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This body of mine.

This beautiful work of art,

Teach me how to love you,

Tell me where your ecstasy lies.

Just say the word and I’ll come with you

to the ethereal place where no one matters but us.

-Aminat Sanni-Kamal

 



SWEETS AND CHOCOLATES
I pulled my car into the parking lot at Sweets and Chocolates café. I was
nervous as hell, I sat back in the driver seat contemplating whether I should
get out of my car and carry on as planned or just drive away, I could call
him and make up some excuse. I shook my head at the thought of it. I
couldn’t do that… it wouldn’t be fair to him,

because I was the one who had suggested we meet in the first place.

“What is wrong with you, Ivie?” I asked myself and sighed heavily. I was
never this nervous with anything or anyone and it wasn't as if I had never
been on a date before. I guess I must have really liked him to have been so
nervous.

“There is nothing wrong with you,” I said to myself again.

I picked up my purse and dug through it until I found my small black
mirror, the one I always kept in my bag for times like this. I could have
used the rear-view mirror but it didn’t come with a compact powder.

My makeup was perfect; I had opted for a nude look. So, apart from my
highlight nothing else on my face glowed. I didn't want it to look as if I was
trying too hard to impress him. Even though we had been talking and
chatting frequently on the phone for the past six months, we hadn’t actually
met.

I sighed again, and finally got out of my car, it was now or never. If he
found a problem with me, there was nothing I could do about it. Even with
that thought, I was still nervous. What if we couldn’t connect in real life and
our connection was just over the phone.  I shook my head again, I was
already out of my car, and there was no turning back.

I straightened my flare cream coloured mini-gown with my hands, normally
a pair of heels would have gone with the gown and, I would have actually
preferred heels because I wasn’t tall. But, I was not allowed to wear



anything besides flats, so I locked my car and walked to the cafe in my
chocolate ballerina shoes.

The morning breeze worked wonders on my hair. I thought the Alice-band
would be strong enough to secure my wild, natural hair; how wrong I was.
My hair had been like that since I was a child. My mother said I cried every
time she took me to the salon to relax it. So she had given up and let it be.
As I grew, the thought never for once crossed my mind to relax my hair, I
loved the way my hair looked, last year I had the tips dyed into a dull wine
colour. I wouldn’t trade my hair for anything in the world. My hair and
bronze-brown skin were my prized possessions.

As I walked towards the café, I added choosing Saturday as a day for us to
meet to my list of regrets for the day. Sweets and Chocolates was the largest
café in the city and Saturday mornings were their busiest. And at that
moment, it was as if everybody in Lagos was there, including people who
had only come to take pictures for Instagram. By the way, Jamal and I met
on the gram

“What were you thinking?” I asked myself again although, this time in my
head. It was already bad enough that people were staring at me, wondering
why I was limping. It wouldn’t do for them to think I was crazy as well.
When I stood, no one noticed anything, but when I walked the discrepancy
between my legs showed. My limping was even more pronounced when I
tried to hide it, so I had learned earlier in life to just ignore the stares and
focus on my destination instead. It was a condition I was born with and
when I was a child, I walked with the aid of a shoe raise, but when I grew
older the doctors decided I didn’t need it anymore.

I spotted him almost immediately I entered the café, and I sent a little
prayer of thanks to heaven that he had not chosen one of the tables outside
the café. Inside wasn’t as crowded as it was outside. Still, I could have
chosen a quieter place.

I could tell that he had seen me too because he smiled and stood up as our
eyes met. I smiled nervously back at him. I was irritated with myself, why
was I so nervous?



I looked good, I owned and managed my own salon, I drove a very
expensive car, I had a life many girls would die to have, yet I was nervous
because I was meeting a man. But, Jamal wasn’t just any man; he was a
man I really liked. And, as I walked over to his table, I concluded that if he
was the man I thought he was; my limping would not matter.

“You look amazing.” He said when I got to the table, and his deep rich
voice, the voice I had fallen in love with over the phone made my
nervousness disappear. A combination of his voice and his smile could
make a woman do anything.

We hugged and I sat at across him at the table. A young dark-skinned waiter
came to our table and took our orders. I was glad that our connection wasn’t
just over the phone, it was real and I enjoyed every bit of our breakfast date.
He made me laugh and I enjoyed staring into his dark brown eyes. I never
in my life thought that I would fall in love with a light-skinned man; I
considered them too fine and too dangerous.

Jamal could pass for a model with his high cheekbones which perfectly
complemented his face but he also had a depth to him. It was what drew me
to him, it was something that made me kind of curious and awed about him;
he wasn’t like other guys I had dated in the past. I also liked that he was not
a part of the beard gang trend; I liked his clean-shaven face.

I enjoyed our date, but it bothered me that he never for once mentioned my
limping and I was very sure he had noticed because he had taken a quick
glance at my legs when I walked towards him.

Don’t get me wrong, I liked that he hadn't really started at them. Although
there was really nothing to stare at, they looked perfect until I walked. I also
liked that he had not let it affect our date. But, I had hoped that he would at
least ask me about it as he walked me to my car because I badly wanted to
get that part off my chest. He still did not say anything when we got to my
car; he only kissed me lightly on the cheek and waved at me as I drove out
of the café.

Before the date, I had been worried that all he would see were my legs.
After the date, I was worried that he had pretended not to notice my limping



and hadn't said a word about it. Even though I knew I was just working
myself up for nothing, that didn't stop me from worrying. I concluded that if
he didn’t bring it up on our second date; I would.

Yes, we had made plans to meet again, and I am super excited about it. 

Sweets and Chocolates by Aminat Sanni-Kamal, Published in the Cabinet of
Heed Literary Journal, Issue 33

 Year of Publication: 2020



GOLDEN BETRAYAL
Oritoke wasn’t dead yet, but she might as well be.

She had no idea where she was or how exactly she’d gotten there, except
that she’d been hit by a bright light and knocked out. The land was red and
bare and stretched for miles upon miles. Oritoke’s first thought was that she
was back in the Wastelands, but that was a dark place with an unnatural
feeling. This place was clearly unnatural, but it wasn’t the dark cesspool she
remembered.

A low groan behind her made her start. She turned around just in time to
see Omotunde open his eyes. He looked just as tired and drained as she felt.
Oritoke imagined they must have fallen from a great height.

 “Where are we?” He asked gruffly.

“I don’t know,” Oritoke admitted. “Can you stand?”

In response, he tried to climb to his feet, his legs trembling slightly as he
did so. He staggered, but eventually found his footing.

“I’m going to assume you don’t know what happened, either?”

She shook her head. As though acting on a sudden thought, Omotunde
gripped the hilt of his sword like his life depended on it. He looked like he
might fall back to the ground at any minute. Oritoke started to draw nearer,
but stopped herself. It was better to let him deal with whatever this was by
himself.

It was amazing how little she knew about this man. And he kept growing
more and more mysterious, taking less and less. Oritoke could still
remember what he’d been saying earlier about the traitor among the
companions, right before they were blown away.



She continued to watch him, patient as a faerie, feeling the sting of the sun
on the back of her neck. Soon, though, she broke her gaze and looked
around, scanning their surroundings for anything that might give them an
idea about this place and what was going to happen to them. Before long,
something caught her eye: a dark, looming stone.

Somehow, the stone seemed to call to her. Oritoke didn’t know much about
the spiritual, but her guts told her that was exactly where they had to go.

“We need to find the others,” Omotunde said, gazing around, a somewhat
confused look on his face. Clearly, he had no idea where they should go, but
he was determined to appear in control. Oritoke found it somewhat
endearing.

“I think we should go towards that thing,” she supplied.

He looked doubtful for a few seconds, but soon nodded. Together, they
headed for the stone.

The stone hadn’t seemed that far to Oritoke when she first saw it, but
Oritoke guessed they had been walking for almost an hour now. She didn’t
need Omifunke to know that the sun was unnatural.She glanced up at
Omotunde, whose expression was as solid as ever. He marched on
relentlessly, the sun didn’t not at all seem to have an effect on him.

She hated brick walls. She hated not being able to read him. All she knew
about him was that he had strong feelings towards the Prince. Initially, she
‘d interpreted that to mean romantic love, but now, she was not so sure,
Omotunde loved Adedayo, that much was clear. But it was not that kind
love. Something much more complicated was at work, something she
feared held the fate of the entire mission in its hands.

“You need to stop staring.”

The suddenness of his words made Oritoke jump. She tripped over her feet
and teetered completely off balance. Right before she fell flat on her face,
Omotunde grabbed her by the arm and pulled her back up to face him.
Oritoke felt her cheeks heat up with embarrassment.



“We cannot stop walking. The sun is merciless today.” He continued
walking, and Oritoke had to half-walk, half-run just to match his pace. “I
know you have a lot of questions and I’ll answer them. The burden of
keeping everything inside is weighing down on me. But first we need to
find the Crown Prince and the Priestess.”

“Fair enough,” she said. “I won’t bother you about it. And I’ll try to stop
staring.”

She found herself smiling at him. He smiled back, and Oritoke almost
tripped again, not just because it was the first time she’d seen him smile,
but because he had such a beautiful smile, the kind that would make ladies
swoon. Even more intriguing, his smile felt familiar, which was weird,
where had she seen that smile before?

“You should smile more often, it suits you,” she told him.

It was Omotunde’s turn to feel slightly embarrassed. He opened his mouth
to say something, but just then a large shadow swept into their field of
vision. They had reached the stone.

What had looked like a massive boulder from afar, was actually a giant
stone wall, stretching on for miles, much too high to simply scale over like
an ordinary fence. The duo looked at each other, the reality of what they
had to do dawning on them.

“No, there’s got to be another way,” Oritoke moaned.

Omotunde gave a shrug. “I don’t see it. Besides, it was your idea to come
this way.”

She fixed him with a look of utter disbelief. “These limbs are not made for
climbing. I have never even climbed a tree and you expect me to climb this
thing? Look at it – it’s got to be at least a hundred feet tall. Not to mention
the fact that we have no idea what we’re likely to find on the other side –
that is, if we don’t fall and break our necks…” she trailed off, glaring at
Omotunde, who looked like he was struggling not to burst into laughter.



“You think this is funny?” she snapped. “I asked you to smile more often,
not laugh at my misery. It’s not my fault I wasn’t born and raised to be a
warrior.”

The smile on Omotunde’s face faded just as quickly as it had appeared.

“You don’t know how lucky you are,” he said grimly. He began walking
along the wall, looking for a plausible way around it, not knowing what else
to do and wary of saying something that might upset him again, she
followed him.

 

***

Omotunde wouldn’t stop clutching his sword, curling his fingers around the
hilt. It gave him some sort of reassurance. It was the only thing that was
real, a gift his father had given him. thinking of his father, brought a sharp
pain to his chest.

He’d ruined everything. Years of friendship. The fate of the Kingdom. He
had destroyed everything, and for what purpose? To what end? What had he
hoped to gain? The throne? Was that it?

He and Oritoke walked almost a mile in silence. All of a sudden, he came to
a sudden halt, causing her to nearly bump into him. He turned to face her. “I
don’t think there’s a way around this thing. We may have to –”

Omotunde never got to finish his statement. Just then, the ground caved in
under their feet and they tumbled into the void beneath them, screaming as
they fell.

 

***

“I think we found your way around the wall,” Omotunde said a few minutes
later, as they both picked themselves off the ground. He looked even more
raggedy than he had looked before. He glanced at her. “Are you alright?”



Oritoke examined her torn sleeves. “I think I bruised my elbow.”

Omotunde forced himself to stand, taking in their surroundings at the same
time. Oritoke gazed upwards, trying to see where they’d fallen from, but all
she could see was pitch darkness. There was no sign that there’d ever been
an opening there. She lowered her gaze. There was moss on the floor and
on the walls around them.

Just then, a sound reached her ears.

“Can you hear that?” Oritoke said suddenly, rising to her feet.

Omotunde listened. It was the sound of water flowing. He figured there
must be some kind of stream nearby.

“I think we should go there,” Oritoke said, her eyes glinting with
excitement.

He raised an eyebrow at her “The last time you said that, we ended up
falling into this...whatever this place is. I am not going there.”

Oritoke stared at him for a few seconds, contemplating what to say to him.
She decided not to say anything, but set her jaw stubbornly and spun around
on her heel, marching towards the sound of the water.

***

“By the goddesses, woman – what are you doing?”

Why hadn’t he noticed this streak of stubborness from the very start?
Against his better judgement, he went after her.

“You don’t know what could be there?” he said as he caught up to her. “We
need to find the priestess –she takes care of this kind of stuff.”

“They may be here, for all we know,” she pointed out.

She had a point. “You think they might be in there, enjoying a swim?”



Oritoke said nothing. Her eyes were riveted on something a little farther
away. Omotunde moved closer and found himself staring at the most
beautiful waterfall he had ever seen.

“I’ve never seen one before,” she said. “It’s breathtaking.”

“Well, you can breathe now.” Omotunde grinned at her.

“I’ve only ever read about them. There aren’t any in the Kingdom, you
know.”

“Actually, there is, at Oriokuta,” he corrected her. “That’s where the palace
guards go to train for years.”

He caught himself staring at the water again. He’d always been fascinated
by waterfalls, but this one seemed even more mesmerizing than that at
Oriokuta. He figured it must be because it stood out amidst the darkness
and eeriness of this place.

“I thought Oriokuta was a myth?” She turned to him, her eyes filled with
curiosity.

He shook his head. “It’s a beautiful and dangerous place, just like this place.
Only it has life and isn’t underground.”

“Hmm...” A sudden gleam appeared in her eyes. She turned and began
descending the slope of stones.

Omotunde groaned in exasperation. “What are you doing now?”

He didn’t have the time to indulge her curiosity. They needed to find the
other companions. Doomsday was a few days away, and she was…

Goddesses, she was taking off her clothes.

In a flash, he’d spun around, facing the opposite direction. His heart
thudded against his ribcage, threatening to explode. He swallowed and took
a couple of deep breaths, trying to get himself to be calm.



“Er, what are you doing?” he asked.

There was a rustling sound as she peeled off her trousers. “We’re probably
never getting out of here alive. I, for one, am not going to waste time
admiring the waterfall. Why not enjoy it as well?”

“What? We don’t have time for –”

A loud splash cut him short. He whirled about and saw Oritoke wading in
the water, her shoulders barely above the surface, her hair wet and
gleaming.

“Brr, the water is so cold, but it’s amazing!” she yelled, grinning. “You
really should get in. You haven’t had a bath in days.”

“I don’t need one,” Omotunde said, but he sniffed his armpits to make sure.
“I’ll pass.”

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t be such a prude. It’s not like I haven’t seen a
man’s body before. I’m no maiden.”

Something about the way she said that sparked a flame in him. Omotunde
bit his lip and slowly went down the stone steps. He took off his clothes,
preparing to jump into the water with her, trying to convince himself that he
was only doing this to protect her from whatever creatures might be in the
water. Almost immediately, he imagined how ridiculous he would look
fighting off demons stark naked. The thought nearly made him laugh, but he
stopped himself in time.

He just wanted to enjoy the water. His life was pretty much over anyway.
Once they found their companions, he would tell Adedayo the truth and
Adedayo would definitely kill him, or they would fail the quest, which was
most likely. They were all going to die anyway.

Without another moment’s hesitation, he jumped into the water. Oritoke
splashed around in excitement, her giggles bouncing off the walls. This
time, Omotunde did laugh. She looked like a fish high on Igbo as she
splashed around in the water, moving like a mermaid.



When she swam towards him, he tried desperately not to look at her
rounded breasts, but his eyes seemed to have a mind of their own. The cold
had gotten to them, and they stood perky, as if wanting his attention. He
could only imagine how soft and silky they would feel in his hands. All he
had to do was reach out and touch them, caress them…

He shook his head. Getting into the river with her was a bad idea.

“My hair is going to turn into a sponge when we get out of the water,”
Oritoke said, her lips puckered in mock dismay.

She ran her hands through her dark kinky curls, staring at him the whole
time. Omotunde could feel her gaze on his shoulders, moving down to his
toned chest. For a moment she looked like she was having an internal battle
with herself, but then the blithe side must have won because her eyes took
on a glittery cast and she began wading purposefully towards him.

 He heard her sharp intake of breath as she moved closer to him, running
her hands lightly over his toned chest.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

He held out his hands to grip hers and drew her even closer. She stiffened,
and Omotunde sensed she must be remembering the terrors of her times
with her late husband. Old men aren’t exactly subtle with their young
wives.

“Do you want me to stop?” He would stop if she wanted him to. He would
do whatever he could to make sure that this woman felt safe. It was only
right.

“No,” she told him. “Don’t stop.” Her voice was barely above a whisper.

That was all Omotunde needed to hear. Feeling his insides boil with sudden
passion, he covered her mouth with his.

 

***



Kissing with her husband had been a sloppy affair done under the sheets at
night when he came to her but this…this was different.

Omotunde planted a kiss at the base of her neck, one of his hands fondling
her breast, the other making a path down to her hips, gripping her thighs
and to her utmost pleasure sliding between them to touch her very core, 
making her feel alive in a way she’d never thought possible. When he took
her breast into his mouth and suckled, she felt her knees buckle beneath her.
Could it possibly get any better than this?

He withdrew his fingers from her centre, and she felt a twinge of
disappointment. Why was he stopping? She didn’t have to dwell on it long,
as though caught up in a frenzy of unbridled passion, he suddenly wrapped
her legs around his hips, covering her mouth with his as he entered her.
Oritoke moaned into his mouth, feeling waves of pleasure ripple through
her very being. Right there and then, she thought she might die from the
pure ecstasy of their joining.

She wasn’t sure how much time had gone past by the time they finally
collapsed at the edge of the river – two hours? A day, maybe? She’d been
hoping for something much longer, like an eternity. Omotunde had taken
her twice at the edge of the river, and once more with his mouth, a favour
she gladly returned. Exhausted, she placed her head on his chest, nearly
nodding off to the rhythmic rise and fall of it.

“You’re not going to fall asleep, are you?” he asked, beaming down at her.
She raised her head and grinned at him, feeling sated and oddly relaxed.
She knew that smile, but she could not place it, so she pushed it down. She
wasn’t sure she wanted to know the answer yet.

Just then, something caught her eye.

“Look at that!” she gasped, pointing as she sat up. She quickly snatched up
her filthy clothes, not once taking her eyes off the strange sight. There was
light coming from a tunnel in the walls. How had they missed that before?

 



***

Omotunde scrambled to his feet, quickly getting into his trousers and
pulling his shirt on. The prestigious royal guard gear he’d left the Kingdom
wearing just a couple of days ago now looked the total opposite of
prestigious. He secured his sword around his waist and stared at Oritoke,
who was now fully dressed and on her feet. Looking at her, he felt a pang of
regret, he loved her naked body. That thought was however, closely
followed by another pang, one of guilt this time. He shouldn’t drag her into
his mess.

“I was right,” she said suddenly, feeling her hair. “It’s spongy.” She quickly
salvaged the situation by braiding it into pigtails, while Omotunde watched,
marvelling at how quickly her hand worked. Even more impressive was the
length of the two braids resting on her shoulders and settling just slightly
over her breasts. Who would have guessed?

He suddenly realised she’d been looking at him all this time. Embarrassed,
he cleared his throat and pointed towards the light. “I think that is exactly
where we should go.”

“Hey that’s my line!” She jabbed him playfully on the arm and hurried past
him, heading for the tunnel.

They crawled through the tunnel, Oritoke going in first, Omotunde, whose
body barely squeezed through the space, following closely behind. Neither
of them knew what to expect at the end of the short tunnel, but as they
crawled out of the tunnel, they were assaulted by a horrid smell and the
sight of what looked to be an expanse of broken and discarded things: old
jewellery, coral beads, pots, crowns, torn books – anything to everything
that people used could be found there, all useless and worn.

“Oh, look – that’s my father’s compound!” Oritoke pointed out excitedly.
“That’s me playing in the sand with the girls.”

Omotunde couldn’t see what she was talking about. What he saw was
something entirely different.



“That’s weird.” The excitement in her voice had died just as quickly as it
came. “That’s me, but in a bedroom chamber…my husband…oh,
goddesses, it’s my wedding night!”

Tears rolled down her face, but she wouldn’t pry her eyes away from
whatever it was she continued to see. Omotunde pulled her away, spinning
her to face him.

“It’s just an illusion,” he told her, but she wouldn’t stop crying. Whatever
she’d seen must have triggered this bout of sadness and pain that she’d been
trying for so long to suppress.

“Look at me,” he pleaded. “It isn’t real; I am.” It took him a second to
realise that those were the exact words he’d said to Adedayo.

She laid her head on his chest and bawled, and he patted her back just as he
had done with Adedayo. He wanted to tell her what he had done, but who
would comfort her if he broke down here?

Something shiny caught his eye, causing him to look up. A shiny object sat,
pretty and obviously very valuable, on a heap of broken things. Unlike the
others, it wasn’t broken at all. It was golden, with brown incisions across it.
That was as much as he could see.

It was all he needed to see.

“I think we just found Igba Wura,” he said softly.

 

***

Oritoke stopped sobbing into Omotunde’s chest and pulled away, following
his gaze. There it was, the Golding Calabash, sitting there like a Queen lost
in a sea of beggars.

Igba Wura.

At long last.



“It’s moving!” she exclaimed suddenly.

Omotunde pushed Oritoke behind him and drew his sword. The heap the
Calabash had been sitting on wasn’t a heap at all. It was a huge snake – at
least, that was what he thought it was. As he watched, nearly frozen in
shock, it uncoiled and reared its huge ugly head, baring fangs so large they
looked more like tusks.

The Calabash slid down its scaly back, down to the bottom of the “heap”,
joining the sea of lost things.

“What in the name of the goddesses is that thing?” Oritoke hissed, stepping
out from behind Omotunde.

“It looks like a really, really big cobra or python, or something,” was his
answer. His fingers curled tighter around his sword hilt. “Now please get
behind me, I can’t protect you if –”

“Protect me? You cannot even protect yourself from that thing.” Oritoke
said, her tone derisive. Suddenly, she let out a shriek. “Oh shit, it’s looking
at us!”

Faster than Omotunde could blink, she had returned to her position behind
him. “Do your thing!”

The snake glided towards them at an unearthly speed, hissing and baring its
fangs. Omotunde took a stance, ready to strike. Only then did he seem to
realise how pointless trying to fight this creature would be.

“On second thought, RUN!” He grabbed Oritoke’s arm and ran over the
dump just in time to avoid the fangs of the snake, pulling her behind him.
The snake turned its head sharply towards them and let out another hiss,
scattering things its path as it pursued them.

“I have an idea!” she yelled, out of breath as they ran. “The snake’s
guarding the Calabash. You need to distract it while I go for it.”



“What? That’s insane!” Omotunde tried to avoid the sharp edge of a broken
dining ware, nearly losing his balance in the process.

“I’m only slowing you down like this!” Oritoke wrenched her hand from
his and began running in another direction, towards the place she had seen
the calabash.

“No!” Omotunde yelled, but she wasn’t turning back.

The snake turned its large head towards Oritoke and began chasing after
her.

“Shit!” The snake was supposed to go after him. “Do something,
Omotunde!”

There was a soft thump as the snake swiped him with its humongous tail.
Oritoke glanced over her shoulder just in time to see his head slam into
something solid as he fell back. Her heart throbbed at the thought of the
thousand and one scrapes he must have gotten from crashing into all those
broken things.

She had bigger things to worry about, though. Like the Calabash.

Oh, and the giant serpent trying to eat her for dinner.

So much for her big idea.

Suddenly, the snake gave a loud hiss and spun around. Oritoke glanced
behind her again and her heart gave a leap. Omotunde was lobbing broken
objects at the snake. Somehow, that had gotten the creature’s attention. The
moment the snake started moving toward him, he broke into a run, tossing
dinner plates and jewellery at the creature every now and then.

It had worked! Oritoke resumed her search, her eyes frantic once more. She
was running out time. She was pretty sure she’d caught sight of the
Calabash, but it was nowhere to be found. It was buried beneath the
thousands of useless things, no doubt. She glanced up and her heart sank.



The snake was gaining on Omotunde. In a matter of moments it would
catch up with him and he would die because of her.

Maybe it hadn’t been such a great plan, after all.

Something pierced her palm as she searched. It hurt like hell, but she
managed to stifle her scream. Under no circumstance could she afford to
draw the attention of the snake. Her eyes clouded with tears and her brain
felt clogged with sudden pain as blood trickled down her hand, and she
almost missed seeing the Calabash. She found it, lying just a few feet away
from her hand.

Relieved, she grabbed the medium-sized Calabash with both hands, staining
it with her blood. It was almost weightless, she noticed, it had a dent in it
that she was sure couldn’t have been there before. There were brown
inscriptions in a strange language written all across the Calabash. Omifunke
would know what that meant.

Ah, Omifunke. Oritoke would like to see the priestess face when she
presented the Calabash to her. She’d proven herself not to be a traitor after
all. To do all that, Omifunke had to be found. But first she needed to save
Omotunde before he ended up being a snake’s meal.

 

***

Omotunde could smell the snake’s horrid breath as it closed in on him, its
mouth widening by the second. He was going to die in the belly of this
creature after all. Damn.

All of a sudden, the snake withdrew and turned towards Oritoke, who was
holding the Calabash over her head like a trophy.

What the hell was she doing? Why wasn’t she running?

Then he saw why: The snake seemed to be paying obeisance to the
Calabash Oritoke was brandishing like a shield before her, it wouldn’t hurt



her as long as she had the Calabash. She walked towards him, the snake
lowering its head as if bowing as she passed by it, holding the Calabash in
its face as if to say, You can’t hurt me now.

Omotunde found himself grinning like an idiot. He couldn’t help admiring
her bravado sometimes.

“We found it!” she exclaimed excitedly, when she got to him.

But Omotunde wasn’t looking at the Calabash anymore. “Your hands…”

“Oh, it’s nothing,” she said quickly. “We need to find the rest. We found
Igba Wura!”

She said practically bouncing in excitement.

Omotunde sighed. “We need to at least cover the wound. It might get
infected. But first we need to get out of here. I don’t like the way that thing
is looking at me.”

He wrapped his arm around Oritoke’s waist gently guiding her out of the
sea of broken things. She held on firmly to the Calabash like her life
depended on it.

Omotunde still couldn’t believe they had found it, despite all they had been
through. Something pricked at him, though. It was almost like they’d found
the calabash way too easily. Sure, they’d had to face a giant snake just to
lay their hands on it, but it had all seemed too…convenient. They most
likely had at most two days until the end, yet something deep down told
him the journey was far from over.

“Basilisks are amazing creatures, aren’t they?” said a voice behind them.

The duo whirled around in surprise. The woman who had spoken stood
wearing a flowing black dress that covered both her neck and wrists,
hovering above the sea of broken things She was petting the snake, who
seemed to purr like a cat under her caress. Her dreadlocks were so dark and
long, almost reaching her ankles, the white cowries contrasting beautifully



with her dark locks. Her dark skin was dazzling, her eyes dilating like those
of a cat. The thick kohl around her eyes made the green colour of her eyes
pop.

She was beyond beautiful.

There was a sharp intake of breath from Oritoke. “She looks like the
woman who sent me here, only that her hair was grey,” she whispered to
Omotunde.

But Omotunde wasn’t really listening. He was lost in the woman’s green
eyes.

“Hmm…” He murmured, quite unable to form anything coherent. He felt a
strong pull towards this woman. His heart was most definitely doing black
flips– that was the only possible explanation for the rate at which it was
beating.

 Oritoke flashed him a look of disgust, then faced the woman. “You are a
witch!”

“Witch!” The woman’s laughter filled their ears. “Yes, that is what they call
us.”

There was nothing pleasant about her voice. It was cold and piercing. The
witch stopped petting the snake and hovered towards them.

“I see you two have taken a bath in the falls of passion,” she said, her
expression mocking. She looked more intimidating up close, nothing like
the woman who had sent her to the entrance of the Dark Lands. Omotunde
could not for the life of him understand why he couldn’t tear his gaze from
the witch’s. He could feel Oritoke’s gaze on him, like she was trying hard to
catch his attention but he remained spellbound and enthralled by the witch’s
beauty. 

 

***



The witch followed Oritoke’s gaze and laughed again, but her laughter did
not reach her eyes. “Don’t you know that all men are the same? They are
after one thing and one thing only. You have given him what he wants, and
now he is on to the next person.”

“That’s not true!” Oritoke yelled.

“You think he is different from your father, who stole your childhood, or
your husband who raped you? Don’t make me laugh…again.”

“He is not like them,” Oritoke said, her voice quavering as she spoke.

“Silly girl, thinks a man special because she spread her legs for him. The
falls of passion will always do that to you. This place stinks of frustrated
hopes.There is no love story here. It’s pretty boring.” The witch yawned.
“It’s time to go.”

She faced Omotunde and ran a dirty finger down his cheeks.

“Don’t touch him!”Oritoke yelled, tears streaking down her face.

Omotunde turned to face her. “I’m sorry.”

Her eyes widened. “What are you talking about?”

He said nothing, but snatched the Calabash out of her hands. Oritoke’s eyes
grew even wider with confusion.

“What are you doing?” Oritoke tried to get the calabash from him, but he
held on tight. “You can’t do that, you can’t…”

She trailed off, her eyes slowly sliding shut as her consciousness began to
wane. Her legs gave in to the weight of her body, and she dropped like an
empty sack onto the ground, her head narrowly missing the jagged edge of
a mirror.

The last thing Oritoke saw before her eyes closed shut was the witch
smiling down at Omotunde as he handed her the calabash.
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UNREQUITED 
Ademolawa opened her eyes in her large queen size bed covered in a cold
sweat even though the air-conditioner was on. One would have thought that
after five years, she would have gotten used to the nightmare. The
nightmare that was a constant reminder of her foolishness and the fact that
she didn’t deserve the life she had.

She flung her huge duvet aside and got out of the bed that was big enough
to consume her. Her alarm clock said 2.a.m. Although she did not need to
check, she always had the dream and woke up at the same time every day.
Using the little light her night lamp provided, she put on the hot pink robe
that matched her nightdress, careful not to wake her maid-in-waiting who
slept in the adjoining room. She could feel cold sweat rolling down her
back as she quietly made her way to the kitchen to brew herself some
coffee. Her grandmother would disapprove her going to the kitchen.

“Princesses don’t do that sort of thing.” Grandma Nini would scold sternly
and she would never listen. She was the only one in the world who never
took Grandma Nini’s scolding to heart. Everybody else feared and respected
Grandma Nini, including her father.  It was an undisputed fact that she was
a princess but, it was also undisputed that it was the 21st century. But, it
was no use arguing with her grandmother. The mansion would not become
a beehive until 5.a.m. but now, it was quieter than a graveyard. So, she
quickly made herself a cup of coffee and as she did so, she made a mental
note to get her own personal coffee maker in her chambers, the same way
she did every morning. She loved her coffee dark without milk or sugar and
her maid knew exactly how she loved it. Mo didn’t ask her Helen to make it
for her because of her silent curiosity. Helen never asked any questions but
Mo always found herself explaining her actions to her maid and the last
thing she needed that morning, was answering Helen’s unanswered
questions of why she wasn’t in bed or why she was making coffee herself.

Back in her room, she placed her coffee on her bedside drawer just next to
her alarm clock, which was set for 6.a.m. sometimes she wondered why she



bothered to set the alarm since she was always awake when the alarm rang.
She got back under her duvet, with her tablet in hand, she had bought a
book on amazon the previous day, and it was time to delve into it. She
opened the book in her eBook library but, as much as she tried she couldn’t
concentrate. Mo hated romance novels with a passion, there was a time she
used to love them but to her, that was a childish era. She could get lost in
well-written fantasy, sci-fiction or inspirational books. And, if she came
across a romance scene in a book she was reading, she would skip the
pages. She believed there was no such thing as true love or true romance; it
was all lies. It frustrated her that she could not concentrate on the book, it
was the third book in a fantasy series and she had waited a year for it to be
released and now, she couldn’t read it.

 

She was distracted and it was not because of the nightmare. What actually
bothered her were the words of Adewale which had replayed itself in her
head before she went to bed and even now that she was awake. She tried to
ignore it and went back to reading but, she found herself reading a sentence
over and over again.

 

“Your heart is truly made of Ice,” He had said to her.

 

Frustrated, she closed her tablet and placed it beside her on the bed. She
could not understand why she was so bothered about what he had said. It
was not as if she did not know that the servants and the workers of the
company called her the Ice Queen and it was not in reference or comparison
with her ancestor who was literally a Queen of ice. It was because they
thought of her as cold and harsh simply because she wanted things to be
done properly. Everyone could call her what they wanted but, she had not
expected it to come from her childhood friend whom she was engaged to
marry. And because they had been friends for a long time, she had told him
the truth. She had told him that although they were engaged to be married,
she could never love him. She felt it was her duty to let him know. But, he



did not take it like she had expected him to. He had tried to convince her
not to shut her heart to love. Love was a childish affair and she had stated
further that if he was the last man on earth, she could not fall in love with
him. She had not needed to say that, but she had to drive home her point.
Men were selfish and only thought about themselves, so falling in love with
him was like digging her own grave.

Adewale Oriade was from a royal family like hers. But, his family was not
as rich as hers, but nonetheless, they were very wealthy and influential.
After the death of his father, he had taken over and had become the C.E.O
of Oriade Malls and affiliate businesses as well as the head of Oriade
family. Oriade family owned the biggest malls in Africa and he was one of
the most eligible billionaire bachelors in the whole on the continent. So, it
had not come as a surprise to her when her father and her grandmother had
arranged her marriage to him.

Molawa was the C.O.O of Kitan Group of Companies and would take over
from her father completely when he retired. At twenty-eight, therefore she
was long overdue for marriage and who better for her to marry than the man
she had known since she was a child. The man whose name her
grandmother had told her teasingly was the first word she ever spoke
because he had never left her side from the moment she was born.

They didn’t understand that she did not want to get married, but, she was a
princess and it was natural for her to get married to another royal family to
strengthen the bond between the two families. Her father had told that she
would be safe with Adewale and that he would always protect her. But, he
seemed to have forgotten that it was a man whom she trusted and had
known all her life that had almost ruined her and the family. But, that
incident of five years ago was never spoken of in the Adekitan family.

There was no way she was marrying Adewale now, not with all she had said
to him last night. She felt bad that she had hurt him but at least now, he
would leave her alone, break the engagement and she wouldn’t have to get
married.

Her alarm clock rang bringing her back from her reverie; her coffee long
cold. Her petite middle-aged maid, Helen already dressed in her maid



uniform, which was a black knee-length, loose-fitting straight gown with
white lace around the collar and her hair packed into a tight neat bun at the
back of her head opened the door to the adjoining room and entered Mo’s
room, just as Mo got out of the deep covers of her duvet. Helen had been
her maid for five years. After the whole thing had happened, Mo had
requested that her maid be changed, she did not like the way her former
maid looked at her with a knowing condescending look. Helen was not a
woman of many words, she did her duty efficiently and if she knew about
Mo’s past she didn’t show it. Mo could tell that life had not really favoured
Helen.  She had no family and Mo suspected that she also had no place to
call home because, in the years she had been working for the family, she
never asked for a leave.

“Good morning, your highness. I’ll draw your bath now.” Helen said.

It wasn’t until Helen entered the bathroom, that Ademolawa realised that
she had not answered her maid’s greeting. She was going to need another
cup of hot coffee to help lighten her mood.

***

He had to be the biggest fool on the continent.

Adewale had been following Mo around like a puppy ever since they were
kids. He remembered the first time he’d set his eyes on her. She was barely
ten days old and he was three years old, and he couldn’t quite comprehend
how someone could be so tiny. He had been fascinated by her blue eyes
since the first time she opened them. Her mother had died giving life to her,
although he had not understood what death or the finality of it meant, only
that his mother was always going to the Kitan mansion and was always with
baby Molawa. What he knew was that he had been excited to go with his
mother to the mansion, and he would cry for hours when it was time to go
home, his mother still teased him about it.

He’d been in love with Mo even before he knew what love meant, but she
had always taken him for granted, not that she ignored him they had been
best friends growing up but, he only got her attention when she needed him.
And she had always needed him, whether it was to scare off bullies, or to do



her homework and as she grew older, to cry on his shoulder when she broke
up with one of her boyfriends or when a crush didn’t look her way or worst
when he had to get her out of trouble when she and Elizabeth picked fights
with people older than them. He’d known he was being used but he didn’t
mind as long as he got her attention he was fine with it. In fact, he had
enjoyed being used because her little and sometimes dangerous escapades
fascinated him. He enjoyed watching her laugh at him when he warned her
about how dangerous something was. He enjoyed her carefree attitude to
life and the random smiles she brought to his face. The Mo he knew didn’t
know how to keep a grudge, she didn’t even know how to get angry; she
simply was a mischievous child whom her father always threatened to send
off to burden school.

But, everything had changed five years ago when she disappeared into thin
air, rumour had it that she had eloped with a chief’s son, someone who was
very close to the Kitan family. He didn’t believe the story but, Mo had been
found after a week, her father had turned the whole of Africa upside down
looking for her. Coincidentally, the boy and his family were never seen
again, it was as if they never existed. But, he wouldn’t believe the story. Mo
was reckless but, not that reckless.

No, he shook his head; that was the old Mo. The old Mo was reckless,
carefree, loved easily and laughed a lot. The new Mo, the one that returned
five years ago was withdrawn, careful, cold and almost even vicious. She
directed all her energy towards work, became a perfectionist and soon she
earned the nickname “Ice Queen.” He never thought he would call her that
in his entire lifetime.

He stopped being her best friend five years ago or rather, she stopped being
his best friend, she simply withdrew from everyone. He wished she would
just talk to him but it never happened. So when the marriage proposal was
brought before him by her grandmother through his mother, who had been
Mo’s mother’s best friend, he felt that heaven had finally answered his
prayers and he would now be able to protect Mo. But, last night, Mo had
made it clear that she didn’t want him.  He had rented out the whole
restaurant for the night; there had been candles with nice scents, slow and
sensuous music playing in the background. He wanted to propose to her



properly. He remembered one time when they were still teenagers that Mo
had told him that she would like her proposal to be done at a private dinner,
just her and her man and no audience. That was what he had tried to do, but,
he didn’t even get far enough to bring out the ring.

It was over, he was going to break off the engagement, he would never
force her to be with him. He would talk to his mother. It was finally over
between the two of them.

 

He had made that decision before he went to bed after dropping Mo off at
the Kitan Mansion but as he got ready for work that morning, he didn’t
think he had the strength to do it; he was a coward and he knew it.

But he had to do it, he had to cut the umbilical cord between them, he was
thirty-one not sixteen, he was no longer a love-struck teenager or so he
thought. But, he would break the engagement, go to work, hit the club with
his friends and end up home with a random girl, that was his lifestyle, the
fact that he thought Mo, could have feelings for him not to mention marry
him confirmed how a big a fool he was.

His servant took his briefcase from him, the moment he stepped out of his
chambers.

“Is my car in front?” He asked. Although, there was no need to ask because
he knew his car would have been driven out of the garage and would be
waiting for him in front of the mansion. But he asked his servant every
morning just to make use of him. Why his mother thought he specifically
needed a male servant was still beyond him. Perhaps she thought him a
rabbit who would not hesitate to take a female servant to bed. Even his
mother thought little of him.
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THE LIAR 
Godwin lay on top of his massive bed facing the ceiling with his hands
behind his head and his legs crossed. It had been quite a stressful day for
him; he and Derek had attended meetings back to back. They had a lot of
things to prepare for now that they were thinking of expanding their
business. They had to meet with a lot of investors and also had to get the
approval of the board, and so many other company businesses. Right now,
he should be asleep because he had to start early tomorrow but, he just
couldn’t keep his mind off Debby. What had happened in his office today?

He really needed an assistant; he had fired his former assistant because of
her incompetence. He needed someone to organise his meetings and keep
track of the things he needed to attend in fact, he needed someone to
organize his life. He never knew where he kept his things, he was always
yelling for his housekeeper to help him find something that was right in
front of him. His office life had been in a mess since he fired his assistant,
he had been borrowing Derek’s assistant but, it was not just the same.

His joy had known no bounds when Derek had asked for the favour of
hiring Debby as his assistant. He had agreed to it immediately for so many
reasons. For one, Debby knew how to get it together, she was fantastic
under pressure. She had proved herself when his brother had been in a coma
and her sister had left everything to stay with him at the hospital. Debby
had held Elizabeth’s business together and even when things suddenly went
downhill Debby had managed to keep her sister from falling apart.

The second reason he had agreed immediately was that he had been
attracted to her since secondary school, and he enjoyed taunting her. At
first, they had started out as friends, but they had both been kids dealing
with their own issues so, somehow their friendship had dissolved and they
could barely stand each other.  Everything would have been perfect, he
would have had a very good assistant and he would have also gotten the
opportunity to torment her. It sounded childish but, taunting Debby was his
guilty pleasure.



But, what had he done? He had pushed her off the edge, insulted her
abilities to work for him. He had overestimated how important the job was
to her, he had forgotten that he was dealing with a very proud woman. And
as if that had not been enough, he had kissed her, what had he been
thinking?  One would have thought that she was attracted to him by the way
she responded to him but then, she had bitten him. She was the devil’s
daughter, who cuts a man like that? Then he had crowned all his
misbehaviour by laughing at her. But, he couldn’t help it, the whole
situation just seemed funny to him and now he had no assistant.

He smiled despite the pain it caused him and wondered how there could be
so much fire in someone so small. She was a petite chocolate skinned
woman with beautiful black eyes, a smart brain and a smart mouth. If the
world was different and he wanted different things from life, maybe they
would have had something. But, they both still nursed wounds gotten from
past battles. Besides, Deborah was his sister- in- law. She was not someone
to mess with; his brother would kill him if he found out that he had kissed
her but, there he was still thinking of ways to bury himself inside her, what
the hell was wrong with him? He seriously needed to chill.

“Did that baby get up because you were thinking of me?” A sultry voice
said.

“Who else would I be thinking of?” He smiled as he sat up to take a good
look at his girlfriend. His erection had increased at the sight of her so, there
was no point telling her that his ‘baby’ didn’t get up because of her. He
hadn’t heard her come in but, he was grateful for her presence. Susan, his
girlfriend stood wearing red lingerie and black stiletto shoes at the foot of
his bed, her ebony skin glistened under the dim yellow light in his room as
she flipped her twenty-four inches straight weave, smiling sexily at him.

“Don’t tell me you came all the way from your house wearing only this?”
he asked but, there was no anger his voice.

“Don’t tell me you are jealous of other men seeing me like this?” She asked
as she climbed the bed and straddled him. Godwin was happy that he was
shirtless and was commando under his pyjamas pant for, it was going to be
a long sinful night.



“Do you want me to be jealous?” He whispered as he kissed her shoulder
and gently pulled down the strap of her bra.

“Baby, what happened to your lip?” Susan frowned lightly, her voice laced
with suspicion as she ran her fingers lightly over his lips. Godwin froze for
a moment, he hadn’t even thought of the possibility that his girlfriend
would question his bruised lip; he had to come up with something quick.

“I almost came down with malaria. This is one of the side-effects of the
drugs I had to use.” He lied and hoped the age-long malaria-lip-sore excuse
was effective enough.

“Oh poor darling, mama is here to take care of you,” Susan whispered.
Godwin hadn’t been aware that he had been anxiously holding his breath
until he heaved a sigh of relief.

Susan ground against him as he took a nipple in his mouth, “be careful
darling, you don’t want this to end before it even started,” He breathed
against her nipple and that excited Susan even more.

 

The Liar, Taken from the book Accepting Love by Aminat Sanni-Kamal

published in the year 2017

 



SPIRIT HUSBAND
“I think he’s leaving me,” Omotola declared to no one since she was the
only one in her living room swaying to the music that was playing in her
head. She took a sip from the glass of whiskey in her hand as she continued
to dance to the music only she could hear.

“He is leaving me,” She repeated with more certainty. She suddenly stopped
swaying, downed the rest of her drink at once and then she let the glass slip
from her hand and shatter against the glass tiled floor. She stared at the
mess she had just made thoughtfully:

“This is what my life would look like when he leaves me. Broken and
beyond repair.”

A single tear rolled down her cheek as she skipped over the shattered glass
and threw herself against her couch, her back hit the couch with a bounce.
Her right foot was bleeding, she had stepped on a shard of broken glass,
that was what happened when you pretended not to see your problems and
just skip over them; you get injured. But, Omotola was beyond caring, she
could hardly feel the pain.

Still dressed in the sexy red lingerie that she had worn for him last night,
even though he hadn’t shown up, just like the night before last night and the
night before that.  Three nights in a row, he had stood her up. She
reminisced on how her relationship had deteriorated to this point. It was all
her fault, she had called him “a sorry excuse for a man”, she had even
added that “a ghost was more real than he was,” she had bruised his ego and
injured his pride. They’d had a little argument and she had spoken words
she couldn’t take back.

Omotola was rich, successful and even powerful, at least powerful enough
that her family couldn’t hold family meetings in her absence. They may not
approve of her lifestyle or the husband she had chosen, but they needed her
money. She had moved from sharing a one-room apartment with her family



to owning three mansions in Lagos, yet they wanted her to leave her
husband or rather they wanted him to leave her. Her husband; the source of
her wealth.

When the Babalawo her friend Titilayo had introduced her to, had told her
that the only way she could be wealthy in this life was for her to marry a
spirit, she had thought he was mad. Girls prayed against spirit husbands,
mothers dragged their daughters to Cele churches to have spirit husbands
beaten out of them with brooms, she had never heard anyone willingly
accept a spirit husband.

Poverty had changed her mind, she had been thirty, unemployed, with only
a secondary school leaving certificate. She had no handwork because she’d
had to raise the seven children, her parents had had after her, she’d sold sex
to send her siblings to school and give them a better life than their parents
could ever give them. So, she had agreed to marry the spirit and in
exchange, he would give her immense wealth, he would bless the clothing
business she had started with the money she had managed to save from
prostitution.

Omotola had expected the spirit to demand sex from her and in return give
her what she wanted just like all the men she had been with her entire life
but, he had been different. Her first surprise had been that he wasn’t a
monster like she had expected, he looked just like a man, albeit a very
handsome man, but he had also looked like a god which made sense
because only a god could possess such an unnatural amount of beauty. His
skin was golden brown, he had a powerful face with strong jaws, his thick
black hair was plaited into cornrows, with cowries dangling at the end of
each braid. He had fascinating eyes, one of his eyes was black while the
other was light brown, the kohl around each eye made them more
fascinating. One look into those beautiful eyes and Omotola knew she was
gone. And his chest, oh… she could have stared at those broad shoulders
and toned stomach all her life. That had been almost five years ago.

“Trust me.” He’d said to her as he held his hand out to her. The moment
Omotola put her hands in his, her life had changed forever.



She’d gone in search of wealth, but she had also found love, unnatural love
in the arms of a spirit. What she had found in him, she had not hoped to find
in any man, spirit or otherwise, he respected her, never judged her past
because in his words.

 “There’s nothing to judge, Olori mi."  He called her his Queen, those words
spoken from him made her truly feel like a Queen. In a way she was his
whore, she had sex with him and in exchange, he gave her wealth, but it felt
different in the most unnatural ways possible. Just the mere thought of him
made her heart flutter, the fresh earthy scent of him, turned her legs into
jelly. With him, she was the best version of herself, she knew what true love
meant.

                        He told her stories of the spirit world which she thought was
nonsensical, in turn, he listened to stories of her own which he also thought
was nonsensical. He had the habit of raising one of his thick eyebrows
when she said something he couldn’t comprehend. He never abused her or
treated her like dirt the way her former customers used to. When they made
love, he made her pleasure his utmost priority, she’d spent half of her life as
a prostitute and in all those years she thought she had learned all there was
to learn about sex, but with him, she had found out just how wrong she had
been, he took her to heights that she never even thought existed. The five
years she’d spent with him were the best years of her life and she had
ruined it with her words, she couldn’t even remember what they had been
arguing about only the words she had spoken and how he had left in anger.

“Please come back," she whispered as tears rolled down silently down both
cheeks. “Please come back.” She begged again.

“I never left,” He said, materializing beside her on the couch.

It took a few seconds for her to process that he was indeed the one who was
smiling down at her, she threw herself at him and he wrapped his arms
around her, letting his warmth seep into her body, she shed happy-sad tears
into his chest.

“I’m so sorry,” She said into his shirt. Her tears soaking it all up.



“I’m sorry too, I’d never leave you like that again, Olori mi, I promise.” He
said quietly into her ear as he hugged her tighter, she snuggled in closer,
happy that he was back and unaware that his departure had hurt him a lot
more than it had hurt her.
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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR
Collating these stories reminded me of how I felt while I was writing them,
these are all beautiful stories in their own right. I'm reminded that love
doesn’t always have to be perfect or one way, that love can be found in the
most awkward of places.

There’s a piece of me in each of these stories and in that light, I hope you
enjoyed reading them and I hope that you find a love that is made just for
you.

You can connect with me via my social media pages, Instagram:
@aminatsannik and Twitter: @thisblackwoman_
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