the strong came something
sweet” (Judges 14v14).

        Thank you again for reading my books.  

        I love to read from you as well.

You can follow me on social media @kemiowonibi on most platforms.
Email author: kemiowonibi@outlook.com 

Follow author’s page: https://www.facebook.com/kemiauthor
Subscribe to my author’s website @ www.kemiowonibi.com

        I shall be waiting to read from you.
 

    kemi Owonibi,  the author.
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Coming Soon: The Wedding Contract

        “Call me Michael.”
      Michael Beyi held the gaze of his soon-to-be bride and wondered
why he never really tried to know her. 
        It’d been all transactions and negotiations.
        She had been so kind to him, willing to please, and she didn’t seem
to understand the full implications of their new relationship. 
        And she still called him Dr. Beyi. 
        Tasha George smiled shyly, extending her hands. 
        “Hi Michael. Good to finally meet you.”
      Michael held her hands, but all he wanted to do was to whisk her
away somewhere and start all over again. He had been so preoccupied
with what he stood to gain, that he never cared about the pretty petit
girl who held the keys to his inheritance.
     “Hi stranger,” he responded awkwardly, totally awestruck by her
gorgeous frame and excited looks. He absolutely loved her energy. She
was so beautiful. 
        How come he never paid attention?
     She looked at him, apparently soaking in every detail about him.
Michael too was doing the same. 
      The deal had already been made. Their marriage would be strictly
contractual; in two days they would sign the dotted lines, and it would
never be consummated.

chapter 1



        Thereafter, Tasha would return to Ghana with her fat cheques, and
he would visit her for the next two years, just to appease his worst
nightmare – his stepfather, after which they would have a divorce due
to unresolved conflicts.
       Everybody knew their role; his big sister – Zara – and her husband
David had facilitated the process from the outset, under the strictest
confidence; and his mother’s partner, the notorious stepdad-from-hell,
must never know about the deal.
         He could only wish Tasha would hold her end of the bargain.
       Only that there was a new little problem. He was attracted to this
gorgeous girl, and he definitely would like to know her better.
      Within the next few minutes, Tasha told them about her journey
from Ghana. In fine summaries. And how grateful she was to finally be
able to travel abroad, and of all places to her home country.
        “So, this is Nigeria.” Tasha exhaled “Home. Sweet home.”
     Michael couldn’t help but admire how articulate Tasha was. He
wondered if she was always so talkative. He admired that she
appreciated small things – like traveling abroad, sounding like it was
her first trip by air. 
        And he couldn’t get past the soft giggles, permanently plastered on
her face. 
         ‘Why can’t she be my wife, for real?’ he thought. 
     Michael wondered if she had a real boyfriend in Ghana, and he
wondered if she would agree to be his wife in the real sense of it.
        “Welcome home, Wifey,” he said, cupping her face and wishing he
could kiss her.
         That was not supposed to happen.
        The intensity on her face caught him off guard. It pierced his soul,
like she was meant to be there next to his heart, right in his soul. 
      Could he be wrong about it? Surely he was not in love! Or was he just
imagining things?
        She whispered something, seemed to have said “thank you”, but it
could have as well been a moan or music to his ears.
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        He just wished he had tried to know her better.
       “Mm-hmmm lovebirds, we’d better get going, we’ve got a lot to do
before the wedding,” Zara broke their spell, stretching the ‘lot’, while
her husband David moved their suitcases into their respective waiting
vehicles. 
        Tasha would be leaving the airport with Zara, while Michael would
leave with David.
        For the first time, Michael noticed the idiocy in their plans. 
        Wasn’t he supposed to be with Tasha? 
      He lingered; he still wanted some more time with her before they
parted.
        “I need my wife back,” Michael responded, meaning every word. 
       He held Tasha closer, reassuring her that if she needed anything,
all she had to do was to ask – to call him directly, or she could ask Zara. 
       Tasha nodded, and she gave him another look before she towards
the waiting vehicle.
      Zara had the whole event planned with her vendors in Lagos, and
the appointments were all fixed. If everything worked as planned, and
with their drivers helping to beat traffic, they would achieve all their
goals, and the marriage will proceed as planned.
        Michael stood helplessly as he watched Tasha leave with his sister. 
        They were all tired. 
       Their Mum had treated them all unfairly, and she had forced him
to consider marrying a stranger. Otherwise, he would lose it all.
        He had cried, and it was not for the loss of his mother.
       Rather, it was for the callousness and the coldness his late mother
had shown towards everyone, and why she had chosen to bring
separation into her small family.
      They were all still trying to make a sense of everything, and they
were all still trying to reconcile.
     Michael knew it had taken Zara all courage to pull through the
hushed wedding plans, and she was exhausted as well, but he was
grateful she offered to help him.
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        ‘Mostly out of a guilty conscience,’ Michael thought again.
    The pain and anger he thought he had overcome threatened to
overwhelm him again.
        Michael reluctantly moved to their waiting vehicle. In two days, he
would be married. To a woman he knew close to nothing about.
        And he might just have fallen on love with her.
      ‘I just want to spend time with her, is that too much to ask?’ He argued
with himself.
        His brother-in-law joined him in the vehicle. 
        David had practically spoon-fed the entire family since the passing
of their Matriarch, Michael knew it was time for him to step up his
game. 
      “You’re ready, Michael?” he asked as they settled in their vehicle.
“It’s now or never,” he continued, rubbing his hands together.
     “How do I respond to that?” Michael responded. He knew David
meant more than ready for the journey back to their hotel.
        “It’s hectic, hey?” David patted his shoulder.
        “Worse. I’m just hoping everything works out.”
       Their driver took a turn out of the airport massive parking, taking
the winding ramp as they made their way onto the six-lane road. 
        Michael looked through the window, hoping to distract himself.
      “You like her? The girl. She’s pretty.” David asked, surprising him
He was referring to Tasha.
        Michael hesitated for a while.
       “Does it matter?” Michael finally responded. “I’m just relieved that
she came. And that she agreed to this insane plan in the first place.
Liking her or not makes no difference in the world.”
      “You’re paying her a lot of money,” David winked. “But if you like
each other, you guys want to give it a try?” His mischievous lopsided
grin showed as he baited Michael.
       “This is not the time, or place, David.” Michael replied, exhausted.
“This is the time to give that crazy Prof what she wanted.”
        “That crazy Prof is your Mum –”
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        “Was!” Michael replied, dismissively.
       Their drive back to their hotel was mostly quiet afterwards. David
still wanted to talk, but Michael was not interested.
       He needed to get some sleep desperately, sleep that he had missed
for days. At least, Natasha George had arrived, and everything seemed
to be okay. 
        For now. 
     He hoped this time he would be able to sleep without the usual
nightmares. 
        The same nightmare he had almost every day. 
        His mother. 
        The Prof.
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and crossed the Pacific to correct the errors of her past. 

My life is more boring than yours. 
John Cole is the broken young man who finds purpose. And with it

comes the temptation to choose between love and revenge.

Devil, not today! 
Jumoke Kolade is the matriarch who will not leave things to

chances but will rather straighten them by force and by prayers.

You are forcing my hands here. 
Lizzy Nnaji is the grandmaster who sets the scene and sits back to

see how it will all play out.
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