SILENT REPRISAL

John's world was upside down, quite literally. The stale air of the dimly lit room was thick with tension. John, bared body, hung by his ankles, the rush of blood to his head disorienting. He felt each pulse in his head as a pounding reminder of his vulnerable state. As he tried to make sense of his surroundings, a soft footstep echoed, and from the depths of the room's shadows emerged Joke, her expression an unsettling calm.

"Did the court's verdict make you believe you truly escaped the consequences?" she whispered, her voice dripping with controlled rage.
 
Every time she looked at him, she remembered her sister, Bolu's tears. 

Bolu's once radiant smile had been replaced by a haunted look. The town had been in an uproar when the ten year old Bolu fell victim to John, a man known more for his vices than virtues. The courtroom had been a stage for his defense, which used his state of influence to garner sympathy. The reduced sentence was a slap in the face for Joke, who had witnessed her sister's descent into trauma.

In the dimly lit room, John's muffled pleas were barely audible. But Joke had said what she needed to. The room's setup and her determination spoke volumes about a sister's resolve to right a perceived wrong.

Months of meticulous planning had led Joke to this room. Each tool, each chain, had been carefully selected. John, realizing his predicament, tried to reason with her, his muffled pleas filled with desperation. Joke approached him, her fingers tracing a faded photograph of Bolu. She lowered the gag so she would properly hear his screams when she began his punishment. His face kept taking her back to the whole incident and how damaged Bolu had looked when she was found and she couldn’t do anything but blame herself. If only she had called a little earlier than she did, Bolu would have been fine.

***
Bolu's footsteps echoed softly on the pavement as she shuffled from foot to foot, her eyes darting eagerly every time a vehicle approached the school’s gate. The gift-wrapped box she had received from her classmates as a collective gift became increasingly cumbersome in her tiny hands as the minutes turned to hours. She had envisioned a delightful evening with Joke, filled with laughter and surprises.

The security guard, Mr. Ade, tried his best to comfort her, sharing stories to distract her from her growing anxiety. But even his patience was wearing thin as the evening shadows grew longer so he took a bathroom break. 

It was then that the Bentley SUV glided smoothly to a halt in front of the school. The sleek vehicle, with its tinted windows, seemed out of place in front of the humble school building. The man who emerged looked respectable enough. In his tailored suit and polished shoes, he gave off an air of affluence. "Your sister sent me," he claimed with a disarming smile, pointing towards the luxurious car. 

Bolu hesitated just for a moment, thinking of Mr. Ade's frequent warnings about strangers. But the allure of the car, combined with her eagerness to start her birthday celebrations, silenced her inner alarms. She climbed into the car, barely noting the soft click as the doors locked behind her.

When Mr. Ade emerged from the restroom, he was met with a sight that sent chills down his spine. The empty spot where Bolu once stood was a haunting reminder of his lapse. Panic surged as he answered Joke's call, her voice laced with worry and urgency. 

The school grounds, once a haven of safety and learning, now echoed with the terrifying possibility of a child in peril. As the realization hit Joke, the weight of the situation became unbearable. The bond between the two sisters was deep, and the thought of harm coming to Bolu was a nightmare Joke had never imagined.
***

"Every moment you took from her," she whispered, "will be a debt you owe, and I intend to collect.” The atmosphere grew colder, the room's silence only broken by the distant sound of dripping water and John's labored breathing. Joke's plan was set into motion, each action symbolizing a step towards the justice she felt Bolu deserved.

"So this was what you used to destroy my sister's life." Joke says, menacingly staring at his manhood, a burning stick in her hand. She places it close enough for his body to be aware of the impending danger but not close enough to destroy it.

"You really think you can hurt me don't you? You can't even kill a chicken so what makes you think you'll have the mind to inflict pain in me." He says as he laughs like a maniac. "Do you want to hear how she begged me to let her go?" He laughs again, making Joke's rage increase with each passing moment. She took one of the knives she had placed earlier on the table and decided right there to circumcise him, just in case he wasn't circumcised as a child. 

"I love the fact that you underestimate me John. You'll really wish you begged earlier." With that being said, she held his manhood and began peeling the skin off. As she peeled the skin off his manhood, his laughter disappeared and quickly turned to screams you would normally hear from a woman in labour. 

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry." He yelled, thinking that would change her mind but his pleas fell on deaf ears as her mind had already been made up. She put the gag back on and continued peeling. When she was done, she looked at him dead in the eye and said "this is just the beginning." 

She left the cabin and drove back home to see her sister, the one who she was doing all this for. She hired a nurse for Bolu as her sister appeared to be beyond broken, she had wanted Bolu to see a therapist few weeks after the incident took place but Bolu was always too scared to leave the house of anything. Seeing her once bright, sunny and cheery sister become a shell of her former self destroyed Joke more than she wanted to admit. Bolu had been all she had for a long time now. By the time Bolu was born Joke was nearing her twenties being over 10 years older than Bolu, always had Joke feeling like she was basically Bolu's mother. It didn't help that their parents died when Bolu was 4 making Joke the sole guardian of Bolu. That what why on the day of the incident Joke's heart shattered when she was told that her sister had gone missing, she had been about to call the security officer to tell him that she would be a little bit late because an emergency surgery came up at work and she was the one to do it, when the Mr. Ade's call came through. They searched for Bolu for the rest of the day but by the time they had found her, her baby sister had already been broken.

During the trial, Despite Bolu's testimony and the lawyer’s evidence, it was ruled that she was lying and Mr. John was let go with nothing more than a slap on the wrist. At the time, Joke prepared to leave John's Judgment to God until John passed by as he was leaving and whispered something Joke would never forget. He had whispered "Your sister was one of the finest girls I had ever fucked and not going to lie, I enjoyed every single moment with her." It was then Joke knew that she couldn’t just let him go just like that. 

So for months, Joke kept working the perfect plan, at first she needed a place whereby she could torture someone and no one would be the wiser. Luckily for her she found the perfect place, it was an abandoned cabin about 2km away from the town surrounded by dry grass so starting a fire would have been easy. After finding the place, she needed a scheme to lure him in. So for the next 6 weeks prior to his torture. Joke followed John around discreetly, he always surrounded with bodyguards except whenever he goes to find his fuck for the night. 

On Mondays through Thursday he went to work, and then from Friday till Sunday, he would be holed up wherever he wishes sleeping with a random child or teenager. 

After finally getting his schedule sorted out, she needed the perfect disguise, luckily for Joke, she had always had a small stature which often makes people mistake for a 16 year old, that was what Joke needed right now, She borrowed Bolu's old school uniform and after her disguise was ready, she set her plan in motion. She had originally thought it was going to be hard to get him but no, John fell for her school girl in distress act and had even offered to take her home when she mentioned that her parents had travelled and won't be back until the next week. Using that as her excuse, she successfully lured him to the cabin, where she drugged the drinks she'd served him, soon after he was out like a light and that when she knew he had finally gotten him. 

After circumcising him, she'd let him think the worst was over. If only he knew that that was just the beginning. 

The next day, Joke came and met John passed out. "Ogbeni wake up, it's time for your next lesson." She said slapping him awake. He woke up only see she had burning stick in her hand.
 
"What are you going to do with that?" He asked. "This." She said bringing the fire close to his manhood, the heat of fire close to his manhood had him screaming which gave Joke such a delight so she brought fire closer making him scream even more. Yelling for someone to come to his rescue, but lucky for her and unlucky for him, no one could hear him. 

She had prepared this cabin especially for him at the outskirts of town. With no human within a ten kilometer radius, Joke had the opportunity to do as she pleased without fear of being caught before justice was served. She watched as his manhood shriveled and darkened, the sight fascinating to her.

"I read something recently about this thing called scaphism. Apparently, it was one of the most gruesome ways to execute people back then. I found it fascinating and I wonder if you would too. I've got everything I'll need ready though, so your response would determine whether or not I'll let you go. Though I highly doubt I'll let you go, but given this is your only chance to redeem yourself, you better answer my questions honestly."

She received a muffled response and a rigorous shaking of his head. She let down the gag and started asking her questions.

"Why did you do it?"

"I was... I was drunk and I didn't know what I was doing."

"Beautiful. I'm loving this. We barely started and you're already lying. Did you truly believe that would absolve you of your sins? That was a rhetorical question so I don't need you to answer it. Now unto the next. How many other girls did you molest?"

"They were just three and I regret my actions."

"Just? You really have no shame do you? You molested 9 girls but you were caught three times John. You have started this on a very bad note and I doubt you'll be leaving this place."

"I'm sorry. I couldn't remember. I never kept track."

"Wow! You keep digging yourself deeper but good for me I guess. Now, I am going to give you one more opportunity to answer truthfully so you better think twice before you lie. ”

In the dim room, Joke's fingers tremblingly caressed the tools spread across the table, each one selected for a specific purpose. John's face was pale, beads of sweat forming on his forehead. His fear was palpable, and for a moment, Joke almost felt a pang of pity. Almost.

"Why Bolu? Of all the innocent souls, why her?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, filled with a mix of pain and anger.

John's voice was shaky, "I... I didn't choose her specifically. It was just... opportunity."

"Opportunity?" Joke echoed, her face twisting in rage. "To you, she was just an opportunity, but to me, she was everything."

John's eyes darted around, seeking an escape, "I am sorry," he mumbled.

"Sorry? You think that word can heal the scars you left on her? The nightmares she faces every night? The trust you shattered?" Joke's voice rose with each word, her anger evident.

She stepped closer, staring deep into John's eyes. "I want to hear you say it. I want you to relive that day, every detail. I want to know what went through your mind when you saw her, when you hurt her."
John hesitated for a moment, his breath ragged. "I... It was impulse. I saw her, and something inside me just... snapped. I regret it every day."

"You regret getting caught. You don't regret the pain you inflicted on my sister." Joke snapped.

As Joke listened to John's pathetic excuses, she realized that no amount of punishment could ever bring back Bolu's innocence or ease the pain and trauma she endured. The weight of this realization bore down on her, and she felt a whirlwind of emotions. 

She slowly backed away from John, her resolve slightly faltering. "You will never understand the depth of the pain you've caused, the lives you've shattered. But know this, every second of your life from now on, you'll be haunted by the memories of your actions."

Taking a deep breath, Joke decided on a course of action. She would ensure that John would spend the rest of his days in pain, forced to reflect upon his actions and live with the weight of his guilt. 

After placing John’s unconscious body into the open casket, Joke poured her mixture of death into it, making sure each drop of honey and milk touched every part of John’s body. She had laced the milk and honey she forced him to drink earlier with sleeping tablets so she would have enough time to follow through with her plans.

Joke stared at the huge container that had all her agents of death, from the bees and wasps to the houseflies, maggots and termites, imagining his pain as she heard bees buzz. She decided to think of their buzzes as their sounds of excitement of punishing a serial offender. Before leaving the room, she shot the glass box containing the insects so they could get to work on causing John an agonizing death. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]She wished she could wait to see every single one of her agents tear through his flesh while he was alive and breathing, but she had better things to do than to keep a criminal company while he suffered.

As Joke left the dim room, she promised herself that she would help Bolu rebuild her life, one day at a time. They would face the aftermath of John's actions together, supporting and uplifting each other, focusing on healing and finding hope in the midst of darkness.
