You saw him again, your RnB-singing bus driver. It was the fourth time that week and the third time, you had made a possibly foolish promise to yourself that the next time happenstance brought you to his bus, you would speak with him. You wanted to find out more about his story—or at least what you imagined of it—because it intrigued you and maybe also inspired you. Of course, the caveat to the promise was that you had to be sitting in the front seat next to him. Still, it was at worst foolish and at best extremely weird. 
There were two ways this could go. You would talk to him and:
1. He would laugh in your face then call the entire bus to join in your derision. Lines like, “Aunty, you be JJC?” or “You wan dey toast Danfo driver?” would fly around and then you would be forced to bow your head in shame till you got to your stop.
2. He would look you dead in the face, kiss his teeth and say “Aunty, abeg make I face road” before proceeding to cuss out some other driver. He wasn’t the cussing type sha. He was actually very gentle for a Danfo driver—except for that one time when he put an agbero in his place—but you let your imagination run wild.
To be honest, there was a third option: he could actually indulge you and engage in meaningful conversation. But that just seemed very Hollywoodish or Lekki-Nollywoodish, and this was real life Lagos. Chaotic. Painfully loud. No aerial view of the Lekki-Ikoyi link bridge in sight. Thinking this would go well was the definition of wishful thinking. Still, you would go ahead with it. After all, no one ever died of embarazment—or maybe some people did, but you just never heard about it. Sha, you would survive this.
Well, you probably could survive this if the words could make their way out of your mouth. Instead, they were like a thick ball lodged in your throat. You tried to force the ball out, but it was stuck, oscillating stiffly between boldness and self-respect, or pride, or timidity—these three often looked alike. Unfortunately, by the time it landed on boldness, you had reached your stop at Ketu, and then came the rush to get out of the bus.
You hoped happenstance would give you a chance again. But the thought was quickly overtaken by the literal fight for your life on the road. If you weren’t careful enough, some driver or okada man could very well land you in the hospital that day. 
This was why you jeje liked taking your overhead bridge. Sure, the walk up and down the stairs elongated and added some physical stress to the journey, but the peace that came with it was worth it. In Lagos, you took your peace anywhere you could get it. Also, you kind of liked the view from the top. Contrary to Ololade e Asake’s words, it wasn’t lonely there because there were always beggars spread across the bridge, but it was largely removed from the chaos—yes, chaos was a word you very often used to describe Lagos, plus the words even rhymed so it was a perfect fit.
The bridge was emblematic. Lagos was nice to look at from a distance, either from the whole city, or just from the many problematic parts of it. Just not when it was happening to you. Not when its hustle and bustle constantly made you uncomfortable and guarded, or when the incessant honks and generator noise made your ears and head split. From afar, Lagos was a beautiful, even inspirational, picture of how ambition propelled the world forward, but up close, it was too easy to see how speckled the picture was.  
Still, you knew some people had managed to create utopias for themselves in this city. The people who lived in vantage points, like this bridge, that made the speckles very hard to spot. They were out of touch, blissfully unaware of the city’s many ills and even if they were aware, it was conceptual, not in a tangible way. But you weren’t hating on them. Oh no, you badly wanted to be them and recently, it started to look like you actually had a shot. 
Two weeks ago—the first time you saw your RnB-singing bus driver—you completed a four-stage application process for the job that would plunge you into your dream of becoming an out-of-touch financial analyst baddie. The final interview had gone better than you could have imagined, even though you had arrived at the Smiths building 10 minutes late and drenched in sweat. Somehow, the hiring team had been sympathetic to your plight and even given you an additional 5 minutes to gather yourself—it had to be your mother’s prayers working their miracles all the way from Ibadan. After knocking their socks off, they very excitedly told you they’d be happy to have you on board and would reach out to you soon.
But 11 working days had passed, and you still hadn’t heard back from them. You refreshed your Gmail feed by the hour and checked your spam folder like your life depended on it, because it really did. Every day you resumed at your current job after that interview felt like you were wasting away. The job wasn’t bad. In fact, you’d grown very fond of your colleagues over the couple years you’d been there, but staying there meant being stuck in this life that you earnestly wanted out of. You could have remained contented with this job if you hadn’t come across the Smiths job posting on that fateful Tuesday afternoon, but it was too late. 
Smiths would pay you quadruple of your current salary, plus several other perks like international travel for conferences and so on. You’d never even been on a plane, but you’d always imagined a life of jet-setting was the one for you. Much like DJ Cuppy, you too wanted Jollof on a Jet and gelatos in Italy.
You had a rule about things like this: never get excited until it actually happens, so the disappointment doesn’t hit as hard. But this was too big a deal to not get excited about. You’d already started looking at apartments in Ikoyi, making tonnes of calculations and projections, saving Instagram posts of clothes, wigs and bags to buy for your baddie launch, and following travel influencers. You were more than ready.
Thankfully, it was a Friday, so you could let loose and take your mind off the dreadful wait. You and your flatmates had made plans to hit a lounge in Ikeja GRA that night. Actually, you had been planning to for over a month, but Sapa only just decided to release you guys from its chokehold. 
When you opened the door to your apartment, you saw Stephanie, one of your flatmates, already sporting a snazzy black mini dress and a mild face-beat, obviously set to go. 
“Rola, what took you so long?!” she asked, springing up from the couch.
“What else if not traffic, babes? Don’t worry, I’ll be out in a few minutes. Besides, Chichi isn’t even here.”
“Yeah, because she’s meeting us there. She had something to do in Ikeja today, so there was no point coming home first.”
“Oh okay. I dey come now now boss. I’ll be out before 8,” you said, rushing to your room.
You changed out of your office’s branded polo shirt into a colourful, puffy-sleeved wrap top you had picked out in the morning and loosened the ponytail on your wig. You also retouched your powder and applied some lipstick. You weren’t big on makeup, but there was something about the way matte red lipstick elevated even the most basic of looks on your caramel-toned skin.
By the time you stepped out, the Uber Go Stephanie had booked was already there, so you both quickly stepped out to meet him. 
In your experience, there were 4 kinds of Uber drivers in Lagos:
1. The ones who had an attitude because they were probably fighting demons from home and Lagos traffic had shown them shege.
2. The ones who minded their business and just listened to their music or radio.
3. The ones who minded their business rather loudly over phone calls, for the whole length of the ride.
4. The ones who saw rides as therapy sessions for themselves and spilled all their deepest troubles to passengers, unprovoked. They were also usually the ones who tried to come on to their female passengers with a random “Xup bae” message days later.
You and Stephanie would soon ruefully realise that today, you were stuck with number 4. Right from when he remarked about how you girls were about to “paint the town red”, you knew you were in trouble. Small talk quickly switched to unsolicited big talk about how he was trying to settle down, but women of this generation were too materialistic and didn’t “want to do anything in the home”. He lambasted “slay queens” and asked you guys if you were like them.
“Life is more than to be wearing ashewo clothes and doing fine dining o. Even partying late. 
“As a woman,” said a man,“I honestly don’t know what you are looking for outside past 10 PM. Men don’t take women like that seriously. Men who want to settle down go for girls with home training.”
Stephanie passionately confronted his casual misogyny, while you plugged your ears in to some Wizkid. You didn’t dignify him with a response because you picked your feminist battles only where you thought it was worth it. Besides, you were convinced he only had this much disdain for so called slay queens because they probably hadn't given him the time of day. At the end of the ride and after you had gotten out of the car, Stephanie was more than happy to give him a 1-star rating.
Once you entered the fairly crowded lounge, Chichi was hard to miss. She was sitting by the bar, wearing that larger-than-life Afro wig and a bright pink dress.
“My madams, thank you for gracing me with your presence o,” she said sarcastically.
“No vex, my dear. Traffic held me up,” you apologised.
“Hope you haven’t been waiting for too long,” Stephanie asked.
Chichi shook her head and continued sipping her cocktail. “Let’s just say I'm two Long Islands in.”
“Slow down o,” you said, giggling.
“I’m here for a good time not a long time, dears.”
“And it’s your kind of slay queen our driver was speaking against o,” you remarked, instantly causing Stephanie to burst out laughing.
“What?” Chichi asked, grinning but lost on the inside joke.
“My dear, we spent the past 20 minutes hearing from Mr Bayo about how slay queens are the bane of our society o”, Stephanie explained.
“Typical,” Chichi said before kissing her teeth. “Abeg, let’s just enjoy the night. I think a band is about to come on.”
When you settled down and turned your seat to face the stage, you couldn’t believe your eyes. He was there, with his shakommended glasses and a mic in hand, serenading the audience like you had imagined he would. You laughed at how happenstance—some would call it fate—had brought you two together again.
“No way!”
“That’s the RnB-singing bus driver I told you guys about”, you explained, in response to the quizzical looks on your flatmates’ faces.
“Mad o! And he’s quite a hottie. You have to talk to him,” Stephanie said.
“I just might,” you replied with a smirk.
After his band’s performance, you found him. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the relaxed environment, but the words were no longer lodged in your throat. Instead, they were ready for freefall. 
When he spotted you, the smile that crept up on his face suggested he remembered you.
“Hey. My name’s Mojirola, but my friends call me Rola,” you said, stretching your hand out for a shake.
“Rola, I’m James,” he said with a smile that reached his eyes as he took your hand in his. Apparently, he thought he was at friend level already. 
“Four times in my bus this week and now here. Hope you’re not stalking me o,” he joked. 
“Ah so you remember remember me,” you said, flabbergasted.
“Let’s just say you’re hard to forget. Also, you kept looking at me this evening, so my mind has been a bit stuck on what you probably wanted to say to me, that’s if I’m not being too presumptuous.”
“Hmm, not at all. You’re right,” you confirmed, trying not to blush too hard. 
He gestured you towards a nearby table for two where you both settled down.
“So tell me,” he said warmly.
“I guess I just wanted to know more about you. It’s not every time you see a Danfo driver burst into sweet serenades of your favourite RnB music, so I couldn’t quite get it out of my head. I even imagined you sang professionally too, and the bus was just a means of fuelling your Lagos dream. Am I right?”
“Completely. So as you can imagine, the gigs don’t really come as frequently for me and my band, so I usually have some free time on my hands. Before, I used to be a banker actually, but the 9-5 thing wasn’t compatible with the demands of my music career, so I let it go. I know it seems crazy, but driving a bus was the next best thing,” he chuckled.
“How did that happen though?”
“There was a man on my street who wanted to sell his bus, so I scooped up some of my savings and bought the bus. During my less busy seasons, I drive the bus for let’s say six hours a day and during busier seasons, it could maybe go down to 2 hours a day. Sha, I make enough money to fund my lifestyle, so to speak. Plus, I actually draw some inspiration from the daily adventures. Lagosians are mad o.”
To that, you nodded and let out a hearty laugh. “How long have you been doing this for?”
“Nearly a year. I plan on quitting soon, but I have to blow first. My band and I are currently trying to secure a record deal actually.”
“Trust me, I know what you mean.”
‘How so?”
“The first time I got in your bus, I was on my way to an interview for the job of my dreams. The wait has been annoying, to say the least.”
“Well, Rola, I hope our dreams become reality soon,” he said, smiling warmly.
“Amen to that.”
“One question though, are you a writer or something? Am I going to be the subject of some story?”
“Not at all,” you said, giggling. “I guess I’m asking because I just really like music and stories, people’s stories.”
“So do you go about asking other Danfo drivers about their life stories, Rola?” he asked with a smirk on his face.
“What do you want me to say? That there was something special about you?”
“Perhaps”, he said, shrugging his shoulders and laughing. 
“I have to get back to my band, but can I have your number before I leave? If you get that job, I probably won’t be seeing that gorgeous face of yours in my bus anymore.”
You giggled. “Of course.”
He handed you his phone so you could type your number in.
You shook hands again and parted ways.
On your way back to the girls, your phone buzzed, so you brought it out of your pocket to see the notification.
It was a WhatsApp message from him that read, “It really was a pleasure meeting you, Rola.”
You looked back at him and caught him smirking at you. You shook your head, blushing again.
“You too, RnB-singing bus driver,” you typed before walking away.


