

Blurb
 
Damian Michael has everything: wealth, power, and charm. Nigeria's most eligible billionaire lives a life of control until one night in Port Harcourt, he meets Amara, a woman who doesn't try to impress yet leaves the room breathless.
There is just one problem: he is already married.
What begins as an irresistible affair quickly spirals into obsession, secrets, and betrayal. Chioma, his graceful and devoted wife, senses the shift. But she won't go down quietly.
Amara thinks she's found the love of her life, until she learns the truth and disappears.
Months later, she returns, beautiful, silent, and dangerous.
What follows is a masterclass in revenge, slow, seductive, and public. Because when love lies, sometimes the most powerful thing a woman can do is make sure the whole world watches him fall.
 
Title:  LOST TO LOVE
 
Genre: Contemporary Romance / Drama
Troupe: Image marriage, love triangle, hidden affairs 
Theme: Love, Image Marriage, Male entitlement, Female awakening, Silence as survival, Revenge.
Setting: Modern-day Nigeria (Lagos, Port Harcourt)
Tense: Third-person limited (rotating between Damian, Amara, and Chioma)
Tone: Poetic, emotional, dramatic, elegant.
 
Characterization: 
 
Damian Michael: He is a 38-year-old billionaire tech mogul and the founder of a global fintech and AI platform. He serves as both the protagonist and antagonist of the story. Damian is charismatic, calculated, and highly intelligent. He is emotionally repressed, obsessed with public image, and driven by control. While outwardly dominant and charming, he is deeply insecure beneath the surface. His internal conflict and manipulative tendencies drive the plot's core, making him both the lover and the destroyer in the lives of the two women he entangles.
 
Amara Okoye: She is a 30-year-old woman and the Head of Operations at one of West Africa's fastest-growing financial institutions. She is the deuteragonist of the story and serves as its emotional core. Amara is independent, confident, and empathetic. She embodies a balance of fierce femininity and quiet strength. Loyal and principled, she is emotionally intelligent and self-aware, with a strong moral compass that guides her choices—even when her heart is at war with her values.
 
Chioma Ugorji-Michael: She is a 34-year-old NGO analyst and a graduate in International Development. She plays the role of the tragic heroine and the devoted wife in the story. Chioma is deeply spiritual, traditional, and emotionally reserved. She carries herself with elegance and quiet grace, often expressing strength through silence rather than confrontation. Beneath her soft, submissive exterior lies a core of resilience and loyalty that defines her arc—from a woman who stayed for love to one who walked away with her dignity intact.
 
 
 
EXPOSITION
Damian Michael is Nigeria's most admired tech billionaire, wealthy, powerful, and emotionally distant. Though the public sees him as the perfect man, he struggles with intimacy behind closed doors. Under pressure from society, the media, and his traditional mother, Damian marries Chioma. A beautiful, educated, and deeply devoted woman. Chioma is everything a good wife should be: graceful, prayerful, and loyal. She loves Damian wholeheartedly and believes her patience and faith will eventually win his heart. But Damian, while respectful, feels no romantic spark toward her. Their marriage becomes a carefully curated image, praised by outsiders but hollow inside. Chioma clings to hope, trusting that love will grow from duty. Damian, meanwhile, continues to live with a quiet emotional detachment. At the core of their union lies a pressing question: Can love truly come from obligation, or is it something that cannot be willed into existence?
 
INCITING INCIDENT 
During a business trip to Port Harcourt, Damian meets Amara, a confident, self-made woman who neither chases him nor cares for his status. Unlike anyone he's ever known, she is unimpressed by his wealth and completely authentic in her presence. Their chemistry is instant, electric, and impossible to ignore. What was meant to be a single night of passion turns into something deeper for Damian. An emotional pull he can't explain and has never felt before. For the first time, he is consumed by someone who sees past his image and touches something raw within him. Amara doesn't try to keep him, yet he keeps going back. This encounter quietly unravels everything Damian thought he wanted. It marks the beginning of a dangerous obsession, one that threatens the careful life he built with Chioma. From this moment, the story shifts. Chioma's world, once rooted in faith and loyalty, begins to crack without her even knowing why.
 
RISING ACTION 
Damian begins living a double life, spinning lies to keep his world intact. He tells Amara his marriage is over, painting Chioma as an emotionally manipulative wife he is trying to escape. At first, Amara resists, holding firm to her principles but slowly, she starts to believe him, especially when he involves friends, his mother, and even a lawyer to sell the illusion. Meanwhile, Chioma senses something shifting. The distance. The late nights. The silence. She quietly begins investigating, and soon, she discovers Amara's identity. But when she confronts her, it isn't with rage, it is with quiet truth, photographs, memories, and a kind of pain only a wife can speak from. Amara, shaken, pulls away. Damian spirals. Then, Amara disappears.
A month later, she returns. She's calm, elegant, and different. She appears to forgive Damian, even resumes their romance but something changed. What Damian doesn't know is that she hasn't come back out of love. She has come back to finish the story and this time, she will end it on her own terms.
 
CLIMAX
Damian proposes to Amara, convinced he has finally chosen love over duty and she says yes. They host a glamorous rooftop engagement party, dazzling Lagos high society with wealth, romance, and spectacle. But at exactly 9:00 PM, everything changes. Amara detonates the trap: screenshots of messages, fake divorce papers, and voice notes of Damian lying play across giant screens. Gasps ripple through the crowd as she delivers a calm, calculated monologue, revealing she and Chioma had joined forces. Every lie, every manipulation is laid bare. Damian is stripped of the illusion he worked so hard to maintain. In one night, he loses the two women who defined him and the public image that protected him. It is the story's emotional and dramatic climax. The fall of a man who thought he could have it all.
 
FALLING ACTION 
In the aftermath of the scandal, Damian's empire begins to fall apart. Investors pull out, his board calls emergency meetings, and his name trends for all the wrong reasons. Once admired, he becomes the punchline of every headline and meme. Chioma visits him one final time not to argue, but to return her wedding ring and walk away with dignity. Amara disappears from the spotlight, moving to a new city to rebuild her life, stronger, healed, and free. Meanwhile, Damian is left behind, clinging to memories that no longer serve him. He replays old voice notes, stares at photos, and keeps the engagement ring buried in a drawer. In boardrooms, he becomes a shadow of the man he once was. His silence speaks louder than any press release. The empire remains, but the man at the center has crumbled.
 
DENOUEMENT 
In the quiet that follows the storm, Damian sends one final message to Amara: "I never stopped loving you." She reads it, smiles faintly, and deletes it without replying. Days later, he sees her on a massive billboard, radiant, successful, and untouchable. The woman he once tried to possess is now beyond his reach. Amara has reclaimed her life, fully in control. Chioma, too, finds peace, no longer waiting to be chosen. And Damian? He's left with silence, regret, and a truth that cuts deeper than scandal. He didn't lose them to another man. He lost them to the love he was too afraid to give.
 
 

 
Chapter one
 
The wedding looked like love.
 
They said he had it all money, power, charm.
Damian Michael. The billionaire tech mogul who redefined success in Lagos.
 
The man behind Nigeria's most profitable AI platform, founder of a global fintech empire, and owner of properties in Paris, Dubai, and Santorini.
 
He wasn't just rich.
He was respected.
Adored.
Feared.
Envied.
 
His name didn't walk into rooms, it made the room stand still.
 
Women didn't chase Damian, they positioned themselves, curved their smiles, adjusted their wigs, and angled their lives toward his line of sight.
 
And Damian?
 
He sampled them like a man at a private tasting.
 
No commitments, no second calls, just soft goodbyes and a clean shirt the next morning. He was a collector of moments not memories.
 
But even kings know when it is time to crown a queen. And for Damian, marriage wasn't about emotion.
 
It was about timing.
About appearances.
About legacy.
 
At thirty-eight, with a rising global profile and political allies whispering about "image," the pressure mounted.
 
Investors wanted stability, and boards wanted family-friendly optics.
His mother wanted "a woman of prayer, not perfume."
 
So Damian decided he would get married and from the long line of women waiting to be chosen, he picked Chioma, not because she screamed for attention but because she didn't.
 
Chioma.
 
Graceful.
Educated.
Put-together.
 
A graduate with a master's in international development. She had worked with NGOs and policy think tanks. She wasn't rich, but she carried herself like wealth belonged to her. She didn't need to prove herself.
She was herself steady, thoughtful, and composed.
 
And most importantly, she was raised with values that Damian's family respected.
 
Quiet.
Modest.
A believer.
A woman who believed in marriage the way some people believe in miracles.
 
She didn't post thirst traps, didn't party every Friday.
 
She cooked.
Prayed.
Stayed home when Damian traveled.
 
She was a woman who understood the rhythm of responsibility. A woman who understood silence, sacrifice, structure.
 
And when he told her, one evening over dinner, that he wanted to marry her,
 
Damian (calmly):
"Let's make it official. I think you will make a good wife."
 
She smiled.
Tears welled up in her eyes, not because of how he asked, but because he chose her.
And that was enough.
 
Chioma loved Damian deeply, not just as a man but as a purpose.
 
She saw herself as his support, his softness, his stability. To her, marriage wasn't just romance.
 
It was a calling.
It was sacred.
It was something you served.
 
And she was ready to serve it with her whole life. She had always dreamed of being a wife, not a trophy, not an accessory but a pillar. A partner,  a peacemaker.
 
She often told her friends:
 
"Damian doesn't have to be overly emotional. He is focused. He is a man of vision. I am the one who will keep the home." And she meant it.
 
The night before the wedding, Chioma sat in her room with her closest friends, wrapped in soft silk robes, their laughter echoing against the marble walls. They prayed, they giggled, they reminisced. Her heart was steady, full, and ready. She had waited her whole life for this moment not just for a wedding, but for a covenant. Her mother brushed her hair slowly, blessing every strand. Her father kissed her forehead and whispered, "You will make a fine wife." Even the moon seemed to shine differently that night.
 
Their wedding was a Lagos shutdown.
 
The hashtag #ChiDam2023 trended for days.
 
Politicians, Celebrities, and oil billionaires were all in attendance.
 
Women arrived in designer aso-ebi that cost six figures, men wore agbadas so regal, even the gods of Yoruba would nod. Private jets lined up at the airport. Exotic cars blocked off an entire street in Victoria Island.
 
The venue sparkled like a scene from a Nollywood royal fantasy.
 
Champagne fountains, live orchestras, security details in black suits with dark sunglasses. Even the press needed press passes.
 
And Damian?
 
He looked like a magazine cover come to life. 
Bespoke tuxedo, Rolex glinting, smile controlled, posture royal.
 
He didn't sweat, he didn't blink, he was elegance personified.
 
The crowd held its breath when Chioma walked in. Gold lace hugging her figure.
A diamond-studded veil trailing behind her. Her baby bump was barely visible beneath the custom corset, her beauty glowing with elegance and grace.
 
She walked slowly, deliberately as though she knew she wasn't just entering a marriage she was stepping into destiny.
 
The bloggers exploded:
 
"A real-life fairytale."
"The wife every Lagos mother dreams of."
"Chioma keeps it classy, and Damian keeps it billionaire."
 
 
And Chioma?
 
She smiled all day not for the cameras but because this moment being his wife was all she had ever wanted.
 
She took every "congratulations" with humility, every picture with poise. She carried herself like a woman who had waited and was now walking in answered prayer.
 
When the priest said, "You may now kiss the bride," Damian leaned in.
 
It was soft.
Brief.
Camera-perfect.
 
And Chioma?
 
She melted not because of the kiss itself but because she was now his.
 
His wife.
His covering.
His chosen.
 
That night, after the music faded, the guests left, and the doors closed, Chioma stood barefoot in their honeymoon suite.
 
She took off her jewelry, slowly.
Folded her veil with delicate hands.
 
Then turned to Damian, her eyes full of quiet joy.
 
Chioma (smiling):
"I am going to be a good wife to you. I will give you peace.
I will give you a home.
I will make you proud."
 
He didn't reply with a poem or a speech.
 
He nodded once.
 
Kissed her forehead.
 
Then turned away to pour himself a drink.
 
And still, she smiled.
 
Because she believed love could grow and now that she had his name, his ring, his child on the way, she believed she had everything she needed.
 
Even if the room felt quiet, even if he barely looked at her that night, even if he hadn't said "I love you" since the day he proposed.
 
She would wait.
 
She would build.
 
She would be the kind of wife who makes a man come home.
 
She didn't need fire.
 
She just needed faith.
 
 

 
Chapter two
The Wife Who Waited.
 
Chioma woke up before the house did, before the chef arrived, before the nannies stirred, before the sun cracked the sky over Banana Island.
 
She knelt beside their king-sized bed, laid her hands gently over the space Damian had just vacated, and prayed.
 
"Father, go with him.
Give him favor in the meeting.
Let the contract land.
Let my husband shine in every room he enters."
 
She didn't know he was in Paris or that he wouldn't return till Tuesday, even though he said it was a one-day pitch in Abuja.
 
She didn't ask questions because Chioma trusted and trusting was something she did well. It was stitched into her character like embroidery on her wedding veil subtle, soft, permanent.
 
They had been married for two and a half years. The wedding was behind them, but the marriage, the reality of it had its rhythm.
 
Damian was not the most affectionate man.
He didn't wake her up with forehead kisses or dance in the kitchen like men did in movies but he showed up.
 
And in a world like hers, where presence meant everything, that counted for something.
 
He provided. And not just in money, he showed up for naming ceremonies, took family portraits.
 
When she gave birth to their first son, he was in the room jacket off, shirt stained with sweat, holding her hand like it was a duty he didn't mind performing.
 
When she went into labor with their second, he canceled a tech conference in Singapore to be by her side.
 
He wasn't warm, but he was present, and sometimes, presence is its kind of love, and for Chioma, that was enough.
 
Because she believed love wasn't always loud, sometimes it was quiet.
Sometimes it looked like bills were paid on time.
Like showing up for parent-teacher meetings. Like walking into the room when everyone else had left.
 
And when Damian told her he was traveling for another "international investor dinner," she packed his suits with lavender-scented dryer sheets and left him a handwritten note in the inner pocket:
 
"I'm praying for you. Go win."
 
She meant it.
 
Every word.
 
She never suspected he was winning something else in hotel rooms, mistresses came and went like perfumes, expensive, brief, forgettable. Damian never got emotionally involved. For him, it wasn't love.
 
It was released.
A break.
Control.
 
He had rules, never take the same woman twice, never give gifts that could be traced, never talk about Chioma, and always, always be home by Monday because the image was everything.
 
And home, his mansion, his wife, his children, was sacred ground not because of love, but because of legacy.
 
Chioma noticed his absences, yes.
 
She wasn't blind.
 
But she never connected them to other women. Instead, she prayed harder, fast-tracked her devotion, hosted midweek prayer meetings in their garden, laid hands on his side of the bed, prayed in tongues softly when she washed his clothes. Even went on fasting programs just to "cover her husband spiritually."
 
She didn't ask questions, she built altars in her heart instead.
 
Chioma (to her friend, folding baby clothes):
"I know he is not very expressive, but I feel his presence.
He protects us, he provides. That is love to me."
 
Her friends smiled, some nodded, others looked away because the wives of Lagos often know how to mind their heartbreak.
 
And those who didn't, they were the ones whispered about in parlors and spa lounges.
 
In public, Chioma was perfect.
 
She wore simple but elegant gowns.
Always greeted the press with humility.
Never gave a scandal.
Never posted excess.
 
Her Instagram was filled with scripture, food plating, and soft moments with the kids. A couple of photos, no drama, just grace.
 
Damian's PR team loved her.
 
"She is the image of peace," they often said.
"A billionaire's wife who doesn't act like she's earned the right to be loud."
 
And that's what Damian respected about her.
 
She didn't ask for more.
She didn't challenge him.
She didn't threaten his freedom.
 
She held the home together, so he protected her in his way.
 
When he came home from "business trips," he always entered quietly. Late at night, shoes in hand, Jacket slung, cologne faint.
 
She would wake up, blurry-eyed, smile gently, and whisper:
 
Chioma:
"You're back. Welcome."
 
Damian (nodding):
"I am back."
 
She would bring him warm water, massage his shoulders, pray softly over his body as he drifted off to sleep and he would lie there, eyes open in the dark, wondering:
 
Why does this woman love me so much?
 
But he never said those words out loud because he didn't know how to be loved.
Not the way Chioma gave it, not the way she offered herself with no demands, only hope.
 
Sometimes, he stayed for a week straight, took the kids to school, sat in the garden with Chioma, held her hand in public and she would think:
 
"He is growing into this, he is finally softening."
 
She would feel it in the way his hand lingered on her back, the way he asked how her day went, the way he watched the children play and smiled.
 
But then he would travel again and the rhythm would reset. And in those cities Accra, Nairobi, Dubai he would slip back into old habits.
 
Dinners with diplomats, after-parties with models, five-star suites with women whose names he never saved.
 
He was careful.
 
Always careful.
 
But never guilty.
 
Because in his mind, he had kept his home intact and that was all that mattered.
 
And still, 
 
He came home.
 
Every time.
 
Because even though he didn't love Chioma in the way stories are written, he respected the home she had built for him and he feared losing the peace her presence brought.
 
Not to his heart.
 
But to his reputation.
 
Chioma believed that love was patient. She believed that if she kept serving, he would come around. That if she kept praying, he would change.
 
And so, she kept loving.
Steady.
Unwavering.
Blind.
 
Every missed dinner, she forgave, every stiff kiss, she softened, every lie wrapped in business trips, she covered with faith because in her heart, she was building a legacy and  in her mind, she already had it all.
 
 

 

Chapter three

Cracks in the Marble.
 
 
It began with a scent. A perfume she didn't own, sweet, citrusy, bold. She found it faintly on Damian's collar one Friday evening, after he returned from a "board dinner" in Abuja.
 
He hugged her, briefly, politely.
 
And when she went to drop his blazer in the laundry, the scent reached her.
 
She paused.
 
Sniffed it again.
 
Her brows creased.
 
But she said nothing.
 
She stood there for a few moments longer, holding the blazer like it could confess something, then folded it neatly and added it to the basket.
 
The thing about women like Chioma who love deeply, quietly, and without ego is that their first reaction isn't anger. There is doubt.
 
"Maybe someone hugged him."
"Maybe it is the hotel's air freshener."
"Maybe I am overthinking."
 
Women like Chioma are trained to give grace, to carry the burden of silence, to believe in what they hope is true, rather than confront what might be real.
 
And so she folded the blazer again, more carefully this time, prayed over it softly, and carried on.
 
But the cracks were forming, not loudly, not violently, just persistently.
 
In the silence between them, in the way Damian touched her less, in the way he scrolled on his phone late at night, the screen turned slightly away, in the way he no longer responded to her little love notes tucked inside his suit, in the way the bed felt colder, in the way the light in his eyes dimmed when she walked into the room.
 
She noticed and she prayed because that is what Chioma did when something hurt, she took it to God.
 
Chioma (kneeling one night at the foot of the bed):
"God, keep him. Protect him.
Bring his heart home.
And if there is another woman, Lord
Let her fall away before she causes ruin."
 
She didn't cry when she said it. She whispered it with the strength of a woman who had chosen her vows, who still believed in the covenant, who thought love, even broken, was still worth saving.
 
Damian, on the other hand, felt the shift too.
 
Not in her.
In himself.
 
Her presence, once soft and soothing, had started to feel like pressure.
 
She was still perfect, still loyal, till present, still praying.
 
But the house felt heavy.
Heavy with expectation.
With stability.
With responsibility.
 
And Damian was a man addicted to escape.
 
To him, love was a leash, devotion was weight, and commitment felt like drowning in calm waters.
 
He kept traveling.
 
Told himself he was chasing deals, told himself it was necessary for expansion, told himself it was better than staying home and pretending to be something he wasn't ready to be.
 
And in hotel rooms across cities, he repeated old habits, mistresses, sex without conversation, kisses without names. Each one is forgettable by morning.
 
He convinced himself it was harmless but something inside him was rotting and he refused to look directly at it.
 
But this time, something was different, one woman, in one city, stayed on his mind.
 
She hadn't tried to impress him.
Hadn't asked for his card.
Hadn't posted a picture.
 
She just smiled, spoke in low tones, and made him feel seen.
 
For a moment, it was a quiet kind of intimacy, the kind that slipped under your skin when you weren't paying attention.
 
And now, back in Lagos, with Chioma by his side, he couldn't stop thinking about it.
 
Still, when he got back home, Chioma greeted him like a wife from a fairytale.
 
She ran him a bath, asked about the flight, served him amala and egusi, and sat quietly beside him while he watched the news.
 
She looked at him like he was still the man she married and when he rose to go to bed, she whispered:
 
Chioma:
"I missed you."
 
He looked at her, smiled in agreement,
 
Said nothing.
 
And went upstairs.
 
Because the words she wanted could not be manufactured.
Not in that moment.
Not in that house.
 
That night, she didn't sleep.
 
She lay awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering:
 
"Am I doing something wrong?"
 
She didn't ask him.
She didn't press.
She turned the blame inward, like she had been taught. She refused to believe the worst.
 
She reminded herself of everything good: The way he still showed up for the children, the way he never disrespected her publicly, the way his people still treated her like royalty, the way the media still called her "the woman behind the mogul"
 
And yet,
 
It didn't feel like love anymore.
 
It felt like management.
 
Like she was managing a man who had already left the room emotionally, even if his shoes were still by the door.
 
She started to watch him more closely, the way he avoided eye contact during dinner., the way his phone was always on silent, the  way he smiled at her during family events but never touched her waist the way he used to.
 
She even noticed how he changed his passwords, started locking his laptop, taking phone calls on the balcony with his back to the glass.
 
She watched it all.
 
Still, no accusations.
 
Only observations.
 
Because love had made her gentle but the silence was sharpening her.
 
Chioma's devotion didn't falter, she just became quieter, more introspective,
more still.
 
And in her silence, something dangerous began to grow:
 
Awareness.
 
Not yet anger.
Not yet confrontation.
Just readiness.
 
The beginning of a woman who may one day say:
 
"I loved him. I served him. But I am not stupid." But for now, she continued as she always did.
 
Ironed his shirts.
Prayed over his travel.
Tucked the kids in.
Smiled in family photos.
 
Because while the marble looked smooth on the outside,
 
Inside?
 
The cracks had started forming not loud enough to echo yet but just enough to let light in and once light gets in, It starts to show everything.



 
 
Chapter four
The night fate wore black jeans.
 
It was supposed to be just another trip to Port Harcourt.
 
Rainy. Rowdy. Necessary.
 
Damian almost canceled.
 
The board had sent a delegation ahead, the investors could have waited, he had a million other things to do. Lagos was pulling him from every direction. Construction projects, digital expansions, headlines.
 
But something about the quiet in his house, the stillness in Chioma's prayers, the way her soft hands lingered on his suitcase as she packed it, he needed air.
 
Not love, not trouble.
 
Just air.
 
But fate doesn't cancel.
 
It doesn't wait politely, it crashes into you wearing perfume you have never smelled and saying your name with a smile you didn't earn.
 
That night, fate wore black jeans and a silk blouse, no jewelry, no heels, just presence, just something in the curve of her jaw that said, "I have survived enough to know who I am."
 
Her name?
 
Amara.
 
She didn't enter the rooftop bar like a storm, she entered in silence.
 
Like grace.
 
The kind of stillness that shifts a room without asking for permission. She wasn't trying to be seen, she wasn't performing beauty, she was just there.
 
Laughing at something quiet, holding a glass of wine in one hand, moving through space like she knew all the exits and didn't need to use any of them.
 
Her jeans fit her body like they were made by memory, her blouse whispered luxury, not loud, not showy, just certain.
 
 
Damian noticed her before she noticed him.
 
She wasn't the finest in the room.
She wasn't the richest.
She wasn't even looking his way.
 
But somehow, she felt like a secret only he could hear.
 
She laughed again, low., warm., the kind of laugh that made people lean in and just like that, he forgot the conversation he was having, forgot the client sitting beside him, forgot the dinner, forgot the city.
 
He watched her, watched the way she tilted her head when she listened, watched the way her fingers brushed the rim of her glass. Watched the way she didn't try to shine because she didn't need to, she was already glowing.
 
He made no move until her eyes found his.
 
It wasn't a double-taker, it wasn't a flirty glance, it was recognition. Like she saw something in him that the rest of the world never noticed.
 
That was all the invitation he needed.
He stood, walked across the rooftop bar like it was a throne room, no swagger, no pickup lines, just presence.
 
Damian (low voice, eyes never leaving hers):
"You are not from here."
 
Amara (smiling without blinking):
"Neither are you."
 
Damian (slight smirk):
"Then let's be strangers together."
 
 
They didn't flirt.
They talked.
Talked.
 
About music, bout childhood, about nothing, about everything.
 
They sipped whiskey like it was a private code, they laughed like people who had met before, maybe not in this lifetime, but somewhere.
 
Somehow, Damian found himself leaning closer, forgetting who he was supposed to be.
 
She didn't ask what company he owned, didn't mention his money, and didn't seem impressed by his name.
 
She was simply present and that made her dangerous.
 
He didn't ask where she lived.
She didn't ask if he was taken.
 
The silence between them said enough.
One elevator ride.
One quiet hallway.
One unlocked hotel room.
And the city disappeared.
 
That night wasn't just sex, it wasn't just chemistry, it was a shift, a split in the timeline.
 
The moment when a man who had built an empire realized there was a door in his heart that had been locked for years and someone just walked through it like she owned the key.
 
 
She let him in like she already knew his rhythm, and he touched her like he was trying to memorize her laugh.
 
They didn't rush.
They didn't pretend.
 
He kissed her thighs like they had been waiting, she wrapped her legs around him like she was remembering, not discovering.
 
And in the middle of it all, when he paused to catch his breath, forehead resting on hers, heart pounding too loud, he whispered:
 
Damian:
"I don't even know you… And it already feels like cheating."
 
Amara (eyes half-closed, voice barely a breath):
"That is because I feel like the truth your life forgot to tell you."
 
He left the next morning, didn't say much, told himself it was a one-time thing, a moment, a glitch, something to bury, something he could walk away from and forget.
 
But a week later, he was back.
No meetings, no press, no business excuse. Just her.
 
They made love again but this time, it was different. They didn't turn off the lights, they didn't close the curtains, they let the city watch, let the stars bear witness.
 
They ate dinner in silence.
Drank wine with their legs tangled on the floor.
Listened to jazz without speaking.
 
They spoke about everything except the things that could break them. No questions about real life, no mention of wives, of homes, of Lagos, and in that unspoken agreement, they found safety.
 
Damian didn't ask about her past.
Amara didn't offer it.
 
But some nights, she would lie awake after he slept staring at the ceiling, breathing through questions.
"What am I doing?"
"How did I get here?"
"Why does this feel more real than anything I have ever touched?"
 
He made her laugh, he made her think, he made her feel like art and  when he kissed her, it wasn't conquest, it was a ritual, like they were rewriting scripture in flesh and heartbeat.
 
He didn't say he would be back but she knew he would because whatever had started in that lounge in Port Harcourt, it wasn't finished not even close.
 
 



Chapter five

The line she didn't mean to cross.
 
 
Amara never meant to stay, it was supposed to be a fling, a warm body, a thrilling escape, a night that tasted like freedom. Something she could fold into memory and walk away from.
 
She was a woman with her empire. At thirty, Amara was already the Head of Operations at one of West Africa's fastest-rising financial institutions. She flew business class to Nairobi and Santorini, a penthouse with floor-to-ceiling windows, a schedule packed with meetings, deadlines, power brunches, and boardroom wars she always seemed to win.
 
She had her name and she had her rules.
 
Amara had had flings before. She wasn't ashamed of it, there was no guilt in her independence. She knew how to keep things clean, how to keep it light: a glass of wine, a dim room, some skin, then goodbye. She didn't let men linger.
 
No married men.
No emotional entanglements.
No lovers who could stain her shine.
 
But somehow, here she was. Four weeks in. Answering Damian's calls, still cooking barefoot in his shirt like she belonged in a version of his life she never signed up for, still flying to meet him in unfamiliar cities, Accra, Kigali, Abuja, like their love was a secret country that only they had passports to.
 
Every touch felt unplanned, every moment, too intimate, and yet, she stayed.
 
She told herself it was chemistry, that it was just sex, that it was just his cologne smoky, expensive, and the way he said her name like it had always belonged in his mouth.
 
But something was shifting, he started staying longer. He would cancel meetings, real ones, million-naira deals, international calls just to lie beside her and trace lazy shapes on her bare back.
 
He would text her in the middle of tense boardrooms:
"Miss your voice."
 
At first, it made her laugh, that dry, amused laugh she gave when a man crossed a line too boldly. Then, it made her nervous.
 
Damian started opening up in fragments. A story about his father, a regret from university he had never told anyone, a dream he once had before the money changed everything.
 
Amara wasn't asking for any of it but he kept giving and that scared her because she knew what it looked like when a man was losing control. She had seen it before, and she had walked away from it before.
 
But this time, she wasn't walking. Worse, she was starting to feel the same.
 
He made her laugh not the polished, social-lunch laughter she reserved for clients, the belly one. The kind that cracked her open, the kind that made her forget the world was watching.
 
He made her forget herself and she hated it because with every kiss, every time he pulled her into him and whispered things that weren't supposed to matter she was crossing lines she had sworn never to blur.
 
Then, one afternoon, he was in the shower, steam curling into the corners of the hotel room, jazz playing faintly from her phone.
 
She reached for his shirt, casually, intending to fold it and something slipped from the pocket. She bent down slowly, picked it up.
 
At first, she thought it was a receipt, just another one from their expensive dinners or one of the bottles of aged scotch he liked.
 
But no, it was paper. Thick, expensive, creased at the corners from time.
 
A wedding invitation.
 
Her pulse slowed, she stared then read the names again.
 
Damian Michael & Chioma Ugorji
#ChiDam2023
Banana Island, Lagos
 
Her stomach turned, and a heat rushed to her face, quick and disorienting.
 
She blinked. Twice.
 
Her breath caught like something invisible had just punched her in the chest.
 
Of course.
 
Of course that was who he was.
 
She remembered the wedding, everyone did. It had shut down social media for an entire weekend.
 
Every blog, every gossip page. Every elite whisper circle.
 
"The Billionaire's Big Day."
"The Private King and His Golden Bride."
"Chioma: The Woman Who Won Him."
 
She remembered the photos, the luxury, the lace, the vows whispered into a microphone under chandelier lights.
 
The woman in gold glowing like answered prayer and now, that man was lying in her bed.
 
Asleep. Satisfied.
 
While she stood over his shirt, holding proof that she had just stepped into a mess her name could never outrun.
 
She didn't wake him, she packed her things. Each item folded with care not emotion. Just precision.
 
Lip gloss.
Watch.
Phone charger.
 
She didn't slam the door.
Didn't cry.
 
Told herself it was over.
Told herself she had made a mistake.
Told herself she would never answer his calls again.
 
But he called the next day.
 
And the next.
 
And the one after that.
 
Texts.
Missed calls.
A voice note.
 
His voice was softer than she had ever heard it.
 
Damian (in the voice note):
"You left without a word.
If I said something wrong, tell me.
Just don't disappear."
 
She ignored it until she couldn't.
 
They met at a quiet café in Lekki. She wore sunglasses, no makeup, minimal, controlled, and composed.
 
Damian showed up in a black turtleneck and jeans dressed like a man trying to disappear from his headlines.
 
He looked tired and a little desperate. He sat across from her, and she didn't smile. Her arms were folded, back straight, mouth firm.
 
Amara:
"You lied to me."
 
Damian (stiffly):
"I never said I wasn't married."
 
Amara (eyes narrowing):
"You didn't say you were either."
 
Silence.
 
The coffee between them steamed untouched, and neither one reached for it.
 
Amara (voice low, shaking):
"Do you know what it looks like for a woman like me to be caught in a scandal with a married man?
Do you know what that would do to my name?
My career?
My clients?"
 
Damian (quietly):
"I wasn't trying to trap you."
 
Amara (eyes burning):
"You think this is about your intentions?
I don't sleep with married men, Damian. That's my rule.
I don't want my success tied to someone else's husband.
I worked too damn hard to stand on my name."
 
He stared at her and something in him shifted.
 
Not guilt, not shame just realization. Realization that this wasn't just a fling anymore. That this woman, this flame, this voice of reason and rage was the only place he had felt alive in months.
 
Damian (low):
"I didn't expect you.
I didn't plan any of this.
But I can't let you go."
 
Amara:
"You have a wife."
 
Damian:
"I have a marriage.
But I haven't had a wife in a long time."
 
The words hung in the air, heavy. Unspoken, blasphemous.
 
Damian:
"I know I am asking for too much.
But don't walk away, Amara.
Not yet."
 
She stood, slowly. Her heart cracked in places she didn't know existed, and a lump in her throat she refused to swallow.
 
Amara (softly):
"You are dangerous."
 
Damian (holding her gaze):
"And you are the only one who makes me feel human."
 
She walked away but she didn't delete his number.
 
And that night, she dreamed of him.
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