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FROM THE EDITOR  

 

The Cupid' Risk series was borne out of an idea I came up with in a 
discussion with my SO. I had read some serial stories on blogville and sometimes 
wished they could have gone a different way. We wanted to produce a story 
where the readers were involved and had a say in the direction of the plot. 

I also did not feel it necessary to restrict it to some particular people. We are 
all writers, that is why we blog, and many of us can spin a decent tale. So I threw 
it out there and the response was so encouraging and effusive that we got through 
a season in two months with 20 chapters. This time it is season two and more is 
expected from the story and from all of us.  

The interactive story follows the adventures of a 25 year old Iphey who is 
only 6 months gone in her bank job. Her love interest is Chinedu, an engineer 
with a shady past. It also turns out that Iphey's missing brother in-law had 
abandoned his family in dire straits.  

Romance or mystery, thriller or action, the readers determined what went on!  

 

You can click on any of the underlined/linked names and chapters to go to 
the original website and the contributorõs blogs. 

 

Myne Whitman  

 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
THE MAJOR CHARACTERS  
 
 

IPHEY: A 25 years old lady who recently moved to Lagos from Port Harcourt 
with a new job in Diamond Bank. She is quiet and a 'good' girl.  
 
CHINEDU: Iphey's love interest. They were introduced and met through a blind 
date where he confessed his hell-raising past. Since then it has been one rocky 
patch after the other as they try to negotiate a relationship that works for them. 
 
AISHA: Iphey's best friend who linked her up with Chinedu. She is married and 
wants Iphey to be settled too.  
 
NGOZI: Iphey's older sister. She is married but her husband has been missing for 
the past three years. She plays the role of a single parent to her asthmatic son.  

 
MAMA IPHEY: Iphey's mum. She is of the meddling and match-making type. 
She gets on Iphey's last nerves with marriage queries but is a pillar of support for 
both Iphey and Ngozi. 
 
TJ: Aisha's husband. 
 
JAMES: Ngozi's missing husband. It has been shown that he actually abandoned 
his family due to financial woes. He has decided to keep away despite Iphey's 
pleas to return. 



 
OBI: Iphey's six years old nephew and Ngozi's son.  
 
HABIB: Aisha's brother and also a close friend to Chinedu. He works as an 
officer in the EFCC. 
 
BISI: Iphey's colleague at work. She pretends to be a friend while doing only 
what benefits her interest in the office without regard whether it affects Iphey 
negatively. 
 
FUNMI: Iphey's immediate boss. She is jealous and uses Iphey's inexperience on 
the job to get back at her. She is on very good terms with Bisi and colludes with 
her to harass Iphey. 

 
AYO: The branch manager at Iphey's office. He does not hide his hots for Iphey 
and this makes his previous lover, Funmi, even madder at Iphey. 
 
TUNDE: Another work colleague of Iphey. 
 
OTUNBA: A suitor who starts courting Ngozi, Iphey's sisters a couple of years 
after the disappearance of her husband. Their mother does not like him. 
 
ALHAJI GALADIMA: Chinedu's benefactor. A police officer who works with 
informants willing to give details of criminal activities.  
 
GBENRO: An informant and former colleague of Chinedu while he lived a 

dangerous life. 
 
DABARU: An Ajegunle gang boss. Chinedu's former leader in criminal 
activities. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
CONTRIBUTORS/WRITERS  

 

 

MYNE WHITMAN (Producer/Editor) : I am the author of A Heart to 
Mend. I am on a journey to seeing more of my stories in print and helping others 
do the same. There is more to come because I also want these stories on the big 
or small screen. Come with me... 

 

ATALA WALA WALA : Here are a few random facts about me: 

- This is my the third continent I'll be living on, after Europe and Africa. But I 
don't think I'm cut out for the 'Ajala' life, so I have no plans to move to Asia or 
Australia (but then again, two years ago I didn't know I'd be moving to Seattle, 
so who knows?). 

- I love listening to the sound of a well played piano. Whether the notes are 
being played in spartan isolation, or whether I'm listening to a concordance of 
chords, I get caught up in the performance, especially if there's feeling and 
melody to go with it. 

- I don't get Facebook. I've tried, but honestly, poking and messaging on walls 
is just not my thing - I'd rather correspond via mail or phone. I guess I'm old 
fashioned that way. 

 

FABULOLA : "Its amazing. 

Barely 4 months ago all Brokeass wanted to do was bare her thoughts 

and just release all the mental tension suffocating her. 

But she got more than that. With all the encouragement she got, 

Fabulo-la was born. And I can honestly say it has been pleasant 

http://www.mynewhitmanwrites.com/
http://pangolo.blogspot.com/
http://www.fabulo-la.com/


I am not going away" 

 

ISHA , and she has the following to say on her blog. 

"Anyways, I think I f ind myself drawn to bad guys. I'm a complete fun lover, 
and I don't mean to be 'racist' but those plain-and-simple looking guys don't seem 
like they can be as exciting as I like my men. Then again, I often hear that people 
need comfort zones to really express themselves. That's all good, but I've learnt 
from experience to be weary of those quiet guys, many of them become beasts in 
their comfort zones. I'd rather deal with someone who's openly daring and 
tough-looking, than find out that my quiet, serene lover is a wife-beating freak. 
You know what I'm saying?" 

 

REALNAIJABLOKE  I think he's also in 'team bad boys'. He replied a meme 
on his blog so; 

Have You Ever Stolen Anything: Hmmmmmm ....... who hasn't? 

Been Drunk Before Noon: College days was crazy is all i could say! 

Had Sex In A Public Place: Hmmmmmmmm...... 

Got Caught Telling A Lie: Who Hasnõt? 

Been Arrested: Got To The Station and was let go 'cos it was mistaken 
identity. 

Littered: Story....tell me you've not. 

Fantasized About A Co-Worker: Omo HR fit dey read this arena 

Cheated On A Test: Well ...depends on what you call cheating...is spying 
cheating? 

 

CEREBRALLY BUSY . This is an excerpt from the last entry on her blog. 
She and her siblings stole. Not armed robbery ooo...LOL, meat from the cooking 
pot. 

"My mother opened the door, planted her hands on her hips and glared at 
us...my heart stopped, then took off in a sprint. cold sweat broke out all over my 
body, and my hands became ice. i can't tell how my sibling-partners in crime 
reacted, cos i was too busy praying for my life. She was going to flog us, she had 

even taken my brother's belt, but then she sat down on the couch, and tears 
silently coursed down her face..."i was child-less for ten years, and all that time, 
while i was begging God for children, i didnt ask him to give me children who 
would be thieves, why are you doing this? don't i do enough for you? what have 
u asked for that i haven't given you?" 

 

BUBBLES reminds me of a post on her blog. LWKMD when I read it... 

http://ishashotgist.blogspot.com/
http://www.naijabloke.blogspot.com/
http://cerebrallybusy.blogspot.com/
http://thechart-michelle.blogspot.com/


"Ok my first high school...I would take a girl's uniform/house wears from her 
room and put it in another girl's closet in like room 20. Then I would take the 
clothes from the girl in room 20 and put in another girl's closet in like room 1. 
These girls will wake up the next morning tryna figure were the fuck their 
uniforms went?! I took ALL of their uniforms! I didn't even leave a shirt. nope...I 
would switch people's books. I was in JSS1B. I would take books from 1B and 
put it in people's lockers in like SS2A. Like I showed them PEPPER! I would 
take people's school bags and throw them outside. Only if these people pissed me 
off tho! I didn't just do things randomly..." 

 

DAVID .This is an excerpt from the last entry on his blog; 

WHY ARE YOU SCARED TO LOVE?  

Well, I'm not really scared to love...I'm the kind of person who gives it all 
when he loves someone who loves him back but until then, I'm pretty much not 
accessible. 

HAVE YOU BEEN HURT BEFORE?  

Of course...lol! Contrary to the belief that I'm not human or that I do not have 
a heart, I do. DANG!!! IT HURT LIKE CRAZY AND I DO NOT WANT TO  
HAVE TO FEEL IT AGAIN...but the irony is that, the pain makes you 
appreciate LOVE on a whole different level. 

 

LEGGY . This is an excerpt from the last entry on her blog on the topic of 

marriage and would be matchmakers, LOL... 

i hate it when people ask me if i dont want to get married. 

marriage is something that will happen if it will happen 

its not an institution that is an attractive venture for me. 

well, unless someone pays me to marry them...that'd be super cool. 

im 18, marriage is a thought that barely crosses my mind. 

ill cross that bridge when im done living my life and feel like i need an extra 
hobby. 

 

FABULOSITY UNWRITTEN . Go visit and add her to your blogrolls 

people. She needs feedback for her upcoming novel as she says in her last post 
excerpt below. 

"Writing  

I did a lot more creative writing this year than I've ever done 

before, and I have you bloggers and readers to thank for that. All of 

your feedback and support have been really encouraging, and I'm glad 

that I finally rekindled my love for writing. Every year I promise 

http://davidolorun.blogspot.com/
http://leggy-freda.blogspot.com/
http://fabulosityunwritten.blogspot.com/


myself that I'll complete a novel before the end of the year, and 

sadly this year, like all the others, I failed to accomplish that. 

Hopefully with some support from you guys and a lot more 

self-discipline from my end, I won't be saying the same thing this 

time next year." 

 

Aeedeeaee of THE SOUNDING BOARD OF A BUSY BEE . And while she 
is a bizzy bee indeed, she is also very creative. Check out her last Dr. Doolittle-
type post with the talking books and stuff. Also Aeedeeaee is a trained script 
writer and writes for both Radio and TV. I'm honored to host her on the blog. 

 

Mr FunnyHoneyMoney of A PEN IN THE RIGHT HAND OF A LEFT 

HANDED GENIUS . And he is a genius indeed, at least when it comes to 
writing and rhyming. Check out his blog. When I saw his contribution, I wasn't 
too surprised, he said this on his page. "I gained quite the reputation for being a 
prankster; it just naturally happened that at any given point in time i was always 
doing some' mischievous." 

 

Nita of  Fafali's Boredom Maximus . She is a talented writer and I just love 
the poems she shares on her blog. She has this to say about herself..."Alright here 
goes, Im a jalapeno sized mouth teen who cannot stop raving about her life and 
how she prefers to write poems about her conconbulated( ehn?) life whiles being 

bored at the same time." 

 

Vivianne of VIVIANNE'S VISTA . I guess she is a very good person to start 
off this chapter which focused on Ngozi. Vivianne is a single mother who has 
gone through a lot but continues life with her two kids and "a basket filled with 
hope". I love her writing and her spirit as she rediscovers herself. I was impressed 
by how she follows the story and her use of pidgin in her contribution even 
though she is one of the non-Nigerian readers of this blog. Go over to her blog 
and show her some love. 

 

Neo of PLETHORA - ME AND MY EXCESSES . She is currently giving up 
on love but heart mender that I am, lol, I can't allow that now can I? Go over to 
her blog when you can and show her some love. 

Lately i have become a cynic (i was always the realist though but i think i'm 
being pushed over the edge) especially when it comes to love. I have just become 
so disillusioned with it that i have decided i can do without it. Dont get me 
wrong o, i'm not about to dash off to the pound and pick myself up a litter of 
kittens. I'm not saying i want to be the spinster-aunty forever knitting horrible 
sweaters nobody likes. 

http://thisbizzybee.blogspot.com/
http://funnyhoneymoney.blogspot.com/
http://funnyhoneymoney.blogspot.com/
http://fafasview.blogspot.com/
http://viviannesvista.blogspot.com/
http://plethorasblog.blogspot.com/


 

DEVINE  of Be-e. I liked this post, Bisi being the woman scorned. It reminds 
me of Devine's last post on her blog called Playing with fire: 

"I'm playing with Fire and I cant stop. 

I see the flames but its kinda fun! 

You know how you strike a match and watch it burn to the tip and quickly 
shake your hand before it gets to the tip of your fingers? 

But has it ever happened that you got so caught up in watching the flames 
burn that you forgot the plan and it burnt the tip of your finger?" 

 

I CALL ME G_FUNC  He is one talented writer blogger and also one of the 
hot bachelors in blogsville according to The Gist. The ending was his idea and 
this is from his profile; 

"I've been told a couple of times I'm handsome hehe. I also have a funny sort 
of humour about me some of the time and also ... real importantly.... heaven and 
maybe hell knows that I'm not stupid GOD didn't make me that,on the 
contrary..." 

 

RENE  writes faction and fictional series on her blog Cuppy Cakes and has a 

story collection she's working on. Here's little ranting from her last post. "Now, 

for a struggling size 0/1 individual like me who think s he's too thin and trying 

to reach a size 3, all these things bruise my ego(i Kid) but they annoy me 

because everywhere I turn it's always about loose weight fast! Blah! Blah! 

Blah! It's never about add a little pounds in 30 days. I eat a lot like literally  so 

saying that wouldn't help me reach a 3 and since I got to this country(well 

maybe long before that) I've been alternating between 48 kg and 51 kg(of 

which I think most is bone mass) for several years now! I know some people 

will go "oh! I wish I had yo ur body, I would never complain" WRONG!"  

 

Beautiful of PIECES OF ME , she's a very emotional romantic femme fatale 
who loves to belive she's heartless...*wink* I love the way she writes and this is 
from a poem on her blog. 

"i miss that part of me 

that part where you dwelled so comfortably 

that part that knows your smell, touch , smile, voice 

that part that can sense you a mile away 

that part that yearns for you 

that part that feels your lips after they have left mine 

that part that believed strongly in love 

that part that prayed for you 

http://blackjaq.blogspot.com/
http://i-call-me-g-func.blogspot.com/
http://sugarplumsweetness.blogspot.com/
http://megababextra.blogspot.com/


that part that never thought you'lld walk away 

that part that's broken now 

that part that doesn't exist anymore..." 

 

Neefemi at DIARY OF AN UNPAID INTERN.  Neefemi is trying to lose 
weight through implementing a healthier life style filled with more physical 
activity. This is what she adds about the whole process;  

"Now this is the physical. Itõs useless if you are not emotionally and mentally 
baggage free, stress free. Thatõs the most important thing. Iõm a very busy girl, I 
always have my hand in multiple projects at the same time, but Iõm not one to 
keep anything in my mind. I also make sure to laugh a lot. I always write lol a 

lot. Itõs because I almost always laugh out loud, for the silliest things too. Besides 
even when there is something to worry about, I remember I have a God that 
loves me and I pray (well pray always, but get my point)". 

 

 

SPESH of Spesh's World. She is a hard working lady with a beautiful and big 
heart. She inspires me with both her words and actions. This is an excerpt from 
one of her poems; 

"I love truly,  

I love crazy. 

I trust completely.  

I dont do reservations. 

I share with loyalty.  

I give unconditionally.  

I dnt wait to recieve...  

But meet me half-way!"  

 

Basola Afolake. Folake is an aspiring writer who saw the series on Facebook 
and became hooked. I enjoyed the challenge of working with an upcoming talent 

and maybe I'll be doing more of that. You can read more of her write-ups HERE . 

 

La-Pimpette? She is the blogger behing STRAIGHT FROM THE HEART. 

In her latest post she talks about the Nigerian way of raising children: "Some 

people had it good, while others had it so bad and this got me worried. Before 

this time, I'd say the reason why most Nigerian kids turn out right was 

because their parents flogged them into shape, thought them respect, proper 

home training, and all the 'goods' that come along with being Nigerian. But 

now I feel like the respect and fear is replacing what is actually more 

http://intern-unpaid.blogspot.com/
http://fareedasview.blogspot.com/
http://www.facebook.com/notes.php?id=1094575145
http://lapimpette.blogspot.com/


important - a relationship with the children. Some people respect and fear their 

parents but do not love or even know what it means to love them. Why will I 

be calling my father sir? I'm not saying there should be no ass whooping but it 

doesn't have to be everyday! Sometimes we really do deserve it, other times, 

no!"  

 

F, now I wonder what that stands for. She is one part of Half and Half . F is 
just beginning to tap into her writing talent and I think she is amazing. She has a 

shortlisted entry in the Naija Stories Contest (BTW, you can go over and vote 
for her) and a great write-up of a Bar scene on her blog. Writing about her entry 

she said, "I've always had it in me to write so I reluctantly put in a few entries 

over there, and even entered one for the website launch contest which 

fortunately got shortlisted. Did I mention I was scared out of my mind and 

DID NOT want to do this? Writing is the easy part, showing it to people is 

TERRIFYING."  

 

KUSH or Afronuts  of the Kush Chronicles is a creative writer based in Lagos 
Nigeria. He sometimes runs some illustrated series on his blog and I simply love 
those. He also blogs about some topics which are eye-openers or food for 
thought. The last one was titled Bizarre jobs from History and the current one is 
The Murderous Innocents. Go over and check him out. 

 

Tisha at I LOVE BECAUSE I CAN.  Tisha says she's "pretty and intelligent 
but not street smart". I want to add that she's also talented. I love her poems. 
Check this out from the last one. 

 

"I am restless 

i wanna kick some one 

i wanna scream, shout 

i am restless 

i want to let go   

and just jump and shout 

gone shopping 

it doesn't take off  

the pressure like 

when i was younger..."  

 

HappyBBB of WHO I AM!!!!!  Her name already gives us an idea of who she 
is but her last post on the ten things I love meme sheds even more light. 

http://www.sweetissour.blogspot.com/
http://www.naijastories.com/
http://thekushchronicles.blogspot.com/
http://irrepressibleromantic.blogspot.com/
http://moiselvee.blogspot.com/


 

"1) Smiles: i am a smiling person, i always smile that's my personality, its 

easy to know when am down you wont see a frown, there just wont be a 

smile, my brother calls me ismaila... hehehehe,  

2) My blackberry: its my blogging and twitting machine, i am addicted to it 

i swear down, my mum has threatened to seize it times without number, what 

was i doing when i didn't have one,   

3) Love: i totally love love, love stories,movies , novels,songs, they all 

speak to me, i love watching people fall in love, hearing people speak about 

love, i love weddings and d smile on the brides face, i love awwwwing and 

ooohhhing, i love giving love out, making TY feel loved, i love the four letter 

word in its entirety"  

 

His DarLyn  of a testament of love, life and living. She describes herself as an 
ordinary girl with His extra-odinary love. A young lady making her way through 
life, love, work and all. You know how it is said that perfect love casteth out 
fear? I love His DarLyn poems, talking about the love of God especially this 
one.  

 

I fear what I see 

I fear what is hidden 

I fear what is assumed 

But all the fear feeds on  

is my imagination 

I refuse to be cowed by fear 

I refuse to be crowded by fear 

I refuse to be conquered by fear... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://hisdarlyn.blogspot.com/
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1: The Story begins éby Myne 

 

 

Iphey got back from work that day sweating heavily and knew she was going 
to be very late for her date. It had been a hot and humid day and she had been 
caught in the rush hour traffic returning home from the office. She now rushed 

about her apartment like a headless chicken putting her stuff together for the date 
when her phone rang. 

òHello?ó She panted struggling into a deep purple skirt. 

òHello, my daughter is that you?ó It was her mum's voice. 

òYes mum, it's me.ó she replied with a bitten off, òwho else could be 
answering my phone?ó under her breath. 

òI just heard from your sister. Her son is in crisis again and they are at the 
hospital.ó 

Her heart sank and the wind was knocked out of her sails. She had thought 
this was one of those her mum's infrequent marriage badgering calls. The sister 
her mum mentioned was her elder sister who had a 6 years old asthmatic son. He 
had often got this sort of crises during this period but it had seemed to subside in 
the past year. However, this was the second within the same month this year. 

òMum, I have to go out this evening and Iõm already running late. I'll call her 
when I get back and give you feedback later OK?ó 

òThat's fine, talk to you later dear. Take care of yourself and be careful.ó 

Yes mum,ó she replied as she pressed the end button. 

She wanted to continue getting ready but the òbe carefuló from her mum got 
her thinking of the stormy events at the office today. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2: The Date ..by Atala Wala Wala 

 

 

She had just returned from seeing one of her clients about an overdraft facility 
he wanted on his account, and was walking back to her office when her manager 
beckoned her into her office. 

Funmi gestured to a seat. òGood morning, Iphey. Please shut the door - this 
won't take long.ó 

Iphey sat down, wondering what was up; she got on reasonably well with her, 
so she couldn't figure out why she sounded unusually curt. Her apprehension 
mounted as Funmi went on to talk about the unprofessionalism she said she had 
observed in Iphey's work, and how she preferred to let her know about it first 
rather than writing a query. Iphey was quite shocked; she tried to ask her to be 
more specific, but Funmi cut her off, saying that she had said everything she 
wanted to say. 

Iphey responded by emphatically stating that Funmi was being unfair in not 
giving her a fair hearing, and things went rapidly downhill from there. The 
encounter left her really rattled, she was certain that there was more it that met 
the eye. òBest not to think too much about itó, she muttered to herself. After all, 
there was this date to look forward to. 

Her friend, Aisha had been pestering her forever to go out with this friend of 
her brother's. She wasn't exactly filled with confidence; the last person that Aisha 
had recommended had not turned out so well. Sheõd almost refused, but Aisha 
pleaded that this guy was really good. The truth was she doubted that Aisha even 
knew the kind of person she wanted. 

Iphey sighed as she put finishing touches to her makeup and prepared to step 
out of her flat. Aisha had managed to persuade her this time, but only after she 
swore never, ever to trouble her with her randomly picked blind dates if this 
didn't work out. 



She had also agreed because of the impression she had got when her date 
called to set up the time and venue. He had appeared charming, intelligent and 
well-spoken - definitely no red flags. He seemed a bit reticent to give more 
information about himself, though. All she knew was that his name was 
Chinedu, and he òran an engineering businessó. Well, at the very worst, it 
sounded like she might have a more interesting time going out than staying in, 
even if nothing happened. 

******************  

The skies were already darkening when she stepped out of the cab in front of 
the restaurant that they'd agreed to meet at. She looked around, wondering if he 
might be waiting outside, but she didn't see anyone who looked like they might 
be him. Maybe I'll have more luck inside, she thought as she walked in. Again, 

she scanned the dark interior. 

òIs he late?ó she wondered aloud. She hoped not; one of her pet peeves was 
people who disrespected others by not keeping to time. 

òNo, he's not. In fact, he's been watching you since you entered, and he's 
quite impressed by what he's seen,ó she heard a voice say in the same deep 
baritone she had heard on the phone. 

She turned round, startled, and saw someone who looked to be in his early 
thirties, of average height, a bit slim and medium complexioned. 

He smiled at her and continued, òSorry for the unusual introduction... I 
shouldnõt have chosen a table out of sight, but I usually find the view outside the 
window provides interesting things to talk about. I don't think that will apply this 

evening, my eyes will be taken up with a much more beautiful spectacle.ó 

She smiled back. òThank you, Chinedu - that's a very nice compliment.ó 

He led her to her table, and they ordered their entrees straightaway. The 
evening passed pleasantly; she told him all about herself, her schooling, how she 
got a job at Diamond Bank, what she would really like to do if she had the 
money, places she would like to travel to, her views on the different places she 
had been to, and so on. Chinedu seemed genuinely interested and impressed by 
her ideas and her views; the more she talked, the more he wanted to know. She 
was definitely enjoying herself. 

Iphey leaned back and smiled at him. òYou sound like a very interesting 
person. I'd like to hear more of your views on the world; you've not talked a lot 
about yourself.ó 

Chinedu smiled. òWhat business does the moon have in the sky when the sun 
is out shining? My life these days is not that interesting; you'll agree that we've 
both enjoyed ourselves listening to you talk.ó 

òBut what if we could enjoy ourselves even more by listening to YOU talk? 
Oya... spill the beans!ó 

He made an expansive gesture. òOK, what do you want to know?ó 

She grinned back mischievously. òTell me your deepest, darkest secret.ó 



Chinedu appeared to think for a while. Then he leaned closer to her and 
whispered, òI used to be an armed robber.ó 

Iphey stared at him. Then she laughed. òBe serious now.ó 

òI am being serious.ó 

Iphey shook her head. He must be joking - who would come out openly and 
say such a thing? Even armed robbers wouldn't do so. òSo assuming you're 
telling the truth - why did you go into armed robbery?ó 

òFor the same reason that most other people do - lack of opportunity 
elsewhere, and a friend drew me into it with the promise of making a lot of 
money from it. The honest truth is that back then, I felt that I had to do what I 
had to do. I saw people as objects rather than as human beings with feelings, so I 

didn't feel bad about doing what I did. But that was then.ó 

òI don't understand how you can be so open about your past.ó 

Chinedu smiled, and made the same expansive gesture as before. òWell, you 
wanted to know my deepest, darkest secret... there's a saying, 'beware of what 
you ask for, because you may get it'.ó 

They continued chatting, but the earlier pleasant mood of evening for her had 
definitely soured. After a few more minutes, she stood up and announced that 
she had to go. 

òWhat a pity. I feel that we were really enjoying ourselves. I came with my 
car; I can drive you home if you like.ó 

òNo, but thanks anyway.ó 

He insisted, but she was firm. She did assent for him to wait with her while 
she hailed a taxi, but responded to his chat in monosyllables. Eventually, a cab 
turned up, and as she got in, he gave her his number and said that he would like 
them to meet again sometime. 

òLetõs see how it goes,ó she murmured. 

As the taxi sped off towards her flat, she reminded herself to call her sister and 
update her mother. Aisha would have to answer about Chinedu later. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3: Office Politics: It's complicated ...by Fabulo-la  

 

 

òCucku-roo-koo!ó 6 am, and the cock had barely finished crowing as Iphey 
walked into the bank premises. ôClick-click-clickõ as her heels hit the concrete. 

Truth was, Iphey was nervous about meeting with her boss Funmi again, 
which was why she was at the office early to take a closer look at her work. She 
had no idea what she could have done. Funmi had called her ôunprofessionalõ. 
Why? She couldnõt think of a reason. Since she started at this bank, she has 

consciously been professional about everything. 

She hurried to her desk in the common office and began shuffling through 
files and to-do lists making sure she had left no stones unturned. As she began to 
work, she turned on some music to keep her company. She had another hour or 
so to herself before the first set of bankers began to arrive. The crooning voice of 
Michael Buble will work wonders to calm her nerves. 

ò..Somehow I know that itõll all turn out, You'll make me work so we can 
work to work it out, And promise you kid, I'll give so much more than I get, 
mmmm....I just haven't met you yet..ó she sang to herself, bobbing her head to 
the music. 

òWell I have certainly met you.ó A voice said behind her. Startled she 

dropped the file she was holding. 

òOh I didnõt mean to startle youó It was the bank manager. Her bossesõ boss, 
Ayo. 

òOh its not problem sir. I wasnõt expecting anyone to be here. Iõll just turn the 
music offó. She replied. She was a little uncomfortable being in the same room 
with him.  

òAh, but I didnõt ask you to turn it off.ó 

òNo, its ok. I will turn it off. I have to run to the basement anyways.ó 



òWhy are you avoiding me, eh Iphey?ó 

òAh no itõs nothing sir.ó She got up to put the files away. As she walked by 
him, he grabbed her by the waist and held her close to him. 

òI donõt bite.ó he whispered in her ear. 

òAhem!ó A voice said behind them. It was Tunde, her colleague. She 
hurriedly released herself from Ayo's grip. 

òI will see you later, OK Iphey?ó He smiled at them both. òGood morning 
Tunde.ó 

òGood morning sir,ó Tunde eyed their boss as he strolled out. 

òThere is nothing going on, before you start to accuse me abeg!ó Iphey began 
defending herself. 

òHave I said anything?ó Tunde laughed in her face. He ran a finger down 
Ipheyõs arm and caught her palm in a lingering handshake. 

òNow if only you will agree my owné.ó He let the words hang and then 
turned away. òSee you at lunch?ó 

He smiled on his way to his office on the other side of the hall. He was in 
marketing where as she was in clearing operations. Oh lawd. Why did she attract 
all these men? Chinedu, Ayo and now Tunde. The latter was her friend but he 
would get her in trouble soon if he didn't stop. 

Tunde had just gotten engaged but would not stop his flirting with all the girls 
in the bank especially her. Other staff began to arrive including those who shared 
her office and they all settled down to the day's grind. 

Knock knock! She spun on her seat. It was Funmi. òMeet me in my office in 
10ó. 

Great. The day just got worse, Iphey muttered under her breath. She tidied 
her desk, as she got ready to head over to Funmiõs office. What could I have 
done? She wondered to herself trying to figure out what it was. As she 
approached Funmiõs office, she heard voices, so she stood outside waiting. 

òWhy did you call this meeting Funmi?ó 

òThis girl is not doing her work Ayo! Her work is sub standard, not up to par. 
She needs to be taught a lesson.ó 

òBut you know this is not the company policy. You need to tell her privately 

first before bringing me into this.ó Pause. ò Are you doing this because we are 
not sleeping together anymore Funmi?ó He queried her. 

òWhat we had was more than sleeping together Ayo and you know it!ó 
Funmi yelled. 

òYou're married now, Funmi. YOU went and got married but decided NOT 
to tell me...ó 

òDid you tell me when you got married three years ago? And did that stop 
us?ó 



There was silence in the room and the sound of Funmi's heavy breathing. 

òFunmi, I believe you're being harsh on your staff because you're frustrated 
more than anything else. So leave the girl, she has done nothing wrong. You 
know, the transfer offer to be with your husband is still open. I think you should 
consider it. Me and you are finished.ó 

The door swung open and Ayo nearly ran over Iphey in the doorway. Iphey 
avoided meeting his eyes. He smiled at her. 

òIõm guessing you heard all that then?ó he asked her. She looked everywhere 
but at him. 

òIt was bound to come out sooner or later,ó he muttered, almost to himself. 
òBut you should keep it to yourself.ó Ayo gave her a look-over, with a knowing 

twinkle in his eyes as he walked away. 

Iphey rubbed the back of her neck feeling very uncomfortable. Just then, a 
visibly shaken Funmi opened the door. 

òWhat are you standing there for?ó she snapped. 

òErréyou asked me to come and see you?ó Iphey answered. 

òForget it. Let me just warn you that I will not take kindly to any silly 
mistakes from you again. You hear me?ó 

òYess ma,ó Iphey answered sheepishly. 

òNow get back to work, before I change my mind,ó Funmi spat at her. 

Iphey spun on her heels and raced back to her desk. It wasnõt yet 10am and 
the day was already off to a rocky start. She still had to call her mother when she 
got home that evening. Thoughts of Chinedu had chased it from her mind last 
night... 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

4: Get out of my dreams ....By Isha  

 

 

òWhat?!ó Iphey spluttered. 

She could have sworn that she just heard her supervisor tell the entire 
operations staff and their managers that the procurement schedule template 
would be available at the armed robber meeting. 

òI said it would be available at the advisory board meeting,ó Funmi spat at 
her. 

òYes ma,ó Iphey responded, suddenly finding something very important in 
her notebook. She wiped at a bead of sweat that wasnõt there, trying to relax. She 
passed her notebook to Bisi who was seated next to her, òPlease, help me take 
notes. Iõd be right back,ó she whispered and she excused herself.  

She didnõt exhale till she had shut the bathroom door behind her. òOh dear, 
Iõm losing my mind!ó she said to the empty bathroom with her hand on her 
chest. She walked up to the sink, and washed her hands though they werenõt 
dirty. The running water provided some kind of solace.  

It started when Funmi called on the intercom at about 10am, asking for a 

clientõs armed robber, which was actually the clientõs asset report. She felt like 
her mind was playing tricks on her. It had been a few days since she met with 
Chinedu, and she thought she had wiped him off her mind; only, to wake up this 
morning and find him sleeping peacefully next to her. She screamed and then 
woke up, and realized that the first wake-up sequence was only a dream.  

She didnõt understand why this thing with Chinedu bothered her so much. 
After all he'd said it was in the past. Could it be that this hit so close to home 
because she refused to accept she was attracted to him? The finely chiselled frame 



of his face fluttered in her head as it had done every so often since her date, and 
gave her an instant thrill.  

òBut how could someone with such an honest demeanour ever have used a 
gun in his life?õ she thought. She shook her head rapidly like it was the proven 
method of clearing ones thoughts and winced at the headache she gave herself. 

òOK,ó she spoke to the washbasin this time, with new found determination, 
òIõve had enough of this. I have a job to do.ó She straightened her empire waist 
dress in front of the mirror and looked herself straight in the eye. òYou canõt let 
this worry you. Heõs not important. Youõre probably never going to see him 
again.ó  

She looked around to ascertain that no one else was in the bathroom, ignoring 
what it seemed her conscience was saying to her. She didnõt want to become 

ôoffice gistõ for having a nervous breakdown in the bathroom.  

She pulled open the bathroom door holding her head high with square 
shoulders, but weary about how far the pep talk she had just given herself would 
go.  

* * *   

She got home that evening and finally decided to return Aishaõs missed calls. 
Her friend had tried to reach her non-stop since the night of the date, and she had 
ignored every one of the calls, because she couldnõt decide what to tell her. What 
if her well-meaning friend didnõt know of Chineduõs past? What if it turned out 
that Aishaõs brother had a history of armed robbery as well, since they were so 
close?! 

Her friend picked up on the second ring and didnõt bother with the 
perfunctory pleasantries. òI know what youõre trying to do,ó Aisha started with a 
tone that made Iphey feel that she was furious, òyou want me to drop dead in 
suspense!ó 

Iphey managed a believable chuckle before responding, òNo be so now. Iõve 
been busy. How body?ó 

òBody dey as you leave am. No use that one waste time. Give me all the juicy 
details. Did you guys hit the club after dinner? Is he a good dancer? More 
importantly, is he a good kisser? Did he take you home? How was it?ó 

òIt was nice,ó Iphey replied. The silence that followed hinted that Aisha was 
waiting for more. 

Aisha spoke up when he friend said nothing else, òCome on! Who do you 
think youõre talking to? Your mum? Iõm asking for gist, youõre giving me the 
version for the people who still believe that youõre a good girl.ó  

òIt was just a regular date now, abi?ó Iphey replied, òI met him at the 
restaurant. We talked about our backgrounds, our families, secondary schools; 
etcetera. The food was good sha.ó 

òEhen?ó 

òAnd I went home after the meal!ó 



òAs in? Did you ask for his number?ó  

òHe gave it to me but Iõm sure he can call me if he really wants to.ó 

òHmmm. What are you not telling?ó 

òNothing important, Iõm serious.ó She decided that she would not be the one 
to tell Aisha about Chineduõs past if she didnõt already know. 

òOK o,ó Aisha replied, in a resigned tone, òbut be sure that I donõt believe 
you completely. Do you want to see him again?ó 

òI donõt know,ó Iphey laughed to lighten the moment and avail herself a 
change of subject. òMeanwhile,ó she continued, òAyo PMõed me while we were 
sitting across from each other at a meeting this afternoon.ó 

òWhoõs Ayo again? I know Tunde the flirt...ó 

òNo, this is my branch manager now. The one who wants me to schedule my 
leave at the same time heõs taking his, so we can travel together.ó She 
emphasized the last two words to stress the idiocy of the idea. 

òWait, are you sure youõve told me about this guy before?ó 

òYes now, Mr. You-like-me-but-youõve-not-realized-it-yet.ó 

Aisha burst out in peals of laughter, òHe said that?!ó 

òWell, maybe not in those exact words, but he might as well have. In his 
message today, he was like: ôso why do you look so sexy this afternoon. Iõm 
trying so hard not to be lustfulõ. This man is married o...ó 

òOK, thatõs just nauseating. You need to teach him a thing or two about 

appropriateness.ó 

òOh, I sent him a very nice email, which is probably why he didnõt stop by 
my desk to say goodnight when he was leaving. There's more gist oo...ó 

òOK, hold it for me.ó Aisha's voice was hurried, òMy dear, I have to get off 
now. TJ just drove in, and dinner is almost not ready.ó 

òNo starve my broda o,ó Iphey replied with a laugh.  

òGoodnight hon.ó  

òOK then, goodnight!ó 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

5: She asked didn't she? ....by Real Naijabloke  

 

 

The day after the date, Chinedu called his friend Habib, Aishaõs brother, as he 
walked to his car after work. Habib picked up after the 6th ring. As he waited for 
an answer, Chinedu recalled how he stood there staring as Ipheyõs taxi sped off. 
It wasnõt hard to figure out what went wrong with the date. Why had he blurted 
out that he was an armed robber? That was certainly what made Ipheyõs attitude 
change. 

òHello?ó 

òHey Habib, whatõs cracking with you and where you at?ó  

òHey ôNedu, am good. Whatõs the deal?ó Habib answered grudgingly. 

òWhat you up to over there ôcos you sound like you kina busy or something.ó 
Chinedu asked. 

òNothing much dude, just doing some overdue laundry over here at the 
moment, but I can talkó chimed Habib. 

òAnyway I had an incident with your sisterõs friend yesterday, the one that 
she setup with me for the blind date? I think I might have spooked her.ó 

òWhat happenedó Habib asked. 

òWell, we were just rambling, you know trying to know each other. She 
insisted I talk about myself, so I thought why not? You remember I told you 
about the crazy things I did when younger, the stuff with the street gangs that 
almost destroyed my life. Well I told her that I used to be an armed robber, 
which isnõt far from the truth really. Shey you get my drift?ó 

òWhat did she do?ó Habib chuckled. 

òI think she got the wrong impression. She ended the date before I could go 
into details or say any other thing.ó 




