Part 1
 
I had barely been in town for two minutes when Bolu told me we were going to the school campus. Knowing my best friend all too well, it had nothing to do with our education and a lot to do with a stirring in his loins. I just had to wait to find out if it was caused by an old or new flame.
 
I had left him in Ilorin to spend the three-month holiday in Lagos with my family. So, we did some catching up as I hopped into the front seat of our trademark white Mitsubishi Lancer station wagon. Then we headed straight to one of our many shortcuts. The shortcut was to guarantee that his mission would be accomplished, and he would get to enjoy the spoils of his likely success. It also would ensure we return the car to its real owner, Bolu’s mom, in good time to avoid the bad taste it would leave in our mouths otherwise.
 
Holidays rehashed, and then I got to the matter at hand. Why was I needed on the sojourn to meet a finally confirmed new flame? Her name was yet to register at that point. I needed to see how brightly her flame burnt within my friend to know if I needed to bother at all. 
 
Ms. New Flame turned out to be in the company of some friends that had also just arrived from the Centre of Excellence, where they had spent their holidays. I could see why my wingman service was needed. My presence as a Lagosian would, no doubt, help to boost my guy’s cred with Ms. New Flame & co. 
 
It wasn’t the first time Bolu was involving me in his flamescapades. I involved him in mine too, so this wasn’t new. I kept an open mind about my future acquaintances. I also bore in mind that my friend had gotten us into some less-than-ideal situations in his pursuit of women. 
 
Judging by the gusto with which my friend had pushed the pedal to the metal, I conceded that this might be some serious business. I usually went into such things as whatever prop my friend set me up to be. On that particular day, I was “the friend that just arrived from Lagos, where he lives.” We had created less-than-flattering, flattering, and just straight-up ridiculous personas for each other at other times. 
 
Instead of rolling up to one of the many female hostels on campus, we arrived at the walkway blocks. Apparently, Ms. New Flame & co. were in the school area of the campus for something I have now forgotten. The University of Ilorin Main Campus, was no stranger to student activity, whether the school was in session or not. In Unilorin, everyday na school. 
 
Ten blocks housed the school’s premier departments, laboratories, and lecture theatres, all connected by walkways and a “skyway” above. Bolu parked at the Block 4 car park and made a call to confirm our rendezvous as we got out of the car. As we stepped on the walkway leading to Block 5, we linked up with Ms. New Flame and her Lagosian friends. Introductions were made, hands shook, then we moved to the skyway over Block 4. 
 
On campus, the walkway can be likened to a theatre stage, while the skyway is the VIP viewing box. To avoid the prying eyes of the school public and also to ensure our small group had its own space, the skyway was the ideal settling point. 
 
As I have previously stated, I do not hold out for much when going on these wingman quests, but this time was quite different. During the intros, I noted that indeed all but one of Ms. New Flame’s friends were from Lagos. She was from Ibadan. I was about to make a mental note to give Bolu hell for this one small discrepancy, but at that same moment, I met Simi. 
 
Ibadan residency aside, it was something—, let’s call it fireworks—, at that first sight. As our group settled, Simi and I were seated on opposite ends of the skyway bench our group occupied. Eyes locking at every moment. 
 
At this point, Bolu and New Flame had all but left the group already, whispering and carrying on like the rest of us did not exist. I managed to keep the gist flowing with the ladies until I surreptitiously found a way to get seated next to Simi. We had made eyes at each other a few more times as the discourse went on and I did not want this moment to pass. For all my gab, words failed me the moment I sat next to her. 
 
She was beautiful. Petite figure, prettiest smile I had ever seen, well-dressed with a mean shoe game. She had brown eyes that could look into my heart and tell everything hidden within its cavities. I was smitten by her. 
 
I eventually found something to say which made her laugh, and from then on, I made sure she kept the giggles coming. We left the group for a bit to get some gum at the Block 4 kiosk and made a trip of it. We talked and laughed so much we lost track of time. By the time we returned, it was time for the girls to head back to their hostel. 
 
Being the gentleman that I am, I volunteered to walk Simi and the other ladies to Block 10, while Bolu and Ms. New Flame headed for the car. We walked and talked and got to know each other some more. On getting to Block 10, I asked for Simi’s number., Instead, she typed mine on her phone and promised to call, which was fine by me. We exchanged goodbyes, see-you-laters, and parted: Bolu and I back to GRA, Simi, and the girls to PG hostel. 
 
Have you ever wanted to bottle a person and take them everywhere with you? Have you ever met that person you want to meet for the first time over and over again? The drive home felt like I was floating in the clouds., The dusking sun shone the right shade of orange. The singer’s voice coming through the speakers had the right lyrics. Even the wind blew the right way., Everything just felt right. 
 
I kept checking my phone every second until Bolu started to tease me about it. We got to Onikanga road, drove past no. 12 to park the car at no. 6. After saying our hellos to the household, we headed back on foot to no. 12. As I unpacked and got settled in my room, I got the gist of how this flamescapade came to be. Bolu then directed the focus to my thinly veiled interest in Simi. I blushed and told him it was nothing, all the while checking and rechecking my phone, desperately, but covertly. 
 
I barely asked, but knowing me well, Bolu told me all he knew about her. From the little he could have gathered from Ms. New Flame, the bombshell revelation was that she had a boyfriend. That knocked my elation down a notch or two, but I wasn’t entirely discouraged for some reason. We could just be friends, nothing wrong with that, abi? 
 
Two days, nineteen hours, twenty-nine minutes, and nine seconds later, I knew I was only fooling myself when my phone rang, I picked, and heard, “Hey you.”

Part 2
 
You know how the story goes. 
 
Boy meets Girl. Sparks fly. They exchange numbers and calls and text messages. 
 
Days turn into nights. Midnight calls turn into lunch dates. Dates turn to ‘night class’ rendezvous in the white Mitsubishi Lancer station wagon parked at Block 4 car park. 
 
The friendzone blossoms. 
 
Knowledge of yet-to-be-addressed Girl’s boyfriend does not hamper Boy from falling for Girl. 
 
I mean, they’re ‘just friends’, you know? Like the Musiq Soulchild song: 
 
“I’m not trying to pressure you
Just can’t stop thinkin’ ‘bout you
You ain't even really gotta be my girlfriend”
 
ICYMI, I am Boy. Simi is Girl.
 
I wasn’t being totally honest with myself on that last lyric. Those weren’t even thoughts I should have been having while studying. But there I was, seated in the cubicle next to Simi’s at the library. One of our lunches had turned into a do-you-ever-take-time-to-go-to-the-library-to-study talk.
 
I was in my sophomore year and had never been inside the Unilorin Library. Well, not until I met Simi. 
 
I went back to what I was reading, BCH two-oh-something, or whatever. I could not help but notice, and consciously try to ignore, the constant brrr brrr of her phone’s vibration. I acted as if the music in my headphones was really loud. 
 
She caught me staring at her, made a silly face, laughed quietly as I smiled, and pretended to go back to reading. She then grabbed the headphone in my left ear, appreciated what I was listening to, and asked if I was comfortable sharing. Of course, I did not mind. 
 
At that point, I was full-on staring, taking in her features. She was wearing the hoodie she had earlier commandeered from me over her white baseball jersey and navy-blue jeans. A tiny silver nose ring on her left nostril, and her hair tied in a bun. Her pretty brown eyes almost closed whenever she smiled, and her upper lip was markedly black, with the lower lip very pink. She hardly ever wore lipstick, only lip balm, which smelled like strawberries.
 
“Knew the toll but I would not pay
Didn’t cha know, didn’t cha know
‘Cause you never know where the cards may lay”
 
Ms. Badu sang and as the evening came, we decided to call it a day at the library. I offered to escort her to the PG hostel. The long walk would guarantee I had even more time with Simi before I headed back to GRA, alone. 
 
Brrr brrr
 
She ignored the buzzing as we walked in silence to join the walkway at Block 5 to grab some snacks for our walk. The pace of our stroll proved neither of us was eager to end our time together anytime soon. By the time we got to Block 10, it was full dusk. Her phone still buzzed occasionally, but with less frequency over time. At some point, I even asked if she intended to return all those missed calls, something she brushed off, her tone non-committal. 
 
As we passed the bushes just after the Faculty of Agriculture, some vermin jumped out of the bushes. This had Simi screaming and jumping into my arms, holding on to me tightly. It was the most physical contact we had ever had. There had been some handholding, some pats, a few hugs, but not ever this close
 
Impulsively, I put one arm around her and used the other to secure her head to my chest. We remained frozen in that embrace long after I had assured her there’s nothing to be scared of. I teased her about being scared by such ‘harmless beasts’. Simi giggled, smacked my back but did not let go of me. Instead, she looked up at me, staring at my face and saying nothing. 
 
With all the gears grinding in my head, I went for it and kissed her.
 
She kissed back and we continued in this dance until we hear a wolf whistle as some girls passed by us, singing Keri Hilson’s “Knock You Down”. We let go of each other and continued on our walk, in silence. Just as we made the bend towards the path that led to the PG hostel car park, she said the kiss was a mistake. She said I should have known better since she had a boyfriend.
 
I responded that I knew about the boyfriend and it would not stop me from wanting to kiss her again and again. In the dark of the bend, I pulled her to me and kissed her. She kissed back but pulled away just as we got into the dance again. I pulled her back to me. She pushed away and headed straight to the hostel entrance.
 
I called out to her but stopped once the hostel gates closed behind her. I went to the car park and called her line. There was no answer. I kept calling.
 
I had been standing alone outside the hostel for some time when Bolu drove towards me in the trademark white station wagon. He was already laughing and teasing as he parked the car just beside me, barely missing my feet, on purpose. I ignored him and headed for his passenger, another Ms. New Flame. The boy was shameless. 
 
As she got out of the car, I asked if she knew Simi. Then I asked if she could help me get her to come outside to me as she was not picking my calls. Thankfully, she did know her. They were in fact roommates. I thanked her as she headed towards the hostel entrance. 
 
I called Simi’s phone again, still no answer. I got into the car with Bolu as he turned the car stereo on. 
 
After we had sat in the car for a minute too long, Bolu broke the silence. He and his passenger, whose name I cannot recall, were to go grab dinner and spend the night together. She had only gone to the hostel to pack her night bag. He hoped she would come back out whether she was able to get Simi to come out or not. 
 
The side-eye I gave him spoke volumes and he spoke no more. Another eternity passed before the hostel gates opened, and out came his passenger with a night bag in tow.
 
Ms. Passenger handed me my hoodie and got in the car, saying Simi wanted me to have my stuff back. Bolu cackled as he started the car and headed for the road out of the school campus. I called Simi’s line but got the beep beep sound indicating Call Waiting. It rang on, but yet again, there was no answer. She was on another call. I decided to wait a bit. We got to the school gates, and I called again, but it was the same Call Waiting beep. I gave up, put my headphones on, and let Glenn Lewis remind me of the simple things. 
 
“Any troubles you'd have
Just being glad to be alive
And it's alright”
 
Bolu parked at Royals restaurant and asked if I would like to grab something for dinner. The restaurant was a stone’s throw from Onikanga road. I inferred it meant that his date night would most likely end up in one of the many spare bedrooms at no. 12. Grandpa was sure to be asleep by then, giving me full reign of the house till dawn. 
 
I went inside the restaurant with Bolu and we headed to the counter to place our orders. His date went to find a table. I got my order to-go, while he joined his date. I told them to enjoy their dinner while I took a stroll home. 
 
I needed the walk to clear my head. I reminded him not to honk at my gate but call my phone to avoid waking my grandfather up at that time of the night.
 
The walk was well needed. I thought up a text message to send to Simi when I got home, mumbling the words to myself as I walked.
 
I knew what I was asking of her was too much—a little wrong, even. I just could not make myself not want to kiss her again, boyfriend or not. As I made the right turn off Office road to get on Onikanga road, I noticed headlights fast approaching behind me. The fight or flight impulse was about to set in when I recognized the horn of the White Mitsubishi Lancer station wagon. 
 
Bolu, honking like a lunatic that late at night drove up beside me with a smirk on his face. Why had he cut his date short? Then I saw Simi in the backseat. I played it cool though like I wasn’t shocked AND glad to see her.
 
Bolu suggested going for drinks at Kingstone, never one to turn down, no matter the time of day. I shut down his suggestion and demanded that we all went to mine instead. We had all had enough excitement for the day. Plus, there were enough drinks at home. 
 
Fortunately, the ladies were in agreement with me, so Bolu drove down to no. 12, where I went to open the gates. They all got out once he parked, and I ushered everyone into the house.
 
I grabbed the bourbon as Bolu went into the kitchen for cups. Drinks were poured, and everyone settled in front of the TV. Bolu and date cuddled up on the sofa, while Simi and I were seated in separate chairs. We barely said anything to each other all the while, we only stole glances. 
 
As the lovebirds got more and more acquainted, I pointed them in the direction of the guest room. Then came back for Simi who was already curled up like a cat in her chair, fast asleep. I moved to carry her to my room, partially stirring her awake. She sighed, looked at me, and put an arm around my neck as I lifted her into my arms.
 
As I moved to drop her in bed, she held on to me and asked me to stay with her. I obliged and settled under the covers as she laid on my chest. Staring at the ceiling while listening to her breathe as she slept was nothing short of euphoric. She stirred a bit and I noticed she was sobbing before the tears wet my shirt. 
 
I pulled her face up to inquire what was wrong. She said she told her boyfriend about our kiss and he broke up with her because she admitted to having feelings for me. 
 
As much as I wanted her, the news didn’t feel so good. I wiped her tears and told her not to cry, that I was going to be there for her. She kissed me and I kissed her back. As the kisses got deeper, we took off each other’s clothes. 
 
All conflict disappeared when she whispered in my ear, “I want you.”
