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Prologue 

 

 Lagos, Nigeria 

June, 2012 

Feranmi loved her childhood home, but it was time to go. When she landed in Lagos 

two weeks ago for the summer break, she never thought she would miss Atlanta so much. 

She looked around her old bedroom one more time —her mother hadn’t changed a thing.  

Feranmi often wondered whether her mother subconsciously thought her three kids would 

come back to stay one day.  

She tossed her newly done micro braids over her shoulder and secured them with a 

pink beret. She then picked up her last piece of clothing, folded it, and placed it into her 

suitcase. Feranmi looked at her watch. It was eight thirty pm.  They needed to get going if 

they were going to make it to the airport in time. Her sister, brother-in-law, and parents all 

insisted on being her escorts. She pulled out her ticket to confirm her departure time. Her 

flight would start boarding at eleven pm and she should be at Hartsfield Jackson airport by 

five pm the next day.   

Feranmi was about to change her blouse when she heard a knock at her door. 
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“Come in.” Feranmi walked to the door to make sure it was unlocked. It was. On the 

other side of the door was her mother. She had a strange look on her face, Feranmi couldn’t 

quite place it. She could detect melancholy and a little nervousness.  

“Mummy, I was about coming to tell you that we needed to start heading out.”  

“Ehen I know. I wanted to talk to you before we got to the airport,” her mother said. 

There was a brief silence then her mother continued.  

“Olorunferanmi, my daughter.”  Feranmi felt her heart skip a beat. Her parents only 

used her full name when they were angry or when the conversation was serious. She hadn’t 

done anything to disappoint them so this had to be a serious conversation.   

“Ma?” 

“Have you given anymore thought to what we discussed when you first arrived?” her 

mother asked. 

“Mummy, I can’t remember. What did we discuss?” Feranmi looked at her mom for 

some clue but there was a blank look on her face. The only thing Feranmi could remember 

them talking about with any seriousness was Bayo. This had better not be about him.   

Bayo Ajibade was the only child of her parents’ business partners, who also 

happened to be her god-parents. Her parents, especially her mother, were hell bent on 

hooking her and Bayo up as husband and wife. And that was not happening if Feranmi had 

anything to do about it. 

“Why are you avoiding the issue? I’m talking about Bayo,” her mother said, with a 

hint of frustration in her voice. 

“Mummy, please not this again. I’ve told you, I’m not marrying Bayo. Stop trying to 

fix us up.” Feranmi was so happy that Bayo was in South Africa with some friends. She had 

thought him not being in Lagos would lessen the pressure. She was wrong. Feranmi got up 

from the chair she had been sitting on and leaned against the dresser. Her mother still sat on 
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the bed, and stared at her as if she had committed the worst crime on earth for not wanting 

to be forced into marriage with Bayo.  

‘Why, Mummy? I actually thought you and daddy would let me be on this issue. I’m 

not an old maid!  I believe God will give me my own man.  Even those who actually got to 

choose their husbands are not guaranteed happiness. So why would you want to decrease my 

own odds by fixing me up with someone?” Feranmi pleaded. Why couldn’t her mother see it 

her way? 

“Feranmi, listen to yourself. You’ll be thirty soon. Do you want to be forty before 

you start having children? I don’t see what you have against Bayo. He is a fine young man.” 

“Urgh… but he’s not the fine young man for me. I’ve been trying to tell you and 

daddy that ever since you guys came up with the idea.” Feranmi left the room. Her mother 

followed her. 

“Young lady, I don’t care how old you think you are, or that you live in America on 

your own. Don’t ever walk out on me when I’m talking to you, again.”  

“I’m sorry.  Mummy, but I’m just tired of this whole marriage thing.” 

Feranmi’s father came out of the home office. “What’s going on? I thought you 

women were packing. Leave you alone for a minute and you find something to bicker 

about.”  Feranmi guessed he had probably been in there checking emails. Oh Jeez, exactly what 

she needed; for her father to join the conversation.  

“Nothing, daddy. Mummy and I just have conflicting ideas about an issue.” 

Feranmi’s eyes pleaded with her mom to let it go. The glare in her mother’s eyes told her no.  

“Dele, don’t listen to her. All I did was mention Bayo and she got angry,” Yewande 

Adewunmi made her way to the loveseat in the corner and sat down. “She has totally shut 

her mind on the possibility that he may not be as bad. Just one date and she never gave the 

guy another chance.” Feranmi’s fifty-five year old mother who stood at five feet two inches 
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was a one-woman gang all by herself. Although she was petite—with curves in all the right 

places—she had the ability to wreak havoc when she had her mind set on something.  

“Baby girl, you have to understand that your mother and I want what’s best for you,” 

her dad said, picking up the remote to bring down the volume of the TV. 

This was beginning to sound like a Nollywood movie. Nollywood was the name 

coined for the Nigerian movie industry.  If Feranmi heard that ‘what’s best for you line’ one 

more time, she would actually scream. 

 “Daddy, I’m grown and I know what’s best for me. I appreciate you and mummy, 

but isn’t it time to let me just do this myself?” 

“You graduated from college four years ago in case you don’t remember. Don’t you 

see your sister is happily married with two kids? We are the ones that introduced her to 

Tunde, so why do you think we are not good judges of character? Just give this boy one 

more chance,” her mother appealed. Feranmi was almost sucked in by her mother’s plea, but 

the memory of her one date with Bayo kept her grounded. 

“Baby girl, you live in your apartment alone and we’re worried. You need a man to 

protect you,” her dad said. 

“Daddy, I have an alarm system and God protects me.”  Her father sat in silence, 

while her mother got up and adjusted her wrapper—she was ready to prove her point. 

Feranmi couldn’t take it any longer. She really didn’t want to fight with them anymore. She 

couldn’t leave home like this. They wouldn’t be in the States for about another year or so 

and she had no idea when she would be back in Lagos. Her mother stopped pacing and 

stared at her. She opened her mouth to speak when Feranmi cut her off.  

“I’m seeing someone and it’s very serious,” she blurted out. They stared at her. “I 

didn’t tell you before because I wanted to surprise you.” 

“Ehen, you should have said so…who is he? Who are his parents? Where is he from 

and when do we meet him?” her mother asked enthusiastically. 
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“Slow down, Yewande. Let the girl answer one question at a time.” Her dad turned 

his full attention to Feranmi. He was just as interested in all those questions as her mother. 

He just had a different tactic. 

“So, baby girl, tell us about him.” He gestured for her to sit on the couch next to 

him. 

“He is Nigerian and a very nice man. I promise you’ll meet him when you come to 

the States again.” Her parents smiled at what Feranmi knew was the magic word. “Nigerian.” 

They never said it but Feranmi was sure her parent’s feared that would marry an American – 

a fate worse than death in their eyes. 

No such man existed, but if it made them happy, then it was all good. She was not 

about to be pressured into marrying anybody, just to be married. Besides they weren’t 

coming to the States any time soon, so the lie was worth it. 
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Chapter One 

 

Atlanta, Georgia  

Four Months Later 

Feranmi Adewumni was almost something she prided herself on never being. Late. 

Cell phone pressed between her shoulder and ear, attaché case under her arm, she pushed 

the “Up” button for the elevator. She was recovering from a horrendous morning of Atlanta 

traffic and now this… 

“I’m getting married!”  

Feranmi pulled the phone away from her ear and stared at it like an electrical current 

had shot through it. The commingled shrieks from Kayla Bell, the impending bride and her 

other bestie, Ini Ekanem, demanded that she return to the conversation. Feranmi was so 

completely caught off guard—so shocked—that she could hardly get a word out.  

The elevator door opened.  

“Feranmi?” Kayla’s voice had dropped an octave. “You aren’t saying anything.” 
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“Are you getting in?” A husky voice floated down from above Feranmi’s head. She 

turned to see who was behind her. He raised an arm to gesture toward the open door, but 

froze midway through the gesture. “Fera—” 

Feranmi could feel her eyes bugging out of her head. Were they deceiving her? She 

dropped the phone to her hip. “Alex Montgomery.”  

His lips split, forming that trademark, perfect smile she remembered. Feranmi did a 

visual sweep of him from the fine, quality shoes to the edged haircut. She blinked, dismissed 

his perfection, regained her composure and stepped into the elevator. The space instantly 

became too small.  

Alex opened his mouth to speak, but they could both hear Kayla’s voice blaring from 

her cell phone. “Fera. Fera, are you there?”  

Feranmi raised the phone to her ear. Her heart was thudding. She could barely catch her 

breath.  

“Sorry, girl. I was stepping into the elevator.” 

Alex held a finger near the panel in the customary way people did when they were 

volunteering to push your floor number. Feranmi smirked and made the selection herself. 

He was staring at her. Memories of his heated gaze came back to her in a flood. The elevator 

continued to shrink. Feranmi turned her back to him slightly. 

“So, you’re getting married,” she parroted Kayla’s announcement.  

“Isn’t it great? Are you excited for me?”  

“Of course, Kay. You know I am. I’m just surprised. This came out of nowhere.” 

“Fera, you’ve been working too many hours. The girl’s been talking about the man 

forever and posting all those pictures on Facebook,” Iniobong, affectionately known as Ini 

added. “I’m not surprised at all. Anyway, we always said she’d be the first to the altar.” 
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That was true. Ever since the women’s days at Clark Atlanta University, where they’d 

met as freshmen, they’d joked that Kayla would be the first to get married. Their taste in 

men was the key difference between the three. While Ini went for the bad boy type, Kayla 

was more flexible, while not compromising on her values, Feranmi, on the other hand, had a 

list and her future husband had to meet every criteria. He also had to be Nigerian. This 

bought her full circle back to the other occupant in the elevator. She couldn’t keep her back 

to him. It was rude. She was raised better.  

“I’ve got to call you back, Kay,” she said. “Give me time to get to my desk and get 

settled.” Feramni ended the call without waiting for her reply. She knew her friend would 

understand why as soon as she called her back and told her she was sharing an elevator with 

Alex.   

“Feranmi Adewumni. It’s a small world.” 

Feranmi stuck her phone in her purse. “It might be a bit too small.” The elevator 

dinged, the doors opened and she stepped out. So did he.  

“So, this is where you’re working these days. Great for you,” Alex said. He reached 

into his pocket and pulled out a business card case and handed one to her. “I’d love to have 

dinner and catch up.” 

Feranmi shook her head. Her mouth felt like it was full of cotton. “I’m not sure,” 

she stuttered. “I’m kind of busy these days.” 

“You can make time for an old friend. I’m back in Atlanta now. Permanently.” She 

noticed he placed emphasis on the word permanently.  

“I think it’ll be good to catch up.” He stuck the card in the pocket of her attaché. 

She looked down at it, willing it to sprout wings and fly off. “By the way.” Alex shook his 

head a bit. “You look amazing.” 

Feranmi couldn’t help but blush. She didn’t have anybody in her life saying those 

words to her. Still she wasn’t having dinner with him. With Kayla announcement and her 



9 
 

parent’s pressure she was vulnerable right now and being too close to Alex would be too 

risky. 

Alex pushed the elevator button and the doors opened. “We should have that 

dinner. You know we may be seeing more of each other anyway, now that Kofi and Kayla 

are getting married.” He smiled slyly, like a cat that had eaten the canary. Then he turned and 

stepped back into the elevator.  

“I’ve got a meeting with a firm upstairs. Call me,” he said. “Please, Fera.”  

The elevator doors closed. She stood there long after absorbing the shock of three words 

that had come out of his mouth. The first two were Kofi and Kayla. How did he know 

about them? The third was please. Feranmi made quick strides to her office and put her 

things down.  

“Please, Fera.” Alex’s voice was not going to leave her thoughts until she let the 

memory of the last time they were together play out. She closed the door, took a seat and let 

herself remember the biggest mistake she had ever made.  

Some people would argue that a man and a woman couldn’t be best friends but she 

and Alex were a case study of what that could look like. Although they went to the same 

school, they didn’t run in the same circles. That changed when their paths collided in their 

final year. By some coincidence, they both signed up —with a couple of others— to attend a 

twelve-week mission’s outreach class. Representatives from various churches around Atlanta 

participated in the program. 

Almost immediately, Alex and Feranmi were drawn to each other. The same passion 

to spread the Word of God and help others burned in their souls. As time went by, they 

spent a lot of time together in and out of class. After the class ended, they volunteered to go 

on a one-week outreach to Burma. It was the practical phase of all they had learned in class. 

It was on that journey that Feranmi realized she had fallen in love with him. The 

night before they were about to head back to the U. S, they had ministered all day and went 

out to eat. Dinner was filled with idle chatter and the end of which they strolled with the 
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others back to the hotel. He walked her to her room and by some push of gravity, they 

shared a kiss. She panicked. He was perfect no doubt, the kind of man she wouldn’t mind 

dating and eventually marrying, but there was a tiny problem. He wasn’t Nigerian.   

On their arrival back to Atlanta, Feranmi made it her mission to put some distance 

between them. It wasn’t hard to do since final exams were around the corner. After their 

exams, his mother became ill and he decided to relocate to Chicago. Feranmi remembered 

their last conversation like it was yesterday.  

After weeks of avoiding him, he finally caught up with her in one of the empty 

classroom on campus. 

“Why have you been avoiding me?” Alex’s brow was knit in an angry line. 

Feranmi placed her pen slowly in her book and closed it. “I haven’t, I’ve just been busy.” 

“Come on Fera. Ever since we got back from Burma things haven’t been the same. I know you 

aren’t trying to ignore what we shared. We need to talk about it.” Alex pulled out a chair opposite her and 

sat down. 

“Alex, let’s not complicate things,” she said, not daring to make eye contact. 

“I don’t want anything to happen to our friendship. It means so much to me.” She loved him but 

wasn’t going to invest time and energy into a relationship that held no future. She needed her parents to accept 

anybody she married. With Alex being American, that was not going to happen. Why would she deliberately 

want to fight a battle she had no chance of winning? His impending relocation worked in her favor. She had 

to stay focused.  

 “You’re leaving Atlanta anyway, so what difference does it make?” she asked. “It’s not like I’m 

going to follow you to Chicago.” 

“That’s not what we’re talking about right now and you know it. People date long distance all the 

time. The separation doesn’t have to be permanent.” 

“I like Atlanta.” 
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Alex shook his head, stood, and walked to the door. “If you won’t reconsider giving us a chance to 

be more than just friends, then whether or not you like Atlanta or hate Chicago is the not the issue.”  

Feranmi swallowed. She had no idea how much time had passed with him standing at the door and 

her sitting on the chair, their eyes locked in a battle of wills. She wanted to ask him not to leave, but she 

couldn’t. Fight for me, she thought and then she dismissed it. There was no point. Her mind was made up. 

Wasn’t it? 

“Please, Fera,” he said.   

There it was. The fight. Men fought by begging, but she was resolute. She wasn’t going to disappoint 

her parents.  They probably had a point, it was better to stick to what she knew—a Nigerian.  It worked 

better that way. Falling in love with an African-American man was all wrong for her. 

“I guess I have my answer.” Alex Montgomery pulled the door open and walked out of her life.  

Feranmi pushed the memory aside. Four years later, she was no closer to finding the 

right Nigerian man than she was the day Alex stood in that classroom. She didn’t mind that 

God worked in His time. Besides she had succeeded so far in keeping her ‘marriage 

obsessed’ parents off her back. Her friends, especially Kayla, always thought she was kidding 

when she told them about the pressure to marry Bayo. The reality was that some did find 

their true love through this arranged marriage thing and for some it was a complete disaster.  

Her older sister, Bimbo, was one of those whose husband, Tunde, turned out to be a 

godsend, but she was not her sister. Good or bad, Feranmi was determined to find her own 

husband.  Her parents weren’t going to have a second go round on this match-making stuff.  

 

 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Feranmi weaved in and out of traffic as she headed up 

400 North to Alpharetta.  

“Before we get to that, can we resume the discussion where you tell me how happy 

you are that I’m getting married?” Kayla quipped on the other end of the phone.  
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Feranmi wanted to kick herself for not being more excited for Kayla. Kayla was her 

girl. Feranmi was genuinely happy that she’d found love with a good man and was getting 

married. But try as she might to be over the moon about it her own pathetic situation was 

throwing shade.  

“Forgive me. I’m thrilled. Tell me about the proposal.” 

Kayla didn’t wait a second to do so. The details were painfully romantic and so 

representative of the Kofi that Kayla had been describing over the past few months. Fancy 

dinner, horse drawn carriage ride around the city, roses in the park, down on one knee…it 

was all divine. The joy Feranmi should have been feeling, finally made its way to her heart. 

“That sounds like something out of a fairytale.”  

“It was and the ring is to die for. I’m going to take a pic and send it to you.” 

“You do that. Right after you explain how Alex Montgomery knew you were 

engaged before I did.” Feranmi’s tone wagged the finger she couldn’t make Kayla see. 

“Make sure you start at the part of the story where you explain how you and Kofi are even 

involved with Alex.” 

“Okay,” Kayla said the word with a lilt of caution. “I told you Kofi and I ran into 

Alex at this networking thing.” 

“Yes, I remember.” 

“Kofi and Alex hit it off. They did some business together. They played basketball 

and golf. Girl, I don’t know. I think they’re like best friends or something.” 

“Kayla!” 

“I tried to bring Alex up to you a few times and what? What did you do?” 

Feranmi was steaming. Sure, she’s banned the name Alex Montgomery from their 

conversations, but if he and Kofi were friends… 
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“Fera, don’t get angry. I didn’t really know how cool they were at first. I also didn’t 

know at the time that Kofi and I would be getting married, so… I tried to spare your 

feelings. I know how you feel about Alex.” 

“I don’t feel anything about Alex.” Even her best friends didn’t know the extent of 

her true feelings for him. They suspected but she would never admit it. Her love for Alex 

was a secret she guarded close to her heart. 

“Yeah, that’s why we’re having this conversation about him right?”  

“I just didn’t like being taken by surprise like that. I didn’t expect it. You know I 

don’t like surprises.” 

“Yeah, well let me get it out now so you won’t be surprised. He’s in the wedding.” 

“Kayla!” 

“You’ll survive,” Kayla said. “You should try to holler. He’s getting finer with age.” 

“Holler? See that’s what I’m talking about. American women pursuing men who 

should be pursuing them.” 

“Don’t start that American-Nigerian stuff. You know I’m not trying to hear that. No 

culture is perfect, and while you’re at it, stop being pious about American men.” 

“I know it’s not all of them.” 

“It’s not most of them. Besides Nigerian men aren’t all perfect. If they were you’d 

marry Bayo. Ouch.” Kayla teased. 

Feranmi wanted to wring Kayla’s neck for bringing up Bayo.  

“I’ve got to go. We’re calling Kofi’s parents before it gets too late in Ghana. Wish us 

grace.” 

Feranmi’s heat cooled. “Grace, Sis. I love you. Tell Kofi I said congratulations.” 
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They ended the call just as Feranmi pulled into her driveway. She stepped out of the 

car. From afar she saw a long Federal Express box on the front stoop. She had no idea what 

it could be as she hadn’t ordered anything online lately that required shipping. She opened 

the door, put her things inside the foyer, and scooped up the long, rectangular box. 

She made her way into the kitchen and pulled out scissors to slice it open. She was 

shocked at what her eyes were looking at. Red roses. A dozen of them. Feranmi searched 

inside the box for the card. She had no idea who on earth could or would have sent her 

flowers. They weren’t from  Deji, her brother, because he only sent them for her birthday. 

She smiled, making a mental note to call him later. She knew he was busy in school and their 

schedules were so crazy that they only talked once every two weeks.  

She removed the card and read: 

Feranmi – It was wonderful running into you today. I hope you’ll bend your rules and call me for 

that dinner. – Enjoy, Alex 
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