     Ah, sweet Jollof rice! Toppled with a glass of 5alive juice or happy hour, maybe a few chicken feet or wings. I can’t decide yet and I could do both. That was the only thought that ran through my mind, as I listened to a slow lecture about visual simulations. I was bored for obvious reasons, and to think I picked this course because of my friend, Damini, who actually lives for the digital world. I might have to choose another elective course, if the add and drop form is still out. 
     For goodness sakes, it was my twenty fifth birthday, like one, two, three, four and boom twenty-five years on earth. Big deal. I wish dad was here, alive and healthy to witness his only daughter, at her silver jubilee, about to bag her masters degree in Microbiology. We lost him to long cancer last year, so the memory is still fresh for me. Mom called this morning and asked if I was coming over to hers. I told her I would think about it, though I know she wants to throw a thanksgiving celebration for me at her church. And don’t get me wrong, I love my mother but her church has way too many crowd. The last time I went, I nearly face planted the altar during the anointing service and hunger nearly tore my insides apart.
     Mom lives on the island with my little brother, Seyifunmi and a few staff. Seyifunmi is the smartest Odetola in the house, from the recent scholarship awarded to him by the state governor to the osmosis model he built on his own. I moved out when I turned twenty, lived in London for a year, which was where I met Bayo, my boyfriend, before he relocated back to Nigeria with me. He was on a work vacation and I wanted to see the world, like Toke Makinwa advised in her moments clip. ‘Turning Twenty!’ Bayo is one of those rich, young & famous and he’s down to earth.  We met at Hyde’s park, he complimented my scarf, which I said was my new business, ‘ScarvesbyLolu.’ He ordered ten scarfs and asked me on a date. It was ridiculous because he didn’t need them, but it gave me butterflies. He still does, flowers here, chocolate there. Just thinking about it, was making me blush. I laughed to myself and the man beside me in class, gave me a side-eye. I smiled and he simply shook his head. 
     Professor Layiwola, the lecturer for this program has been teaching for the past one hour and my head is getting fuzzy. The thought of the peri peri food my boyfriend is cooking up for me, is enough to drive my mind on a rocky hill. His foods are heavenly-made and spicy enough, just the way I like them. I have begged him to share his secret recipe with me in the four years we’ve spent together, but Bayo has not bulged since then. Even after teasing him with kisses and his favorite dish of plantain and Yoruba special egg sauce, he still won’t tell me. Ugh! That man! He can be annoying but I love him too much. 
     Damini, who is like five rows ahead of me, turns around and blows a kiss. I mouthed, “nerd” and she laughs, covering her mouth to stifle her giggles. She turns her attention back to the lecture and jots something the professor has said down. All I had in mine were scribbles and doodles of Bayo proposing to me, on one knee or two knees. Men can be unpredictable, you know, so let him decide. Damini did say, I should be open minded if he didn’t propose, which was funny. Every man knows that he should ask his girlfriend of four years to marry him on her twenty-fifth birthday, it’s not rocket science. He has been acting strange lately, and my guess is that, he wants to surprise me. I imagined his cocoa butter hands, dancing across the table, all for his queen. Two O’ clock, perfect. Dinner should be ready by now. What would I even wear and my makeup? I knew I should have picked makeup in Gse, the school’s compulsory skill acquisition course. Instead, I was off to locust beans production and the smell is something else.
“Lolu, Adelolu.” Professor’s voice jolted me out of my reverie.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Do you care to share with the class what your daydream is? Looks interesting, don’t you think class?” His hands traced his invisible beards. I smirked at the thought, inside my head. My course mates laughs and I hid my face in embarrassment. Damini shakes her head at me, as if to say ‘be serious’. I glared at her.
“No sir.” I answered and he continued with the lecture. After twenty minutes of another long lecture that felt like eternity, the class ended.
     I sit back in my desk, waiting for Damini to finish her question with the professor. About two mosquitoes has perched on my fair skin, which would likely bruise. I whip a palm at them and flip, nothing can go wrong with my day. Not even tiny mosquitoes. Soon, Professor Layiwola dismissed her and she runs towards me, like a bundle of joy. Damini is like 5’3ft, the shortest in the microbiology department and my best friend of eleven years. I still remember it like yesterday, when her mom practically shoved her to me and said, “Hello dear, we are new to Lagos. I think this one needs a friend and you look like a homely girl. Show her around while I meet with the adults.” She had stared at her feet, mortified by her mom’s introduction, until I broke the ice.
“I like your hair, is it natural?” I gestured to hers. We practically had to shout, to drown out the noise in the church.
“Oh, no. Thanks. I just haven’t had time to relax it in a while. My elder sister used to help me but she has moved on to college and my mom is very busy.” 
“She looks like a goal-getter.” We laughed and just like that, we clicked. “I can help you with your hair by the way, if you want.”
“Really?” 
“Why not?” I shrugged and the rest is history. 
“Sorry, I kept you waiting.” She touched my shoulder lightly and I gave her a warm smile. Damini, has the physique of an African model, dark skinned, elegant and pretty. “So, how is it? You still think he would pop the question?” 
“Babe, I’m a hundred percent sure. Bayo gets jittery whenever he keeps things from me, remember?” She hits her forehead in recognition. “He’s doing it again.”
“Yes, I remember. That’s huge.” She laughs, waving at some girls from our level.
“I’m just so excited and I don’t even know what to wear.” I start pacing around, the university’s hall. “Look at this hoodie, I hope he doesn’t ask as soon as I walk through that door. It has to be perfect, Damini. What if our children..”
She stops my mini rant, “Lolu, breathe with me.” I rolled my eyes and she gives me her ‘mom-mode’ look, I took a deep breath and felt instantly better.
“Lolu, I know you’re optimistic about this whole thing and I don’t want to ruin your high.”
“Can you save it for later?” I whined.
“No. If he doesn’t propose today, you can talk about it to him and see where everything leads you.”
“Gosh, Damini. You keep insisting he won’t propose, aren’t you happy for me?” I know she was trying to look out for me, but I don’t want it to be another time. My mom has already told her friends, which isn’t her fault because I might have told her that. I pray Bayo doesn’t embarrass me.
“Sorry, Lolu. I didn’t mean to upset you. You know what? Let’s get some ice cream, it makes everything better.”
“Yay!” We got some ice cream, my favorite flavor, strawberry, played some rock-paper-scissors before parting ways. Not without a good luck wish from her.
     I went to mine first, a small house I bought from my business in Ikeja to pick an outfit, didn’t see any that fits the occasion. Also, I wanted to oppress my Instagram followers, that I was the ‘it girl.’ His voice sounded low when I called him, as if he didn’t want to ruin the surprise and he didn’t even mention my birthday. I went to a salon beside my apartment for frontal wig installation, which was super expensive, but we do it all for love. My account balance was screaming at me, by the time I walked out of a boutique in Ikeja square with a black stilettos heels and a long red dress. As if the heavens willed it, the traffic congestion was minimal. I took a quick selfie for the grams, hashtag, ‘Welcome to a new dispensation’ and a live ‘get ready with me.’ My followers gushed on the Zara bags and Mamacita’s customized package. I felt like a princess as their birthday comments trooped in. 
“Girl, you hair is fire!”
“How many dollars for the dress?”
“Your nails are so pretty.”
“Amazing.”
“I love love love it.”
“My fav.” I was grinning the whole time, as I made my way to his place in Surulere. I could smell the roses that lay await for me, in the Uber car I was in. I took out my phone for a live stream when we arrived at his place and knocked gently on his door. I gave my phone to his neighbor to film us and landed a heavy kiss on his lips when he opened. I did a twirl just for the Instagram baddies.
“Babe, I didn’t know you were coming and what’s going on? Why is Uche recording?” His hands unwound themselves from my waist. I smiled and gestures to his living room. Even the scent of the Jollof rice was nowhere to be found. 
“Where is it?” I asked. “The roses, candles, the dinner, chocolates. Where are they?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Bayo, if this is a joke, just stop. It’s not funny at all.” My legs wobbled in my four inch heels and they cost forty-five thousand. Behind me, I heard Uche snickering, holding the camera to my face. I moved away.
“Uche, please stop recording.” Bayo says calmly, looking everywhere but me and my heart did a somersault, or did I read it wrong? I had checked google this morning and they affirmed that a proposal was due. Except Bayo lives under a rock. 
“You didn’t wish me a happy birthday. Were you not going to propose?” I finally asked.
“Omg, Babes. I forgot it’s your birthday. I’m so sorry. Happy birthday, my love  and what proposal are you talking about?” He moved closer to properly hug me, but I took a step back and pointed a finger to his chest.
“So you’re not proposing?” I asked again.
“Yes, we never talked about it.”
“Four years.” I stated, laughing at myself. “Four years, Bayo.”
“Lolu, calm down. Maybe in the future but right now, I have other things to think about.”
I crossed my arms, “Yeah, like what?” 
“Like my job that I just lost.”
“You were fired?”
“Yes, unfortunately.” Silence filled the room, my hundred thousand wig suddenly felt heavy and unnecessary.
“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked.
“Because I didn’t want you to worry. I know how you get sometimes.”
“Still, you should have said something. Now, I feel bad.” I murmured.
“Don’t babe and you should have told me about all this before getting dressed. You look beautiful, by the way.” He said.
“Well, thank you. It’s just, I thought, what am I going to tell people?” I sat down in his chair, slowly. 
“You can tell them right now.” Uche said, as he turned the camera to my face.
I collected my phone and pushed him out of the door. 
“I’m going to delete Instagram. I can’t face them after this.” I said, after a while. Horror of what people had just witnessed written over my face. Bayo bent down in front of me, “Together?”
“What?” I asked, my eyes filling with hot tears. I can’t believe I’m about to ruin ten thousand Naira makeup.
“I said from now on, we have to do things together. And I want us to take things slow.”
“Slow? Bayo, I’m twenty-five.” I scoffed. “I can’t wait for ever.” 
“Adelolu, I promise you, I will buy you the biggest Diamond in the world. I promise.” He said, gazing into my eyes tenderly. 
“Promise?” I held out my pinky finger, he laughed before connecting his with mine. I smiled a bit and let him wipe my tears with his hands.
“So what now?” I tried to get up and only then did I notice how tight my dress is. 
“How about your famous Jollof rice? You did make me cry today.” We laughed and just like that, I knew we would be okay. For now, I don’t have to think of Damini’s reaction, my mom or my Instagram followers. This moment, right now, was everything I wished for. A man who loved me, a pot of Jollof rice, chicken feet and some cold five alive juice.
