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PART ONE 

“You're so cute," she murmurs with a raspy voice, her petite figure exuding 

charm. A blush creeps over my cheeks, as it always does when she compliments 

me. I pull her closer, the scent of her strawberry-scented skin now more 

intoxicating. Cynthia Daniel is unlike any other woman I'd ever dated; we fit 

together perfectly, like two peas in a pod. 

"We need to get ready," she reminds me, and I groan playfully. I can lie here 

with her all day without missing the world for a second, except my mom, Agnes. 

Cece stands up, and I hurriedly follow, sweeping her up in my arms as she 

giggles in delight. "Where are you going to?" I inquire, gently placing her atop 

me. Our eyes lock, burning with passion. 

Leaning closer, she whispers seductively, "We're going to be late." Her lips brush 

against mine before she pulls away. "Do we have to go?" I protest, and we both 

chuckle at the irony of my statement, given my love for fashion. She has 

managed to dethrone fashion as my first love and become my true one. 

A few minutes later, she wins the battle, and we begin dressing up. I retrieve my 

garment bag, which contains a killer outfit. Turning to the side, I watch Cece 

sway her hips to the rhythmic beats of Asake. I find myself entranced by her sexy 

moves, moving in sync with the music. 

In front of the mirror, we dance, our reflections gazing back at us. "She’s so 

beautiful," I think, twirling her around with a swoop. "Whoo," she exclaims with a 

blush, making me blush in return. 

We sway together, locked in an intimate gaze as if it’s our first dance. Her hands 

circle my neck, and I pull her closer by her waist. Leaning in, I kiss her softly, her 

response setting my insides on fire. Four months into our relationship and every 

kiss feels like the first, a testament to our true love. 

She gently pushes me away, saying, "Obi, we need to get ready." "Fine," I reply, 

reluctantly letting her go. 

I head to the bed where my garment bag lay, preparing to put on my outfit for 

the night—a pink suit with a silk shirt, perfectly paired with black three-inch 

heeled boots. 



As I start dressing, Cece approaches with a less-than-pleased expression. "Is this 

what you're wearing?" she asks, wearing a fake smile, and I sense something is 

amiss. 

"Yes," I answer, noticing the disappointment in her quivering lips and darkened 

eyes. She touches my arm, her smile still forced, and concern grips me. "What's 

this about?" I wonder. 

"My sisters and parents will be there," she explains, perplexing me further. I have 

never met her family, but she claims they know about me, so her request puzzles 

me. 

She bites her lip, clearly struggling to find the right words. "You know I love you 

and your style, but..." She pauses, and my heart sinks. The room suddenly loses its 

brightness and is replaced by a looming darkness. This is my recurring nightmare, 

the sixth time, to be precise. 

At this juncture allow me to introduce myself. In the words of my dad, "I'm not a 

normal man." He would often guide me on how to present and conceal myself, 

ensuring that society wouldn't question my masculinity, just as he did. 

The problem isn’t my physique; I’m reasonably attractive with a light complexion 

and a petite frame. People used to say I take after my dad in looks but after my 

mom in behavior, referring to my effeminate voice and sway of my hips. To 

make matters worse, I fell in love with fashion in a way that often leads to one 

assumption, the same assumption Cece is now trying to prevent her family from 

making. 

I remove my shirt and place it back in the garment bag. Cece stands behind 

me, her touch soft against my back. Normally, this will lead me to turn around 

and kiss her passionately, but her doubt about my identity makes me hesitant. 

"I should just go home," I say, my voice filled with sadness. "What? No!" she 

protests, turning me to face her, revealing my inner turmoil. She holds my hands, 

sadness mirrored in her eyes. "Obinna, please. I want you by my side tonight." 

She moves closer, her bust pressed against my chest. She looks up at me with 

her big doe eyes and she says in the sweetest voice "I love you.” This is usually 

my kryptonite but my fear protects me from falling. 



I push her back gently and I say with a trembling voice and fear deeply rooted 

in my eyes "I never thought you saw me that way." "I don't but-" she says 

struggling to express herself. 

"I just want them to like you first before..." She sighs heavily and finally resigns to 

the bed unable to contain the heat of the conversation. 

I look at her and the delicate struggle of her eyes mirror my inner tumult, though 

to a lesser degree. I hate making her sad. I understand her perspective, 

however, it’s still painful to hide my true self but I love her enough to make the 

sacrifice. 

Turning around, I kneel in front of her. I take her delicate, manicured hands, and 

help her stand. "I'll change," I say, and a glimmer of hope returns to her eyes. We 

embrace, both of us knowing that love sometimes means concealing who you 

truly are to protect the ones you cherish. 

Thirty minutes after leaving Cece's apartment, I pull into my compound with a 

frantic haste as I try to make up for lost time. As I enter the house, my mom, a 

delightful, chubby, dark-skinned woman in her sixties, emerges from the kitchen, 

dressed in her usual blouse and wrapper. It’s amusing how I possess such a keen 

sense of fashion, yet none of it seems to rub off on my mom in all my twenty-

seven years. 

"You're back?" she inquires in Igbo. I hurry down the corridor and tell her I have 

encountered a wardrobe mishap; I lie, not wanting her to worry. She too had 

suffered emotional wounds watching me endure my father's relentless attempts 

to mold me into his version of a man. 

Just as I’m about to enter my room, a peculiar scent, my father's distinctive 

cologne, assaults my senses. This is strange because my dad has been dead for 

two years. I freeze before my parents' room, experiencing a haunting déjà vu. 

"Chinedu!" my mother screamed as my father slapped me hard across my fair 

face, leaving the imprint of four fingers. I was only eleven, but this marked the 

fifth time my father had struck me. 

"Are you a woman?" he barked in a terrifying voice, spittle covering my 

frightened face. 



Shaking off the memory, I enter my room and sit on the bed. Worries of returning 

to my past, of hiding and pretending to be my father's version of a man, plague 

me. 

"No, Cece loves me," I reassure myself, banishing the troubling thoughts. 

Ten minutes later, I stand before the mirror, elegantly dressed in a black suit and 

a shimmering black blouse. I strike a pose, emphasizing the length of my legs, 

unable to deny how good I look. 

"Oh, shoot, I have to go!" I exclaim, dashing out of my room. "You're leaving 

again?" my mother remarks in Igbo, and I answer from outside the door. 

I arrive at the event venue, the opening of Cece's sister's store in Victoria Island. 

She claims to have an investor, but Cece suspects the investor might be a 

married lover. 

Stepping into the store, I’m impressed by the extravagant space and setup. It 

exudes glamour and the scent of luxury wafts through the air. 

Spotting my girl in her stunning purple outfit—a two-piece skirt with feathered 

edges paired beautifully with a glittering bralette—I can’t help but admire her 

beauty and sensuality for a moment before approaching her. As I make my way 

to her, a waiter offers me a glass of champagne. "Fancy," I comment as I 

accept it; a quick sip confirms it’s indeed top-notch. 

I stand behind Cece, tapping her with a smile. She turns to me, but her smile 

fades into a disappointing frown. 

"What's wrong?" I inquire, puzzled. She takes my hand and leads me to a corner. 

"What are you wearing?" she asks through clenched teeth, annoyance heavy in 

her tone, which surprises me. 

"I thought you said you understood," she asks her brows now approaching her 

hairline, and now the one left baffled is me. "I did," I reply in an evidently 

surprised tone. 

"We're wearing the same blouse?" she exclaims, her tone increasingly irritated. 

"You're wearing a bralette; how is it the same?" I retort. 



She attempts to lead me toward the door, but I remove her hand. "Cece, what's 

going on?" I demand. "Please, just go change," she pleads, leaving me 

dumbfounded. 

I’m about to voice my frustration when a woman approaches us. I recognize her 

from the photos Cece has shown me—it’s her mother. 

Cece quickly shifts her frown into a warm smile and embraces her mother. "And 

who is this?" her mother inquires, but the moment has already been marred; a 

moment I have eagerly anticipated, now tainted. I look at Cece's forced smile, 

stunned by the woman before me. 

Two hours have passed since Cece and I had a near blowout. The party has 

been fantastic, helping us move past our minor disagreement. The festivity is still 

in full swing, and everyone is dancing to the DJ's infectious tunes. 

Cece holds me close, gazing at me apologetically with a charming expression, 

and I can’t help but laugh. We move to the dance floor, our bodies swaying to 

the beats of Davido's "Feel." All previous tensions seem to melt away, replaced 

by love and it feels like us again. 

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  PART TWO 

The following day is Saturday, and I allow myself a few more hours in bed, much 

deserved after the emotional rollercoaster of the previous day. Though Cece 

and I had left the party on good terms, a lingering hurt remains within me due to 

her behavior. It had caught me off guard, and I’m yet to process it fully. 

Rushing through my morning routine, I say my prayer before checking my 

phone. My WhatsApp is flooded with messages, an unusual occurrence. As I 

skim through them, a video sent by one of my friends catches my eye. I 

recognize the pattern on the shirt—it’s mine. 

"What the heck is this?" I mutter under my breath, my eyes widening as I see 

Cece and I sharing a passionate kiss in the same video. I jump out of bed, hastily 

throwing on a sweatshirt and shorts. 

I make my way to Cece's apartment, pressing the doorbell with a sense of 

urgency. The door opens, and Cece stands before me, her makeup still on from 

the previous day. I raise the video to her eye level, but her lack of surprise shocks 

me even more. "Come in," she says. 

We find ourselves in her bedroom, and she wears a nonchalant look as if there’s 

no reason to be alarmed. "I can explain," she says, sparing me the need to ask. 

"Alright, go ahead," I reply, still confused by how a video of us has ended up on 

the internet and even more astonished that it exists in the first place. 

"After you left, I received a lot of heat from my sisters," she begins. "Heat about 

what?" I inquire. "They made comments about you being gay," she explains in a 

hushed tone, and I freeze, my recurring nightmare manifesting once again. 

Cece approaches me, her eyes filled with tears. "I told them they are way off," 

she continues, and it finally dawns on me why my red briefs have made their 

debut on the internet. 

"I just wanted to prove to them that you're straight," she confesses. "By releasing 

an intimate video of us?" I retort, disbelief washing over me. I look at her with 

eyes filled with hurt. 

"And you, do you think I'm gay?" I question, dreading the words coming out of 

my mouth. "No!" she exclaims loudly, attempting to touch me, but I move away. 



She proceeds to apologize, her tears flowing freely, but I can’t see past her 

unforgivable actions. 

Seated in bewilderment, I ponder how to navigate this perplexing situation. My 

father's critical voice echoes in my mind as if saying, "I told you so." Perhaps he’s 

right; perhaps the world will forever perceive me as homosexual, making me an 

outsider in the heterosexual realm. 

Rising from my seat, I move toward the door, and Cece rushes to me, grasping 

my hand. "Obi, please, I'm sorry," she pleads amidst her tears. I turn to her and 

pose a question, "Would you still be with me if I didn't change who I am?" 

Without hesitation, she replies, "Yes." Encouraged, I ask, "What about in front of 

your family?" She hesitates, her gaze shifting away. A sad smile creeps onto my 

lips, eventually turning into laughter. "It's okay, Cece," I reassure her and walk 

out. 

"Obi!" she calls after me, and every fiber of my being wants to return, but that 

would be foolish. I find myself back at square one, battling self-loathing and 

yearning to be someone else; perhaps it’s time to finally embrace the fake 

persona my dad crafted. 

Leaving Cece's apartment, my heart aches with sorrow. As I enter my home, the 

scent of Oha soup greets me, but my heartbreak leaves no room for appetite. 

I head to my room, then a sudden idea strikes and I detour into my parents' 

room. I approach the wardrobe and retrieve a box containing some of my 

dad's clothes. Back in my room, I open the box, revealing a collection of dark-

coloured senators and a few agbadas. Among them, I choose a navy blue 

senator that still carries a faint trace of my dad's harsh cologne. 

Standing before the mirror a few minutes later, dressed in the navy blue senator, 

I can't help but chuckle at how much I resemble him. 

"Can I truly pretend to be this man?" I ponder, standing at a crossroads. My love 

for Cece is profound, but she seems to demand nothing less than my very 

essence. "Can I give that to her?" I question myself. After scrutinizing my 

reflection for a while, I burst into laughter, exclaiming, "I look utterly absurd." 

My phone's notification interrupts my thoughts—a lengthy message from Cece, 

full of apologies. Another idea sparks within me, and I know what to do. 



Evening falls and I drive to Cece's family house in Lekki. She had mentioned a 

family gathering, and I have decided to test the depth of her affection. 

Stepping out of the car, I stride toward the house, my legs adorned in shiny 

black patent leather shoes. One leg exudes confidence, while the other holds 

all my fears, as the fringes of my shirt flutter in the wind. 

I find myself before her door. It swings open and Cece stares at me in surprise. I 

can't discern if it's because I hadn’t informed her of my visit, my unconventional 

blue attire, or perhaps the exposure of my smooth chest. 

"Obi!" she exclaims, her voice filled with shock. "I won't pretend," I say, staring 

directly into her eyes, although my heart quivers. She swallows hard and 

nervously bites her lip, which only heightens my anxiety. 

"So what will it be? Can I come in?" I ask, holding onto the last thread of my 

confidence. She glances back into the house and then at me, her anxiety still 

evident. 

Suddenly, a smile graces her beautiful face, and I light up in response. The door 

swings open wide, and I enter. Cece closes the door and takes my hand. I raise 

her hand and plant a sweet kiss that makes her blush. 

I turn to her, mirroring the radiant smile she wears. I look up, silently hoping that 

my dad is watching and he’s happy for me.  


