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Chapter 1

He groaned. His head throbbed. The pain was sickening. It was the worst hangover ever. He should not have drunk so much at the party.

He couldn’t move. It was like one of those dreams where your mind wakes up but your body continues to sleep. He tried again. Something wasn’t right. Then, he realised. His hands and feet were bound. Panic.

He opened his eyes. Pitch darkness. Absolute silence. The only thing he could hear was the sound of his own breathing as he tried to free himself.

What was happening?

His heart pounded. His head hurt. He had to get free. He summoned all his strength, but he couldn’t break loose. He realised that he was naked, tied to a chair with what felt like zip ties and trapped in a dark room. The ties bit into his wrists behind his back and into his ankles. Was this a joke?

His heart pounded faster.

He moved his feet and searched with his toes. The floor was smooth, cold and rubbery. He tried to rock the chair. It didn’t move.

He stopped. He sat still and listened. His heart beat so hard that he felt it in his neck. The silence filled him with terror.

‘Help!’ he shouted. ‘Help!’

It sounded like he was screaming into a well.

He kept yelling and trying to free himself until he was out of breath.

Panting in that total darkness, he tried to think. He couldn’t remember anything. He didn’t know where he was, how he’d got there, when he’d got there or who had taken him there.

Warm urine ran down the inside of his thigh and down his calf. His body shook with terror. He had been kidnapped.



He must have blacked out again. When he came to, for a moment he didn’t remember where he was. He blinked and blinked, but he couldn’t blink the blindness away. Then he remembered; he could feel the plastic ties around his wrists and ankles, and he began to whimper in the darkness. Tears fell from his eyes as he whispered the Lord’s prayer.

‘Our Father, who art in heaven…’

Two blinding lights hummed to life a few feet in front of him. His heart leapt. The brilliance burned his eyes. He shut them and twisted away, but the light burned through his eyelids. His heart pumped, threatening to explode. He could hear himself panting. His chest heaved, and he clenched his fists behind his back as he waited for whatever was to come.

It was dark beyond the lamps that hummed in the silence of his prison. He couldn’t look directly at the lights, but he could see around him now.

The metal chair was blue. The last time he had seen one like it was at parties when he was in his teens. Leaning to one side, he could see square plates beneath each leg, under the black rubber that covered the floor. Whoever had imprisoned him here had welded the chairs to the ground. The rubber continued up the walls. He looked up. A thin tube stretched down behind him from a dark hole the size of a football above his head. Arching his head as far back as he could, he traced the line to a needle in his left arm. He saw the clear fluid in it.

‘Hey!’

He yelled in panic and rocked himself in the chair.

He screamed at the lights, dodging their beams, trying to see who stood in the shadows behind them.

‘Hey! Who are you? What do you want from me?’

He listened. His breaths were short and fast. He readied himself.

But no one answered him.

The lights flicked off, and silence returned. As the bright after-image faded, total darkness settled once more.



When he woke up again, he began to cry.

He sobbed like he hadn’t done in years. Tears fell freely from his eyes. Mucus ran down from his nostrils. He cried into the darkness until he couldn’t cry anymore.

He had no idea how long he had been there. Hours? Days?

He longed for the lights to switch on again. Who were they? What did they want? What were they putting into his body through the tube?

He let his head slump down. His chin rested on his chest. He stared at memories in the darkness. His wife. His three girls – the first had just graduated from law school; the twins were at boarding school in the East. Their mother had been apprehensive over sending them so far away from home. Nigeria wasn’t what it used to be.

Then a fearful thought entered his mind – even more terrifying than being kidnapped for ransom. What if the people who had him were ritualists?

His bowels let go. Fear gripped his chest. He panted ‘Jesu’ with each exhale. Each breath felt like the end.

The lights turned on. The beams were warm on his skin.

He spoke quickly. ‘I am not rich,’ he shouted. ‘But my wife has money. There is up to fifty million naira in her business account. If you let me talk to her, I will convince her to hand over all the money in exchange for me. Please. That is all the money we have. Just let me talk to her. Please. I beg you, in the name of God.

‘I have not seen your face. I do not know who you are. We will give you all the money, plus everything I have in my own account. Please. Have mercy on us, in God’s name, please!’

A speaker crackled to life in the darkness that remained behind the floodlights.

An electronic voice spoke:

‘The wages of sin is death. Confess your sin, and you shall be free.’

‘I beg you, in the name of God!’ he shouted back. ‘Whatever you want, we will give you! Please, just let me talk to my wife.’

There was a rustling sound above. He looked up. Water began to gush down from the hole over his head.

He tried to scream, but the cold water suffocated him as the torrent continued. No matter how he moved his head, he couldn’t avoid it. If it didn’t stop, he would die.

The water stopped.

Exhausted and trembling, he desperately gulped down air in gasps. His heart raced uncontrollably. He looked down. His feet were submerged in water up to his calves.

The lights went off. He shivered in the dark.






Chapter 2

‘Good morning. My name is Bobby. Bobby Fatokun. The director of SCIID in Panti gave me this letter for you.’

It was my third week in Nigeria after receiving a letter in the UK congratulating me on my new job as an Assistant Superintendent of Police in the Cybercrime Unit of the Nigerian Police Force. I’d been stunned when I’d opened it. The Nigerian police had been recruiting at a fair in London, but never in a thousand years did I think my application would result in a call-up letter. Now I should have been in my second week of training at the Police Academy, but instead here I was, reporting to a police station that wasn’t expecting me.

Superintendent of Police Balogun didn’t look up from the documents on his desk as he held out his hand for the letter.

After he finished reading, he turned it over to see if there was more of an explanation for why I was at his station. He looked up at me doing my best to stand to attention in front of his desk at the Bar Beach Police Station, Victoria Island, Lagos.

I didn’t yet have my uniform, so I was in a white dress shirt tucked into a pair of dark blue chinos, and I was wearing the only pair of smart shoes I’d brought with me from England. The irregular humming and occasional clanking of the air conditioner kept me wondering if it was safe to have it on, but I was grateful for the cooler air in his office. I was still getting used to the intense heat in Nigeria. I didn’t remember it being so hot when I left as a child.

Balogun measured me with his eyes, no doubt wondering why I had turned up dressed as a civilian.

‘What exactly am I to do with you?’ he asked.

I didn’t know the answer, and I didn’t know if he expected me to.

I’d reported to the SCIID, the State Criminal Investigation and Intelligence Department in Panti, as instructed, and there the issues had started.

The force had cancelled the international recruitment drive that had resulted in my hiring. There was no further explanation provided. I was, however, still owed a position, but not at the rate in my contract, and the vacancy in the cybercrime unit no longer existed, at least not for now. My best option, they told me, was to visit the police headquarters in Abuja; perhaps someone there could assist me. After a week in Abuja, an equally confused Commissioner of Police finally gave me a letter to take to Bar Beach Police Station. ‘They have a cybercrime unit,’ he said. ‘Maybe they’ll have something for you to do in the meantime.’

‘In the meantime’ meant ‘Until we know what to do with you.’ Or ‘It is their problem now.’ And indeed, SP Balogun looked at me as if I was a problem that he could do without.

‘It says here that you were recruited from England.’

It was a statement. I didn’t know if he meant it as a question. One thing I’d learned while seeking help at headquarters was to remain silent until a senior officer asked a question.

Another lesson I’d learned was that my London accent either fascinated or irritated others. There was no in-between. An officer I’d encountered at headquarters had rubbed his head as I spoke before asking me to ‘Speak normal English.’ As a result, I quickly mastered the art of switching accents, but my genuine accent still sometimes surfaced, giving me away.

I had used my best Nigerian English with SP Balogun, but I could see that he wasn’t buying it.

‘I didn’t even know they were recruiting from abroad,’ he said. ‘Who arranged the appointment for you?’

I didn’t know what he meant, so I kept quiet.

‘Who is your godfather?’

‘I don’t have a godfather.’

‘Really? I won’t find out that the Inspector General is your uncle?’

I smiled as I shook my head. But he wasn’t joking.

‘We don’t normally recruit from abroad,’ he went on. ‘And I see that you have joined with the rank of Deputy Superintendent of Police. That is just one rank below me. It is high for someone without any police training. Who helped you secure the appointment?’

I stood up taller. ‘Nobody did. There was a job fair in London, and I applied.’

‘Are you telling me that you don’t know anybody in the system? Who spoke to the recruiters on your behalf?’

‘Nobody. The role sounded good, and I applied.’

‘And they just gave you a job.’ He looked unconvinced.

‘They wanted people with advanced qualifications or experience in cybercrime. I had just finished my Master’s in IT. I wrote my thesis on cybercrime.’

‘I see. How long have you been out of Nigeria?’

‘Since I was a child.’

‘And you never came back?’

‘No.’

Balogun sighed. ‘Okay. First lesson. When you are talking to a senior officer, you say “Sir”, okay?’

‘Okay.’

He shook his head. ‘No. Not okay. Try again.’

‘Okay, sir.’

A phone rang on his table. He had three next to each other, all of them in different colours.

He continued to inspect my appearance as he took the call. It was obvious he didn’t want me there any more than I did. Working in a small police station was not what I had signed up for. I imagined sharing my problem with my mother. She would definitely say, ‘I told you so,’ then she would offer to send me a ticket for the first flight back to London.

‘Why is she asking for me?’ Balogun said to the person calling him.

His face was even more contorted than it had been when he’d read my letter. He now looked visibly annoyed. It didn’t bode well for me.

‘Okay, put her through.’

While he waited for the call to be connected, he looked at me once again. His stare travelled from my head down as far as he could see from behind his desk and back up. Each time, he managed to just miss my eyes. Perhaps he was looking for a reason to send me away. After all, I didn’t have a ‘Godfather,’ as he had described it, to protect me.

‘Good morning, Madam.’ His entire demeanour changed. Smiling for the sake of the person on the phone, even his voice had turned meek. He stared at my letter on his desk as he listened to the caller.

‘Me? I left long before the party ended. Maybe he was tired, and he decided to spend the night at the mess… Alright, Ma. I will send someone to go and check… Yes, Ma, I have his number… Maybe his battery died… Yes, Ma. Right away, Ma… No, Ma. I don’t think there is any need to panic… Okay, Ma.’

He replaced the handset and shook his head. He picked up one of the other phones and spoke into it. ‘Send Abike.’

Picking his mobile off the desk, he sat back to make another call. Someone knocked on the door while he still had the phone pressed to his ear. A moment later, the person walked in.

It was a female officer. She stood next to me and briefly checked me out.

She was my height in her black combat boots. Her skin was dark like that of a Sudanese model, and she had a no-nonsense face that could have advertised beauty products on a billboard. I wouldn’t have had the guts to talk to her at a party.

He placed the phone down. ‘You won’t believe it. Oga Adams didn’t go home yesterday,’ he said.

The woman snorted as if it was to be expected. Balogun had referred to Adams as ‘Oga’, meaning ‘boss’, so I assumed he was their superior.

‘I think he left with that girl he was drinking with,’ Balogun added. ‘His wife just called me. She said he wasn’t answering his phone this morning, then he switched it off around seven. It’s still off.’

‘Maybe his battery died,’ Abike said. ‘Mariam and I left late but his car was still in the car park at the officers’ mess. Maybe he stayed over.’

‘Again?’ Balogun shook his head and lowered his mobile. ‘This man. I just tried to call the place, but no one is answering. Please, go and find him before his wife gets there.’

‘Maybe we should let her catch him. That girl could not have been older than his daughter.’

‘Oga Adams,’ Balogun said, shaking his head. ‘Something must kill a man.’

Indeed, I thought. Everyone has a weakness and a man will chase it, come what may.

He seemed to remember I was there. ‘This is ASP Fatokun,’ he said. Abike looked me up and down again in light of the new information. ‘Headquarters sent him this morning. He will be working with you and Rocky. Take him with you.’
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