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Disclaimer 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either 

the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to 

actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 
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Dedication 

To all the brave hearts out there who have known betrayal but risen up from their downfalls to 

become better human beings 
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CHAPTER ONE 

It was 6:00pm, an hour since Matthew had said he would be coming over when she had called 

him. Her agitation wouldn’t let her sit still by the window where she kept peeping, hoping for the 

welcomed sight of Matthew. Her restlessness could be seen as she stood up from her window 

watch and began to pace the room like a person in a trance. She would walk to the window and 

gaze out before walking the entire length of the room again, her lips moving with no words 

coming out; all her words were running through her dazed mind. 

“What will I do with the body?” That was the million dollar question that kept haunting her mind 

as she waited for Matthew. She wasn’t bothered about the life of the twenty-six year old that she 

had just ended abruptly. There was no trace of remorse in her features as she stood over the 

lifeless body. She moved away from the body and huddled in a corner, drawing her knees close 

to her chin, letting her hair fall in loose waves about her face. Her twenty year old face had the 

confused expression most young people have in moments they are confronted with the harsh 

realities of adulthood and the fragility of childhood.  

She checked her Rolex wristwatch which her mother had gifted her on the occasion of her 

twentieth birthday. Another two hours had passed and there was still no sign of Matthew. She 

stood up and stretched her leg which had gone numb from the lack of blood circulation due to 

her awkward sitting position. She had been sitting huddled that way for well over an hour. She 

went to the window and peered outside, it was pitch dark. Edmund Crescent was one of those 

places that activities halted quickly and by 8:00pm, everywhere was as silent as a graveyard. 

Two hours later, she decided it was time to make a move with or without Matthew. With a 

strength that surprised her, she managed to drag the body to the backyard. The moon looked like 



Twenty 
 

5 
it was brighter than usual that night sitting comfortably in the starless sky, its piercing glow 

seeming to mock her with its illuminating rays and she found herself shivering a bit as a gust of 

cold wind teased her skin. 

“Lord I know I’ve killed a man, I don’t ask for your mercy, I ask for you to forgive this idiot and 

my only wish for him is to rot in hell.” These were the last words that accompanied the body to 

its shallow grave about two hours later and she made her way back into the house. Again, her 

thought went to Matthew.  She felt too tired to try and call him again that night instead making a 

mental note to let him know her displeasure and disappointment at his not showing up despite 

her telling him how urgent it was she needed to see him. She headed for the kitchen where she 

sat down and lit a cigarette, inhaling the smoke to soother her frayed nerves. When she was done 

with her smoke, she stripped off her clothes and headed towards the bathroom, snagging a bottle 

of wine on her way out of the kitchen.  

As she lied in the hot water bath, she listened to a radio presenter talk about relationships and 

family life on a late night radio show. She must have fallen asleep in the tub because she was 

suddenly startled back into consciousness by the shrill ring of the telephone. Still naked, she 

quickly ran into the kitchen to pick up the phone, her sleep befuddled mind concluding it must be 

Matthew calling this late. 

“You better have a good explanation for standing me up last night Matthew,” she barked into the 

receiver but the voice at the other end startled her.  

It wasn’t Matthew’s voice. “Hello am I on to Miss Ugochukwu please?” The voice waited for 

her to confirm her identity before continuing, “I’m Detective Chidi from Sabo Police Station.” 
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“Okay? How may I help you?” 

“I am afraid I would need you to come in to identify a body. We think it might be someone you 

know.” She laughed derisively and hung up without another word. Two deaths in one night! 

“What is Edmund Crescent turning into?” she yelled into the silent night. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

The alarm went off at exactly 7a.m. and her first thought was to shut out the offending noise. She 

stretched out her arm towards the shrilling alarm and silenced it. Immediately the noise stopped, 

her mind also came awake. She jerked up guiltily like someone stung by an insect and her eyes 

went to the mirror standing between her pink coloured wardrobe. Her eyes were swollen but not 

from heavy sleep but the lack of sleep. One look at her face could tell anyone she hadn’t slept 

well.  

How can I have a peaceful night considering yesterday’s activities? She thought to herself 

wryly.  That thought flooded her mind with the events of the previous day and she knew she 

wasn’t going to be getting the murder out of her mind anytime soon. She climbed out of bed with 

trepidation and took a look around the room. For a brief second, her eyes rested on a portrait of 

herself hanging by the door. The dark eyes framed by long brows seemed to stare back at her 

guiltily and she shifted her gaze away to the picture of her mom and late dad but she only found 

more condemnation in their eyes as well. She stared at the sign on the door “Strong Lasgidi 

Babe”, and smiled wryly. Even she wasn’t aware she was that strong until yesterday. 

The bloodstains need to be cleaned before mom gets back, she thought to herself. She had been 

too tired after that hurried burial to do anything else but take that bath. It would have been easier 

only if Mathew had shown up she thought but as quickly as that thought came, she dismissed it. 

She took another look at her swollen face in the mirror before slipping on a robe and heading out 

to begin the cleaning. As she began the scrubbing, starting from the living room floor, her mind 

flashed to the activities of yesterday. 

David was her mother’s boyfriend and although he was always polite and pleasant to her, she 

wasn’t particularity fond of him. Maybe it had to with the thought that he was about to replace 
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her father in her mother’s life.  He had come calling and she had informed him her mother 

wasn’t home. She was watching a TV program and she went right back to it, plopping into the 

couch and munching on her chocolate cookies like he wasn’t present. He tried starting a 

conversation but her monosyllabic replies were enough to discourage any conversation. 

“You are really beautiful you know?” he said and as he had intended, that caught her attention 

and she looked at him.  

The smile on his face sickened her and she muttered an off handed thank you. He shifted closer 

to her on the couch and tried to take her in his arms but she jumped up immediately and that was 

when the beast in him unleashed itself. She fought like a wounded tigress and he chased her right 

to the dining area just by the end of the living room. As he pinned her down, she yanked 

frantically at the table cloth, trying to find something to pull herself up. The table cloth came 

spilling its content on the floor, jug, plates, a jar of peanut butter, a beverage tin and then the 

knife. She didn’t think twice when her hand closed around the handle of the knife. She grabbed it 

and plunged it into his back. She kept plunging till he was limp and then she pushed him off her. 

She stared in horror at the blood and oozing out of the wounds and it hit her she had just killed 

someone. 

“How could he even think of doing that to me?” She asked herself under her breath. She was 

feeling tired again from the scrubbing. Her body still ached from his assault and her head was 

beginning to throb, the warning signs of a coming headache. I need to clear my mind and 

perhaps writing down the events would help, she thought and brought out her diary. 

Friday October 26th  



Twenty 
 

9 
I’m way pass greeting you dear diary. I’m so scared…. I’ve killed someone and I buried 

him myself.  Funny thing is that I feel no remorse at all. Was it my fault?? It was only 

self-defense…. If I hadn’t killed him he’d have hurt me badly.  He’d have hurt my mother 

and robbed me of my treasure. Matthew is nowhere to be found. I am still expecting his 

call… 

Just then her mobile phone rang and she ran to the living room, praying it was Matthew calling.  

“Hello,” she barked into the phone 

“I know what you did, I saw it all…” the voice was gruff and that of a man.  

Her blood ran cold and suddenly the room seemed to be spinning. “Who is 

this…What..what…what are you talking about?” She stammered even as she leaned against the 

table, trying not to drop the phone in her hand. 

“I saw you, the corpse you buried last night. Check, where you hid it, dead men don’t walk.” The 

line went dead and she dropped the phone with a bang as she ran out to the backyard. The 

shallow grave looked freshly dug out and a peek inside confirmed her fears, the body was gone. 

She stumbled back in fear just as the doorbell peeled. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

She stood rooted to the spot listening to the ringing door bell. Whoever it is should just go, she 

thought to herself as she sat on the floor and began drawing patterns in the dirt with her fingers. 

The visitor didn’t seem like he or she wanted to leave as the peeling doorbell was now 

accompanied by banging. She stood up hesitantly and went inside, looking at the door as if some 

horror was going to walk in through the door. 

“Chioma are you in there? Open the door.” Her mother’s voice sent a wave of relief washing 

over her and she hurriedly opened the door. She embraced her mother tightly as if her life 

depended on it and Mrs. Ugochukwu had to disengage herself when she felt the hug had gone on 

for too long. 

“It seems like somebody missed me.”  Mrs. Ugochukwu said with a laugh. At thirty-eight, she 

bore a striking resemblance to her twenty year old daughter whom she birthed at eighteen years. 

They looked more like sisters than mother and daughter but that was a situation beyond her 

control as she had been a victim of rape.  Her parents disowned her when they found out she was 

pregnant. She was going through too much pain and shame she never bothered to tell them she 

was raped. At a young age, she became responsible for another life and she managed on her own 

sufficiently till she met Harry. Harry was willing to marry her and take care of the baby and 

though she didn’t like the fact that he was about twenty seven years her senior, she married him 

for his riches in order to secure a better life for her daughter. Now in her late thirties, she was 

still very much the head turner she had been as a teenager and one look at her explained where 

Chioma got her good looks from. 
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Mrs. Ugochukwu didn’t look like someone who had lost a husband two years ago. Following her 

husband’s death, she began to have problems with her brother-in-law who was after his brother’s 

money and he began to torment her calling her a witch who bewitched his brother into marrying 

her. Chioma was after all not his brother’s daughter and what right had she to his wealth when 

she has no child for him. She didn’t argue, her husband left most of his properties to her and she 

simply sold everything and with the money disappeared from their Abuja residence to relocate to 

Lagos. She bought an apartment at Edmund Crescent and started an interior decorating business 

which flourished rapidly. A year later, she diversified into the world of modelling and 

established an agency.  

It was through the agency she met David. The handsome twenty-four year old reminded her of 

all her femininity and womanly needs and she began to crave for him with an insatiable longing. 

She was the beautiful rich widow and he was the young blood that could satisfy her 

needs. Against her better judgement, she kick started a relationship with him and they had been 

together about three months before the rape incident with Chioma. 

“Yes I missed you mom. I have been at home all day since yesterday when you left me on my 

own. A lot has happened that I need to tell you about and Matthew didn’t show up as earlier 

planned.” At the mention of Matthew’s name, a cloud passed across Mrs. Ugochukwu’s face. 

She was well aware of the romantic relationship between Matthew one of her models and her 

daughter.  

She took her daughter’s hand and squeezed gently before replying, “About Matthew, I need to 

tell you something about that and I think it’s best I go first.” 
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 They both sat down on the couch and tears began to trickle out of Mrs. Ugochukwu’s eyes. 

Chioma stood up alarmed.  

“What is it mom? Why are you crying?” There was fear in her eyes and voice as she 

questioned her mother. Could her mother have found out about David so quickly? Hadn’t she 

just said she wanted to say something about Matthew? Why was she crying then? 

“Matthew, last night…Matthew, Matthew is dead…” Mrs. Ugochukwu choked out between 

sobs, her eye sad as she looked at her daughter’s distraught face. 

“Matthew is dead?” Chioma’s voice came in a barely audible whisper as if she was in some far 

away land. She shook her head in disbelief as her mother continued,  

 “His body was found last night, I tried to call David but couldn’t reach him.” The mention of 

David jolted Chioma. 

“David, David…” her voice was still faint and she was sitting by her mother now as she didn’t 

trust her legs to carry her. She stood up and walked to her room as if in a trance and her mother 

trailed behind her afraid she was going to hurt herself.  

Chioma sat gingerly on the bed and stared at the red light of her Blackberry phone that was 

blinking. She picked it up distractedly till she saw it was a text message from David. She sat 

upright as she shakily opened the message and read 

“Hey Chi, miss me? I got my eyes on you babe.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

Chioma dropped the phone as if it was a piece of hot coal that had just burnt her. Her mother 

hurried to her believing it was part of the grief that was making her act that way. Mrs. 

Ugochukwu tried to embrace her daughter but Chioma rebuffed her. 

“I need to be alone mother, I need to think. I need to let all this sink in. Please mother I would 

appreciate if I can be left alone right now.” 

“We need to be strong my dear, I know you are hurting. Let me help you, Matthew’s death is 

equally as painful to me as well.” There were tears rolling down Mrs. Ugochukwu’s cheeks as 

she pleaded with her daughter who was now holding her temple like someone suffering from a 

headache. 

“Mother please I will be fine. I just need some time alone. I will see you later in the day.”  

Mrs. Ugochukwu sighed resignedly and left the room reluctantly muttering something about 

being around should she be needed. 

Chioma dropped to the floor and sobbed silently as she read the text over and over again. It was 

like every time she read it, a flood gate of tears was opened and she would resume her crying and 

mutter “I’m finished.” 

Her mother might think she was grieving for Matthew but receiving a text from a man she 

thought she had killed upset her more than the grief for a dead boyfriend. What she felt now was 

a fear of the unknown.  
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“Is he really alive?” she asked the empty room. She began pacing around the room, fighting the 

urge to lash at or break something instead consoling herself by wringing her hands together. She 

felt tempted to call the number while also resisting the pressing urge to confide in her mother. 

Chioma remained locked up in her room although Mrs. Ugochukwu made sure to check on her at 

intervals. At around midday, she came running to the room with an excited animation on her face 

as she said quickly, 

“Chi, it’s David, I just got a call from a hospital. Someone tried to kill him!” 

“Did they say who?” Chioma asked with an intake of breath. 

“Who what?” Her mother asked distractedly but didn’t wait for a response as she was already on 

her way out of the room and saying something about having to visit immediately.  

Chioma sat on the edge of the bed and soaked in the silence of the house even as she heard her 

mother’s car starting and the sound slowly fading away as her mother raced towards her survivor 

boyfriend. 

“What exactly is going on?” Chioma whispered into the air and she sat there staring into 

nothingness till the hands of sleep slowly lured her into sleep.  

She had a fitful dream about David. He was hiding in the shadows of her room, it seemed as 

though she was there but wasn’t. She tried to say something but couldn’t and then Matthew came 

into the picture as well with a broad smile. She was about to hug Matthew in relief when David 

pulled out a knife and stepped out from the shadows. She tried to scream and warn Matthew but 
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no sound came out and the knife was just inches away from Matthew’s unsuspecting back when 

she was jerked awake. She stared groggily at her best friend Maryam. 

Chioma had known Maryam since they moved to Lagos and although Maryam was Yoruba and 

from a Muslim family, she was the first person she had hit it off with when she and her mother 

made to the move to Edmund Crescent. Their friendship was not approved of by Maryam’s 

conservative parents who didn’t like the idea of their daughter being friends with an Ibo girl. 

While Maryam’s father’s was tribalistic and seemed to bear a grudge against Igbo people, her 

mother was sanctimonious and had the belief Mrs. Ugochukwu being a single mother would 

have a bad influence on Maryam. This was despite Maryam’s explanations that Mrs. Ugochukwu 

was not a single mother but a widow and that she was a really nice woman with good morals. 

“I have been calling you for like ever,” Maryam said with annoyance on her face.   

Whatever it was she was saying was lost on Chioma who still had her mind on the dream. 

“Matthew is dead,” Chioma blurted, cutting Maryam shut.  

Maryam gasped in shock and looked at Chioma to see if she was joking. When she found no 

trace of humour on her face, she asked, “What happened? When? How? What killed him?”  

This was all the prompting Chioma needed for all the things she had been bottling inside to come 

pouring out and she began to tell her best friend all that was going on. Maryam listened without 

saying a word, a surprising thing for someone who usually talked nineteen to the dozen. 

 “Let’s go to the hospital,” Maryam suggested when Chioma was done talking.  
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Chioma looked at her as if she had gone mad but Maryam smiled and explained, “It is better you 

know what you are dealing with than living in this fear of the unknown.”  

Chioma didn’t say anything as she quickly threw on a black Jean trouser and a white blouse. 

She tied a black scarf to avoid worrying about her hair while covering her eyes with dark 

sunglasses. His Healing Hands Hospital wasn’t too far away from Edmund Crescent so the girls 

decided to walk rather than take a bus. The hospital was a private one and when they explained 

that they were relatives to the patient who had been brought in last night with knife wounds, the 

receptionist directed them to the Accident Block, telling them he was in Ward 128. It was a big 

ward and there were many beds covered with hospital curtains, separating one patient from the 

other. After checking about two rows, they found who they were looking for. There were tubes 

and bandages and a machine that seemed to be helping him breathe. Chioma took in a deep 

breath as she stared at the man that had tried to rape her and a feeling of repulsion ripped through 

her. So she had turned him to this? 

“You decided to come Chioma, I see you’re becoming more matured.” Mrs. Ugochukwu’s voice 

cut through her train of thoughts and she looked up to see her mother approaching with a tray of 

snacks and a drink. Mrs. Ugochukwu exchanged greetings with Maryam before checking to see 

that David was alright and nothing was out of place. 

“Yes I came.” Chioma replied dryly, trying not to let her disgust show. 

“But people are wicked, why would they do this to him? He is an easy going person and does not 

fight. The people that did this must be brought to justice.” Mrs Ugochukwu was saying as she 

took a sip of her Fanta and bit into a doughnut.  
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Maryam and Chioma exchanged looks and Maryam was about to say something when David’s 

hands moved feebly on the bed. Mrs. Ugochukwu’s eagles eyes caught the movement and she 

was out of her seat in a flash. 

“He is awake!” She was by his side quickly with Maryam also moving closer, only Chioma took 

a step back. “What is it dear, what are you saying? Chioma…Chioma is here too,” Mrs. 

Ugochukwu turned around and beckoned, “come here Chioma, David is asking for you.” 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

Chioma stood rooted to the spot even as she willed her legs to move but it was like they were 

encased in concrete. Her mother looked at her with a questioning look in her eyes while Chioma 

stared back like a rabbit caught in the full glare of a car’s headlight. 

“I don’t think we should be bothering the patient so soon yet ma, Chioma why don’t you go and 

check if the doctor is around or a nurse. Inform them David is awake.” Maryam had sensed her 

friend’s trepidation at having to come close to a man she thought she killed.  

Chioma took the cue and gratefully fled the room as if the hounds of hell were after her with her 

mother’s voice trailing behind her about strange daughters and dying lovers. Mrs. Ugochukwu 

turned back to David who was trying to sit up in the bed unsuccessfully and it seemed while the 

stare game between mother and daughter had been going on, he had exhausted whatever little 

energy he had. 

“Rest baby, rest. You don’t need to rush your healing process. I am just grateful that you are 

alive, Who did this to you?” Mrs. Ugochukwu fussed pressing him back on the bed gently just as 

a nurse and Chioma came walking in.  

David tried to open his mouth to talk but he could not make any sound come out due to his weak 

state. The effort of trying to raise himself had weakened him. The nurse took one look at him and 

brought out an injection from the bedside drawer before expertly administering another dosage 

of whatever it was that he had been on to make him drift off into sleep again. 
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“You really should not be stressing the patient madam,” the nurse sad to Mrs. Ugochukwu with a 

frown on her face “I am afraid I would have to tell you to leave so that he can rest. Only one 

person can stay with him either you stay with him or one of your daughters does.”  

Mrs. Ugochukwu’s phone rang just then and indicated to the nurse that she would answer her as 

soon as she dropped her call. After about two minutes on the phone, she finally got off the phone 

and stared at David longingly before saying 

“It’s the designers from Abuja, I need to leave for Abuja if I am to be awarded the contract to 

host the upcoming House of Glam Awards,” she turned to face the nurse, “my daughter would 

stay with him in the meantime and please don’t hesitate to offer him the best medical service.” 

As she talked, she was rummaging in her purse for some money and soon handed some wads of 

cash to the nurse. “That is seventy-five thousand naira, please you can keep ten thousand for 

yourself and the remaining for any bill my love might incur while I am gone.”  

The nurse beamed and promised to make sure that David got the best treatment the hospital 

could offer. Mrs. Ugochukwu turned to Chioma, “Chi dear, I am so sorry that I have to leave you 

during this period. I know you have been through a lot but I promise you I would be as quick as 

possible. You know how important this contract is and I would phone in every minute, I have to 

check which airline I can go with immediately. I should be back by tomorrow.” She handed 

Chioma some wads of cash too and hurried off failing to notice the look of dread on her 

daughter’s face. 
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“This is really a sticky situation, how do I stay with a man I tried to kill?” Chioma whispered to 

Maryam who had been silent throughout. “You also know how much I hate hospitals and he 

would surely have me arrested as soon as he can talk.”  

Maryam shook her head and smiled reassuringly at her friend, “if he talks then you will also have 

to report the issue of the rape. I would stay with you in the meantime and let us see as things go. 

Hopefully he won’t be back in his senses till your mother returns and you can tell her 

everything.”  

The two  girls sat down to their vigil when Chioma was suddenly awakened by a hot breath on 

her neck, she turned her head to the feeling and coiled back as she saw David’s face next to hers. 

“You’ll pay for this you evil child.”  

She cringed in fear and disgust and quickly stood up from her seat. There was a malicious smile 

on his face as he drew himself fully back to the bed and stared at her as if he was trying to probe 

her soul. 

“I killed you before and I will do it again if you try anything funny,” she hissed back between 

clenched teeth. She was shaking with fear and rage and she looked around her to see that 

Maryam was dozing on a chair as she herself must have also fallen asleep. It was not yet fully 

dark but the day was already setting and she wished her mother was back already. 

David smiled maliciously again and pressed the bell hovering above his bed to summon a 

medical personnel. The nurse her mother had given money to earlier in the day came rushing in 

and went straight to David’s side. 
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“Are you alright sir? You really should not stress yourself so,” turning to Chioma, she 

reprimanded in a voice that clearly showed that she meant no disrespect “what did you do to 

him? His pulse is racing and he should not be this excited. Don’t you want your brother to live 

ni?” 

“That snake is not my brother and I do not care if he lives or die!” Chioma retorted hotly.  

She turned her back on the grin spreading on David’s face and without looking back, she asked, 

“are you aware that Matthew is dead?” 

  



Twenty 
 

22 
CHAPTER SIX 

The grin spreading across David’s face fades away at the unexpected news. Emotions of fear 

and surprise gripped him and he tried sit up but the nurse gave him a nasty look; a look that was 

clear indication that he was to lie still.  

Trying not to fume too much, the nurse turned to Chioma and in controlled tones said, “You too 

sef, don’t be telling him bad news na! Don’t you want him to live at all ni?” 

“What do you mean Matthew is dead? How, where, when?” David said feebly from the bed. The 

energy he had felt before was drained out of him by the news and there was a look of agony on 

his face and this time when his eyes met with Chioma’s tear filled eyes, the malice he had had in 

his was gone. 

“I don’t know,” the tears rolled down her cheek, “he..he..was supposed to come to the house. He 

said…he said…he said he was on his way after I attacked you, he was on his way,” she choked 

out between sobs.   

The nurse stood there looking confused, her own questions were racing in her head. Who was 

this Matthew? Had this strange girl just confessed to putting the patient into his present 

condition? How were this people related? I hope I have not put myself into trouble by collecting 

money from the woman who left in a rush earlier? Should I tell one of the hospital authorities? 

The nurse thought to herself and finally said, “Madam, stop this. Please sir, just try and get some 

rest. I am sure that you can deal with whatever this is later on. You need your rest to recover.” 

“Shut up!” Chioma and David barked at her simultaneously.  



Twenty 
 

23 
The nurse looked between the two of them unsure of what to do and stared at the sleeping figure 

of Maryam who was still dozing like a member of a church congregation during a long and 

boring sermon. There was no hope of getting an answer from that one. Well, if they wanted to 

kill themselves, she might as well leave them to it and with that, she shrugged and left the room 

hurriedly. 

Chioma’s sob was beginning to get louder, loud enough to wake some of the other patients in the 

ward. David stared at her with a frown on his face, unsure whether to pity her or hate her. He 

knew she loved Matthew but at the same time was she not the same person who had stabbed him 

and put him in this condition? “Stop those tears and answer me, what killed Matthew? Did you 

kill him too? What happened?”  

Chioma stared at him with a blank expression on her face before the import of what he was 

trying to say hit her. She hissed and walked away, her tears blinding her eyes to the curious 

stares of the other patients in the ward as she walked past their beds. She needed air, she just had 

to get out of there and it was with the tears streaming down her face unhindered that she walked 

out of the room that seemed to be choking the life out of her. 

It was close to midnight before Chioma finally came back into the ward. The hospital was as 

silent as a graveyard and everyone was asleep except Maryam. 

“Where have you been? I had to call my mother that I was going to stay at your end today. I 

couldn’t leave him alone here until you were back,” Maryam said nodding towards the sleeping 

figure of David. 
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“I have just been taking a walk, mother hasn’t called yet. I wish you left him though. He doesn’t 

deserve our time…” the shrill sound of a phone ringing interrupted Chioma and she frowned at 

the sound of the familiar ringtone. It took her some few seconds to realise it was was David’s 

phone.  

How come he still has his phone after I buried him? There are just too many unanswered 

questions top of which is how he miraculously arrived at the hospital, Chioma thought. She 

walked towards the bed and stared at the screen, it was a private number. Could it be her mother? 

She had barely had time to make up her mind on whether she wanted to pick the call when it was 

disconnected. She glanced distractedly at Maryam who was looking at her with a puzzled 

expression on her face. 

“I don’t remember him having his phone on him when I buried him…” the phone vibrated in her 

hand and she saw it was a text. She clicked on the read button.  

“Davo, I don do the packaging, your cous don ex the picture. I dey go Abj by morning. No call 

this number again o,” the text message read. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

She dropped the phone as if it was burning like hot coal and picked it up again when it clattered 

to the floor with a jarring sound as it hit the floor. She hurriedly walked out of the room and went 

to stand under one of the street lights lining the hospital ward with utter fear and confusion as 

millions of questions flooded her mind. Could the text be referring to Matthew?  

Maryam noticing the way Chioma had rushed out stood up and joined her outside, her own mind 

worried as to all that what going on, the look of terror on Chioma’s face was unsettling. 

‘What is it?’ she asked but Chioma made no response thrusting the phone into her hands 

instead. Maryam’s eyes scanned the text and she suddenly felt cold all over. She looked around 

her as if expecting someone to jump out at as they stood there, she couldn’t help feeling a sense 

of dread even though they were under a bright light.  

It was a quarter past three in the middle of the night, bad things were known to happen at night. 

It suddenly crossed Maryam’s mind that the night was windy night and there were stars 

twinkling in the sky as if beckoning to them from afar off. The stars are a good sign or are they 

not? Maryam wondered. 

‘How did your mum meet this man?’ Maryam threw the question to the wind, not looking at 

Chioma who stood immobile beside her, staring into nothingness, her face twisted with fear and 

confusion. 

Chioma did not deign to look at Maryam either as she talked in a low monotonous voice about 

how her mother had met David shortly after they arrived at Edmund Crescent. How he was one 
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of the many male models but had somehow broken her mother’s walls and they had started an 

affair despite her own disapproval. 

“I never liked him, there was just something about him that I didn’t like but so long as I could 

not place my hand on it, mother thought I was just jealous and insecure; insecure that she might 

not have my time again. But that wasn’t the case, I just didn’t like him but then I met Matthew 

too. He and Matthew are cousins and it was funny that I took a fancy to Matthew the minute I 

met him. He was very nice and sweet to me and I liked him the second I set my eyes on him and 

ironically it was my mother’s turn not to like the person I was interested in but she is a 

businesswoman to the core and his good looks meant he was good business for the agency so she 

learnt to like him, tolerate him is a better word I think. For the sake of the company and maybe 

David, I don’t know which really but they got along.” 

Maryam said nothing, that wasn’t really what she had wanted to know but then Chioma had been 

through a lot in the last forty-eight hours, who could blame her if she was not thinking 

coherently? 

*** 

Mrs. Ugochukwu arrived the hospital at dawn the next day with a basket of food, snacks and 

drinks. 

‘Mom he’s recovering from an accident, it’s not like he is dying of starvation,’ Chioma snapped 

at her mother.  
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Mrs. Ugochukwu gave her a look that clearly said ‘you shouldn’t be talking to me like that’ but 

she said nothing and went to David.  She planted a kiss on his head as she took a seat close to 

him and began unwrapping some of the things she had brought with her. 

‘Did you em.. know that Matthew is em.. Mathew is dead?’ David inquired, his gazed fixed on 

Chioma even though the question was directed at Mrs. Ugochukwu. 

‘Yes dear, I am so sorry, he was such a good kid but you should not be worrying about that. We 

need you strong and healthy so you can get out of here, the bastards that did these to you must 

not go unpunished and we would make sure the police launches an investigation into Matthew’s 

death.’ She caressed his arm as she fed him with her free hand. 

Chioma looked at the scene in disgust, trying not to let her mother see her expression. She had 

deleted the text from David’s phone and written the number of the sender on a piece of 

prescription paper just before Maryam left very early in the morning.  She had left some few 

minutes after Mrs. Ugochuwku arrived. The scene before her sickened her and Chioma said a 

hurried goodbye to her mother so that she did not have to continue to suffer the presence of the 

two lovers.  

She listened as her mother talked about the things she needed her to do at home before handing 

her cash till she herself could come join her as soon as possible. Chioma was about leaving 

when she remembered she had not bothered to ask her mother about her trip to Abuja. 

‘Did you get the contract?’ 

‘Well yes I did’ her mother replied with a broad smile.  
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She muttered her congratulations and turned to leave. She was out of the ward when her phone 

beeped and she flipped open the phone to read the text message.  The blood drained out of her 

face as she read, ‘Secrets are meant to be kept Chi, if you don’t keep mine, I won’t keep yours. It 

is better you keep your mouth shut or YOU MIGHT BE NEXT…” 

 

  



Twenty 
 

29 
CHAPTER EIGHT 

“Do you think I should call the number?” Chioma asked Maryam whom she had called 

immediately she got back to the house. They were sitting in Chioma’s bedroom, she had hurried 

over after sensing the urgency in Chioma’s voice and after going through the text had been 

equally as horrified as Chioma. 

Maryam’s face was confused as she replied slowly, “I think this is a matter for the police, we 

really need to inform them of what is going on.”  

Chioma turned around sharply from the wall she had been staring at blindly and looked at 

Maryam. It was like she was seeing Maryam for the first time and her mention of the police an 

indication that she had lost her mind. Chioma laughed mirthlessly, “The police? You have been 

watching too many Hollywood movies. How do I explain that I killed and buried a man that 

miraculously found his way back to life and ended up in a hospital? ” 

“He tried to rape you!” 

“This is Nigeria, he tried to rape me but somehow I managed to bury him, have you thought of 

that? Who would believe me?” 

“That is the hard part, have you tried talking to David himself? To get information on how he got 

to the hospital.” 

“Do you try to kill a man and then ask him how he survived?” There was frustrated sarcasm in 

Chioma’s voice as she continued, “Besides, mother has not left his side since she got back from 

Abuja. Her precious David! I never got a chance to really talk to him, he was pretty shaken by 
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the news of Matthew’s death. What I do know however is that the police is out of the option, we 

cannot consider the police.” 

“Give me the phone, let’s see who will pick if we call the number.” Maryam said and stretched 

out her hand to collect Chioma’s phone.  

They both held their breaths as the phone rang but nobody picked the call. 

“Maybe we shouldn’t,” there was fear in Chioma’s voice but Maryam ignored her and kept 

dialing the number. On the sixth try, a female’s voice came on the line. 

“Hello,” 

“Hell…hello. Hello,” Maryam stammered. Even though she had been dialing the number, after 

the third try she hadn’t really expected anybody to pick. The voice coming from the other side 

suddenly made her realise she didn’t even know what to say and Chioma’s tensed frame wasn’t 

helping her train of thoughts either. 

“Hello?” The voice sounded faintly familiar to Maryam and slowly, the wheels in her brain 

began to turn as she tried to place where she had heard the voice before. 

“Who is this please?” The voice was sounding impatient and when Maryam still maintained her 

silence, the line went dead. 

“What did the person say?” Chioma asked with a noticeable tremor in her voice. There was a 

thoughtful expression on Maryam’s face as she kept on racking her brain. She had heard that 
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voice before, she was sure of it. Where had she heard the voice before? It sounded polished and 

educated. The voice had sounded a bit professional and then it hit her, “I think I know who owns 

the number. The voice, it sounds familiar!”  

Chioma looked as if her eyes would pop out of their sockets as she watched Maryam stand up 

excitedly from the bed she was sitting on. “Well who is it? What did the person say? Did the 

person say what they want? Was it male or female? Maryam who na, tell me!” 

“I dunno, what’s the name of your mother’s secretary? It sounded like her.” 

“Gift?” 

“Yes, Gift, the voice sounded like hers.”  

There was an incredulous look on Chioma’s face as she allowed the news sink in before shaking 

her head. She laughed again mirthlessly laugh again. “It can’t be Gift, don’t be silly. What will 

Gift have to do with all of this?” But even as she asked the question, Chioma’s mind went to the 

day she had seen David and Gift laughing together against one of her mother’s car in an 

obviously romantic manner. So David was linked with Gift maybe but how did that translate to 

threatening her? 

“I am sure it is Gift. Yes I am very sure now.” Maryam’s voice was firmer and surer now, totally 

convinced that the voice had been Mrs. Ugochuwkwu’s secretary. Just like Chioma, she was 

wondering what Gift had to do with all that was going on. With shaky hands, Chioma dialed her 

mother’s number, 
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“Mom, send me Gift’s number, I need to call her about something right now.” Her heart was 

beating wildly in her chest as she waited and she was unable to control her shaking fingers when 

her text message tone beeped to alert her of the message. With shaky fingers, she opened the 

message and stared in disbelief at the exact same number. It was the same number. What was 

going on? What game was Gift playing? How much did she know and what had she meant by 

that YOU MIGHT BE NEXT? 
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CHAPTER NINE 

Maryam was quick, too quick to conclude that Gift was involved in Matthew’s death. The two 

sat on the bed with its rumpled sheets trying to think about the whole situation. Chioma felt like 

she was losing her mind. It was all confusing, really confusing. Someone was playing tricks on 

her and she couldn’t understand what was going on any more. 

Apart from the obvious question about Gift, Maryam had her own fears too. She was scared that 

she was getting drawn into the picture. Should she tell Chioma about the text she herself had 

gotten? She had received a text message reading “Two wrongs don’t make a right. Birds of a 

feather flock together and will probably die together. Leave your own nose on your face.”  

Sitting next to Chioma now, she didn’t think now was the right time to tell her about the text. 

Chioma was already disoriented and scared as things stood. Instead she found herself 

asking, “When are you going to tell me what Gift has against you?” 

“Did you have an affair with David?” Chioma fired back.  

The question hit Maryam hard. That wasn’t the sort of reply she had been expecting. She stood, 

her mouth opened in shock before she mustered all the feeling of indignation she could and 

stormed out of the room. She headed towards the bathroom and locked the door behind her, 

sitting on the floor. The coldness mirrored the coldness of her heart. How had Chioma found 

out? Were the tides turning against her? Had David said something he shouldn’t have? He 

couldn’t have, he stood to lose too much if Mrs. Ugochuwku knew of his infidelity. How then 

could Chioma have been able to place them together? 
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Chioma didn’t go after her. She sat on the bed, her face devoid of expression. Maryam’s anger 

spoke volumes. Did Maryam really think she was blind to the looks she kept stealing at David 

while they were at the hospital? Did she think she had been oblivious to the hungry looks she 

gave him when she thought no one was watching? David would sleep with anything in pants so it 

was only natural he would have taken advantage of Maryam and her silly notions of love.  The 

house was as silent as a cemetery, both girls in their different worlds. After what seemed like an 

eternity, Maryam finally unlocked the door and without looking at Chioma headed for the exit. 

“Call me when you’re ready to talk,” Chioma yelled at her retreating back. Maryam made no 

reply as she yanked open the door and almost bumped into Mrs. Ugochukwu. 

“Are you leaving already?” 

“Yes ma, I have to get home before by my parents begin to get worried,” she averted her gaze 

and hurried past Mrs. Ugochukwu. David was lying on a couch in the living room. She paused, 

unsure whether to go to him but she made up her mind and walked quickly towards the door, 

making her escape from the house that suddenly seemed to be choking the life out of her. 

*** 

Maryam was the type of girl that always had a cheerful smile on her face but as she walked 

home now, her countenance was grave. All through the journey home, her mind kept racing in 

fear. How much did Chioma know? Was David sleeping with this Gift as well? Her phone rang 

several times but she paid no mind to it each time she saw Chioma’s name appear on the screen. 

When she got home, she headed straight for her room where she swallowed two pain killers and 

fell into a troubled sleep. It wasn’t until around 2:00pm that she woke up and she saw forty-five 
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missed calls from Chioma. Then the text, from the same number that was unidentifiable. Her 

eyes scanned the words in fear, “The devil has been unleashed, be careful little cat. Curiosity 

always kills your kind.”  

She dropped the phone on her bed and held her head in her hands. The aspirin she had swallowed 

suddenly seemed not to have worked as she felt a throbbing in her head again and she sighed as 

shame welled up inside her. 

*** 

Maryam finally decided to return Chioma’s call after a second round of restless sleep and was 

already deciding to give up when she got no response when David’s voice suddenly came from 

the other end of the line.  

“Hey babes,” 

“Saw your missed calls, thought…” Maryam’s voice trailed off as she realised it wasn’t Chioma 

at the other end. 

“It’s David, Chioma is with her mom.” 

“Why are you with her phone? What have you done to them you bastard? I swear if you have 

hurt them, I will make sure that…” 
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“Relax. They simply went out to get some things. What can a recuperating man like me do? 

Besides I mean them no harm. I miss you.” His voice was calm and held a hint of mockery in it. 

“Save your missing for yourself. Chioma knows about us! You bloody pig! You tried raping her 

for cripes sake. Have you gone mad? This wasn’t part of the plan.” 

“Relax, we are still in line. I got this trust me.” 

“Does that include my getting threatened as well? What the hell is going on David?” 

“Threatened?” There was confusion in his voice. “Who threatened you? What are you talking 

about?” 

“Someone has been texting Chioma and it was Gift. What games are you playing David? What 

the freaking hell is going on. This wasn’t what I signed up for.” 

“Shit. I got to go. They are back, I will explain later. But I need you to transfer me some money. 

I will be needing new clothes. I will explain everything later. I love you.” The line went dead 

before Maryam could say anything and she dropped the phone more confused than ever.  

David didn’t know about who was texting her? For the first time, she wondered what she had 

gotten herself into as she stared at her own reflection in the mirror and felt the beginning of a 

headache again. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

It was 5:30pm, everything needed for the get-together party Mrs. Ugochukwu was throwing was 

in place. The guests were already arriving the apartment with their smiles and 

congratulations. Chioma stood at the front door like one assigned the duty of a gate keeper. She 

was dressed in a black gown with little traces of purple flower. The short dress had been 

designed by her mother and as she greeted each guest with a plastic smile, she kept hoping 

Maryam would appear.  

In Edmund Crescent, everyone knew each other so it was no surprise that their house was 

flooded with people by a little after 7 pm when the party itself had been slated for 7.30pm. 

Chioma tried to hide her discomfort at Gift’s presence. Although Gift had not been formally 

invited, it would have been rude to turn her away, she was after all a member of her mother’s 

staff.  

At 8:00pm, there was still no sign of Maryam so Chioma decided to give up her watchdog duty 

and socialise with some of the guests. They were all there to celebrate with her mother for 

sparing David’s life after all. As she moved from one group to the other, she contemplated the 

idea of going to where Gift was standing, laughing with a group of models from the 

agency.  There were so many questions she wanted to ask but she knew this wasn’t the right 

place or time. Besides, she was sure Maryam wouldn’t approve. As the night wore on, she retired 

to her bedroom, leaving the door ajar just a bit so that the soft music from the living room found 

its way into her room. She couldn’t bear the silence. As she began to remove her earrings, 

thoughts of the past days came flooding back to her and she sat down on the bed as if lost in a 

trance.  
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Suddenly he was there. Matthew. Right in front of her in the flesh. She looked at him in awe as 

he stretched forth his hands and his gentle voice asked for a dance. 

“Can I have this dance my lady?” Am I running mad? Can it be? “Matthew,” she whispered, 

standing unconsciously from the bed and stretching out her hand. She felt his skin against 

hers. “I thought you were dead, Matthew what happened?” 

“Hush, don’t speak,” he said as he circled his arms around her and began to move their body 

gently to the soft tune of the music. Chioma closed her eyes and sank into him. He was alive, that 

was all that mattered. 

‘What are you doing?’ Maryam’s voice penetrated through the fog in Chioma’s mind. She had 

been standing by the door of Chioma’s room for several minutes watching her friend dancing 

alone with her eyes closed. Chioma’s eyes flew open and she saw she was holding on to thin air. 

“He was here, Matthew. I saw him.” Her voice was agitated as she ran towards Maryam, looking 

frantically around the room. 

“Matthew is dead. Don’t lose it friend, please don’t! You must have been hallucinating.” 

Maryam hugged her and stroked her hair as she allowed Chioma sob on her shoulder. 

“I miss him. Am I going insane? I am tired Maryam, tired I tell you. Tired of everything. Gosh! I 

miss the days when life was without worries and when…” 

‘You have to be strong,” Maryam cut in gently, “you can get over this, we can overcome all of 

this. Trust me, that is all I ask. Gift is here.” 
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“I know, I wasn’t sure what to do. I am sorry about the way I accused you about sleeping with 

David. It was uncalled for. I guess you would have told me in your own time.” 

“I didn’t mean for any of it to happen but right now we have more pressing issues and I need you 

totally on my side.” The two girls hugged again even as they began to make plans of what to do 

concerning Gift. 

*** 

Gift had left the group she had been drinking with and was now standing alone by the drink 

table, a frown on her face.  From her position, she observed everybody in the room and took a sip 

of her drink from time to time not to appear out of place but her glance couldn’t stop going to the 

gold wristwatch on her left wrist. Anybody watching her would conclude she was either waiting 

for when the party would end or if she was waiting for someone.  

Mrs. Ugochukwu soon caught sight of Gift and bothered that her secretary was feeling out of 

place walked up to her with a smile on her face, “Gift dear, hope you are having fun? Why are 

you standing here alone? I suck at throwing parties I know. Everything was hurried.”  

Mrs. Ugochukwu was pleased to see that Gift was wearing one of the designs from the agency. 

Gift looked pretty in anything she wore and Mrs. Ugochukwu had a soft spot for the younger 

woman. 

“Oh no Ma! I’m waiting for someone that’s all. Great party,” she said with a saccharine sweet 

smile.  
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Chioma and Maryam watched the scene from their corner. Mrs. Ugochukwu said something to 

Gift and then walked away. 

“Now, let’s go meet her,” Maryam said.  

They had hardly taken two steps when the loud shrill of the doorbell sounded above the din of 

noise. Mrs. Ugochukwu with a tilt of her head indicated to Chioma to get the door and Chioma 

found herself walking away from her target. She stalked to the door and yanked it open angrily. 

Her scream was audible enough as a splitting image of Gift stood hand poised to press the bell 

again. Everyone’s eyes turned towards Chioma as guests hurried to the door to see what the 

commotion was about. 

“What? Who’s there? Chi is everything alright” Mrs. Beebs, one of the neighbors who 

everybody said had the faintest heart ever known to mankind asked, her face ashen with fright 

even though she had not seen what made Chioma scream. 

“Gift?” Mrs. Ugochukwu asked in a confused tone as she stared at the stranger standing a bit 

confused. 

“I am here ma,” Gift’s voice came from the other end of the room, “that is my twin sister, 

Grace.” 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

“You have a twin? I never knew you had a twin not to talk of a sister so identical.” Mrs. 

Ugochukwu said in surprise.   

“I am a twin” Gift said walking towards the door with a smile on her face, “I mentioned I had a 

sister, I just never mentioned she is a twin.” 

“Do come in my dear, any family of Gift’s is welcomed in my house. Chioma, you scared us all 

with that scream,” Mrs. Ugochukwu said with false bravado and smiled affectionately at her 

daughter. The other guests laughed and continued with their chatter after ascertaining that there 

was no cause for alarm. Grace entered into the tastefully furnished living room and hugged her 

sister. 

“You are late,” Gift hissed into Grace’s ear as they embraced. 

“I am sorry about that. I thought you would have gone by now. What do we do now?” The two 

of them were walking towards the drinks table as they talked. 

“You have just set everything back by revealing yourself Grace. We were not supposed to be 

seen together dammit.” Gift barely had control of her anger.   

This isn’t part of the plan, Grace wasn’t supposed to have made such a dramatic appearance but 

trust it to her to always want to appear in grand style without thinking of how her actions affect 

others, Grace thought silently. 
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“Relax, I have a new plan. That is why I did what I did.” Gift handed her look alike sister a bottle 

of Orijin drink and took a sip of her own stronger drink of Vodka.  

“You can’t just change plans and expect everyone to know what is going on. What the hell is 

wrong with you? David is not going to be pleased with this you know.”  

Grace barely got along with David and the mention of his name brought a wry smile to her face 

“Screw David, I couldn’t care less what he thinks. I am doing this for you and not him. He 

should have died when that bitch stabbed him. I wish he did.”  

Grace turned around and scanned the room looking for Chioma with her eyes. Her eyes rested on 

Chioma who was talking to Maryam in another corner of the room. “How did that small thing 

overpower him though? She looks so fragile. I guess one can never judge a book by its cover.” 

“Stop that now! Stop it this minute Grace. You have ruined the plans and I am trying to think. I 

am never able to get any thinking done when you go on yarping like that. That man in question is 

my fiancé.” 

“Bite me! Your fiancé tried to screw your boss’ daughter sweets. When would you grow up 

and…” Grace trailed off as she saw Chioma turn towards them. 

“Hush now would you? Someone might over hear you.” 

“She is quite pretty.” Grace ignored her sister’s worried tone and stared right back at Chioma as 

if sizing her up. “I should go apologize to her for scaring the wits out of her, she looked like she 

had seen a ghost when she saw me standing there.” 
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“Don’t you dare go near her.” Gift hissed furiously but Grace paid no attention. With her drink in 

hand she weaved her way through guests and approached Chioma who was staring at her with an 

unwavering gaze as if it was an enemy that was coming towards her to deal a death stroke. 

*** 

“She is heading towards us,” Chioma said between clenched teeth to Maryam who had her back 

to Grace and Gift. She and Maryam had been arguing prior to the announcement and now she 

whirled around to watch through narrowed eyes as Grace advanced towards them.  

“I am sorry for startling you earlier, I didn’t know my sister didn’t mention me before. Our 

resemblance has many people unsettled. We got into a lot of mischief as children.” Grace flashed 

a charming smile. 

“I can imagine,” Chioma said dryly bristling at the patronizing tone in Grace’s voice.  

Maryam shot Chioma a warning look and turned back to Grace. “I always wanted to be a twin 

and I have met identical twins in times past but I must say your resemblance is quite uncanny.” 

“You don’t say,” Chioma muttered sarcastically, “if you would excuse me, I need to retire to my 

room.” With that, she brushed past Grace without so much as another glance and headed towards 

her bedroom. 

“What’s with her? She seems pretty jumpy.” 

“She lost her boyfriend recently, a friend of David’s. He used to work for her mother.” 
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“The one that was murdered?” 

“Murdered?” Maryam’s voice was incredulous. 

“Ermm..pardon me. The one that died in an…” Grace’s voice trailed off as she realized her error 

too late. She had revealed too much. How come they didn’t have the details? Gift wasn’t going 

to be happy she had giving that detail about the murder. 

“What do you know about Matthew’s death?” Maryam queried. 

“Nothing. I should go join my sister. I just wanted to apologize to your friend for startling her 

when I came in the other time,” with that Grace hurried off leaving Maryam staring at her 

retreating back with deep suspicion in her eyes.  

How come nobody had mentioned murder before? That wasn’t what she had been told. Maryam 

knew for a certainty now that something fishy was definitely going on and whatever it was, she 

had to get to the bottom of it fast before anyone else got hurt. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

“Babe wait, things aren’t done like that, you just have to be patient, calm the fuck down, 

okay?” Maryam was trying to pacify an obviously agitated Chioma who was about to storm out 

of the room. 

‘This ends now, I can’t take any more of it,’ Chioma flung back over her shoulder, her hand on 

the doorknob. Maryam had come to inform her about Grace’s blunder. “You heard it yourself, 

she said murder, first it was her sister picking up calls from the number that has been threatening 

me and her evil twin appears out of the blue to drop a bombshell that Matthew was murdered? 

Something sinister is going on and if they had anything to do with Matthew’s death, I swear I 

would make them pay for it even if it is the last thing I do.” 

“We need to think rationally Chioma.” Maryam’s words fell to the empty winds as Chioma was 

already out of the door. Chioma rested limply against the door for a second as her resolved failed 

her. What was she going to do? She couldn’t just walk up to Grace and demand for an 

explanation.  

The soft music coming from the living room was an indication that the party was coming to a 

halt as the music had now changed from the fast paced party mood to something slower and 

sensual. When she made her entrance once again, her eyes rested on her mother who was talking 

with Gift about something that they were both laughing about. Her eyes flitted to the wall clock 

standing just above their head on the mantelpiece and she watched as her mother hugged Gift 

before clinking on her glass of wine with a spoon she was holding to draw the remaining guests’ 

attention.  
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Chioma stood just at the entrance, not entering the living room fully as she listened to her mother 

thank everyone for coming at such a short notice. Her eyes kept darting to where Gift was 

standing with Grace and David. 

‘Good evening all my friends…’ her mother began with a broad smile, “…invited friends and 

even my enemies,’ the last line had the guests laughing boisterously as if Mrs. Ugochukwu was 

some stand up comedienne who had just cracked some very witty joke and the scene sickened 

Chioma.  

Pretenders. The lot of them! She was about to leave and return to her room when she heard her 

mother mention David’s name. 

“I assume you all know this young man who makes me feel like I’m twenty again…’ the guest 

cheered with a loud clap in their obsequious manner even as Mrs. Ugochukwu also basked in the 

laughter and cheers. “I am pleased to inform you all that we are getting married. Following the 

events of the last few days, we have decided that life is too short to wait around for things to 

happen.” 

Mrs. Beebs was the first to raise a hearty cheer which the rest soon took up as they crowded the 

newly engaged couple. Chioma couldn’t hide her shock and disapproval. Her mother was getting 

married to David? This had to be some sort of sick joke her mother was playing right?” Her eyes 

met her mother’s across the room and she glared at her mother furiously. Mrs. Ugochukwu 

turned away guiltily from Chioma’s burning eyes and beamed at another well-wisher instead. 

*** 
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“Seems like your fiancé is now another woman’s husband to be,” Grace’s voice held a hint of 

mockery. She was standing beside Gift and she could sense her sister’s silent fury. Grace 

couldn’t help feeling satisfied that Gift was just as shocked as Chioma when Mrs. Ugochukwu 

made the announcement about the engagement. “Is David getting engaged to her part of the plan 

too?” Grace taunted with a light laugh. 

“Shut up!” Gift snapped and walked away from her sister, trying to control the mask of rage 

from showing on her face as she forced a smile and advanced towards a beaming David who was 

receiving his congratulations. 

The announcement had guests staying for about another hour before the house was finally 

deserted leaving just Mrs. Ugochukwu, Chioma, David, Maryam, Gift and Grace in the house. 

Gift and Grace were also getting ready to take their leave when Maryam and Chioma warmly 

approached them. 

“Isn’t it just terrible how old people dance?” Chioma said in a friendly tone directing her 

question at Grace.  

Grace looked at her and didn’t need to be told that Chioma was trying to make amends for her 

earlier behaviour so she smiled back and answered, ‘Terrible,’ Grace said with a shake of her 

head. ‘”How does it feel knowing you are about to have a step daddy soon? Are you okay with 

that?” Grace couldn’t help taunting. She was trying to read Chioma’s expression just to be 

certain the look of disapproval she had seen on Mrs. Ugochukwu’s daughter’s face wasn’t just a 

reflection of the light.  
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Chioma’s expression didn’t change. ‘I am actually excited for them,’ she said calmly, ‘look, I 

know what you’re both doing, if you ever hurt my mother in any way, I would kill you and kill 

David again!’ Chioma didn’t wait for a reply as she turned on her heels with Maryam following 

like a lamb. 

“Wait, there is something you need to know,” Gift’s voice stopped Chioma in her tracks. Chioma 

turned around and stared at Gift who continued unfazed “can you come to the office tomorrow? 

It’s about David.”  

Chioma looked like she was going to say no but as if changing her mind, she nodded her head in 

affirmation. “I will be there. Maryam and I will come together.” 

Maryam fidgeted beside her friend. She didn’t like the idea of being with Gift whom she knew 

was well aware of her escapade with David.  “Whatever you have to say, why can’t you just say 

it now?” Maryam said, her eyes darting around frantically. 

‘Trust me Maryam, you don’t want to hear it now,’ Gift said in a cool tone and taking Grace by 

the hand she pulled her sister along with her. 

“What was that about?” Grace asked as they came out of the front door? 

‘Let’s wait till morning, I am tired tonight.” Gift snapped back.  

Grace said nothing, it was obvious Gift was still angry over the teasing and she wondered what 

big announcement it was her twin was about to make. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

Maryam and Chioma found themselves staying up till past midnight cleaning the mess from the 

party but it was a good distraction for both of them as it helped to keep their mind busy and away 

from the meeting with Gift. Although Mrs. Ugochukwu implored them to leave the cleaning till 

morning, both girls refused to go to bed till the house was clean again and when they finished at 

last, they were both too tired to talk about anything. They went to Chioma’s room where they 

both fell into an exhausted sleep. 

Before falling asleep, Chioma switched off the main bulb and switch on her reading lamp so that 

the soft light left the room dimly lit. She hated sleeping in the dark. Chioma slept with her mouth 

gaping slightly open, swimming in the unconsciousness of her dreams. For how long she had 

been asleep before she saw him, she did not know but soon she heard the door open softly and 

Matthew walked into the room.  

She stared at him through groggy eyes and rubbed her eyes together, trying to control the 

excitement she was feeling when he said her name gently and stretched out his hand. She took 

his extended palm and he pulled her from the bed. When he bent his head to kiss her, she kissed 

him back passionately before it hit her that Maryam had been awfully quiet. She turned from him 

and stared at the empty bed, “where’s Maryam?” Chioma asked. 

“There’s no one Chi, it’s just us. It’s just you and I.” Matthew replied, fixing her with a look of 

tenderness that seemed to both console and pierce through her at the same time. Chioma quickly 

looked away and her eyes caught sight of a picture of the both of them fixed to a side of her 

wardrobe, it hadn’t always been there she thought. Matthew was pulling her down to sit on his 

laps now on the bed but she kept on looking intensely at the photograph. Then it hit her, it was 

the last photo they had taken together, a week before he died. She disentangled herself from his 
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hold and went to where the picture was placed, she was no longer the one standing beside 

Matthew. In the picture stood Grace or Gift, she couldn’t tell which with Matthew’s hand 

encircling her waist and she turned to him impatiently, “wait,” her gaze returned to the photo and 

she could swear it was Grace with a smile on her face. 

“Chi, it’s either of them,” she turned back to Matthew and he repeated his statement. 

“But how…” the rest of question was caught off as his mouth closed over hers and Matthew 

dragged her to the bed with him.  

She landed on him and he flipped her over, towering over her, he laughed and began to undo the 

buttons of his shirt. She leaned forward and kissed him and her hand was just going to his fly 

when a loud noise woke her up. Chioma jumped up with a start and saw Maryam staring at her 

with a frightened expression on her face. The noise had woken her up too. Another crashing 

sound came from the direction of the living room and they heard the sounds of tumblers and 

dishes breaking. The two ran out of the room and hurried towards the kitchen where the sound 

had been coming from. Before them was a sea of broken glass and china. All the dishes they had 

washed lay broken in pieces on the floor. 

*** 

By 7:00am, Mrs. Ugochukwu was still in bed with David. The newly engaged couple after 

retiring to their room the previous evening had had a steamy sex session that had left them both 

exhausted and had both been dead to the commotion. It wasn’t till nearly 9:00am that David 

finally came out of the bedroom.  
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He greeted Chioma and Maryam who were sitting in the living room, “good morning ladies,” he 

said with a sardonic smile. Chioma made no response while Maryam waved at him as he went 

out of the door.  

‘How pathetic,’ Chioma said. Chioma was unsure whether to tell Maryam of the bizzare dream 

she had had about Matthew the night before and the issue of the puzzling photograph. After they 

had rushed to the kitchen, they had met the kitchen window open. Maryam had been quick to 

dismiss it as the work of the wind as she wasn’t ready to think of any sinister possibility that 

could have cause a tray of dishes to come crashing to the ground. Chioma had not bothered 

arguing even though they both knew it had not rained and there was no sign of a heavy wind. 

*** 

“Hmmm, my sister it was epic,” Mrs.Ugochukwu was saying on phone as she gossiped with 

Mrs. Beebs about last night’s sex with David. “He was like an animal.”  

Chioma who had come to her mother’s door heard the last part and cleared her throat to 

announce her presence. 

“Let’s talk later,” Mrs. Ugochukwu said hurriedly into the phone and ended the call. Mrs. 

Ugochukwu knew that Chioma showed a disgust to most of her decisions when it came to David 

and she had come to accept that but she wasn’t going to give her daughter a reason to disrespect 

her. “Chi, Gift called. What’s wrong with your phone?” Not waiting for an answer she 

continued, “she said she was sorry about last night and you should forget about everything that 

they don’t matter. What is that about? Is everything okay?” 
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“Everything is just fine! We are okay,” Chioma snapped and turned on her heels, slamming the 

door behind her.  

Mrs. Ugochukwu frowned and stood up from the bed, following her daughter to her room. 

“Okay, tell me, what’s going on with you girls?” Mrs. Ugochukwu said addressing Chioma and 

Maryam. 

“I said nothing, Maryam let’s go,” Chioma snatched her bag from the dresser and beckoned to 

Maryam to follow her. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Mrs. Ugochukwu stared in puzzlement as Chioma and Maryam left the house in stony silence. It 

was obvious Chioma was no longer a little girl she used to know and this worried her as much as 

it pleased her. 

“Just when I was going to talk to her about bridal stuffs…” Chioma had been too defensive when 

she asked if there was a problem. Something was definitely not right with the girls but since they 

were not going to confide her, all she could was wait till they thought it. Her mind was soon off 

the matter as her phone beeped and another client from Abuja requested her presence. 

*** 

The journey from Edmund Crescent to Mrs. Ugochukwu’s fashion house was a thirty minutes’ 

drive and during the drive, Chioma and Maryama were silent. One could tell the anxiety in 

Chioma’s eyes and fear seemed to be oozing out of every pore in Maryam’s body. Both girls 

were lost in their own thoughts as to what Gift and Grace could be up to. Maryam contemplated 

telling Chioma about the one night stand with David but thought better of it as Chioma finally 

broke the silence. 

“I saw Matthew last night in a dream but it felt much more than just a dream.” Maryam stared at 

her friend with an expression that made Chioma feel like she was a deranged woman talking 

gibberish. 

“He was there,” she defended before continuing, “and we sort of made out a little.” A hint of a 

smile crossed her face at the memory. 
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“You made out with the dead in a dream? That’s a bad thing oh. Really bad!” Maryam said with 

criticism in her voice. 

“Leave those stupid superstitions babe,” Chioma said with a larger smile. 

Maryam’s phone beeped to signal a text message and Maryam’s face clouded over as her eyes 

scanned the wording.  

Chioma noticed the change. “What’s up?” Chioma asked. Maryam placed the phone in Chioma’s 

laps and stared out the window. 

“The truth will not set you free, the truth will haunt you to the grave. Maryam 

Kosoko.”Chioma’s smile was replaced by a frown as she read the wordings. The text was aimed 

directly at Maryam. 

“Who do you think that is?” Maryam shrugged without looking at Chioma concentrating on the 

scenery outside as if there was something fascinating there. Chioma knew better than to push and 

kept quiet as they both lapsed into silence again. 

*** 

Mrs. Ugochukwu walked around the house in a tight shorts and slightly loosed tank top. For 

someone her age, she was a stunner and the frown on her face as she wondered what to make for 

breakfast only seemed to highlight her beauty further. She had just made up her mind and about 

to head for the kitchen when he phone rang and hoping that it was Chioma, she dashed to it. It 

was. It was Mrs. Beebs calling to ask about Chioma. 



Twenty 
 

55 
“Chioma is not home, she left some couple of minutes ago. Okay, I will inform her when she is 

back.” As she rang off, she wondered why Mrs. Beebs was asking to see Chioma.  She had not 

bothered to ask. She made for the kitchen and her movement was stopped a second time by the 

sound of the doorbell. She sighed exasperatedly and went towards the door with annoyance. 

“Good morning Mrs. Ugochukwu,” it was detective Chidi from the police.  

The young policeman was handsome in his uniform but Mrs. Ugochukwu was not seeing the 

bright smile on his face as he asked after Chioma. 

“She is not home? Hope nothing is the problem?” 

“We are simply investigating the circumstances surrounding the death of a Mr. Matthews whom 

we believed she was close to. I just wanted to talk to her about some things. We have had cause 

to reopen the case.” 

“What circumstances?” she asked suspiciously. 

“That is classified information ma but we have reason to suspect foul play in his death.” Mrs 

Ugochukwu studied him thoughtfully and finally said, 

“This must be serious, I will inform Chioma you stopped by and get her to come around to the 

station for your questions.” 

“There would be no need for that ma, I will simply check in on her again. She is not a suspect if 

that is your fear ma.” 
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“Of course she is not a suspect, she loved that boy. She is still grieving as a matter of fact.” 

“Sorry about the loss. I will be on my way now, thank you for your time.” 

*** 

It was around 11:00am when Chioma and Maryam arrived the fashion house. Some of the staff 

greeted her with a smile. She was a regular visitor here and with Maryam by her side, she headed 

towards Gift’s office. Gift’s office was next to Mrs. Ugochukwu’s former space for tested 

designs, it was large and filled with fabrics and mannequins. Gift was not at her desk. 

“Why’s your mom calling me?” Maryam asked in puzzlement. 

“How should I know, we left the house together didn’t we? Pick and find out!” Chioma 

answered irritably. The business of meeting Gift was making her edgy and she wanted to get it 

over and done with. 

“Hello ma,” Gift said just as Gift walked into the room. Maryam passed the other lady by the 

door, nodding her head in greeting. 

*** 

“You are saying she left? But we just got here” Maryam had returned to the room a couple of 

minutes later to find Chioma gone and Gift working away at her work desk. 

 “She received a call and said she had to dash out. She said to tell you she would catch up with 

you later.” 
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“Chioma would have come to me. That is uncharacteristic of her.” 

“I don’t know. Like I said, she received a call and dashed out in a hurry before we could even 

begin talking. How am I to know whether she came to you or not?” 

Something didn’t seem right with Gift’s story. Chioma couldn’t have left. Where was she? Had 

Gift done something to her? Calm down, you are being paranoid. Maryam chided herself. The 

place was filled with people, there was no way Gift could have done anything to Chioma. 

“Why don’t you call her on phone?” 

“She left her phone at the house this morning.” Maryam snapped and walked out for the room. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

“…we were together and then all of a sudden she was nowhere to be found.” Maryam was saying 

in a distraught voice to Mrs. Ugochukwu. She had gone back to the house to look for Chioma 

only for Mrs. Ugochukwu to say Chioma had not come home as thought. A call to her cell phone 

yielded no response and at first Mrs. Ugochukwu had not been bothered but three hours later, she 

was beginning to get worried and the look of anxiety on Maryam’s face was not helping matters. 

Mrs. Ugochukwu’s mind went to Mrs. Beebs strange phone call and that was when she had 

asked Maryam to explain what happened from the beginning again till the last time she saw 

Chioma. It was now well past midday and there was still no sign of Chioma. Mrs. Ugochukwu 

had finally panicked. That Chioma had left her phone at home wasn’t helping matters. 

“How is it possible that she would leave you at the company without informing you. This is so 

unlike Chioma. And you say both of you went to see Grace?” Maryam nodded in response.  She 

contemplated telling Mrs. Ugochukwu all that had been going on but quickly discarded the 

thought. 

“This is really strange, I am going to call the police. A policeman even came looking for her this 

morning right after you people left the house. Is there something you are not telling me 

Maryam?” Maryam was saved from answering the question because her phone rang just then 

and both looked at the screen anxiously, hoping it was a call from Chioma. It was Mrs. Beebs. 

 “Is your friend there with you?”Mrs. Beebs voice sounded authoritative as she asked the 

question in a tone that suggested she was demanding the answer and not asking for it. 

“Who is this please?” 
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“Mrs. Beebs. Is Chioma there with you?” 

“No, we haven’t seen her…she… I…. can’t seem to find her,” Maryam stammered, looking 

helplessly at Mrs. Ugochukwu who was frowning. 

“Your friend is in danger, they’ll hurt her, tell her to stay away from those twins…” Mrs Beebs 

said and rang off. 

“Who was that?” 

“Your friend Mrs. Beebs, she was asking about Chioma.” 

“Mrs. Beebs? Will someone tell me exactly what is going on? I am calling the police right now!” 

Mrs. Ugochukwu looked around for her phone while Maryam stared at her with her hands folded 

under her breasts. 

*** 

“Where are you taking me to?” Chioma struggled to seat up in the backseat of the vehicle she 

was lying down on. Her hands were tied to her feet so that she could not move properly. There 

was a loose piece of clothing around her head to blur her vision and her body ached all over. 

There was no answer, the vehicle sped along what seemed to be a lonely road as she could not 

hear the sounds of any other vehicle. 

“Who are you? Where are you taking? I haven’t done anything. Let me go! Please don’t hurt 

me.” 
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Chioma’s frantic voice was drowned out by the loud music blasting from the radio. The driver, a 

middle aged man with greying hair looked over his shoulder at the struggling figure of the girl. 

He felt a pang of pity seeing her tied up in the way she had been bound like a dangerous animal 

but then orders were orders. 

“Please let me go. I haven’t done anything wrong. Please!!!” Chioma was sobbing hysterically 

now. 

“No worry fine girl, me I no go do you bad. Just keep quiet abeg na for your own good. We don 

almost reach there.” The voice sounded elderly and kind and strangely soothing. Chioma stopped 

struggling and laid still as the vehicle seemed to slow down till it finally came to a halt. 

“Bring her in,” a voice called. 

Chioma felt a hand lift her and she kicked jerked violently. She heard rather than saw the anger 

as her finger scratched the skin of the person holding her. 

“You bitch!” the voice sounded angry as a slap landed on her cheek. Chioma wasn’t sure if it 

was the slap or if she was hallucinating but the voice sounded like Uncle Osas’ voice. How could 

Uncle Osas be behind her kidnap? He was her father’s brother. 

“Uncle Osas?” Chioma said weakly, her head moving in the direction of where the voice had 

receded. She squinted through the cloth that was blocking her vision.   The voice didn’t speak 

again. 
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“Uncle Osas, I know it’s you… you coward… I know it’s you,” Chioma cried out as she felt 

herself lifted off the ground by two sturdy hands. 

“Somebody should call David to come now.” It was the voice again and this time it was 

distinctive enough for her to identify her uncle’s voice. So David and Uncle Osas were working 

together and had decided to kidnap her, Chioma talked. It had to be inheritance, there could be 

nothing else. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Chioma looked around the dimly lit room, she was alone. There was a look and feel of desertion 

around the place and she wondered how long she had been there. There was no sound except for 

the ticking of a clock behind her and her heart beat which had been galloping since she was 

brought here. She looked around the room, hoping something would have changed but she was 

still bound by ropes to a chair one of her captors had roughly shoved her into. Was that days ago 

or hours ago? She could not tell from the dark room. She felt a twitch in her abdomen. It was a 

sudden discomfort around her lower abdomen and she felt a wetness between her thighs. She was 

hungry and had been holding the pressing need to pee back for a long time, she struggled futilely 

with the ropes and at last called out with a sniff, “Uncle Osas!  I will kill you!” 

“Such boldness you have,” a voice replied behind her. She stopped her movements. She had not 

seen anyone else in the room before. She tried to turn her in the direction of the voice but the 

ropes cut into her skin causing her to wince. It was the same voice from when she had first been 

brought here; the voice she suspected to be Uncle Osas’. 

“Why are you doing this?” Chioma asked, “what do you want?” 

“Are you hungry?” came the reply in a sarcastic tone followed by a petty laugh. 

“No, I want to go back home,” She sounded like a lost little girl crying for her mummy. 

“That won’t happen dear, not any time soon,” the voice said receding and she could tell he was 

leaving. 

“Wait! I need to pee,” she cried frantically. “Please, I am hungry?” 
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“Have you ever been deprived of what you wanted?” the voice asked. 

“No, I mean, yes. A few times, but please whatever you want I’ll give you.” 

“Do you think I’m wicked Chioma?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t know.” 

“Food you will get, but you are never leaving this place. At least not yet,” he said and left. 

*** 

Mrs. Ugochukwu sat to the left of Maryam in front of the company’s building with Grace by her 

right. They were waiting for David to arrive. 

“How long does it take to get here sef?” Grace asked turning to Mrs. Ugochukwu who didn’t 

even hear her, 

“He should be here any minute. Just chill,” Maryam said without looking at Grace. Each one of 

them was avoiding eye contact with the other.  

The sober silence descended again on the trio and it was Mrs. Ugochukwu’s beeping phone that 

broke the silence a few minutes later but she paid no attention to it. Maryam’s phone went off 

next and she brought it out of her bag to read the text message. 

“Death is only the completion of life. Don’t cry much for God is loving.”  

An involuntary gasp escaped her lips and Mrs. Ugochukwu looked at her sharply. 
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“What is it Maryam?” 

“Nothing,” she said quickly. The arrival of David in one of Mrs. Ugochukwu’s jeeps saved 

Maryam from answering further. 

“What’s going on babe, I got your text to come quickly.” 

“Baby I don’t know, we can’t find my baby girl…” Mrs. Ugochukwu’s started and broke off 

distraught. “Maryam, tell him everything.” Mrs. Ugochukwu said wiping the tears off her face. 

“Tell me what?” Maryam what is going on?” David asked anxiously. Maryam glared at him and 

turned her face away. It was Grace who answered. 

“I don’t know…we don’t know where Chioma is. She and Maryam came here to see Gift…” 

“Where’s Gift?” David asked. 

“She’s inside.” Grace replied. 

“We came to see her about some ideas I have for my birthday dress, but she was not there at that 

time. So…..so we were heading out and I was replying a text after she spoke to Mrs. Ugochukwu 

and I think with Mrs. Beebs on my phone, by the time I got back, she was gone.” Maryam 

completed seeing the question on David’s face. 

“Has anyone tried calling her or asking Gift as well?” David asked. 

“She left her phone at the house this morning when she left with Maryam.” Mrs. Ugochukwu 

said. David put his hand to his waist deep in thought. 
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“You said Mrs. Beebs called you?” His question was directed at Maryam. 

“Yes, after she spoke with her mother.” 

“What did she say? I mean Mrs. Beebs.” 

“I don’t know.” 

“We should call the police. I just wanted you to be here. You know, I need strength for all of 

this…” Mrs. Ugochukwu trailed off in tears again. 

“That was what I said but you said we should wait for David,” Maryam said disgustedly, 

watching Mrs. Ugochukwu rest on David like someone in pain who had just found comfort. 

“We should wait and see if something turns up first. What if she was kidnapped and we scare her 

abductors by contacting the police?” David said, meeting Maryam’s gaze evenly. 

“It is still the right thing to do.” she retorted back. 

*** 

Chioma felt sticky, she had had to pee on herself. The room was deserted and she could not tell 

whether it was night or day. Someone had brought her food earlier and fed her. She had been 

hoping her hands would be untied to eat but that had not happened. She must have dozed off 

while singing softly to herself. 
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In her sleep, there was Matthew again. He was lying on the floor beside her somewhere in a 

garden that looked familiar. They were talking and kissing when suddenly, David, the twins and 

Uncle Osas gathered and all four of them stabbed Matthew but didn’t touch her. 

“Kill me too,” she yelled in her dream. “Kill me too! Matthew!” she had woken up shaking and 

shivering from that dream. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

Maryam stayed up until past 3:00a.m, she had never experienced trouble sleeping but that night 

she kept tossing and turning. Her mind was worried, not only was Chioma missing, Mrs. 

Ugochukwu’s lackadaisical attitude was saddening. 

Maryam felt a rumbling in her stomach, she felt hungry too. She had returned home very late the 

previous night. She had tried trailing and monitoring David’s movements with hopes that she 

could detect something to help in the search for Chioma’s whereabouts but her efforts had 

proved abortive. Her parents were already asleep by the time she got back home, only the house 

help was awake when she came knocking at the door. She made the decision to go see Mrs. 

Beebs the following day and finally managed to drift off into a troubled sleep. 

*** 

Mrs. Beebs was one of the oldest residents living at Edmund Crescent; she lived alone and 

hardly ever had visitors. Chioma had once told Maryam that she could go for a year without 

anyone coming to visit and as she prepared to leave the house for the visit, Maryam questioned 

the logic behind her own actions. Her parents were still asleep when she was slipping out of the 

house and she was grateful for that. She didn’t want to have to answer any questions about why 

she had come home late the night before or why she was heading out so early. 

‘Tell baami and maami that I have some things to do and will be back later in the day,’ she said 

to the little girl who was picking beans for breakfast in the living room as she headed out. 

 ‘What things aunty?’ the little girl asked. 
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‘Tell them exactly what I told you, when did you start questioning my movements?” Maryam 

snapped at the girl in annoyance. She felt edgy enough as it was without being made to feel any 

more conscious by the help. 

“Tell them I am at Chioma’s house,” she added before slipping out the door.  

Mrs. Beebs’ house was alive with activity even at that hour of the morning. People were trooping 

in and out of the house with gloomy faces and it was with trepidation that Maryam entered the 

house. 

‘Chai!’ she heard someone exclaim. 

‘What’s going on…?’ she asked turning to a young boy who was looking around him with a 

forlorn expression on his face. 

“That woman, the one that has a very big waist was found dead this morning.” He said it as if he 

was trying to convince himself that she was really dead. Maryam stared at him dumbfounded, 

she didn’t know whether to scream or turn away. She suddenly felt heavy and it felt as if the 

room was swaying and she was about to fall. Her legs didn’t seem like it could carry her and she 

staggered into the room where the attraction seemed to be. 

Mrs. Beebs body was lying in a grotesque manner on the floor, her neck at an unnatural angle 

and her lifeless eyes staring in shock as if whoever or whatever had killed her had not been what 

she would ever have expected. 
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“Somebody should call the police, this is not a circus.” Maryam said feeling sick to the pit of her 

stomach. Everyone stared at her as if she had gone mad and she couldn’t believe the way they 

gawked at the body of the dead woman. Her phone beeped and she read the text message, ‘The 

obstinate fly follows the dead to the grave.’ 

*** 

Mrs. Ugochukwu came awake slowly with a frown. Her consciousness registered that David 

wasn’t sleeping beside her on the bed. She got out of bed and stretched, her eyes falling on a 

framed picture of Chioma. David had said he was going to make some enquiries at the company 

before they called the police. She felt worried about the safety of her daughter but assured with 

David’s reasoning that it was better not to scare the kidnappers into doing something by getting 

the police involved. It was around 10:00am when she finally decided to call David. 

‘Hello…’ 

‘…..’ 

‘I’m not sure, you just left’ she said putting her left hand on her waist. 

‘….’ 

‘No, no one has called me, but I called the detective’ 

‘…………..’ 

 ‘How was I supposed to know, you were not here, I had to do something. My daughter is still 

missing, what kind of mother will I be? I had to.’ She said pacing about the room. 

‘Hello? Hello…?’ the line had gone dead. 
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Why was David so upset she had called her detective friend? She had no minute to think further 

when the doorbell jarred her out of her thoughts and she hurried to the door. Standing there was 

Osas, her brother-in-law. 

‘What do you want,’ she asked in clipped tones, trying to hide her surprise. 

“I’m here to make peace with you and forgive you. Won’t you invite me in?” he said and entered 

the house without waiting for a reply. 

‘You had better leave before I call the police.’ She waved her phone threateningly in his face, her 

voice rising. 

‘There isn’t any need for that,’ he said as he sat down. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

“There isn’t any need for that,” he said as he sat down. 

“What do you want, why are you here?” Mrs. Ugochukwu said with her arms folded under her 

breasts. Osas pointed at a seat, indicating that she sit but sitting was the last thing she felt like at 

that moment so she remained standing. 

“I have only come to make peace,” he placed his legs on top of the center table like he owned the 

place. “Come, sit” he invited again as if he owned the house and this time around, Mrs. 

Ugochukwu didn’t bother to hide her disgust at his presence. 

“Osas, for Christ sakes what do you want?” she said. She was expecting him to make a request or 

something outlandish and her eyes darted to the wall clock, it wasn’t even yet mid-day. 

*** 

As Maryam left Mrs. Beebs’ apartment after thirty minutes of discovering about her death, it 

finally registered on her that Mrs. Ugochukwu wasn’t among those she had met at the house. I’m 

not sure she has heard, she thought to herself as she headed for Mrs. Ugochukwu’s. I hope this 

will change her mind about the devil she is about to marry. But wait, how am I even sure David 

did this? No one really cared about Mrs. Beebs, who would have wanted her dead? 

Maryam’s mind was in turmoil and each thought and question chased each other in her mind. 

She was so lost in thoughts that she didn’t see the detective waving at her neither did she hear the 

beeping of her cellphone. 
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“Are you okay? You seem pretty shaken,” the detective’s question was asked with a smile. 

Maryam smiled back at him ironically as the thought that he looked good hit her. What a time to 

be thinking about a handsome policeman. She noticed his clean set of teeth but shrugged instead 

and answered, 

“I am fine. Murder isn’t just something we get around much here.” 

“Murder?” his face registered surprise. Maryam realized he probably hadn’t heard and cursed 

herself silently for jumping to conclusions. 

“Mrs. Beebs was found dead today.” She looked away, avoiding his probing eyes. 

“Why would you think it is a murder?” 

“I don’t know, I am tired, I just said the first thing that came to my head. I guess you are heading 

to Mrs. Ugochukwu’s?” he nodded the affirmative. 

“That is where I am going to as well.” 

Careful Maryam, tread softly, he probably knows something is up and is only playing you. Best 

not to say anything about Chioma’s kidnap either, she thought. They walked the rest of the 

journey to Mrs. Ugochukw’s house in silence, Maryam trying not to feel too conscious about the 

detective beside her. 

*** 
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“You see, after you killed my brother…” Osas began but was quickly interrupted by Mrs. 

Ugochukwu. 

 “Ehn, ehn, ehn, ehn, hold it there Osas…” she paused and hissed her hatred at him, “me kill 

your brother? You must be mad to come back all the way from hell where I asked you to go to 

tell me this rubbish. You need to leave my house this minute!” she walked down to the door, her 

eyes blazing with fire and stared daggers at Osas.   

He only shook his head and smiled, “where’s your daughter? I haven’t seen her since I arrived.” 

His stare was pointed and she felt herself withering under his scrutiny. 

“Osas leave my house this minute,” she flung the door wide open to an astonished Maryam. 

“Is everything alright?” The detective asked staring at Osas curiously. 

Osas jumped to his feet at the sight of the detective and exclaimed, “Everything is fine! Yes, 

everything is fine, I only came to make peace with my late brother’s wife and I should be on my 

way now, it seems that she is still holding on to the past.” 

“I’m not your late brother’s wife again! You hear me?” Mrs. Ugochukwu interjected furiously, 

“don’t come back here again!” she said with her right hand on the door knob and her left hand 

pointing at him as if she was trying to stab him with her finger. Osas moved one leg against the 

other very slowly and stopped at the point where she was standing whispering in a voice so that 

only she could hear, 
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“Are you not still the famous Mrs. Ugochukwu?” He didn’t wait for a response as he walked 

away with a hysterical laugh. The detective and Maryam walked inside and she shut the door 

shaking in anger. 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 

“What are you doing” Grace asked as she watched her sister stuffing clothes inside a very small 

bag that was too small to contain every piece of clothing she was bringing out from the 

wardrobe. Her actions were quick and deliberate. 

“What does it look like?” Gift replied and continued packing and stacking the clothes inside the 

bag. It was clear that Gift had made up her mind to leave. She was leaving David’s plan to 

invade into Mrs. Ugochukwu’s life and properties, leaving her sister behind.   

“Where will you go, we didn’t even talk about this,” Grace said, not waiting for a reply from her 

sister, she picked up her phone to call David. 

“Where’s Osas?” 

“I don’t know and I don’t care.” With that she picked up the bag and hurried out of the room. 

*** 

“Where’s your boss?” David asked in an aggressive tone.  He had left Mrs. Ugochukwu that 

morning to the uncompleted building where Chioma was being held hostage. He had known all 

along where Chioma was being held. Osas had first tried roping him in on the plans for the 

kidnap but he had scoffed at it and pointed out its futility. He had not expected Osas to go ahead 

with the plan but then Osas was the mastermind behind it all, maybe he had not deemed it 

necessary what he thought. David was still ranting when Osas walked in. 

“We are not supposed to kidnap the girl,” David thundered so loudly that Chioma who was half 

conscious heard the commotion from the back room she was being held. 
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“What were we to do huh? Wait for your marriage? Wait for that girl to find out?”  Osas retorted 

hotly, shaking his head in contempt. 

“That girl there is your niece! Don’t you have a heart or any shred of compassion in you?” 

“Step niece or whatever it is. She is definitely not my blood!” Osas said and spat in disgust. “I 

have lost everything, that woman killed my brother and we lost Matthew because of them, we 

can’t back out now!” 

Chioma strained to hear the conversation from her position. Her mind was racing on the 

realization that Matthew was in on whatever plot was going on. 

“Matthew was a mere casualty,” David said calmly as though the person in question didn’t 

matter to him or played an important part in the plot. 

“Matthew was my son!” Osas yelled. 

“You never told me this. You said he was a part of the plan. You said to take him as a cousin.” 

David said in shock, trying to control the surprise he felt at the news. 

“Matthew was my son, and they killed him!” Osas said again, wiping his face with his palm. 

“They must pay,” with that he walked out of the room. David stared after him but his 

concentration was lost as his cell phone beeped. It was Grace. 

“Hello Grace, I am at the site, is there a problem?” 

“Yes, Gift left. She said she is done.” 
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“Done? Why would she leave? I need everyone to be calm. Ask her to wait for me to get there at 

the very least.” 

“I will try and delay her but you better hurry.” 

“Okay, I am on my way to Mrs. Ugochukwu’s place. I will get there soon.” David dropped the 

phone and walked out of the building. 

*** 

“Detective, Maryam,” Mrs. Ugochukwu said feigning a smile. 

“Who was that?” The detective inquired as he sat down next to Maryam who was staring into 

blank space. 

“Him? Nobody important, just my late husband’s brother,” she said with a dismissive wave of 

her hand. 

“Osas,” Maryam said, turning to look at her. It was clear Mrs. Ugochukwu was taken aback that 

Maryam knew him by name but she didn’t want to show her discomfort by asking how so 

nodded like it was natural for Maryam to know. 

“Yea, Osas,” Mrs. Ugochukwu said with another plastic smile. “I presume this is about my 

missing daughter?” 

“Your daughter is missing? Have you reported at the station?” 

“I thought this is what this is about?” 
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“No but since I am here, we might as well get into it. What happened, can you tell me how long 

ago this was?” The detective began to fire off his questions, taking notes as Mrs. Ugochukwu 

talked. During the questioning, Maryam’s phone suddenly beeped, it was Gift. 

“Can we meet? It’s about your friend. Come ASAP, don’t tell anyone. Come alone.”  

Maryam’s heartbeat quickened and she excused herself. She hurried out of the room, Gift had 

said to meet her just by a street away from the house. Maryam was soon there in no time at all. 

“What do you know about Chioma?” Maryam fired at the waiting Gift who was looking edgy 

and uncomfortable. 

“I know where they are keeping her.” 

Maryam inhaled sharply. “Where?” 

 “I can’t tell you…but we have to help her,” 

“You are telling me this because? Why did you change your mind? Why should I trust you?” 

“Look I have done stuffs in the past but part of what we are doing is for Chioma’s good. You 

would just have to trust me, at least if you want to see your friend alive again.” Gift turned to 

leave and then paused, “I’ll call you,” with that she hurried off. Maryam rushed back to the 

house. The detective was gone. Mrs. Ugochukwu was locked in an embrace with David. The two 

sprung apart when they saw Maryam. 
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“I’m sorry, the door was open, I thought the detective was still here. I would just leave now.” 

She turned to leave. 

“No Maryam wait, I was just on my way out,” David said. He kissed Mrs. Ugochukwu goodbye 

and breezed out of the room. 

“He’s using you ma…” Maryam said the minute he was out of earshot. 

“I’m sorry? What did you say?” 

“He’s using you, they are all using you. The twins, David, they kidnapped your daughter. They 

are working with Osas to get to you. You need to believe me. Don’t be blinded by any of his 

love.” 

“And you know this how?” Mrs. Ugochukwu’s voice was skeptical. 

“They tried to get to me, Chioma knew all along what they have been doing. She must have 

confided in Mrs. Beebs, that was what the detective and I had come to tell you, Mrs. Beebs is 

dead. She was found dead earlier today. She was murdered.” There were tears in Maryam’s eyes. 

“Mrs. Beebs is dead? How is that possible? I spoke to her…I spoke to her just…” Mrs. 

Ugochukwu couldn’t contain herself as she sat down on a couch and buried her face in her 

hands. 
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“Mrs. Beebs’s death is not the point right now. Chioma is in trouble. I need you to trust me, Gift 

said she would help, but she said I must come alone. I need at least someone to know what is 

going on. Your daughter is involved.” 

“If Gift is in on this, why would she want to help us get Chioma back? I am calling the 

detective? David bloody lied to me. He prevented me from calling the police. He even insinuated 

she ran off with a man and would soon be back, that I should give it time.” 

“Getting the police involved can be dangerous for Chioma. They don’t know Gift is on our side 

for now. The police might spook them into doing something dangerous.” 

“Oh God! My poor daughter! That bastard Osas doesn’t just know when to quit. I swear, if he 

hurts my daughter…” 

*** 

It was some minutes close to 8:00pm when David arrived at Gift’s house. Gift was back at the 

house with no sign of Grace. 

“Grace said you were leaving,” 

“Yes, I can’t stand it anymore. I can’t do any of this anymore. It’s like I don’t even know what 

we are doing again. We were supposed to just scare them. Now there is kidnapping and there is 

murder involved. I don’t want to die and this wasn’t what I signed up.” Gift said. 

“My dear calm down, everything will be fine soon,” David said advancing towards her. 
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“Was being engaged to her and me part of the plan as well? Answer me! Was that part of the 

plan?” Gift pushed him away and turned her back against him. 

“Babes, you know I don’t love her. It’s you.” 

“Well maybe when you are not engaged to two women,” Gift snapped and left for her room, 

locking herself in. 

*** 

Mrs. Ugochukwu and Maryam were sitting in the living room waiting for Gift’s call. It was 

getting close to midnight and the two were wide-eyed. 

“Are you sure about this Maryam? She could just be playing you.” Mrs. Ugochukwu said. 

“I sort of trust her, she sounded desperate. Relax.” Maryam replied. She stood up to fetch herself 

a glass of water when her phone beeped. She rushed back to the table and snatched up the phone. 

It was Gift. 

“Hello Maryam, I want you to listen to me carefully because I am about to tell you what we will 

do.” Gift’s voice came from the other end. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

Between 3:00am- 6:00am 

The moon glowed very brightly that night and the clouds were heavy with rain. Mrs. Ugochukwu 

stood beside the window staring blankly at the empty road of Edmund Crescent. Maryam sat on 

the couch close to the other side of the living room. The room was silent and the atmosphere was 

a warm and heart-sickening one. 

“Ma, it’s been several hours? What are we going to do?” Maryam finally broke the silence. The 

conversation with Gift had placed the two ladies in a state of confusion. 

“We’ll do as she wants us to…” Mrs. Ugochukwu said her face still turned towards the window. 

She had her right arm wrapped above her chest while her left hand toyed with the pendant of the 

necklace around her neck absentmindedly. 

“We’ll do what she wants!” she repeated again and walked towards her room. 

Gift had agreed to help them on the condition that they won’t involve the police and Mrs. 

Ugochukwu was to stay out of the matter. According to Gift, Mrs. Ugochukwu was too 

emotional and might ruin everything. Maryam stayed up that night waiting for Mrs. Ugochukwu 

to drift off into troubled sleep before she dialed Detective Chidi’s number and explained all that 

had been going on to him. 

“Where is she being held?” Detective Chidi asked. Although it was late into the night, he was 

still awake when Maryam’s call came in. He waited and listened to her. 
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“The place is Chief Edmund Community School. The time is 8am. Please come alone if you 

really want to help Chioma.” 

The next morning, Maryam insisted Mrs. Ugochukwu go to David’s house and create a 

distraction. 

“You are out of your mind…” Mrs. Ugochukwu protested. She glared at Maryam, “I’m going 

with you to save my daughter. I’m not going to David’s place. That gold digger! He is nothing 

but a bastard!” 

“Ma, it’s the best thing to do, let’s do it that way. Go to David, make sure he doesn’t leave the 

house or it could foil our plans, while you are with him, it should leave Gift and I enough room 

to save Chioma.” Maryam replied back in an equally loud voice. 

There was a moment of silence that seemed to last forever before Mrs. Ugochukwu spoke again. 

“Fine. Go on then.” 

Between 6:00am – 6:45am 

It was almost daybreak when Maryam headed out to meet Gift. She had called Gift to inform her 

that she was on her way as they had agreed to meet by 6:30 a.m. Gift did not answer the phone 

however despite Maryam trying to reaching her on ten tries.  Maryam finally gave up and didn’t 

bother to try again until she arrived at the rendezvous but still there was no response. 

*** 
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“Where are you going?” David asked half sleepy, he had had a rough night sleeping on the couch 

that night. 

“What does it looks like?” Gift snapped at him. “I’m going for a jog.” Gift almost collided with 

Mrs. Ugochukwu as she opened the door. The older woman was standing there about to knock. 

“Good morning ma,” Gift said. 

David quickly rolled over to see who it was. 

“Good morning Gift, I didn’t know you now live with David.” The sarcasm dripped from Mrs. 

Ugochukwu’s lips. Gift gave a tight smile and left the door open for her to enter while she went 

on her way. 

“Hey babe. Good morning.” David said standing up. He had always avoided Mrs. Ugochukwu’s 

presence in his house, he always came up with excuses to prevent her from coming and he 

wondered why she had come so early today when she usually didn’t visit him. 

It was 6:30am when Gift finally returned Maryam’s missed calls. Maryam who had dozed off in 

the car answered on the second ring, 

“Yes I’m here now,” Gift said “is that you in the car?” 

“Yes, yes” Maryam said, attempting to alight from the car. 

“No. Don’t come out, it seems as though my sister is on her way and Osas is here,” Gift said 
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“Wait. Osas is where? What? You didn’t consider them in your plans?” Maryam asked 

incredulously as she opened the car door, ended the call and walked to where Gift was. 

“What the heck are you telling me? Do you even know where she is?” Maryann said as she got 

closer to Gift. 

“Yes, here’s what we’d do, you wait in the car, I’d go and get her. You have to be sharp,” Gift 

was saying when Maryam’s phone began vibrating. 

She answered and put it on speaker, it was the detective and before he could say a word, Maryam 

was already yelling, “Are you sure Chioma is there?” 

Detective Chidi kept mute and listened picking up Maryam’s tactic almost immediately. Gift 

stared in surprise at Maryam, she didn’t understand why Maryam was talking to her and had 

decided to end her call. 

“Just calm down, wait in the car, I’ll get Chioma in no time,” Gift said with a shrug and began to 

walk towards to the uncompleted building adjacent to where they were both standing. 

With Gift’s back turned, Maryam quickly put the phone to her ear and whispered, “you need to 

come fast detective.” 

“What’s going on” Detective Chidi asked but Maryam ended the call before following Gift into 

the uncompleted building. 
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Detective Chidi frowned and decided it was best to involve two of his colleagues. He informed 

them of the situation before setting out to where Chioma was being held. 

7:00am 

“You know I love you and can’t wait to marry you right?” David said as he stared deep into Mrs. 

Ugochukwu’s eyes. She kept silent and forced a smile on her face. 

“So tell me, where are we spending the honeymoon?” David continued and was surprised at Mrs. 

Ugochukwu’s silence and blank expressions. 

“Babe what is it? Talk to me” David said pulling himself closer to her. There was another 

moment of silence till she finally said. 

“Where’s my daughter David?” 

He scoffed and replied, “Don’t worry dear, Chioma will come back. No one kidnapped her. 

She’s just being a child. Messing around” 

“Where’s my daughter David, where have they hidden my daughter?” She said and broke into 

tears. 

“Baby I don’t know, it’s going to be alright. Why would you think I have an idea where Chioma 

is?” David said feigning surprise. 

Mrs. Ugochukwu stood then and turned her back against him, he stood up as well and went to 

her, he turned her around and planted his lips on hers, Mrs. Ugochukwu did not resist, she kissed 
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him back. This was her opportunity for her to execute her plan, as they kissed, her hand went to 

her wrapper and she silently drew out the knife she had hidden in the fold. She plunged the knife 

into his back and watched as his eyes flew open in shock and pain. She pushed him away from 

her and aimed the knife at him a second time, this time gunning for his chest. David crumbled to 

the ground writhing in pain and clutching his chest. She stared at him wondered why she felt no 

remorse. She was burning with rage against David, against Osas, and against the twins. She 

wanted them all dead. 

 Between 7:30am – 8:15am 

Maryam caught up with Gift and tapped her on the back. Startled, Gift turned, “What are you 

doing here. I told you to wait in the car.” Gift spoke in hushed tones 

“I can’t, Chioma is my friend. We’re in this together,” Maryam said as she settled to catch her 

breath. 

“Well just follow me quietly,” Gift said. 

The two continued to wander about the building, looking for where Chioma was held hostage. 

“I thought you said you know where she is?” Maryam said in a whisper. 

“I do, it is right over the next block,” they walked towards where Gift had pointed. 

*** 
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Grace was on her way to where Chioma was being held with a meal when she saw the detective 

and two other men jumped down from the unmarked vehicle. She watched them for a second 

through the window and then quickly turned around to go back in the direction she had been 

coming. She dropped the tray of food and dialed David. Mrs. Ugochukwu answered the phone 

but said nothing. 

“David, the police are here, they’re here, David? Hello?” Grace ended the call and dialed Osas 

next. She didn’t wait, she repeated the same message and then she was running out the back 

door. 

Osas had been sleeping in another section of the building. He peeped outside his window and 

saw the van, Quickly he went to his drawer and picked up the revolver lying there before heading 

towards where Chioma was being held. 

“Did you hear that?” Maryam asked, “Someone is coming.” she said. 

“Hey what’s going on, who’s there! Osas I’m not afraid of you,” Chioma yelled in a very loud 

voice unknowingly alerting Maryam and Gift to where she was being held hostage. Osas 

changed his mind and decided it was best to escape rather than risk a confrontation with the 

police and was running towards the backdoor when one of the police came in through there and 

with a gun aimed at him, asked him to drop to his knees.  Osas knew he was outnumbered and 

did as he was told, allowing the police cuff him. 

Maryam and Gift opened the door to where Chioma was and quickly untied her. 
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“Matthew was… Matthew was… stop..” Chioma tried speaking but was asked to keep quiet by 

Maryam. They were about to head out the door when they collided with the remaining two 

detectives who helped them out the building. 

“Next stop is David’s, Grace must have warned him by now.” Detective Chidi said as he drove 

through the streets of Lagos like a mad man. 

David’s apartment 

When Grace got to David’s apartment, she saw Mrs. Ugochukwu on the floor and David on her 

laps covered in a pool of blood. 

“What have you done?” Grace said feeling sick and horrified at the sight of the blood. Mrs. 

Ugochukwu didn’t respond to her. She just sat there with a smile on her face. Grace turned to 

leave when the detective entered the room. She was also cuffed and an ambulance was called. 

Grace, Gift and Osas were tried and convicted for the crime they had committed while Mrs. 

Ugochukwu was taken to a rehabilitation home while Maryam and Chioma managed her 

business. 

THE END 
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