BIBOYE
You woke up that morning to excruciating pain in your lower belly. You sighed and blurted out, “not today”. It was not because of the important presentation you had that afternoon, that could lead to a possible promotion, It was because you hoped to have sex with Efetobore. Perhaps, the sex will help him see you in a different light. As a sexier and more beautiful woman. Perfect for him too.
Efetobore had broken off your engagement with him, in approximately 14 days, 12 hours, and 8 minutes to the wedding. You were dumbfounded as he said “we were never compatible”. You said you loved him and you could not live without him but his mind was made up. Every day after that, you beat yourself up and wondered what went wrong. You did everything right. You dropped your feminism values and stopped your “blinded by foreign values” arguments, as he had described it. You learnt how to cook because of him, not minding that you were a soft babe and you never thought of cooking as important because you had a chef. You learnt it regardless, after many burns and cuts, you got the hang of it. And you cooked, fresh meals, every day. Not minding the stress or the fact that you woke up early and slept really late. Maybe that is why you hate cooking.
You quickly stood up and grabbed your box of tampons from your lilac drawer that stood at the corner of your gray colored room and double checked your bed for stains. You sighed in relief as you saw that your white cottons from Boll & Branch were free from light red stains . You hated to do laundry, which made you wonder, sometimes, if your step mother was right by saying you would never be a 100 yards of wife material, and no man would marry you. You talked back to her that night and asked her why it was compulsory for you to learn and love the art of cooking and cleaning but not Tonse, your older brother.
You hurriedly had your bath, and forgot to light your scented candles, and cursed when you remembered in the shower. Deciding what to wear for your breakfast date with, as you described him, The love of your life was a hassle as you threw most of your office dresses on the bed, forgetting that you had to dress corporately at that moment. You picked out a cowl-necked dress that Emem had gifted you for your 30th birthday and said out loud, “perfect”. You hated that dress and called it slutty when Emem gave it to you, but somehow, you were willing to wear it in your bid to sexually appeal to Efe. “I will just pack something decent and change for the office”, you affirmed to yourself.
You used your combo of Zara and Victoria secrets perfumes, and smelled the sweetest. You remembered that fragrance combo drove Efe crazy. You smiled to yourself as you recalled. That was the first night he spent at your place, you had taken a shower and used it innocently, with plans to just talk and cuddle. But somehow, that smell led him to spreading your legs on your kitchen cabinet and using his tongue to flick your clit, while squeezing your right breast as you moaned in pleasure. You never realized how much you loved being eaten out, until that moment when you had an orgasm. As if that was not enough, Efetobore stood up, wrapped your legs around him and told you, you smelt delicious. He removed his pants and penetrated into your warm walls, You felt his thickness with the veins and you screamed in excitement with each thrust.
You genuinely loved how he made you feel and that was why you never got over him. Even after the three years of your separation. 
As you drove in your 2012 Chevrolet Equinox to the coffee place where you had chosen to meet your nemesis, your phone rang and you knew who it was without looking at the screen. You didn’t answer because you didn’t want any more bickering and warning from Emem that you were making a mistake. You smiled because she often attributed your stubbornness to being a Kalabari woman.
After calling twice, she sent you texts and you turned off your ringer. “Not today, baby girl”, you said as you parked and alighted in the parking space allotted to Cafe Neo.
You strode in with your head high when you noticed men staring at you. You always did feed off validation from men. And then You said one of your numerous morning affirmations, “You are irresistible”
Your heart skipped a beat as you saw him, in the corner staring at his screen. Probably working, you thought. You were attracted to how hardworking he was. His shirt was firm to his arms, He had been working out. You walked towards him and saw that he noticed you. You saw his countenance change and that made you less confident in your power. You loved and hated how much you noticed things.
You sat down and he stared at you until you said, Hi. He muttered a Hi back, and you smiled and bent over until you were sure your breasts were almost slipping out in the dress. You knew he loved your breasts and you caught him staring. Then he looked away. 
“You need to stop reaching out to me, Biboye. My wife is beginning to suspect me”, He said.
Your smile of contentment turned to a frown and you nearly screamed, “Your wife?” despite being in public. That was when it dawned on you. The woman you had been seeing on his Instagram since you guys broke up was not his latest and longest catch. It was his wife. What confused you was when and how he married her so quickly, when you were not even over him.
“When did you get married?”, you said while searching his face to see if you had a chance, despite hearing about his relationship status.
He stared at the table for a while and finally said, “Two months after we broke up”.
Your heart started pounding as you processed what he just said. That was it. That was the answer to all the questions and loopholes you wondered about when you were with him. He had someone else. Someone else who he thought was better than you. You felt your eyes water as you stared at him while feeling the pain rush back to you. The same pain you felt when your mother died of leukemia. The pain you felt when your stepmom convinced your dad to send you out of the house at 19. The pain you felt when you had transactional sex for the first time. The pain you felt when you lost your first job. The pain you felt when Efetobore broke up with you. That same pain.
“Are you okay?”, he said. That jostled you back to reality and you quickly stood up and walked as fast as you could to your car. You secretly hoped he would run after you, and beg you and say he missed and loved you as much as you did. You hoped he would leave his wife and come back to you. He didn’t.
You drove out Sanusi Fafunwa Street with your eyes filled with so many tears, that you could not see the road. You parked and cried. Cried and cried. Then you called the office and lied that you were at the hospital. Dismissing the thought of your presentation. Thankfully, your boss, Akinmade, a man with a soft spot for you agreed to move the presentation.
You went straight home, took out your Oreo-flavored ice cream, and ate the entire thing while sitting on the kitchen floor. Crying. It was not even your cheat day.
You knew that you were worth more than that. You hated that you were self-aware. You hated that you had been foolish. You hated that you were not thankful to the Universe for all the good things you had. Your own house. A best friend to yourself. Two cars. Lots of money.  Your intelligence. 
And for a good paying job.
You stood up and went to the bed and stared at the wall till you drifted off to sleep, thinking of the ways you could become a better person and then you decided to call your father and tell him you forgave him.
