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      They say people can be born as psychopaths—I disagree. Society turns you into one. My father turned me into one. My school turned me into one. And guess what? I can’t go back. There is no going back. I have to finish what I started. If not, I won’t get to live my dream. I have never acted rashly and aggressively in my life but today, my life is on the line. It’s either I kill or get killed by a traitor whom I thought was my friend. Don’t blame me, because I always dreamed of getting along with people which never worked out. Nobody called me weird or anti-social but I could see through their eyes, they knew I was different—negatively different.

      I shot a look up at the dark sky, noting that heavenly water was about to come pouring down any moment. My hands were tied, so were my feet. My legs ached, because I ran like Flash, chasing my target—not running away. No matter how cold-hearted people thought I was, I could still move. I could still feel fear, anger. Lying down on the right side, I could only struggle so much as to take a peek at the clouds but my movements were limited. The grasses felt like tall trees and as soon as the rain came pouring down, they began to bow and rise repeatedly. The dusty ground began to feel wet and then muddy and it annoyed me a bit because I was still in my school uniform.

      I remembered the times when it was easy for me to find my way out of something if my schemes were clear and feasible. Nursing an escape plan in danger was the worst way to get out of that trouble. You have to always plan ahead and think about five different ways something could go wrong and then write down five different escape plans for those uncertainties. However, in my case, I only made two different plans but none worked.

      My head silenced its brewing thoughts when I heard footsteps somewhere near those grasses and it sounded like they were coming towards me. I exhaled and calmed down when the person’s face emerged in the darkness, under the rain. His torchlight was shining directly at me. He got nearer and I recognised him—that detective. What was he doing here? I averted my gaze to someone behind him with a heavy stick. While the detective was trying to help me, I tried to scream but then recalled that my mouth was tied with a piece of cloth. The stranger raised the stick and struck the detective’s head with it twice, causing him to fall down right beside me. At that moment, I think I knew what fear felt like.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            ELYAS

          

        

      

    

    
      I have read a lot of books, watched a lot of movies and one thing that struck me most was the fact that adults don’t think teenagers can behave like adults. I disagree—don’t blame me, I disagree with almost everyone and everything because ideologies have to be challenged. Some teenagers (like me) become adults early because we have no choice.

      As a seventeen-year-old boy, I learnt how to cook when I was around five, learnt how to wash my clothes, iron my uniforms, and do my assignments (alone) when I was seven. Even as a full-time secondary student, I still managed to get a job as a sales assistant in one of my neighbour’s shops. So, I earn my money and pay my school fees (which is quite cheap) because my parents are all too busy fighting each other five times a week. But then, who am I to complain? It’s best to live your life and take your opportunities however they come.

      This morning, a heated argument ensued while I was busy preparing my lunch for school. They argue most times, and keep malice with each other for months. I never had a normal relationship with them. I am also not sure they had a normal relationship between themselves. It’s been 20 years since they got married and you would still think they were strangers.

      My father started an argument about the soup in the pot being smaller than it was supposed to be, claiming that he always gave her enough money to take care of the household but maybe she was spending it on another man? He was a pathetic liar and a vagabond, doing nothing all day long. Sometimes, he would steal money from my mother’s purse, step out (as if going to work), and come back drunk in the night, reeking of cigarettes and guess what? Another quarrel would start.

      I sighed, picking up my flask and placing it in my bag. It was 10 minutes to 7am and my little brother—four years old, was still in his school uniform, looking for someone to help him tie his shoelaces while watching my mother concentrate on other things out of anger. I looked at my watch again and stepped into the parlour to help him tie those laces.

      “Amam na gi na nwoke ozo dina,” my father spat out in our Igbo dialect, “You cannot deceive me. I will find that man and kill him myself.” That was his default speech whenever he wasn’t winning any argument.

      I shook my head, took my brother’s bag and helped him down from the chair. I walked him into the kitchen and scooped out some fried yam and egg from my food flask, dropping it into his before I closed it. “Put it inside your lunch bag,” I said to him, turning on the tap while it flowed into his water bottle. The filled bottle also went into his lunch bag and I zipped it for him.

      Just as we were about to leave the house, I heard a slap. And another one. And another one. My brother didn’t seem to know what was happening, so I told him to stay put in the corridor while I went into the parlour to see what was happening. This world be damned. My father was beating up my mother—for the second time this month. It happened more often than you would imagine. I wanted to feel some kind of anger, and hatred enough to actually push my father away from her but none of these emotions emerged. When I was ten, I was diagnosed with Alexithymia which means I was emotionally blind. It was said to be associated with my antisocial personality disorder.

      I tried to go near, but found myself stepping back. The wicked beatings graduated to a scuffle when my mother decided to fight back. It had always amazed me to see people in pain—because I didn’t know what it felt like, but this was different. My mother was getting hurt. There was something I knew I could do—however, this was her problem to solve. Calling the police was useless, so why bother? They’ll simply say it is a family issue and none of their business.

      My little brother was waiting for me in the corridor when I met him. Taking his tiny hand, I led him out of the house. It was already 7am. His school was near, so that was an advantage. Mine was 30 minutes away on foot and getting there late would result in 10 strokes of the cane. It was easy for me to endure yet it could be a tad-bit annoying at times.

      I successfully dropped my brother off at a nursery school and walked my way to school. In a country like Nigeria, it was easy to endure a few strokes if you wanted to save money. If a teacher punished you, that’s fine. Their teaching period will be over and then you will be forgiven when another one comes in. Prices were shooting up into the sky, so boarding a tricycle or a motorcycle taxi was the easiest way to be cheated because the riders will tell you how costly it is to get a gallon of fuel.

      At exactly 7:51am, I arrived at school. The gate man let me in but the disciplinarian was not forgiving. There were about three more students on their knees while the middle-aged man struck their palms ten times. It got to my turn and he wasted no time in giving me my share of the cane. In fact, he struck my palms twelve times—as always. More punishment for the stubborn boy who came late once or twice a year. I didn’t mind the hatred—hell, I couldn’t even see it because I didn’t care.

      I stood up on my feet and walked to my class, bag on my back. Outside, the school was rather quiet because lessons had begun, but if you went near the classes, noises were inevitable. The school only had three blocks—blocks meaning a set of classrooms. For example, one block, or a separate building, had about 10-15 classes. One block was for the science students, the second was for the social science students, and the third for the art students. In each of those blocks, there was at least one staff office. For instance, the science block had a maths department office with teachers in it and a physics department office. The lab was in another building dedicated to laboratories.

      As a science student, I entered the science block and stepped into my class, which was Class C2. We were SS3 students, about to sit our final exams that would decide our entry into university. WAEC was always a big deal for senior students who were planning to get into a university of their choice. As for me, it was the biggest of deals—meaning that I had only one chance to sit this exam and pass it well; if not, there would be no university or career for me. I would be a sales assistant until I earned enough money to pay for another chance to take the WAEC exams. After the WAEC exams comes the qualifying exam for getting into a good university, which is called JAMB. I’m sure you understand when I say that I need to get this right, once and for all.

      I sat down on my chair, the third bench on the first row to the right. Also, I wasn’t sitting alone. The bench could accommodate three people, but there were two of us on the seat. A fellow student named Cayle Ilaorun. He was the extroverted type—so exhausting. Being extroverted didn’t mean he wasn’t intelligent. He was ranked second in position for the best students in the whole science department last year. Guess my rank—the third. Yeah, I can’t believe it. He doesn’t know, but I always get jealous of him whenever he gets ahead of me like that.

      Just when I settled on my seat, the chemistry teacher, Miss Jenny, walked in. A middle-aged woman who obviously wasn’t married. You would expect her to have that ring on her hand by now after being so skilful with flogging the hell out of her students with canes, but she didn’t. We all stood up to greet her before she permitted us to sit. Luckily, I was close to the window, so if the lessons ever got boring, I could simply look out and feel the freedom that comes with the air and noise.

      “Elyas,” Cayle whispered my name, “I called you yesterday, but you didn’t pick up.” He looked at me as if I were some kind of strange bird. I frowned, taking a pen from my bag. Thankfully, I hadn’t forgotten to bring my chemistry notebook to class.

      “I forgot to call back,” I said, watching the teacher as she tested the new marker on the board.

      “That’s always your excuse.”

      I sighed and looked at where I had stopped in the chemistry notes during the last class. To be honest, I wasn’t in the mood to talk—well, I’m never in the mood to talk, but especially not today.

      “Can I see your notes?” said a female voice from behind. I forgot to tell you about Linda. The girl who finds it hard to complete her notes in class but finds it easy to borrow from others, even if their writing is shit—sorry. Wrong language. But that’s the truth. Fortunately, she was talking to Cayle, and he lent his notes to her.

      “Your WAEC exam is in the next two months. Did you know?” Miss Jenny announced, turning to us with wide eyes. There was no answer, so she continued, “You’d better be ready and stop joking around like those junior students. You’re all seniors. Behave like it.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” everyone chorused. I rolled my eyes and averted my gaze to the world outside the window. Teachers had a peculiar way of scaring students when it came to final exams. It doesn’t faze me, but it might scare some students.

      Miss Jenny turned with a book and began writing on the board while the rest of us copied it into our notebooks. Linda returned Cayle’s notes and began writing furiously to catch up.

      “Have you seen Gaby yet?” Cayle asked.

      My first response was, “Who’s Gab—” before I remembered who she was. The girl who was awarded first position last year. She topped every student in the whole SS3 science department. I always thought females never did well in science, and Gaby proved me wrong to the core. “No, I haven’t. Why do you ask?”

      “She and Frank are now a thing.”

      “Frank?” I asked. I didn’t know who Frank was, at all.

      “Yeah. That rich guy in C4. He was the fourth in position after you,” Cayle replied, and I shot a mean look at him. What was he implying? That I was as dull as that other rich, clueless guy?

      “So? Why are you telling me about her?”

      “You and Gaby used to be close. What happened?”

      I shook my head faintly, following an exhale, “We were study partners, and nothing else. Mind your business, Cayle.”

      “Oh, I will. But seriously, you need to get a girl. Maybe Hanah or Charlotte.”

      “Shit, Cayle. What are you on about?” I dropped my pen, now glaring at him. He was being ridiculous.

      “I’m sorry,” he raised his hands in surrender and resumed writing.

      I glared at him one more time and stood up, excusing myself from the class. Finally, a wave of fresh air. I tucked my hands in my pockets, heading to the toilet meant for science students. It was a little farther away from the science block, which was okay by me. A little freedom, away from people who suffocate me so badly.

      As I marched towards the boys’ section of the toilet, I heard a female voice behind me. Turning back, it was Chessita—but we call her Chess, quite literally because it fits her a little too well. She wasn’t a science student, by the way, but an art student. Also, on a general note, female art students are beautiful—well, like Chess. However, I am emotionally blind. So, teenage hormones, love, feelings and all that sort, do not apply to me.

      “Yeah,” I replied as she approached me. She was a little shorter than me, even though we were the same age.

      “Where are you headed?”

      “Toilet,” I gave a faint smile because that’s not what she wanted to hear, yet it was the truth.

      “I’ll wait for you outside, then.”

      “Hmm? Why?”

      “I want you to escort me to the library,” she replied innocently. Ah. I forgot to mention. She has baby-blue eyes. As a side note, it’s hard to find a Nigerian female with baby-blue eyes. We are not into stereotypes, but some people are unique in their facial features. For example, I have grey eyes, which I don’t find unique or amusing, unlike other people around me.

      “I’ll just escort you first,” I said, and we walked to the library, which was near one of the laboratory blocks. The grass was wet with dew, but it still looked green and fresh.

      “How are you?” she asked, without looking at me, her hands behind her back.

      I noticed her timidity as she asked that question, “I’m fine.” There was a period of silence between us before I returned the question, “And you? It’s been weeks since I saw you.”

      “Ah,” she looked up at me with those pretty eyes, “Yes. I was busy… with, you know? Family issues.”

      I nodded. Everybody had family issues. That reminded me of the fight my parents had that morning. A normal person wouldn’t have forgotten about that. “What happened?” I stopped to listen to her.

      “Uh. My father was diagnosed with sickle cell disease. It was painful news, but my mum is taking it quite well,” she said. I could see tears welling up in her eyes. I can’t feel what she’s feeling, but I’m glad I wasn’t rude to her when she asked me to escort her.

      “Are you coping well?” I asked, trying to keep my distance while stepping closer to her at the same time. Her natural hair was clean and well-braided.

      “I’m trying to cope with everything. You don’t look as exhausted as I do,” she chuckled. I smiled. Whenever she laughed, or managed to, these attractive dimples became visible. To be honest, I liked it.

      “You know me.” We resumed walking to the library.

      “How are you preparing for WAEC?”

      “Fine, I guess. It’s not easy, but I hope to make it through at least this once,” I replied.

      “Yeah. Same.”

      As we were approaching the library, I noticed some women selling a number of snacks, but one that caught my eye was the ice cream in a slim sachet. “Would you like some ice cream?” I glanced at her.

      “Me?” She shot up a surprised look and nodded. “Yeah.”

      I approached the woman selling the ice cream and told her what I wanted to buy. She took out the leather and placed the sachet of ice cream in it. I paid her before collecting the leather. “Thank you, ma,” I said to the woman, who smiled.

      “Thank you, Elyas.” Chess stared at me as she gently took the sachet from my hand.

      “You’re welcome.” I shifted my gaze to Cayle, who was waving at me from afar. What did he want? Did something happen? “I’ll see you later, Chess.” She nodded before I walked off.

      The sun was revealing itself fully, so the atmosphere was becoming very stuffy and hot. In this part of Africa, cold seasons rarely existed, and even when the rainy season had come, there was still a high chance of experiencing the heat of the sun five days a week and 24 hours a day. I shrugged off those thoughts and approached Cayle.

      “What?”

      “Mrs Kola is looking for you,” Cayle said, and I closed my eyes in frustration. Mrs Kola was our maths teacher, and the only reason she could be seeking me is because of that one assignment I failed last week. She mentioned wanting to have a talk with me, and I escaped it, but now, I’m not so sure. I had enough pressure in my life at the moment, and it was so difficult to accommodate more, let alone welcome more.

      “Thanks,” I said and headed towards her office.

      “Elyas.” He called.

      I turned.

      “You two know each other well?”

      Hmm? What the hell was he talking about?

      “I meant you and Chess.”

      “We’ve been friends for five years.” I didn’t know what Cayle was getting at, and to be honest, this was not a great time for me to be bothered.

      “Ah,” he nodded. “Are you two... a thing?”

      Okay. Yeah. Guess what? I have had enough of this bullshit talk. So I approached him, making sure he could see the annoyance in my countenance. “Stay away from her.”

      “What? I didn’t even say anything of that sort,” he tried to smile.

      “Both of us have known each other for longer, and I can accurately guess what goes through your head each time you ask me a stupid question. It’s a warning, Cayle. Stay away from her.”

      “Fine.”

      “It better be,” I withdrew and strode towards the maths department. After taking whatever insult that was prepared for me, I needed to ease myself of the urine in my bladder.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            ELYAS

          

        

      

    

    
      So, it didn’t go well. I mean my meeting with Mrs Kola. She sat me down for an hour, giving me obvious reasons why I need to do well in maths (I only failed one freaking assignment) and why I need to stay locked up in my room, burning some special candles and burying my head in my books. Well, I wish I could lock myself up and not go anywhere for a year. That would be better for my mental health. And, you won’t believe it. She also gave me reasons why I shouldn’t associate with art students because they are not as serious as the science students. You know, there is something about human beings. They think one group is special, and the other is trash.

      I checked the time on my watch as I got into the class from our short break, which was nearer to the last two lesson periods before school closed for the day. It was around 1:45 pm. By the time I got into the class, our geography teacher was already present. Taking my seat, I sighed and glanced at Cayle, who was talking to Ifeanyi, another student who was part of Cayle’s gang of male gossipers and show-offs. If you’ve already noticed, Cayle was a show-off—a complete one.

      “I hope you remember that WAEC exams are drawing closer. It’s best if you try your best and expect the best,” he announced. “I am not teaching anything today, so you can all go home.”

      You wouldn’t believe how tired and happy I was. My day had been full of people and shit. I wore my bag on my back and passed Cayle, striding outside. So many of us were going out, and as usual, some stayed in the class waiting for God-knows-what. School usually closed by 2 pm on a normal day, but I had seen some of my mates enter their houses around 5 pm, and their parents came knocking at my door, asking if I knew the whereabouts of their children—because clearly, I was the responsible one, so I should take care of their children and stalk them like a creep.

      Heading outside the block, I saw Chess waiting for me. It wasn’t a surprise—uh, yeah. It was definitely a surprise. I remember how she used to ignore me when we first got admission into senior secondary school as science students. She was all that interested in her newfound friends—and boyfriends and so on. What do I care? I thought I would care but discovered I was incapable of having those feelings. You know, I got this advice from overhearing a conversation between two drunk men. The advice is this: Mind your business.

      “You were waiting for me?” I asked, approaching her, my hands in my pockets (this habit never left me).

      “Mmm,” she nodded with a smile, the sun making her faint blue eyes more transparent.

      “Your house is one hour away from here,” I said as we strode to the gate together. “You should take a tricycle home.”

      “Eh, I just feel like walking home today.”

      I nodded and let her be. There were other students outside the school gate who were either buying some snacks, talking to their friends who visited from other schools, or flagging down either tricycles or motorbikes. Students who didn’t have the money for a quick ride home or wanted to talk to their friends freely strolled in different directions to their houses.

      I was so lost in the world around me that I forgot Chess was beside me, quiet and reserved. Two to three students behind us made loud noises that completely annoyed the hell out of me. It might sound selfish, but sometimes, I wished people could just be as quiet as I was—for even a moment. I turned back to look at them, and they looked like some SS1 or SS2 students, attending school for the sake of socialising. There was no use in scolding them because a lot of them could be nasty, so I focused on my path, making sure to walk over the buried stones in my way.

      Finally, we diverted to a path which was quiet. The grass looked tall but could easily be stepped on, and I observed that it was turning yellow. In agriculture (I think), it means the plants are dying. Maybe it was because the sun was scorching hot as if doom was about to befall humankind.

      “It’s been a long time since I saw your brother. How is he?” she asked.

      “He’s grown a little but still the same.”

      “Ah.”

      I heard some laughs behind, and from the nature of their voices, they were males. Definitely male students, but there was something about one of those students that made me turn back a bit. The three of them also halted, and the one in the middle frowned. He was definitely the leader.

      “What were you laughing at?” I asked. Chess stepped behind me, as if she knew them from somewhere.

      “How’s that your concern?” He strode to me.

      “My concern,” I recorded his steps, “is that I heard you saying something about her behind my back.”

      “Who’s she to you? Your girlfriend?” The guy gestured to the other two, and they grabbed her from where she was hiding behind me. Not even a house was nearby, just a clear path in the middle of bushes and cricket noises.

      “Leave me alone,” she struggled to escape from their grip.

      “I know who you are. Elyas from C2, right?” he said, and I recognised him immediately. The only good thing I knew about myself was the ability to be emotionless even in the midst of distress.

      She cried out again, and one of them closed her mouth with his hand. If I went all out on them without a plan, things could go awry. So my second instinct was to step back, turn, and go my way. But I remembered. There was a knife in my bag. Don’t be surprised. I brought it to school for one of my classmates because of her cooking practicals in the food and nutrition class. She didn’t have the type of knife that was needed for the practicals and asked if she could borrow mine.

      Both of them dragged Chess towards the bushy side and made her fall on her back, while the leader landed a clean punch on the right side of my face. I felt a bucket-load of pain in one of my molars, and that annoying whistling sound deafened my ears, making me unaware of my surroundings for a moment.

      I spat out blood and stepped back. Unzipping my bag, I took out the knife. The guy didn’t seem to notice the knife I had brought out, and as he lunged at me again, the knife went into his belly. His eyes widened for a moment, realising what had just happened. He withdrew and fell to the ground while the bloody knife was still in my hands.

      The two guys were already over Chess, each wanting to get a taste of her body while she resisted violently. They were as clueless and dumb as sloths when I picked up a heavy rock and hit it on their heads simultaneously. When you are prey pretending to be a predator, it’s easy to be caught and eaten. Both of them fell down, blood gushing out of their injured heads. I looked at my uniform, and some spatter of blood had stained it.

      “Elyas,” Chess cried as I helped her up.

      “Go home and don’t turn back,” I instructed her.

      “No—”

      “Chess. Listen to me for once, will you? Go home and pretend like nothing happened. If anyone asks you about what happened here, say that you saw nothing.”

      Tears welled in her eyes as she ran away, the dust rising from the ground in her wake.

      I pivoted to the bloody scene I had made. First things first, I needed to get rid of the bodies and make it look like they fought and injured themselves—leading to their deaths. I knew the leader. He was a cult member, but I couldn’t remember where I had seen him before. They were without their bags, so it would be easy for anyone to guess that they were the unserious students, out to bully others. I took out my sweater from my bag and made sure to clean the knife’s handle properly before placing it on one of the two guys. Now, it was time to figure out where to move the bodies. People hardly passed by, so I had enough time to set everything right.
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        * * *

      

      I tried to reminisce on what my favourite Further Maths teacher told me personally before he left for a bigger school, perhaps with a bigger salary. He said, “Be yourself—anywhere and at any time.” He said this to me after noticing how other students talked behind my back about my ASPD condition—most of them already knew about the disorder, but none of them realised that I didn’t care. It didn’t mean that I didn’t care about what he said to me. I hid those words in my heart and held onto them like an anchor anytime something unexpected happened to me.

      As I lay down on my bed in the dark of the night, dangerous thoughts came rushing into my head. The night felt lonelier than it had on other nights. My mother was still at work. She’s a pharmacist and comes back late at night—around 11 p.m. every day. My father was snoring the hell out of his body in his room, which wasn’t far from mine. My brother had told me he wanted to sleep in my room in the cutest way possible, and I couldn’t resist. He was right beside me on the bed, covered with my duvet. The air conditioner was on, so the atmosphere was a bit cold for him.

      Just then, I heard a knock on our gate. The pattern of the knock was that of my mother’s, and I got up to open the gate. My mother looked exhausted but still managed to smile at me, which I didn’t return.

      “Alfie ọ na-ehi ụra?” she asked as I locked the gate behind her.

      “Yeah,” I replied. She was asking if Alfie was asleep, which should have been obvious. Coming back late at night wasn’t going to change Alfie’s sleeping pattern. “He’s in my room.”

      She sighed and sat down on the bench outside. I could see the red marks on her neck and slight injuries on her wrists, and it didn’t faze me. It was impossible to feel something when you had a disorder like mine. The only thing I could do was sit beside her. “How was school?”

      Yeah, this was the wrong time to ask that question. I couldn’t be bothered. “Fine.”

      “And your studies?”

      “Good.”

      “I’m sorry about this morning. You shouldn’t have seen that.”

      That reminded me of how long (and bad) my day had been. “I’ve been seeing it for many years. Today wasn’t different.”

      “I just need more time⁠—”

      “Mum,” I turned to her, “whatever you choose to do is up to you.”

      She exhaled and placed her hand on mine. “If anything happens to me, take care of your brother. ị na-anụ?”

      “Why can’t you just divorce him? It’s not like we aren’t going to support you.”

      “As I said before, I need time. I can’t just leave him like that⁠—”

      I stood up, withdrawing my hand. “I need to sleep. Tomorrow’s school.”

      “Ka chifoo,” she bade me goodnight with a faint voice, and I left for my room. Before stepping into the room, I looked up at my father’s window. The light in that room was on, and I knew he was preparing for something. Well, I was tired enough and needed a good sleep, even though I am a light sleeper.

      I got into my room, shut my door, and lay down on the bed to sleep. I heard my mother stepping into the house, opening the door to their room. Low voices were heard in the room, which graduated into a soft scuffle, then a faint scream. Things were falling down and breaking so loudly that I got up and left the room for the kitchen. If I could kill three people in a day for Chess, I could do more for my mother.

      I took out a long fork from its position and opened the door to my parents’ room. Just as suspected, my father was strangling her. “Get away from her.” If my father couldn’t sense the desire and taste for blood in my voice, then he wasn’t meant to live—at all.

      “Elyas, pụọ biko!” My mother urged me to leave under her breath. My father turned towards me, sweating profusely as if he had just won a golden prize. I hated this man with everything in me. It made me sick, thinking that he was my father. Because of what he always did to my mother, it infuriated me whenever I saw a female attacked.

      “What do you want to do? Beat up your father?” he asked, picking up his belt. Nah. There’s no way I would allow him to touch me with that thing. If he thought he was the only crazy person in the house, he was wrong.

      The fork in my hand steadied, and as soon as he raised his hand to hit me with that belt, I lunged at him and dug the fork into his neck. He stepped back, trying to get the fork out of his neck, but I wasn’t finished yet. My mother got up from where she was lying, scared to death as the blood from her husband’s neck slipped down to the floor. I took the flower vase on the table, broke it, and dug one of the long pieces of the vase into his belly. As intriguing as it was, it was satisfying.

      “Elyas,” my mother breathed. I knew she couldn’t believe it, but that was not the issue now. I checked his pulse and discovered he was dead—finally. The next thing was to make it look like his death was out of self-defence or maybe to bury him somewhere in the ground within the compound. I thought about it. If another death was reported on slightly the same day as the other three, it could cause a problem for me. Those three students were from my school, and I could be questioned, so it would be highly suspicious if a death was reported in my home.

      “Help me drag him out,” I said. It took some minutes before my mother could regain herself and grab my father’s hands, while I grabbed his legs. Both of us dragged him out to the centre of our compound. Nobody could see us or suspect anything because our gate was tall, and so were the cemented blocks surrounding our house. It made it harder for air to come into the house but, on the positive side, it prevented thieves, neighbours, and passersby from peeping into our house.

      I took out a shovel and began digging. The ground was soft, which meant easy digging and easy burying. Who ever knew that a seventeen-year-old boy could be a killer—not a serial killer. Let’s get it straight, I am not a serial killer. Serial killers kill without a motive. I have killed four people because I had a motive.

      “What if they ask? What are we going to tell them?” my mother asked with a shaky voice.

      “They won’t find out,” I said. Pretty sure I sounded confident in my ability to kill and hide a body, but I did know one thing—I had the instincts of a predator. We plan before making a mess, so that the plan covers for all the mess. It sounded stupid, right? Believe me, I stepped into my parents’ room after making up three escape plans.
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      Things could go very awry for you when three missing persons have been reported in your district after 72 hours. At first, you would think that children are just children and they might be having fun somewhere else, not caring about school or anything. But then, you look closer and find out that there’s more to it than meets the eye. Your colleagues think you’re imagining things, and few of them support you. Well, think about why I’m giving this scenario because that was my situation.

      Three kids—senior secondary kids—went missing for three days. No bodies found, no blood, no strange reports from their parents. Absolutely nothing. I cracked my brain, racked every corner, trying to find a cause, a motive, but there was nothing. Who would want to kidnap these kids? Pardon me. I know there’s a lot of kidnapping going on in Nigeria these days, but it’s a lot less in my area. It’s rare. Unimaginable. I’m not some kind of cliché detective that reads between the lines and finds things that nobody else can, but this is the case. Three high school students went missing for three days, their bags were found at a friend’s house who confessed that those three students went out for some fresh air and never returned. You would ask yourself, at least, they would come back for their bags, right? Their parents or teachers could beat them up if they lost their bags containing textbooks, exercise books with detailed notes on some of their subjects, and expensive phones. I mean, what student would want to go missing before their WAEC exams?

      I sighed and reclined in my chair. If something happened to those kids, it would be a blast. The case needed to be solved; if not, residents would begin to think of officers as incompetent and incapable. I turned to David, who was flipping pages with annoyance.
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