His lips of Honey.
 “Forgive me father for I am a sinner.”
 Sayo knelt by the foot of her bed, her hands tightly clasped as she mumbled a word of prayer. Rising from her place of penance she took off her robe and lay on her bed her eyes fluttering shut.
 A few moments later, her eyes shot open as images from the night flashed before her eyes lighting her body on fire.
 It had to have been insanity that had driven her to this point, or was it the alcohol? But she quickly dismissed that thought.
 ‘Wine didn’t do this to me, I must be insane, completely and totally insane’ She mused.
 She turned to the empty space beside her and looked at her left finger, the bejewelled wedding ring felt heavier than its twenty-four karats of rubies. Of course the space was bare, ten pm was much too early to expect her husband to be back home and frankly she could not care less in this moment.
 Richard Fadeyo was a successful man who worked hard as the Director of Finance at his grandfather’s company, Fadeyo Oil. And he was in many ways the perfect husband; tall, handsome, kind, stable and mature in his actions and words. 
 ‘What could be the flaw of such a perfect entity?’ Sayo had mused to herself multiple times until the day she watched as he fucked his assistant against his desk on a late night in his office. Hours later, he walked into the house with a bouquet of flowers to wish his ‘darling wife’ happy 10th anniversary. 
 After that, her sensitivity to changes about him increased. She could smell the perfume on his clothes, a sweet vanilla that clashed with her signature scent sensual jasmine; his kisses tasted of mint (from his attempts to brush out the taste of his lover) and a slight tinge of raspberry; his hands on her skin felt clammy and she could hear the secrecy of his conversations.
  She was 36 then, now she was two years away from 40 and she knew the affair had yet to come to an end. There were other women, but Enitan stayed like a tick attached to the middle of the back, just out of reach to pull it out, but Sayo could feel her blood being drained.
  The thought of leaving raced her mind at least three times a day and she pondered on the wh’s: Why was she not enough? What was she doing wrong? When did this start? She thought of it so often she started having constant migraines, stress reflecting on her brow. Her moods oscillated like a playground swing and she felt lost.
  He noticed, of course he did. The ever-caring husband, Richard was worried about his wife and insisted that she go for a check-up at the hospital affiliated with the company.
 The hospital was the brain child of the previous generation of Fadeyo’s, Richards aunt. With the support of her brothers and her fathers immeasurable wealth, she was able to open a first class medical centre in the heart of the island, providing elite health care to those who could afford it.
 The check-up was the root of the evening’s encounter. The check-up itself had been routine. Sayo held out her hand as the cuff of the sphygmomanometer was wrapped around her bicep, she smiled politely at the nurse that complimented her deep purple abaya, she fiddled with her silver rings while waiting for her consultation hour in the VIP lounge. The VIP lounge was tastefully furnished with plush chairs, warm lighting and beautiful artwork and provided an oasis away from the hustle and bustle of the hospital but there was not taking away the smell of disinfectant and the heaviness that hospitals hold.
  She never feared hospitals, she had grown up moving in and out of them, having a younger brother that was always sick as well as a mother that repaired hearts for a living made hospitals a familiar environment. Thinking of Folu, made her smile. She brought out her phone and sent him a text asking to meet up for dinner, minutes later he responding with a time and a place. Her smile dropped at the thought of telling him the truth about Richard – Folu basically worshipped the ground he walked on. She shook her head softly, in a bid to remove the thought of Richard and turned her attention to the television mounted on the wall, a nurse had changed the channel to a Yoruba film from the news which had been playing when she entered. The plot of the film was nowhere to be found, but she found the character gimmick’s entertaining.
  The consultation began right on time, and she responded cordially to the doctors questions. Her stress levels were high and her blood pressure had risen significantly and she convinced the doctor that it was due to work and dealing with the expansion of her management agency outside the shores of the continent. The doctor advised her to take it easy. 
  She rounded up the process and insisted on going to the pharmacy by herself. As she stepped out of the elevator on the pharmacy floor, she ran into him.
 “My, my, my, as I live and breathe Omosayo Omoniyi in the flesh.” She had always hated how his tone made every word sound like it was part of a joke. 
 “It’s Omosayo Fadeyo.” She made no hesitation to correct him on his default with her name, her eyes narrowed in irritation, especially when the corner of his mouth tilted up as laughter danced in his eyes. He was definitely teasing her today.
 “So what brings the great Omosayo Fadeyo to this neck of the woods?” He asked fruitlessly as he had already reached for her prescription note. 
 She hastily snatched it back, but the deed had already been done. Her nose scrunched up in irritation.
 “Blood pressure medication? You’re not as young as you once were, but you’re not that old to be taking these drugs.” His arms crossed around his torso, his triceps bulged under the blue cotton.
“I don’t have time for this.” She rolled her eyes, why was this conversation still ongoing?
  “You never have time for anything. Don’t you never fall sick? And seeing that you graced us mere mortals with your presence, it must be serious. What’s wrong?” 
 “Read my case file when you feel like, I don’t have time to go over these questions, I just did that for the past hour.” She walked past him but stopped momentarily when she could feel his eyes boring into the back of her head. She turned back forgetting Lot’s wife.
“It was good seeing you too Sayo.” His smile made his face light up and for a moment, she saw the ten years old boy had just won the dancing competition at her brothers birthday party and smiled in triumph while she cried in anger at losing. She scowled at the memory and turned around focusing on the pharmacy counter.
 After that day, she ran into him at the gym at the end of the week. He did not speak to her but she caught him looking at her in amusement as she huffed and puffed on the stairmaster – on of the levels of hell compressed in machine form. After she made her graceful not so graceful descent from the machine she ‘accidentally’ knocked over his water bottle. This time she did not look back at him.
  Tonight was the send-forth party for the CEO of Fadeyo Oil, Engr. Tunde Fadeyo – Richard’s father – held at the family house in Ikoyi. Earlier in the evening, she stared at herself in the mirror taking note of the wrinkles that creases the corner sir her eyes, her hands fell upon the anti-aging cream that Richard had flown in as one of her birthday presents. She looked at the reflection hoping to catch a glimpse of 19 years old Sayo, who was never afraid and felt like the most beautiful woman in the world, instead 38 years old Sayo stared at her, dabbing the cream at the base of her eyes, her drug container within sight on her nightstand.
 She had entered the party hanging off Richard’s arm, looking every part of the perfect wife. She greeted her father-in-law and mother-in-law, offering her congratulations and hugged them warmly. She laughed at the right time while Richard discussed with other Board members and affluent guests, she even stared at him with affection in her eyes, occasionally adjusting his tie or brushing his sleeves, to the coos and awes of the witnesses. The perfect wife.
 Even when Enitan showed up, Sayo simply smiled at her and turned back to the conversation at the table. But when Richard excused himself and Enitan followed shortly after, a thin crack went across her perfect wife façade. She could feel the walls caving in on her, the conversations sounded like static white noise. She clenched at the table cloth and swallowed down the samosas that was making its way up her oesophagus. She had not had a panic attack since the day she discovered the affair and yet again, two years later the same factors triggered her.
 Shortly after, she excused herself from the table and grabbed a bottle of wine from a waiter before heading out of the large living room that had been transformed to fit the occasion. 
 As she climbed up the stairs she paused momentarily catching her breath and looked out the glass window of the stairwell, there her husband was kissing his mistress in his parents’ garden, they were obscured by the trees, but she could recognise the suit and that dress anywhere.
 Sayo smiled bitterly and raised the bottle to her lips taking a gulp. She turned away from the sight and climbed the stairs to the second floor heading towards the balcony which had the best view in all of Lagos, the lights along the lagoon. 
 She sank into the hammock and swayed with the cool breeze coming from the lagoon as the sound of the waves crashing blended with the music from the party below. She kept her eyes closed to hinder the tears from falling as she took another gulp of the wine. It tasted acidic and her face soured – she was not a drinker, and when she did drink, she preferred sweet drinks – but she could feel the lightheaded sensation filling her head.
 “I knew I would find you here.” A voice pierced through her reverie and in haste to stand up, she tripped out of the hammock and landed on the floor, luckily saving the bottle from ruin, it was her only companion.
 A deep laugh came rolling out of the intruder’s mouth, but rather than feel shame or embarrassment, Sayo laughed along and when the moment was over, she made to stand up.
 The gown she wore was a deep purple halter gown. The neck of the gown complemented her hair pinned up in a bun and allowed a perfect view of her slender neck and the singular gold necklace that hung on it. 
 A hand reached out to steady her as she started to tilt. When she stood fully, she faced the intruder squarely.
 “Are you stalking me?”
 “Now why would I be doing that?” He smiled.
 “I don’t know for you, you’re the weird one.”
 “When did you start drinking?”
 “Is it a crime?”
 “How much have you drank?”
 “I’m the one asking the questions here!”
 “Why did you leave the party Sayo?” His voice was no longer teasing, and his eyes focused on hers.
 “I needed the fresh air.”
 “And why is your husband not here with you?”
 “I don’t know, he’s busy.”
 “Busy doing what?”
 “He’s in the garden. With Enitan”
 Her voice had become docile, her eyes averted waiting to hear a sign of surprise, but there was nothing. No deep sigh, no sharp breaths. He knew. Of course, he knew. Everyone knew. There was silence, only the sound of the waves filled the abstract.
  Sayo looked into his eyes and for a moment, she thought she saw something, but it was fleeting, gone before she could decipher it. Something else replaced the look. She did not want his pity, but she did not understand why her eyes were welling up with tears.
 Had he always stood this close?
 “You know, don’t you?” Her voice was almost a whisper carried by the sea breeze.
 There was a pause before he nodded his head.
 ‘Say something.’ She willed him with her mind.
  “I’m sorry.”
  “I don’t need you to be sorry.” 
  “I’m still sorry.”
  “Okay.”
  ‘Now what?’ She clenched her fingers around the neck of the bottle, her throat itched to take a gulp. Her eyes wandered away to the lights and she mused to herself about the people across the lagoon, were their lives as dreary as hers felt?
  Suddenly, her face was grasped in warm hands and turned. “Ranti, what...” Her sentence cut off as warm lips pressed to hers. Shock ran down her spine, her eyes stick open in disbelief.
 She pulled back sharply with a gasp and took several steps back. His sharp eyes looked gentle - it must have been a trick of her mind – as they rested on her visage.
 Suddenly like a wave crashing against the shore, they moved towards each other, his hands grasping her face and the back of her neck; hers wrapping around his waist as their lips met once again. His lips were like honey drizzled on it.
 Sayo’s blood felt like molten lava as she caught on fire, the fire emanating from the base of her belly and extending outwards on a rampage to consume her entirety. She felt alive. His lips moved from hers, tracing along her jawline to right below her ear.
 “Sayo, you intoxicate my very being.” He whispered into her ear.
 “My beautiful, beautiful Sayo.” He planted kisses along her jugular.
 She was stupefied for a moment but finally the cogs in her brain started moving again.
  She wasn’t his! Then whose was she? 
  She had a husband! Was he really the best person to bring into this equation. 
  His lips had returned to hers now and his hand had moved down to her waist, moulding her body into his. The sirens in her head rang loud and she pushed him off.
 “Are you out of your mind?” She questioned. He looked crazed, his breath quickened. She watched his chest rise and fall, ingraining the image - of the blue ‘senator’ wrapped around his tall and firm frame – in her memory.
 Her eyes roamed up to his face, and the sight of his lips glistening with her pink gloss made her blush. She raised her eye to look at his and there she could see amusement in his eyes. 
 He was laughing at her, as always, but in this situation she was truly a clown, she kissed him – or in this case let him kiss her and that had sent her into a blushing mess.
 She turned around and fled not bothering to turn back at the sound of her name from his lips. She stopped momentarily in front of the guest toilet. As she stood in front of the mirror, she could not see the wrinkles around her eyes, all she could focus on her were her swollen lips and flushed cheeks, even her eyes were dazed. Who was the woman looking back at her? A knock on the door brought her back to reality and she reapplied gloss from the tube in her dress pocket and headed out of the bathroom.
 Richard was back looking normal, only slightly flushed and she sat down in her place, beside him. He pecked her cheek and looked at her with worry, she squeezed his arm and smiled slightly at him to assure him. The rest of the party was a blur and she excused herself back home before the after party. After a quick shower she knelt to pray and now she laid on her bed in anguish. 
 She had kissed Ranti and hell, she might have even liked it. Might have? She did like it; she had not felt this alive in years. 
  But it was Ranti.
  Ranti Fadeyo.
  Her husband’s younger brother.
