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[bookmark: _GoBack]	This is the story of my life about how I ended up marrying my prince charming, Yousif, in a colourful wedding that was attended by members of both families. Unlike other stories, our love life came in a slightly awkward manner. Yousif was a highly influential young person I met about two years ago when he was working in a private hospitality facility in Saudi. My family and I, Layan, had visited their hotel for dinner. I was still in my senior college years. I can even remember, that day as it were yesterday. Despite having a long beard as it is the norm with many males in the country, he was young, in his mid-20s, and charming, something that made me feel attracted towards him. However, I was not able to express my feelings to him then even though rarely met since then as I was in school. 
	After we went for our summer holiday, I went for my lunch in the same hotel hoping that I could catch up with Yousif. Things turned out awful upon discovering he left as soon as I left back for my first semester. It is then I discovered Yousif had a special place in my heart as the news came as a shock and a sharp pain in my heart. “Excuse me, did you just say Yousif left?” I asked the waiter. “Yes. Is there anything wrong with his leaving? I could have helped you with his number, but it seems he changed the number once he left,” the waiter replied. I became stranded but assured her that she should never be worried as they was nothing much to be worried about him. However, the truth was that I felt disturbed in my heart even though I managed to pretend to be okay. We exchanged contacts with the waiter so she could inform me once she lay an eye on Yousif. 
	I waited for another one year without having any good news regarding the matter. I could not withstand going back to the same hotel in person to inquire on the subject as this could seem weird. Nonetheless, one beautiful evening as I was about to sleep, I received a call from a strange number, and I was a bit hesitant to take it. I rang for the second time, and I gained the confidence to answer the call. I did even make me a second to recognise the voice of the person on the other end. “Hello, hello Layan, is that you? Hello, hello, hello…. Can you hear me?” Yousif called for almost half a minute without getting my reply. Finally, I gained courage and replied, “Yeah, I am Layan, how are you? I just passed by the hotel, but I could not find you. How are you doing?” “I am doing fine; I was also wondering how I could get your number thanks to the workmate. I had left the country for greener pastures to Dubai. I miss seeing. Would you be available tomorrow in the afternoon?” he said. “Yes, I guess I would like to meet you,” I replied. He was happy for my assurance and wished me a good night. I could not contain my joy and kept wondering how our first meeting would turn out. 
	When we finally met, I could not believe my eyes as he came in a fleet of range rovers and a limousine. He even recognized I was mesmerized and it seemed that it was a reaction he anticipated. I was taken in the most expensive hotel in the Riyadh in the limousine. We had an excellent dinner for hours while we chatted about our past since we left each other. It is then I learnt that he had been blessed to get a job as a chief chef in Dubai’s royal family. He even informed me he was not worried about missing a flight as he owned three private planes. He had two homes, one in Dubai and another in the Saudi capital, all of which never lacked anything that he required. I believed him as his glittering appearance was evidence enough to this. He took me home with his limousine. Our meeting did not end there as this only the beginning of our love life. I was treated like an angel in his both homes until I left for my second semester. However, he kept visiting me and showering with all sorts of gifts and excellent life. However, during my final second semesters in the last year, I noticed something strange as he was no longer peaking my calls or even visited me. Finally, things became worse when his number went off completely. I felt as if my world had come to an end as all I knew was Yousif. I remember it took me months to heal even though he remained indelible inside my heart. 
	It was a difficult moment for me until when I completed my college and secured employment. By then, I had started living alone as I was posted away from home and had a stable income. However, on the 9th month, I noticed a familiar face a tall, weak, and dirty man walking by the beach side. It took me a second to recall it was him! I did not believe my eyes and started shedding tears of joy. However, what took me by surprise is when I tried to confront Yousif trying to know about his whereabouts. He pretended not to know me and continued walking towards the reverse direction signaling he was not interested in me. I could not withhold my anger especially after recalling it is the only person I had ever loved. “Do you want me to stage manage daylight robbery and get the mob to lynch on you? Yousif!!! Don’t dare me; you know when I mean it,” I scolded him. It is then he agreed to listen and accompany me. 
	It is then I realized Yousif lost his employment and lived in the street as a pauper. I had to apply for an unconditional leave to accommodate him in our home even though I knew my parents were conservative. They knew him so it did not take long before they could entrust him with family cars, jewellery. However, one evening, I noticed one of our cars was missing and had to confront Yousif. I found him in our guest bedroom with loads of money in a suitcase. He threatened me with a black pistol to accompany him outside the country. I was confused but I made up my mind to agree to his wishes as it turned out that I still loved him. It is now two-three months since we left for Kuwait and I have come to realise he engaged in corrupt dealings, which made him be deported from Dubai. However, my family, with the help of Interpol, managed to track my current line and I was shocked to hear my father’s voice. I am now a relaxed person as he assured we he had forgiven us and that we had his blessing provided we loved each other and we were ready to get married. We are now planning to return home next week, and my family cannot wait to have us back for the official engagement. 
