Naomi stared at the giant wall clock in anticipation as she dragged the cream-colored duvet over her lingerie covered body. Sighing in frustration, she laid her head on the fluffy pillow and waited patiently for Stephen to get back home from work even though he was several hours late already.
Earlier that day, she had confided in her co-worker and best friend, Stella, about the situation of things in her matrimonial home and the fact that Stephen barely looked at her anymore, even when she went out of her way to look sexy enough to get a reaction from him nor did he make any move to be sexually intimate with her despite her obvious efforts. Stella had advised her to spice things up in the bedroom and even took her to a fashion store after work hours where she had gotten some sexy lingerie.
Naomi had gone home excited, hoping that the trick would get Stephen to finally notice her like he used to when they were fresh into the marriage but here, she was, laying exhausted on the bed with a full face make-over and a red lingerie that left nothing to the imagination while waiting for her husband to make it back home even though it was 12:10 am, almost five hours past his work hours. In resignation, she drifted up in sleep.
The next morning, Naomi woke up with a headache. The white pillow case was now a shade of brown and red from the make-up she had on the previous night and to crown it all up, Stephen’s side of the bed was neat, almost as if nobody had slept on it.
The sound of water running in the bathroom alerted her and she leapt to her feet to put it off. She could not remember leaving the tap running the previous night but maybe there was a pipe leak. With her hand to the handle of the bathroom door, she heard her husband soft hum as he took his bath making her glance again at the bed in confusion. She was certain that he didn’t sleep beside her but there he was taking his bath like everything was alright. He most definitely wasn’t home the previous night.
Annoyed, Naomi stepped away from the door and was about to return to the bed to wait until he was done to confront him when his phone caught her eyes. It was obvious that he tried concealing it and she wouldn’t have noticed it in the first place if the screen had not come on beneath the white shirt that he had worn to work the previous day. With trembling hands, she picked up his phone and stared down at the screen. On a normal day, she would have dropped it without paying it any attention but her curiosity got the best of her.
With a hand over her mouth, she sobbed quietly as she read through his messages. It was definitely from another woman and that woman was the person he spent the previous night with because the body of the messages centered around how much she misses him and could not wait to see him that night. Unable to take it anymore, she dropped his phone and returned to the bed as she shook her head in disbelief. Not once did it ever cross her mind that Stephen was cheating on her not after everything they had been through together. 
Her initial reaction was to confront him but on second thoughts, Naomi decided to play it all cool. She bit her lower lip in anger as his phone continued beeping with several notifications from his mistress. She finally wiped her tears and laid on the bed, trying to process everything she had just read.
Stephen finally stepped out of the bathroom with his towel wrapped around his waist and Naomi stared at his handsome features from where she laid on the bed while thoughts ran through her head. Her heart broke when the first thing he went for was his phone and tears threatened to spill down her face at how genuine he smiled as he obviously responded to the texts from his mistress. That smile used to be hers alone.
“Good morning.” She greeted while she sat up. It was obvious that he did not realize that she was awake because he jumped and his phone almost slipped out of his hand.
“Naomi, I didn’t know you were awake.” Stephen responded to her, looking her over, probably waiting for a reaction but when he continued staring, Naomi looked down and realized that she was still dressed in the lingerie from last night. She instinctively wrapped the duvet around her body and she stared back at him, trying to keep the feeling of betrayal at bay.
“I just did.” She stated a little too harsh than she intended. “Did you sleep well?”
“Yes, thanks.”
Naomi noticed that he could not look her in the eyes as he responded. Without a word, she got up from the bed and stripped in front of him. Ignoring the shocked look on his face, she padded barefoot into the bathroom and locked the door.
After crying and washing away the last shred of hope she had for her marriage, she stepped out and found Stephen sitting on the bed, dressed in just shorts. He glanced up at her and stared at her
“That was an extremely long bath, Zee.” He noted with a soft smile.
The fact that he used the nickname he gave her years ago took her by surprise but she didn’t allow it to sway her for long. “Yeah, I had to wash the heavy make-up off my face.” She explained nonchalantly as she dried the water off her body.
Naomi stiffened as he walked up to her and wrapped his arms around her before pulling her into a hug and kissing her forehead tenderly. 
“I have missed your scent.” He said, inhaling deeply.
She felt her heart melt and softened into the hug, burrowing into his chest but as she closed her eyes, images of the text she saw on his phone popped up again and she detached herself from the hug.
“I have to prepare for work, Stephen.” She explained, waiting to be released from his arms but he lowered his mouth to hers instead and kissed her, slowly then passionately.
She felt her anger dissipate as she kissed him back without restraint. He grabbed her neck softly and tilted her head up before descending to her neck and nipping at the sensitive spot at the base of her delicate throat, making her moan in reckless abandon.
“I have to go to work.” She stated weakly again and laced her hand through his hair.
“Fine.” He stopped. “Just because you asked nicely.” He teased and spanked her playfully on her buttock before returning to the bed.
Naomi stared at him strangely as he sat, engrossed with his phone. She would have thought everything was perfectly fine but she knew better now. She quietly dressed in a knee-length pink gown that flattered her long legs and showed a bit of cleavage before sitting down to do a light make-over.
She caught Stephen giving her weird looks in the mirror several times and smiled inwardly, knowing what exactly he was thinking of. When she was done, she placed her long-straight wig on her neatly braided corn rolls and sprayed her mixture of scents before walking up to Stephen and giving him a brief kiss.
“I’m off to work.” She announced, sashaying towards the door in her form fitting gown.
“Naomi?”
 Stephen’s voice stopped her as she was about leaving the the room.
“Yes?”
“Are you really going to work?”
She simply smiled at him in a sultry manner and proceeded to shut the door behind her.
*****
“Someone looks cherry.”
Stella teased as Naomi made her way into the office but the look on Stella’s face didn’t match the excitement in her voice.
“Someone doesn’t” Naomi responded. “You look worried. Are you alright?” She asked.
Stella quickly placed a fake smile on her face and waved off her worries but Naomi knew better.
“Just something minor.” She responded, trying to convince her. “How did last night go?”
Naomi broke into a smile. “Last night didn’t happen but this morning was the best I have ever had.” She lied. She wasn’t ready to tell Stella what had happened because there was a probability that she would break down in tears.
“Finally, I am happy to hear that.” Stella exclaimed but yet again, her excitement wasn’t obvious on her face. “Did he tell you where he was last night?” 
“I have no idea.” Naomi responded casually, then paused. She did not remember telling Stella that Stephen was not home.
“How did you know he wasn’t home?” She asked and watched her friend’s body language closely. She immediately knew something was wrong when Stella fidgeted and acted really suspicious.
“You mentioned it just now, Naomi.” She said, looking away. “Don’t you remember?”
Naomi shook her head and stared at Stella’s retreating figure. It was obvious that she knew something and was hiding it from her. Was it possible that she saw Stephen with someone else the previous night? 
She went into her office and focused on work while she kept an eye on Stella who successfully avoided her throughout the day. At the end of working hours, she carefully placed her things into her bag, trying to take her time and gather her thoughts before going home to face Stephen.
Remembering that she had not spoken to Stella throughout that day, she ran outside her office with her bag in hand hoping to meet Stella in her office but instead, she caught a glimpse of Stella fleeing the office with her phone to her ears.
‘Strange!’ Naomi thought to herself as she walked out of the office towards her car and searched the parking lot for Stella’s car but it was gone. Determined to make sure her friend was alright, Naomi started her vehicle and headed for Stella’s apartment instead of going home straight.
It was already dark by the time she finally made it to her place and she could confirm that Stella was already home because the light in the house was switched on and her car was parked in front of the house. Changing into her flat, she exited the car and made her way to the front door. She knocked continuously but to no avail and out of worry for her friend’s safety, she went back into her car to pick her friend’s spare key and also picked up her gun in case there was a need to use it before marching back up to the front door.
Naomi inserted and twisted the key in the lock until the door open. She breathed a sigh of relief as she gained entrance into her friend’s apartment. Looking around, she noticed that nothing was out of place except for the loud music blasting from the speakers and Stella was nowhere in sight. 
Suddenly feeling silly for thinking her friend was in trouble, she decided to leave everything as it was and head back home but just as she was about to leave, she heard Stella’s voice coming from somewhere in the house and despite the warning bells going off in her head, she went towards the direction of the voice with the gun in her left hand, ready to use it. 
Naomi finally located where the sound was coming from. Stella was in her room speaking to someone but she wasn’t sure if she was speaking on the phone or her companion was with her. She didn’t wait to find out though, she turned around to leave but another voice stopped her in her tracks. It was a familiar one. 
Changing her mind about leaving, she pressed her ears to the door and listened to voices then it dawned on her. The other voice belonged to her husband. With a surprised gasp, Naomi flung the door open and found her best friend naked in bed with her husband. On seeing her, they both scrambled to their feet and stared at her like she was a ghost that appeared out of nowhere.
“What the fuck is going on here.” Naomi screamed at the top of her lungs and hot tears “Stephen what are you doing in bed with my best friend?”
“Zee, please put the gun down.” Stephen spoke with his hands up in the air.
Naomi glanced down at her hands that were outstretched before her and realized that the gun she held was pointed towards Stella who was already crying. “Stella, why?” her voice broke as she questioned her best friend. The feeling of betrayal threatened to suffocate her and tears fell down her face, uncontrollably.
“I’m sorry, Naomi.” Stella begged with her gazed fixed on the gun that was directed towards her.
“Don’t tell me that.” Naomi screamed. “I knew he was cheating on me but it shouldn’t have been with you, Stella. I trusted you and told you everything, you were my best friend.”
“I know I fucked up….”
“Don’t give me that, just tell me why.”
“Since you badly want to know, here’s why” Stella responded with a bitter laughter as she rose to her feet, showing a sudden boldness despite the fact that the gun was still pointed at her head. “He was mine from the beginning but you stole him from me because you are more beautiful. How did you think that made me feel.” She asked staring at Naomi with a sad look on her face.
“What are you saying?” Naomi asked, looking confused.
“He approached me first, remember? We were at the park for your twenty-second birthday and you went to receive a call. He came to me and started up a conversation. Me, not you! And just like the fake friend that you are, you came back and charmed him into your hands after then, he asked for your number and you stole him away from me. Contrary to what I told you, Naomi, that was not the first time I had met him”
Naomi directed her stare towards Stephen who stood with a frown on his face as he stared at Stella in confusion. “Is that true?” She asked him
“I have no idea what she is talking about, i swear Zee.”
“Stop calling her that.” Stella yelled. “You called me that first you bloody bastard.”
“Shut up, Stella.” Stephen’s voice rang out. “You probably have me mistaken for someone else.”
“You were my first everything, Stephen.” Stella burst into tears “Why don’t you remember? You stole everything from me on one particular night when you made me feel special and ghosted me after you got what you wanted.”
Naomi’s head was beginning to ache, she brought her idle hand to massage her temple and in that brief moment, the gun was knocked out of her hand by Stella who immediately bent to retrieve it from the ground and pointed it back at her.
“Stella, calm down.” Naomi pleaded, her eyes wide in shock.
“It not so much fun when you have a gun pointed at you, is it Naomi?” Stella laughed as she aimed the gun at Naomi’s heart and fired
Stella’s words and the sound of gun were the last things that Naomi heard before she dropped to her knees in pain and the darkness enveloped her, bringing her peace.




