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You didn't particularly care for Valentine’s day. Honestly, you were indifferent about it. You laughed when you saw the memes that people posted. You laughed because everything that surrounded the day was funny. It definitely was not because you needed to fill a void…not at all. Actually, you had been looking forward to 14th all week, maybe Dare would keep his promise this year. You and Dare had been on and off since JSS3 in secondary school. You had met him during the joint Inter-house sport day between St. Paul Secondary School and Citadel Girls High School. Dare was very funny, and his intelligence never came off as condescending so that made you like him more. He was very refreshing. You always described him as a breath of fresh air. But the only issue was that slowly, the air was no longer as fresh as it was in secondary school. Dare spoke a great deal but never fulfilled those expectations. After you both moved to the US for University he seemed to put you at the back of his mind. Phone calls were now very brief and there was an uncomfortable silence that lingered. “I’ll get you those paints you like on the 14th” he said. You told him not to make promises he couldn’t keep because his words no longer meant anything to you. This conversation happened over a week ago and you had calculated that if he placed the order you should have gotten it by now. Spoiler alert, you had not seen an Amazon delivery driver in days, so you knew what that meant. 
“That boy is wicked o”, you had said when you were on a call with one of your friends. It had become a custom to evaluate the gifts she got on Valentines day. This year you had to spend the entire time calming her down because she had only gotten a box of chocolate and roses from her boyfriend even though she had hinted on the new Birkin’s that were released the month before. You actually laughed on the inside because where did she think her boyfriend, Chidi, would get money for that, maybe he should kuku become a yahoo boy because what was the meaning of this rant? Of course you didn’t say any of this to her because Bola was very fragile. Plus you filtered your feelings all the time, especially with her. But It did not matter who you were talking to, those thoughts went through a filter before they came out of your mouth.
Just last week the Starbuck’s barrister served you a chai latte when you specifically asked for an ‘Iced green tea latte’. How that got mixed up in translation was completely a mystery, but you took the drink anyway. In that moment he asked “Ma’am, could you taste it and let me know how you feel about the cinnamon level?” First of all who is Ma’am! Ahan, kilode! You are just 18 but you don’t tell him to never call you ma’am, you just take a sip and say, “It’s perfect!” and he smiles. When you walk away, you waste no time in tossing the drink into the trashcan. “I am a decent human being”, you think to yourself because you threw it away in the furthest trashcan  just so you don’t hurt the barristers feelings. Good luck to whoever orders a Chai latte because that drink was definitely not it. Oh well! not your problem, your mission is to kill everyone with kindness. You just really didn’t like being called rude or mean so all your words went through a filter 24 hours a day 7 days a week. 
Still crying, Bola asked if she could come over and watch a movie, but you kindly hinted at a no because you knew what that really meant. ‘Movie night’ would be her asking you for relationship advice even though she knew you had never been in a relationship. Sometimes you wonder why you are friends with her, but you can’t remember how it happened. You had ended the friendship many times because of how selfish she was but Bola always came back like a fly on rotting fruits. Every time, you let her back into your life because when she begged it was too annoying and also Bola could never take a hint. After an argument she would come back like nothing had happened and obviously you never said how you truly felt, hence still being ‘friends’ with her. Bola just keeps rambling, and you are so done with this conversation, she does not know that having a conversation takes two people. Bola also didn’t bother to ask you about Dare so she clearly didn’t care enough to talk about it.
You’ve just been scrolling through Instagram during the entire call trying to find art inspiration for when next you decide to actually create it. You decided a year ago that you would try the whole Instagram artist thing and you had about 500 followers now even though you technically changed it from a personal account to an art account so that helped. Still you were a pretty good artist when you got out of your head about it. Everything you attempted to do was better when you didn’t beat up yourself about it. You’ve been scrolling for what seems like forever and then from one story mention you see him, Oga-cute-face. You couldn’t describe him as handsome, the word for him was beautiful. When you saw his face you knew that it was just perfection! How could a boy be so pretty? You were not mad at him being pretty, you just wondered how God could give one human being that face. You stared at it for another 5 minutes (it was probably more than that and you knew it).
 It didn't make you feel lonely (not having a valentine’s I mean), you preferred being alone, (being your number one fan and all) but you wanted to be alone with him, Oga-cute-face. You laughed at yourself because at your big age you get butterflies from looking at his pictures and thinking about what he was like as a person. GIRL! you hadn't even said one word to him, but you could just tell that he was a good person. If that was not the case, then someone definitely did jazz for you. You kind of hoped someone did jazz for you so you did not have to explain why you had such a huge crush on Oga-cute-face to your friends. They wouldn’t get it.  The way your mind worked was funny, even though you had never met him. “It's not crazy that I like him this much. It's fine! I'm a good judge of character" you say to yourself still scrolling through his Instagram page. Okay, you both have a lot of mutuals so it should not be too difficult to actually get to know him. Should you follow his Instagram page? It is only right to do that abi? You have quite literally stalked his page, so it is not like you have any shame left. You follow his page…finally. Oya it's time for you to drop your phone, wash your face and get to bed. So much had happened in just a few minutes and you can’t deal with the anxiety that the follow button just brought you. “Good night o. Abeg, let us talk about this in the morning I need to sleep now” you finally say to Bola because she had been conversing with herself. “Good night Teso, thank you for all the advice” she said. You end the call saying, “Mhmm…bye-bye”.
 You had found a cute boy on Instagram, stalked his page, were convinced that you guy's would get along and finally followed his account (this was the only right order to do things on social media). What made you so sure that the fairytale you came up with would quickly become a reality or even end well? It’s not like you were going to go out of your way to talk to him, unless Oga-cute-face had telekinesis, he would never know you liked him. You couldn’t be liking him because Dare was in the equation. But he was not meeting your standards so why did you want to stay in a situationship when it did not add to your life in any way. Dare was just another person in your life that was making your growth stagnant. Oya, stop thinking about Dare! What are you going to do about Oga-cute-face? Will you text him? Or ask your mutual friends about him? So many options, none of which you liked more than the other. Why did you have to be chronically shy, just send him a dm..."What kind of yeye thought is that Teso?" you laughed at yourself because if you did that, the world would actually come to an end. This was not even an exaggeration; it was the simple truth. It was your truth and it’s all that mattered. It's like those movies where the world ends because of the stupid decision a main character makes. You were not going to be the stupid main character. Why? because you made fun of those stupid characters and refused to be a part of it. Those characters acted in the best interest of the plot, and they did not need to be worried about getting embarrassed because the world they lived in was make belief, no matter how realistic the movies where they were written by men and women. These men and women did not write your story, so a happy ending was not promised. Also, you had watched way too many episodes of Criminal Minds, so you had just the right amount of paranoia to keep you in check. You often said that your fear kept you in check, or did it just prevent you from exploring yourself and your life fully. You kept asking yourself what would happen if you let your guard down and pursued Oga-cute-face. As you wet your face with the lukewarm tap water and pump just the right amount of the CeraVe cleanser on your fingers you realize how warm the texture is it's the kind of warmth you felt when you saw his pretty smile, "Oh my goodness what is wrong with me" just wash your stupid face. In this moment, you realize that they have done jazz for you.
You resorted to call yourself ugly. It was just a matter of time for you to reach this point of self-sabotage. This always happened, you'd spend too much time on Instagram and start comparing yourself to the girls you saw with seemingly perfect lives. You knew that you weren't ugly, wait, did you really? Actually you didn't, growing up everyone called you pretty and you just went with it. It was easier that way because if you argued with them you would be tagged as a pick-me girl and that was another kind of wahala. It was very easy to go with positive compliments whether you felt like it or not because it was a heartwarming thing to be called beautiful. But you knew that all the compliments did not mean anything unless you also felt like you were beautiful. Back to your existential crisis, which was a result of society’s beauty standards. You didn't feel beautiful very much and you wondered what changed from primary school to secondary school and finally now. You definitely lost your confidence in secondary school because of a bunch of different reasons you don't exactly want to remember right now. You convinced yourself that you were just the right amount of ugly (whatever that means) and that Oga-cute-face could never find you attractive because of that. This was what you would tell yourself for weeks and weeks ahead because why would Oga-cute-face want to be with you? This did not make you upset mainly because saying this to yourself made you feel better. In short, your self-sabotage prevented you from potentially getting rejected and you did not want to take your chances because you did not want an ‘L’.
This is what happens when you think about a boy, you go on a spiral. This is why boys are not good for you… anyway, at least your skin was ready for the night. You make a mental note to buy the good molecules discoloration serum to fade out the rest of your faint hyperpigmentation (you end up getting it and it does nothing for you, so much for trusting the skincare advice on TikTok). You look into the mirror one last time and settle with yourself that you might not be drop dead gorgeous but at least you are not a sore sight (this is a huge understatement because you are in fact very pretty and you'll soon remember when you look through your phone gallery), but instead you'll say, "I clean up nicely sha" (no you don't! This is how you always look but because you don't appreciate yourself enough you can't see it.) Hopefully one day you can look at yourself and see you for you.
Do you know what it is time for now? It is time for you to sleep. This is the only time you give yourself a break. Just before you go to bed you get a notification from Instagram, “He followed me back! He followed me back!” you say to yourself. For some reason, this notification gives you a sense of comfort and you go to bed feeling giddy and happy. Oga-cute-face followed you back! You try to  sleep, and you keep drifting in and out of your dreams. Finally, you open your eyes wide when you wake up from your dream, "I'm definitely not going to send a dm!" Your daydreaming was enough for now, you'll think about him some more tomorrow and this makes you smile like the fool that you are!
You sent a dm and got nowhere *you got a double click. He liked the message* what a life. Dare also did not send you those paints he said he would get you. Nothing was funny this Valentines day. Maybe you’ll laugh next year.

