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Everyone Is Getting Married
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The champagne was lukewarm, a vintage that tasted more of desperation than celebration. The bass from the speakers wasn't just playing; it was an invasive force, vibrating against my molars and rattling the very foundation of my patience. If one more person, just one, asked me when it was ''my turn,'' I was going to accidentally and with great precision, spill my hibiscus cocktail on their shoes. Preferably their suede ones.

I adjusted the strap of my emerald-green lace dress. The fabric was beautiful in the boutique light, but here, in the failing air-conditioned humidity of the reception hall, it felt like a suit of itchy armor.

It was Titi's big day. Titi, my roommate from the University of Ghana, who used to spend our Friday nights weeping into a bowl of instant noodles because she feared she'd never find a man who appreciated both obscure 90s anime and the beauty of a high-yield savings account. And yet, here she was. She was glowing under the cascading fairy lights of this high-end event center in East Legon, having found her unicorn.

The room was a dizzying, kaleidoscopic blur. Vibrant kente wraps competed with expensive weaves that caught the light like silk. The air was a heavy, suffocating perfume: a mix of imported French scents, the sharp tang of hairspray, and the spicy, mouth-watering aroma of party jollof that promised a reward for surviving the speeches.

I was happy for her. I really was. I had been the one to provide the tissues for the late-night tears and the blunt reality checks for the bad dates. But I was also exhausted by the performance of it all. The forced, toothy smiles; the rhythmic, synchronized clapping; the way every ''single'' woman in the room was looked at with a mixture of pity and confusion, like a puzzle piece that had stubbornly refused to fit into the grand design.

''Adaeze! There you are! I thought you'd disappeared into the buffet line forever.''

I pasted on my Professional Bridesmaid smile, the one I'd practiced in my hallway mirror until it looked less like a grimace of pain and more like a mask of genuine joy.

It was Auntie Bimbo. She was draped in a gold-threaded head tie that looked heavy enough to cause a permanent neck injury, flanked by two other aunties whose eyes were already scanning my ring finger with the intensity of a jeweler looking for a flaw.

''Auntie, you look beautiful. That gold is definitely your color,'' I said, leaning in quickly for a double-cheek peck. It was a tactical maneuver; a moving target is harder to interrogate.

''Never mind me.'' She waved off the compliment with a hand heavy with gold bangles that jingled like a warning bell. Her eyes remained narrow and assessing, the same way she used to look at my terminal

reports in secondary school. ''Look at you. Still so pretty. Still so... independent. But you know, Adaeze, independence doesn't keep your feet warm in December, and the harmattan is coming, dear.''

The woman beside her chuckled, a dry, knowing sound that felt like being patted on the head by someone who thought you were a very confused, very stubborn puppy.

''I have thick socks, Auntie,'' I said, my voice as dry as the champagne. ''And a very high-quality space heater. Technology is a wonderful thing.''

She leaned closer, her lavender perfume a suffocating cloud of judgment. ''An algorithm, Adaeze. That's the technology you need. Did you hear about Titi? She didn't find him at church or through a family introduction. She found him on that new one. HeartSync.''

I felt the familiar, sharp prickle of resistance in my chest. In Accra, HeartSync was rapidly becoming more than an app; it was becoming a secular religion. Everywhere I looked, billboards on the Tetteh Quarshie Interchange, radio ads, whispers at the salon, people were talking about ''Harmonic Alignment'' as if it were a prophecy written in the stars rather than a line of code in a server.

''I'm happy for her, Auntie. Truly. But I think I'll stick to the old-fashioned way. Or, you know, the 'not at all' way. I have a career to build. Manuscripts don't edit themselves.

''The old-fashioned way is how people stayed in unhappy marriages for forty years because they lived on the same street and didn't have any other options,'' a voice cut in.

Chloe appeared at my side like a well-timed rescue mission, handing me a fresh hibiscus cocktail with a conspiratorial wink. I could have kissed her. Chloe was my foil, where I was all sharp edges, spreadsheets, and guarded optimism, she was soft curves, chaos, and digital enthusiasm. She wore a dress that was perhaps two inches shorter than Auntie Bimbo would approve of, and her smile was dazzling enough to distract a predator.

''Don't worry, Auntie Bimbo,'' Chloe said brightly, her eyes dancing with mischief. ''I'm working on her. I've got the app open right now like a digital exorcist. I'm going to find her a man who matches her stubbornness score point-for-point.''

Auntie Bimbo patted my cheek with a condescending smile. ''Don't wait until you're a vintage model, dear. Even the best cars lose their value once the new ones come off the line.''

As they drifted away toward the cake table, I exhaled a breath I felt like I'd been holding since the opening prayer of the ceremony. ''A vintage model? Really? Am I a 1998 Corolla now?''

''She's not wrong about the tech, Daze.'' Chloe leaned against the floral-wallpapered wall with me, her thumb already dancing across her own screen. The violet glow of her phone reflected in her eyes like a neon sign.

''HeartSync is different. It doesn't just ask if you like long walks on the beach or if you want three kids. It learns you. It tracks your biometric responses to photos. It monitors your heart rate variability. It knows when you're lying to yourself.''

''That's not romance,'' I muttered, taking a long, much-needed sip of my drink. The ginger in the cocktail burned the back of my throat, a sharp reminder of reality. ''That's surveillance. That's Big Brother trying to play Cupid with a clipboard and a stethoscope.''

''Maybe,'' Chloe shrugged, her eyes already scanning the dance floor for her next distraction. ''But your 'click' hasn't exactly been clicking lately, has it? What's the harm in a little data-driven help? Look at Titi. She's not just married; she's matched. There's a difference.''

''The harm is that I'll lose the last bit of mystery I have left,'' I said, though even to my own ears, my voice lacked its usual conviction.

The DJ transitioned into a high-energy Afrobeats track, and the dance floor exploded. Titi and her new husband were at the center of it, a whirlwind of white lace and sharp tailoring, surrounded by friends who cheered like they were witnessing a miracle. I watched them for a moment, the fairy lights reflecting in Titi's eyes. She looked safe. She looked certain.

In a city like Accra, where everything, the traffic, the electricity, the water flow, the economy, felt like a gamble, I could see why ''certainty'' was the ultimate luxury.

I looked back down at Chloe's phone. The violet eye of the HeartSync icon seemed to pulse on the screen, perfectly in time with the heavy bass vibrating in the floorboards. It was watching. It was waiting.

''I'm going to head out,'' I whispered.

''Already? The party is just starting, Daze! The jollof hasn't even done its second round, and you know the best meat is at the bottom of the pot.''

''I've had enough 'celebration' for one night. My Professional Bridesmaid battery is at one percent and I didn't bring a charger.''

Chloe laughed and squeezed my arm. ''Fine. Go. But don't think Auntie Bimbo is going to forget. She's like an elephant, but with more lace and a better memory for gossip. She'll be at your house by Sunday to check if you've 'calibrated' yet.''

I made my escape through the side exit, the cool night air of Accra hitting me like a splash of cold water. I walked toward my car, a silver 2018 Corolla that I'd paid off three months early. It was dusty from the construction near my apartment, the driver's side mirror had a slight crack from a close encounter with a trotro in Makola, and the interior smelled faintly of old peppermint tea and paper.

It was perfect. Because it was mine, I told myself.

I slid into the driver's seat and immediately clicked the safety belt. I sat in the dark for a while; the silence of the car was a blessed relief after the roar of the reception. I just sat in the manual silence of my own space, refusing to look at my phone, before I made the conscious effort to drive myself home.

Driving back toward Ridge, I watched the city lights blur past. Accra at night was beautiful, a chaotic, glowing mess of street vendors, neon pharmacy signs, and dark corners that no one could ever truly map out. I liked the chaos. I liked that you never knew which lane would move or which street light would actually work.

When I finally reached my apartment, I kicked off my heels and let the silence wash over me. It was a good silence. It was the silence of independence. But as I caught my reflection in the

hallway mirror, smudged eyeliner, tired eyes, and a floral dress that suddenly felt like a heavy, itchy costume, Auntie Bimbo's words echoed in the quiet room.

''Independence doesn't keep your feet warm in December.''

I tossed my phone onto the bed and walked to the kitchen to pour a glass of water, refusing to look at the screen. I wasn't going to do it. I was a woman of logic, a woman who edited manuscripts for a living, and logic dictated that I didn't need a machine to find my soul.

I was fine. I was perfectly, stubbornly fine.

At least, that's what I told myself until Sunday morning came knocking with the smell of Auntie Bimbo's ginger beer and the weight of a thousand expectations.
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