


TITLE: 
My “Bestie”

Hi; before you begin, read the title once more. 
Notice how bestie is in quote? Here are a few reasons…
Firstly, I belong to the gender with a uterus, and I was born with it, no surgery or funny stuff.
The next reason is that "bestie” is male. If you’ve not connected the dots, I’m a girl with a male bestie, or at least I was.
Your connected dots wouldn’t make a full circle until you add the following pieces of information.
Bestie and I never referred to each other as “bestie” or which ever other cheesy names girls use to refer to their closest male friends these days.
Bestie/ˈbɛsti/
Noun;male and female
-close friendship between two people of opposite gender
-Referring to a dear friend

~Mide’spencil  DICTIONARY











He’d tell anyone who cared to know; both of us weren’t into such nonsense, we were friends and that was it. If you’d asked me about 6 years ago if two people of opposite sexes could successfully be friends without any strings, I’d have sworn on my favorite blue and white striped bag that they could, but, I’ve seen shege now so, I beg to differ.

I’m allowed to change opinions, as I evolve as a person and get newer perspectives. People change with the influence of time and many other factors, change isn’t static. There seems to be a Tug of war; a debate with one side opposing the motion “best-friendship can work between members of opposite genders” and the other supporting it.

I hope this story will conclude the debate and give a final verdict and if it doesn’t, I hope you can at least understand the emotions, energy and thought process it takes to sustain such relationships.

We had been friends for about 3 years before the shenanigans began. And I totally blame myself for all of it. Ok, maybe I’ll put about 7.5% blame on him. God knows I loved him dearly and if my “hard girl” was a 7 storey building, I had come down about 4 stories for him. I believe in good, healthy and long term friendships so the birthday gifts we exchanged yearly and me occasionally cooking for him wasn’t a big deal.Hard girl /hɑːdɡɪəl/:
 Female; one who doesn’t pay attention to guys, remains single for a long time and rejects proposals from guys so as to remain focused.

~Mide’spencil dictionary 








But then my platonic friendship started to slither into something else. A pop of feelings here, some stupid bugs that felt like butterflies in the belly there(don’t worry, it wasn’t my belly), a little too much affection everywhere.

I could feel it, I could feel the slow change in our relationship dynamic and my brain was all against it. The four Chambers of my heart didn’t agree with my brain though, and it was a game of numbers, four Chambers of my heart against two hemispheres of my brain, my brain had no chance, it was                  out-numbered 


Male POV 
When we met; she had a boyfriend. So yes, we were actually friends. In case she didn’t mention(I’m sure she didn’t), I’m not one of those guys that try chasing down anything in a skirt, or in trousers or those slitters of clothing that leave girls half naked—I hear they are called “ashewo” gowns yea?


Ashewo /ăshæwo/
Yoruba slang for prostitute
                            
                                  ~Mide’spencil dictionary 







Oh! I digressed. I was telling you about how pure my intentions were. In comparison to guys my age, I was an angel, Yea, was, she took the angel out of me.

You see, before her, I didn’t know how to talk to or act around girls. She’d always make jokes about her toasting babes for me, since I always acted shy around ladies. If only she knew, there was only one babe I wanted to toast.

Our friendship blossomed during the 2020 lockdown. I know a lot of “lockdown relationships” happened and have crashed, but we survived, probably because we stuck to being friends.
We would chat every minute of every day, even when we had to we had to take time off chatting, we would later chat about every single thing we did while we took time off.

You’re probably wondering where her boyfriend was in all of this. They had relationship issues. I became her succor; you know what they say about being “a shoulder to lean on”, I was that and more.
One time the bros(her boyfriend) hadn’t called or texted for two weeks straight. She was angry and bothered.

I suggested that she call him, after all, he wasn’t the only one in the relationship, so she could call too. She lowered her pride—and I know she’ll disagree with me about her being proud—and finally placed a call to him.

True to the tale of Yoruba demons, bros didn’t pick the call. I got an earful that Wednesday evening. She decided to break up with him.
Instead of talking, I just listened, I knew that was all she needed, a listening ear.

Here’s a disclaimer; I normally wouldn’t break the bro code and refer to a member of my gender as a Yoruba demon, especially since I’m Yoruba myself.

Before Lara, I wouldn’t have even used that term, but she made me realize that some set of people were actually Yoruba demons and it isn’t a gender thing, ladies can be Yoruba demons too, even viler than men; but I doubt we’re ready for that discussion.

Lara was the first Yoruba demon I experienced, I sincerely hope she’s the last.
And in case you’re wondering who Lara is, she’s the lady I wrote those earlier paragraphs about, the one who began telling this story. Yea, you’re welcome, I bet she didn’t introduce herself.

That’s her style you see, hiding in plain site, it’s part of why we got along so well, we both had pasts that forced us into learning to mask our true selves.
It’s part of why she became someone you’d refer to as my “bestie” To prove to you how much alike we are, let me show you a trick, scroll back up, yea, and search for my name.

You’re right, I didn’t introduce myself too, but you figured out who I was on your own didn’t you? No, I won’t give you what you want, I’ll let Lara do the honors of introducing me.



Lara’s POV
We met during my third year in Uni, as someone who isn’t keen on experiencing new things, I didn’t think so much of him. He was just a friend of a friend, at least at first.

We started to see each other often, we had mutual friendship groups, had classes together, we even stayed on the same street. Now I realize our friendship was sort of inevitable. He never talked much though, even around his male friends, but when we were alone, he talked more.

I recall our first one-on-one conversation— not the actual things we talked about, but my thought process through it. I was in my hostel, around that time the morning slowly crept into the afternoon and you’d have probably greeted someone passing by good morning before you realized it’s noon already.

A girl knocked on my room door; someone is waiting for you in the common room. I was in some sort of “talking stage” with a guy that later became my boyfriend back then, so obviously, I expected it’d be him. We were in the final stage of our talking stage; you know, when all that’s left is for the guy to pop the question and make the relationship official? Yes, that one.

                              Talking stage:
Gen-Z slang referring to a period when two people go on dates and get to know each other, before becoming exclusive.

                   ~Mide’spencil dictionary 








This story isn’t about my ex-boyfriend; maybe I’ll tell that tale sometime later. For now, let’s focus on Noel. Yeah, now we all know his name. Cute name yea?

I recognized his small frame about 2 feet from the common room. I remember thinking why did he come? Did he need something? I was wrong, he didn’t need something, or anything, or maybe he did, that something being companionship.

He wore a red jersey and matching shorts. He looked as cute as his name. I know what you’re thinking, don’t finish that thought, I’ve always thought he was cute, but that was all it was—a thought.

It was our first proper conversation, just us both, his friends weren’t there, and neither were mine. We both aren’t talkers, but I figure I was more expressive than he was because all of a sudden I began to give conversation starters. Thinking back now, I wonder how awkward it’ll have been if I didn’t begin the conversation.  what exactly were his plans? To sit and stare?


We spoke for hours, from one topic to another, I can’t recall much but I’m sure we gossiped about the two couples in our friendship group. The first couple were trying to keep things secret but since we were both observers, we had noticed the not-so-subtle display of affection—notice how we had the “observer” thing in common.

I had found a male friend I could comfortably gossip with, that in itself was a feat. That was the beginning of a long and beautiful friendship, Noel would roll his eyes and say I’m proud for saying this but I will anyway; we had the best friendship anyone could experience at least until the sleepovers began.


Noel’s POV 
The sleepovers didn’t just “begin”…
Here’s how they started.

On one of those dark-cloud Thursdays in April, those ones where you kind of knew rain would fall, but the occasional strips of white between the dark blue clouds gave you hope that you’d reach home before the rains descended.

Instead of doing the wiser thing by staying home, I decided to go to the ball house, my team was playing and I didn’t want to miss out.

The game was going well until the middle of the second half; the joyous screams of my fellow team supporters began to dwindle.
The other team was winning; the scoreboard read 3-2.


I heard the screams of the opposing team supporters at the same time as the first thunder strike; the combined noises seemed to shake the square-shaped, aluminum-roofed enclosure that was being used as a make-shift ball house.
The rain started to drizzle. At the end of the game; the other team won; 5-2. I was sad. The rain wasn’t helping, it had bloomed into a full-blown thunderstorm. There was no way I’d get a bus back home and none of my friends lived nearby, so I started the long trek.

15 minutes later, I was drenched, my jersey stuck to my torso, as I walked by Lara’s house. My feet took a break, probably to allow my brain time to consider my options and make a decision.

My house was another 25 minutes from Lara’s house on foot. Before the hemispheres of my brain could come to a consensus, my feet had turned, it felt like it had a mind of it’s own. I was walking towards her house.

I knocked on the door, my knuckles were tender from the cold. Her flat mate answered the door; she let me in after drinking my sight in. And when I say drink, I mean that literally, the lady looked at me from head to toe, I felt like I was a document being scanned.
I thought about how ridiculous I looked, soaking wet and shivering. I’d later come to know, through Lara,  that her flatmate thought the opposite; apparently she thought I looked “Hot”.

Tell me how many guys can look hot when they are shivering and cold, huh? I can feel Lara scoffing, Lol.
Before Lara takes back the pen, let me finish my story. You want to know what went down that night huh?

Firstly, I changed out of my wet clothes. And no, you’re thinking bad thoughts again; Lara didn’t watch me change clothes. She left the room for me, she decided to sleep in her flat mate’s room.
There was definitely  going to be no “weather for two” for me this night. My brain had chosen wrong. I decided to watch an episode of Steve Harvey’s family feud till I fell asleep.


"Weather for two”
Gen-Z slang depicting cuddles and everything in between, occurring especially in the rainy season.
~Mide’spencil dictionary 









I had been sleeping for about 20 minutes, or maybe 2 hours; the events of that night were too intense for me to recall the precise timing.
I’ve always slept naked. But this was Lara’s bed, so I decided to be modest. I slept shirtless instead. I really tried to be intentional and not roll all over her bed as I slept, but Dreamland had other plans.
My long legs were sprawled over the bed in no time; the cover-cloth Lara had offered had fallen to the floor.
I felt the cover-cloth fall lightly across my chest, before I felt her hands. 
Back at home, my mother used to do random checks at night. She’d slip into the room silently, check to ensure the windows were closed and then ensure we were well covered with the cover cloth.
So, in my semi-sleepy state, I assumed it was her. Then my brain gave me a jolt, or maybe it was my heart, I’m not such which.

I wasn’t home, this wasn’t my bed, my mother wasn’t here, but Lara was.
“Hi” was the only thing I could think to say as my eyelids opened and I saw her.
“Noel, who said you could sleep shirtless in my house” she was always the saucy one
“…..now, you’ll catch a cold. You were shivering when I got in here” she pouted after she finished her sentence.
I sat up “I wouldn’t be shivering if you didn’t decide to stay in Cynthia’s room”
I imagined counting my heartbeat as I waited for her answer.
She didn’t answer though, she never did.
Instead, she claimed onto the space on the bed beside me and laid her head on my-might I remind you again- very shirtless chest.
My heart and brain were in another rustle again! 
Lara was in my bed, taking off her…



Lara’s POV 
Heyyy! 
I had to snatch the pen to stop Noel from filling the pages with lies!..




