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I watched as another fly fell to its death, I looked in anticipation as ants began to gather, enthusiastically feasting on their next meal of the day. In all of this, I wondered why I was here, why had I let this man drag me from the office to the dingiest eatery known to man. The old eighties style decor with chair covers coated in dust. Who even still uses chair covers in this day and age on wooden chairs for that matter? Maybe it was boredom or desperation but I could not for the life of me remember why I agreed to this. The intricate tiles were covered in palm oil marks from decades ago and a swarm of flies were the only surviving customers. 
I walked up to the show glass with Bolaji in tow, rubbing his belly in anticipation for what could become my last supper. The old food display glass was covered in a thin film of grease from last night’s meal with trays of food searing under the blistering light bulb. 
"Oga, good afternoon sah, wetin you want?" 
[bookmark: _GoBack]"Ah gimme efo and amala, add that meat there o, don't cheat me"
I watch Bolaji argue for a bit with the staff before heading back to the table without me. I hadn't ordered and this man had left me to scarf down his meal. Chidera was right when she said they used food to swear for him.
"Madam! Wetin you wan chop"
"Please give me jollof with chicken and juice" 
I watched as the staff served the smallest portion of rice and rejected chicken into the plate. As if I don't like food. And to make matters worse he proceeds to say
"Aunty I like your shape, I no want make you fat pass like this, so I no too pack food" he gave me a shy but leering smile before handing me my tray. I just smiled and walked back to my table, on a good day I would have given him a proper tongue lashing but I had to consider my surroundings, after all, I was about ready to die from embarrassment. 
Bolaji was halfway done with his food by the time I sat down. For a good twenty minutes, I played with my food for a bit then took a bite before realising that there was no way I could digest this food. 
" I always come here because their food is nice and very cheap too" I smiled as I watched a fly perch on his half-eaten goat meat. He shooed it off and with no hesitation continued to eat it even going as far as cracking the bone. Do you know how possessed you have to be to crack the bone, the size and thickness of that thing was the equivalent of a toddler’s hand and he still cracked it!!!!
"Ssssssssss"
"Do take away for my babe" 
I didn't even say I was done before the waiter who fat-shamed me came with Styrofoam plates stained at the edges with red oil. 
As he packed the food, Bolaji made his move, grabbing my hand with his sticky amala hand and grazing my palm with his thumb. 
" I'm having such a great time boo and I have a little surprise for you" he sounded like Chief from a 90's Nollywood movie.
I watched this man reach into his bag and bring out a greasy balled up newspaper.
" I remembered you said you liked meat so I bought suya on the way over. I hope you don't mind but I ate a little before we arrived, I know how you like eating a complete meal" 
He picks a toothpick and pokes the poor beef before plopping it into my mouth. I believe you know a man by his suya and this suya was greasy and hard just like Bolaji. The rank odour from the beef combined with the sweat pooling on his thin white shirt made me retch.
I watched in utter horror as he impaled a large piece of onion and beef, then ate it. I was absolutely ready to jump ship if this man tried to kiss me. My stomach was already sour from the food and anything else would result in me spewing undigested burnt rice and juice at him.
I only had two pieces of suya including the one he force-fed me, yes, I counted because I took less than ten minutes before he crumpled the newspaper and discarded it into the overflowing bin. 
“Ifeoma, I’m having such a great time, when can I see you again”
I hesitated in my response not because I didn’t know what to say but I was too busy looking down at his amala riddled and dirt clad fingernails whilst trying to guess what the dirt was made of because it wasn’t just amala. 
“Ifeoma, you haven’t answered me”
“Bolaji, sorry let me think about it, I just started working and you know it will look somehow if I start dating my line manager. Everyone will think that the only reason I get promoted is because of you’
“Is that the only issue? Boo it doesn’t matter na, you know I’ll protect you” 
I was already getting bullied by Amaka and her cronies for telling them my age. They called me baby, sent me to buy food even though we had staff for that and ignored all my requests. I had to copy Bolaji into the emails just to get a response. 
“Give me this weekend and I promise I’ll have an answer by then”
“You know you and me can be a big power couple, like Kim and Kan-ye”
He says that but we both know that relationship ended in tears, I’m not about to be the Kim of this fictional ill-fated pairing. 
“I have to get home, don’t want momsy to worry about me”
‘’Alright let me see you off, I know you’re a small girl but momsy should relax”
He walked me to the junction before waving goodbye. As I entered my bike, I watched him drive off before the bike started moving. This man had me meet him here and walk to the junction even though his car was right there.  He didn’t even give me transport money to go and come. On my small 120k salary, this man is billing me, at least he paid for the food, a whooping ₦1500 that he still priced down. 
The sky had begun to turn gray as a big flash of lightning illuminated the clouds, I hoped I would get home before the beginning of the storm but lady luck did not smile on me today. The bikeman had been nice enough to buy me a makeshift raincoat from trash bags. I still had an hour to go on my journey till I heard him speak
“Auntie, why your guy no carry you go house on top this rain? If na my babe, rain no go even touch her body till she reach house”
I wish I had a response to that but I just kept quiet and listened to him drone off about how men were much better in his father’s time, with a few inputs of ‘mmhm’, ‘Na so’ as my big contribution to the conversation. I finally reached my dad’s house and paid him ₦600 instead of the agreed ₦700. He said it was because the rain beat me and he felt bad, even my bikeman had more of a conscience than my supposed date.
“How was your outing” my mother asked whilst raising her eyebrows twice at the word outing, her way of doing air quotes. I told her about my ordeal and she laughed.
“You decided to go out with a man that couldn’t bother to drive you there and back home, shey I told you”
She proceeded to recount her first date with my late dad, it had been three years since he passed and she was still so madly in love with him. I hoped she would remarry because she deserved happiness but I never had the courage to have that conversation with her. I went to bed annoyed at Bolaji, I needed to do better and yet the only man on my mind was out of my reach.
That night I dreamt of Timi, how he smelt and the way he touched me. It had been one faithful meeting and I couldn’t get him out of my head. It was my first big girl project and his first major project with the company. It seemed like an ill-fated pairing that the ‘Oga’s’ son had to work with a noob like me but Timi was brilliant and I was determined to stand out. After our business meeting with some Chinese nationals, we’d stayed behind to work out the kinks in our proposal for maybe just an hour or at least that’s what I thought. One hour turned into two then three and after two drinks and a lot of laughter, it was finally time to return home and Nigeria decided to Nigeria in the worst way possible. 
The lights went out and the elevator was stuck on the second floor. I let out a loud shriek and held on to Timi like my life depended on it. I try not to mention it but I’m extremely claustrophobic. I hate elevators, airplanes, ‘korope’ buses and cars, my mom once joked that I was anti-transportation.
“Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, this is not how I wanted to go abeg” I could feel myself hyperventilating and that’s when the elevator dropped slightly and violently.
“Hay God is it because I wanted to get a tattoo? Lord please if you save me, I won’t do it or is it because I slept with Chibby? I know you warned me but I went with my coconut head and did it, biko God I’m sorry. God, God abeg, God abeg…….” I felt my voice cease as I began to pant heavily, there wasn’t enough air in this place. I felt myself go dizzy and shuddered as I fell to my knees. Strong arms grabbed me and eased me gently to the ground.
“Ifeoma, breathe, take deep slow breaths”
“Is that you, God?”
“Ifeoma! Ifeoma! Look at me, you’re having a panic attack, I need you to take deep slow breaths, in and out, In and out. Look at my tie, you said it reminded you of a dress you had as a child”
“My dad said the pattern made me look like royalty”
“Think of all the times you wore the dress, how much fun you had playing as a kid” I felt my breaths ease up, the room stopped spinning and my vision cleared slightly. A sharp ding emanated through the room as the elevator went down and the doors opened on ground floor. It was finally over, I tried to stand but my legs felt like jelly. Timi carried me out of the elevator and into his car. He left the passenger door open before promptly taking off his tie and walking back into the hotel.
“Oga, we’re so sorry for this, we’ve even called a technician, please let’s make it up to you with a discount”
“Have your director call me because if I call him, he’ll have another thing coming” he walked briskly out of the hotel with a smile on his face and drove me home. He carried me all the way to my bed all while apologizing to my mom for the inconvenience. You don’t get a man like that out of your head by going on one date with Bolaji from accounting.
I woke the next morning to texts from Bolaji telling me how much fun he had, he couldn’t wait for me to become Mrs. Okeke, all this after a first date? Too clingy for my liking. My bike ride to the office helped me clear my head, it was time to let Bolaji know that there wouldn’t be a wedding. I headed towards the elevator and hit the button to the second floor, luckily, I’d taken my antidepressants so I wasn’t too worried about feeling claustrophobic. As the doors began to close, a hand veiled in a crisp designer suit held the doors open and in walked Timi. 
“Good morning, Ifeoma. You look well today”
“Good morning sir, it’s nice to see you under better circumstances”
“Seems we have one circumstance in common” he gestured to the elevator and I felt my face heat up in shame. It had just dawned on me that I held this man by his collar and said the wildest things to my employer. I smiled hesitantly as he hit the button to his floor. In my head, I began to generate my resignation letter before he spoke again
“I hope you’re feeling better, If I’d known you were claustrophobic, I would have chosen a different hotel. I really feel bad so let me treat you to dinner at 8”
Dinner!
At 8!!
In this Lagos?
A loud ding from the elevator brought me back to reality. Timi was never in that elevator and I had made up a silly daydream because I couldn’t stomach having to tell Bolaji I wasn’t interested. I walked hesitantly to Bolaji’s office to find him with Timi. He had a foul look on his face and Timi wore a look of pride on his. 
“Ah Timi have you met Ifeoma, she’s my pride and joy of this department.”
“Yes, I have, she’s extremely talented and has a smart mouth”
Smart mouth! A whole me! Egbami oooo
“Well I’ll send you the documents for your approval, let me attend to MY pride and joy”
Bolaji was hell-bent on letting everyone in on our little date that meant absolutely nothing at all. I needed this job and Bolaji was about to make me part of the unemployment statistics with the way he was speaking to Timi. Worse still I hadn’t even greeted Timi since our incident in the elevator. 
“Oh Bolaji, don’t forget to attach Anire’s approval for the funding you requested” A low blow from Timi, he knew Anire couldn’t stand Bolaji and would ask him to redo the budget because Bolaji had a habit of requesting more funds than necessary. Bolaji’s smile turned downwards before he delivered a bitter “I’ll do that sir”
Timi turned to leave before he stopped in his tracks, sauntered towards me and bent low to whisper something in my ear loud enough that Bolaji could hear it. Bolaji turned a vile shade of greed as Timi made his way out of the office. That night as I made my way back home, I repeated the words over and over in my head.
“You’re his pride and joy but not for long”
I thought back to the army of ants at my date with Bolaji and wondered if I would be devoured like that fly.




