My Mysterious Husband.

We’ve been married for two years. And honestly, it’s been awful.

Lanre was a sweet guy, to the public eye anyway. He was a hardworking husband who cared for people, had intelligent opinions, gave hefty donations in church and took care of his stay at home trophy wife. What more could a person want in a man?

He was good at every single thing in this life except communication. It was like once he entered the marriage, he became so “busy” and never had time for anything else anymore. He never had time for me. Lanre never told me anything, not his problems, not his dreams, not even his plans for the day. I used to try to push him, prod him, poke him, anything to get him to let me in, but he wouldn’t budge and I was tired of playing the role of good wife. That was when the suspicions began to kick in.

Where is Lanre?

I wonder why he’s working so late

Maybe he’s seeing someone else.

What am I doing wrong that she’s getting right?

One night, I stayed awake in bed, my eyes loosely shut to give off the impression that I had fallen asleep. When I could hear Lanre’s loud, guttural snores, I knew that it was time to drop the façade. I sat up, as quietly as I could and reached for his phone on the bedside table. I tried to unlock it, but it needed a fingerprint or password.

Shet.

My intense curiosity and thirst for information made me brave. I sucked in a deep breath and carefully acted on the very first idea that came to my mind. I leaned over and picked up Lanre’s hand, deciding to play trial and error with his fingers. I silently thanked God over and over that he was too deep in his sleep to notice. On the second finger, I got lucky and the phone was unlocked. 

I sat up again and instantly pressed the WhatsApp icon. There were tons of unread messages from group chats, some friends and other colleagues but I ignored them all. It was the pinned chat that caught my attention.

The name of the contact was “Alice (work)” I was pretty sure she was the mystery woman that had plagued my imagination, invaded my thoughts, and robbed me of rest and sleep for weeks. I tapped the chat without hesitation and read through all the messages. Of course the chats were on disappearing mode, my piece of garbage husband had thought ahead. I analysed the chats I did find over and over again, realizing that my worst fears might have materialized.

Alice: Lanre, where is the money?

Lanre: I’ll send it tomorrow morning, e ma worry.

Alice: No nau, that’s not what we agreed on.

Lanre: Go to bed, Alice. I’ll send you the money, you just have to be patient.

Was my husband having an affair? Or was he being blackmailed by this woman? Maybe he had been involved in something, some elicit deal that I did not know of. Whatever it was, I knew now that because of these messages I was definitely going to have another sleepless night. I sent her number to myself and deleted the message so I could at least find out something else. It was fun to read about mysteries in stories and books but it definitely wasn’t fun to be caught up in one.

I got up at seven in the morning, the way my husband liked me too. I made tea and toast for breakfast while he sat on a sofa, reading the newspaper like the old man that he was. When he was in the mood to talk, he’d go on and on about politics, the society and the mannerlessness of Gen Z. All topics I didn’t care about and I had no choice but to listen to.

I waited patiently and somewhat eagerly for him to finish up and leave. When he finally did, I quickly called the contact I had saved as “mystery lady” yesterday, hoping she’d pick. 

“Hello,” Alice said. She sounded really young, she was probably in her twenties, “Who am I speaking with?”

I was sweaty and nervous. My hands were fidgeting as I placed the phone next to my ears but I couldn’t afford to mess this up. This was the one lead I had in unravelling the mystery that was my husband.

“Do you know a Lanre Sowande?” I asked her. “I’m from the human resources department and I’d like to ask his colleagues a few questions about him.” I winced at my lie, appalled by how weird and dumb it sounded. Luck had been on my side last night, hopefully it’d be on my side right now.

“I know you’re not from HR,” Alice snapped, “why on earth are you calling this number? you want to scam me abi? Na your papa…”

“Wait, wait, please,” I said desperately, holding my breath the way I was holding on to hope, “I’m his wife.”

There was silence for a bit. I let out the breath I had been holding, relieved that she hadn’t cut the call but still quite nervous. I waited patiently for her to speak and honestly, it felt like thirty minutes. Finally, she sighed.

“Lanre got fired six months ago,” she said. “I’m sorry but I can’t tell you more than that. Please, don’t call this number again.”

She cut the call after that. I tried to call her again and again but it didn’t go through. I was very sure she had blocked me. And it made me so frustrated. This new information made me pissed, scared, and confused all at the same time. So he had been lying to me for six months? How did the executive manager of the biggest oil company in Nigeria get fired? Where was he getting money from now?

God abeg. So, my life don resemble African magic like this.

I was determined to find out more answers. I paced around the living room for a few minutes, too anxious, too shocked to sit down. My husband might not be a cheater, he could be something else. It could be something so much worse. Only God knew what he was doing now.

I wasn’t going to wait around in this house hoping for answers, that would be futile and hopeless. He hadn’t given me anything to hold onto since all these days so why would he answer me now? He would just talk about everything he did for the family and how nothing else really mattered.

Suddenly, I got an idea. I stopped behind the couch and unlocked my phone. I tapped the google map icon and typed in Emerald Energy Nigeria. The location came in quickly, and I rushed towards the bedroom to get my keys. I didn’t have a real or solid plan. But one way or another I was going to find the answers I wanted.

***

I drove all the way to Emerald energy in the red Mazda Lanre had bought me. I had made sure to dress nicely, a sleek louis Vuitton gown and my Gucci sunglasses to make me look important. A few of the guards greeted me as I walked in, a sign that my idea had worked. When I got inside, I found myself in the lobby, a little lost and confused. Was I supposed to go to the receptionist? What if I needed an appointment to see the manager? 

I decided that approaching the receptionist was worth the risk. I had an idea of what I could say to her. I walked over to her desk and pulled my glasses off in a way that said “I mean business.”

“Good morning ma,” she said politely. 

“Good morning,” I said, “please, I’m Lanre Sowande’s lawyer. I would like to have a word with his boss. It’s urgent.”

‘Oh, okay madam,” she said. “Let me just quickly let him know.”

She walked over to a wall nearby where a telephone was. She dialled a number and spoke for a while in hushed tones. Then, she walked back to me, all smiles.

“The director said he has time to see you.”

I rejoiced inwardly as she gave me the directions to the Managing Director’s office. I thanked her and went on my way.

The building was large, but luckily there was an elevator. I pressed the button for the top floor and waited patiently. I used the time to think about what I would say and the questions I would ask. I didn’t want to mess up like I had with Alice. I had to remain calm.

I took a few calming breaths as the doors open and stepped out. It was elegant yet official. There were a number offices, glass doors in front of each and a name plate of the owner at the top. The one in the middle said “Lawal Emmanuel, managing Director.” This was my stop.

I walked to the front of the doors. What was the protocol here? I wondered if I was supposed to knock, or wave or just wait. An elderly man who was seated behind a desk noticed my dilly dallying and beckoned for me to come inside. I walked in, letting the doors swing shut behind me.

“Good morning,” I said, “I’m La—”

“I know who you are,” he interjected as he observed me, “the receptionist notified me. How may I help you?”

“I’m here to request a deposition.” I said. The only things I knew about lawyers were the stuff I had watched in movies. Hopefully, that information would be of some use.

“Yeah, sure you are,” he huffed. “Why are you here, Makayla?”

“How did you know my name?” I asked as my façade fell apart.

“Your husband described you to me while he was still working here. He even showed me a few pictures.”

“Oh.” Was all I could manage before looking away. I was wondering what to do next, but he saved me the stress.

“Lanre isn’t here, Makayla.” Mr. Emmanuel said, sitting up, “and I’m sure you know that. So, again, why are you here?”

“I want to know why you fired my husband,” I replied. There, I had said it. He squinted at me, confused at my response.

“Lanre didn’t tell you?” He asked. I shook my head.

“Well, then I can’t tell you either,” he sighed, “it was a board decision. Lanre had been involved in some inappropriate activities and we don’t condone such here.”

“Can you at least tell me what he did?” I asked. Mr. Emmanuel just shook his head before rubbing his palm across his face.

“I’m not going to be the one to break that news to you,” he said, shaking his head. “If you want to find him and ask him for yourself, I can give you an address that might help. The one of his accomplice.”

I nodded vigorously, “yes, please sir. I’m willing to take anything.”

***

I was driving along the road, as google map read out directions to me. I didn’t know where I was going and it was risky driving this far by myself but my curiosity kept me going. This had all worked out so far and now, I was almost there. I just had to get to this place.

I parked in front of a black gate and google map announced, “you’ve reached your destination.” I got out of the car and walked towards it. It was already late afternoon and I noticed that the weather was cool as I approached the gate. The neighbourhood was quiet and only disrupted by the occasional sounds of cars driving by. I wanted to knock but the gate was ajar.

Maybe he had started a whole new family with his co-worker.

Was this where they lived?

Omo, it’s finer than our place oh.

I pushed it a little and went through. I walked on, till I got really close to a blue bungalow. There were two people arguing in front of it, Lanre and a woman I hadn’t seen before. They were so engrossed in their disagreement, that they didn’t even notice me.

“Where’s my sister?” The woman screamed. She sounded angry and agitated but I could tell it was Alice. She had a beautiful figure, fair skin and long red braids that reached her butt. I had been right about her age. I was suddenly conscious of how old I looked.

“Ehn, where is she?” she screamed, grabbing his shirt. When he still didn’t answer, she let go of him and he staggered backwards.

“This was not our original agreement oh!” she said pointing at him menacingly. There was a vein throbbing in her head and her eyes were wide, like they wanted to swallow Lanre whole. Lanre, on the other hand was just watching her, unphased by her rage.

“I said you could sacrifice anybody!” she said in a lower voice. I stepped back.

Sacrifice?

“But not my sister!” She screamed. She fell to her knees, lifting her hands to the sky. She was screaming and shouting, thrashing around the place.

“Lanre, you have killed me ohhh,” she shouted. “You have killed her and you have killed me. What will I tell my family? God ohhhh. Yehhh!”

Then, suddenly, her eyes landed on me. I froze in shock, my breathing already out of control. I looked from Alice to Lanre then to Alice again.

“Tell her Lanre!” She screamed, “I’m sure she’s your wife, right? Tell her that you’re a bloody ritualist!”

The shock was too much for me, I couldn’t handle it. Everything blurred in front of me, the bungalow became hazy and my legs gave out. I fell to the ground, Alice’s screams being the last thing I heard before I blacked out.

My husband wasn’t a cheat and he wasn’t being blackmailed. He was thriving and surviving on human blood.


