EGGSHELL
The moon comes out early tonight, the shimmering stars illuminates the faces of happy boys and girls as they hold hands dancing in a circle; their laughter purifies the air. Minutes later, the voices of older women echo as they call on the kids to remind them of their curfew. Their smile soon turns into a frown and in an instant, the moon dims its light as if in solidarity that it understands their plight. The kids drag their feet as they grumble into their respective homes, hoping to one day become like a bird. They daydream about adulthood and the freedom it offers, little do they know that freedom, too, comes with a garnished sauce of burden.
While all these happened, a young lady aged 20 and curvy to an extent sits somewhere in the dark, imbibing herself in its ambience; she is absent yet present. She sees herself in the kids⸺ listening to moonlight tales, playing ten-ten, and hide & seek with her age-grades, regardless of gender. She sees herself running home before night falls, and sometimes, like tonight, when the moon visits earlier than expected, her mother comes running, twisting her earlobes as she drags her into their hut. 
She remembers how like the kids, she used to grumble, too. How she wanted to grow up so fast and make decisions for herself, how she hated the curfew and how her mother polices her. Like an adult, she wants to savor the taste of making her own choices and stand by them, she wants to live life with no restriction, without anyone telling her what to do and what not to do. And that even if they do, she has the right and power to accept their advice or bin it.
This lady, who has felt caged all her life, who wanted to become as free as a bird, who wanted to soar like an eagle and spread her wings everywhere she goes did not know that freedom is like ethanol, it intoxicates, and its aftermath could be very devastating. She goes by a name that tastes like candy, the kind of name you pronounce and a smile subconsciously etches a home on your face⸺ Oyinlola; a combination of honey and wealth.
It is the Faculty of Management Science dinner party, Adulthood na Scam by Lade blazes from the speakers, young men and ladies rock one another as they mouth the lyrics of the song and dance away the semester’s stress⸺ a beautiful sight to behold. Amidst the blue and red flicker of light, Oyinlola sits in a corner, sipping from a bottle of Smirnoff in melancholic breath⸺ heart as heavy as lead. 
Few years ago, she was here, not this location, but in the same gathering, as a fresh student of the Lagos State University; a young adult fueled by youthful exuberance after finally escaping the prison her mother caged her in⸺ a prison she calls a home. It was on that day she met the bone of her bone; a phrase coined by the Gen Zs to mean heartthrob⸺ he, whose ribs were removed to create her. Femi was tall, dark and good-looking; a kind of guy every lady would trip for, and Oyin (as she is called for short) is no different.
Oyin sips her drink absent-mindedly, reminiscing about the event that unfurled at her boyfriend’s apartment some hours earlier⸺ an argument that grew into a storm and drowned her emotions. They say trust is like virginity; once lost, never regained, and this lady, while trying to tame the noisy demons in her head with bottles of alcohol can’t help but wonder why her breakfast got served at lunch-hour.
” Hey. Why have you stopped picking my calls?  Why have you been avoiding me? You have finally gotten what you want and now want to abandon me, abi? So, it’s true that Femis are good-for-nothing Yoruba demons? Call me back asap or see me at your doorstep before nightfall.” She typed the message with mixed emotions; of pain and regret, salty particles rolled down her cheek as though they were in a relay race; one overtaking the other at intervals before she finally hit the send button. She waited for hours but a response never came through, so she kicked her legs into motion until she finally arrived at his doorstep.
She wrapped her anger and anguish into a fist and aimed it at the door as though it were a punching bag, repeatedly, until it was opened and then she bolted in, like thunder. First, the words escaped out of her mouth like someone eating a hot boiled yam until it gradually metamorphosed into tears and they⸺ the words stopped coming. “You don finally comot your eyes bah, you don comot your eyes now you wan come dump me. Lai lai, ko possible.” 
Femi dragged his collar from her grasp, “Get off me, you idiot! You think you can fool me bah! You kept lying about being a virgin until we finally had the chance to engage in an intercourse two months back. You think I be ode abi? Only God knows how many lies you have told me! I have finally thought about it and have concluded that I can’t continue to be in a relationship with a liar. Get off, ashawo!” he shouted back at her, his voice as thunderous as his physique. 
Oyin slumped into a chair, she couldn’t believe her ears. Her mother had warned her never to engage in pre-marital sex, and that she fulfilled, until she met Femi to whom she gave her virginity, out of freewill, out of love or lust or whatever the case may be. And now, he has accused her of lying about her sexuality⸺ about being a virgin, and that left her dumbfounded.
She tried to open her mouth but words weren’t forthcoming. If tears were a tool to measure innocence, she’d have cried her heart out, just so he could believe her. She wondered why a man who had thrusted her a few nights ago would that evening, distrust her with so much passion. He had claimed she wasn’t a virgin because he saw no sign of blood, because his bedsheet had no traces of her blood, unlike the Nollywood movies he watched growing up. He felt betrayed, that she had insulted his intelligence and there was no going back, he would no longer have anything to do with her and her explanation regardless of its weight holds no water, she go explain tire, no evidence.
Oyinlola stares into the crowd, into nothingness, as she empties one bottle after another until her eyelids begin to fail her. Her friend had warned against attending the dinner party after what happened but she countered her opinion and argued that the best way to get over a heartbreak is to drink your sorrows away. Maybe she is right or maybe not.
She wakes up the next morning in one of the rooms adjoined to the lounge they partied, with all that transpired after the event being a mystery to her drunken self. She goes home clouded in a series of thought, clueless as to why she didn’t bleed that night, the night which out of the bounty of her freedom offered herself to her man. She misses her mother, she would never have allowed her stay so late outside, talk more of spending it at a man’s. There’s no cause for regret, she has made her choice and would now face the consequences. 
She makes up different hypothesis as to the reason behind her predicament⸺ having her first sexual intercourse without bleeding. She thinks about the possibility of her being raped in the past without her knowledge but none of them are feasible. She surfs the net for information, hoping to find something genuine, something that would put her mind at ease, that truly, she never lied about her virginity, and there, she lays her hand on a piece of cake. 
The following day, before the sun from the East travelled to the West, she finds her way to a nearby hospital where she explains her discovery to the lady doctor who in turn explained to her in a layman’s term⸺ in clearer terms. She lets her know that sometimes, a lady can engage in sexual intercourse for the first time and yet have no drop of blood. She explains hymenal tissue and how some girls are born with a little of it, that whether a girl bleeds also partly depends on if the hymen is stretched or torn before sex, that it is possible for this to happen from vigorous physical activity, tampon insertion, and masturbation or fingering.
Oyinlola, a sport enthusiast, who is her department’s sport director, though confused, heaves a sigh of relief, that she has been vindicated, that truly, it was Femi and no one else who disflowered her. She knows there’s no way he would believe her because the human mind has been programmed to believe that a lady can only be confirmed to be a virgin when there are blood stains⸺ an archaic practice.
Determined to save face, to take back her pride which Femi had butchered with words, she goes to his house, banged it like she did some days earlier and sputtered her words, each letter floating in the air before finally finding its way to his hearing. With half-belief, half-doubt, he marches her out of his house and she wonders if he truly ever loved her. 
It’s been 5 weeks since Oyin spat at the sky and it landed on her ex’s face. It’s been 5 weeks of nursing the pain of being heartbroken and yet another dilemma visits her. It’s been more than a month since she last saw her period; she counts her fingers like a kid learning the principle of addition, fear rents a home on her worried face⸺ a mystery gradually weaving into a misery. 
She had watched several videos on how to know one’s pregnancy state via Facebook ads, so, she rushes to a nearby pharmacy to buy a pregnancy test strip. The pharmacist, a young man in his late twenties tries to engage her in a conversation but she wouldn’t grant him audience. “Another Femi in a lab coat”, she mutters to herself.  She buys about 4 different brands of the strip, hoping to test and re-test to be sure of her predicament but fortunately and unfortunately, she tested positive in all. 
“How can I be pregnant? This had better not be pregnancy!”, she paces to and fro her one-room apartment, trying to calculate her ovulation date with the first time she had sex which also happens to be the last. She mumbles certain words to herself, she is beginning to lose her mind, literally and figuratively. A few weeks back, she had seen the symptoms but shrugged it off as malaria and now she’s a month gone and not even her ex-boyfriend, Femi, is responsible.
She traces back her ovulation date to the dinner party but the night’s event remained blurry. She asks her friend with whom she attended the party how she sat at the lounge drinking and yet woke up in a room with her short gown slightly rumpled, but her friend had no clear answer to give. “I don’t know. I danced all through the night” was all she could mutter. She cries, hoping to drown in her own tears, her eyeball taking the form of Sango’s⸺ the Yoruba god of lightning and thunder. 
Oyin is pregnant and doesn’t even know the father of the unborn child. Little did she know that someone had sneaked into the room that night to make out with her. The guy, a suitor who she regarded as her personal ATM and had put on a waiting list concluded that he needed to pay her back for fooling him all these times while in a relationship. So, with her friend’s support, his plan was perfectly executed. 
She contemplates abortion but remembers her mother’s admonition, about how it is a taboo in their family lest they die untimely. She always thought freedom was bliss but has now realized it can be a burden, too. She wonders what her mother would say on hearing that her only child is pregnant at such a tender age. She wonders why like her mum she would have to give birth to a bastard, too. She wonders if like she did her mum, the child would despise her, too. 
The moon comes out early tonight, the shimmering stars illuminates the faces of happy boys and girls as they hold hands dancing in a circle; their laughter purifies the air. Minutes later, the voices of older women echo as they call on the kids to remind them of their curfew. Their smile soon turns into a frown and in an instant, the moon dims its light as if in solidarity that it understands their plight. The kids drag their feet as they grumble into their respective homes, hoping to one day become like a bird. They daydream about adulthood and the freedom it offers, little do they know that freedom, too, comes with a garnished sauce of burden. Somewhere in the dark, Oyinlola drags her daughter from the gathering, pinches her earlobe and leads her home. 
