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	Love is a two way street. To love is to be Just. To be just is to love. 

	To be grateful to love is a law, to be grateful for law is to be love. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	DEDICATION

	 

	This book is dedicated to the Holy Spirit, the Greatest love of my life. No one would ever love like you. There is no one I would ever love more than you. In you, true wisdom is found. 
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	CHAPTER ONE  

	The times were simpler then. I didn’t think about the future every second of the day. I enjoyed every moment, every experience, every feeling, I basked in it like it was something new no matter how many times it occurred. 

	 

	It was in a way something new each time, it was a new awakening, a new perspective to the routine. It was a new me in every precedence. And I loved it. My friends called it pessimistic. Really they called me unapproachable, unbearable, negative, and sour. But I liked the pessimistic compliment more. It was a compliment. I interpreted their admiration. It was resolute they wanted to say, realistic, grounded and here. I was always there for them. 

	 

	Samantha would say “Get a life, stop being scared to dream” and I would say “I have achieved all these. Someone without dreams wouldn’t even come close.” What I called achievement was my academic result each year, I was the class topper and my just a little over a thousand followers on social media.

	 

	 You see it was 2017, social media was just becoming a thing. I did not drink which was strange for guys my age, I definitely didn’t take substances, I did not attend parties. I did not have a love life. My friend were Mide, a Yoruba boy from Ondo state whose family were based in Lagos. He had a car the most of which we did not see, except on social media. He wore expensive corporate suit and it goes without saying, the most expensive shoes and perfume. I liked him but not best, he would have done anything for me. Had I asked him to kill someone he would kill them and confer with me later. And he did, this one time I remember clearly. Jesse was running for the position of Vice president of Lawsa. 

	 

	There was always a chemistry between us. We had a thing. She was short and unattractive and I was short and attractive but that was not the only thing. There was a restlessness. I did not know why, then I did not. She was in all sincerity, fairly capable for the position. She had been the assistant class rep of the class for almost three years and she had done an amazing job. 

	 

	But the restlessness persisted even after I carefully analysed everything she had done for the class, over and over again. So we called for a meeting. Myself and my friends whom I will later introduce to you. As it turned out, this restlessness was not felt by only me. Maybe it was like mindedness, maybe it was that birds of a feather flocked together, but whatever it was started the meeting.

	 

	 

	 I did not want to ask the rhetoric question “why would Jesse rule us” so I asked instead “why would a woman rule us”. My harmless question couched to protect the feelings of a lady carried farther than I intended. Before long, the feminists in my class, because as with social media, feminist had just began to exist.

	 

	 At least it seemed that way, sent me back to the hell I crawled out from. Literally in their own words. With the hate that followed, it became exigent to prove my harmlessness and that like a dove all I wanted was the best interest of all that was involved. 

	 

	Mide was the best solution I could think of. He was less conspicuous because he was unattractive and friendly and as expected he accepted the challenge. Before long, an unlikely friendship formed between Mide and Jesse. He would go to her hostel regularly and she would cook and they would eat together.

	 

	 She would tell him about her boyfriend who was abusive and Mide made up stories to stress the display of trust was both ways. Finally he got what he wanted. A screenshot of a message she sent to him In one of her open heart sessions with him. A single sentence was all it took to end her              career “I really hate that class”. The message was on the class group chat less than thirty minutes after she sent it to Mide. 

	 

	The next morning, she was sitting alone In the centre of the class theatre, with all seats around her visibly empty. I did feel sympathy for her but at least, we soon had a new class representative for the position of Vice President.  There were no words that could describe how grateful I was to Mide.

	 

	 He had not only done what I wanted, he had savaged my reputation. He could have decided not to proceed after tales and tales of the sub stories she fed him. In my own words “abort the mission” but he did not. Mide was just that loyal to me and had always been. 

	 

	He clung to every word I said and believed I was the most intelligent person. He wasn’t exactly a Yes Man but every reason for any disagreement on any stance I took was always founded, never based on sentiments. I couldn’t say why he found me so attractive but it was not a one sided relationship. I did think of him like the brother I already had which was unfortunate for him. That meant I spent each day tormenting him and making him feel less down. Still, he continued to love me. 

	 

	 

	 

	Christian was my ride or die. We were always everywhere together. We were both short and had the same fashion sense, which meant coincidentally we dressed alike often. 

	 

	People couldn’t tell us apart when they met with us for the first time. In all sincerity, I think they could. It was one of those peffy things people said to me. It was normal for me, receiving these praises. They weren’t exactly compliments to sooth my ego, they weren’t to please me or make me happy. They would just say things like that. Strange and absurd thing, and would say so blushing hard. 

