“You killed them! Why?” 
More like how do you kill people that are already dead? 
You turn around to see the speaker. “I had to.” A tear slips from your eyes. “My life isn’t mine any longer and they took my friends’ lives too. I can’t stand by and watch.”
“You should have.” He points his gun at you. “Now, I must kill you.” 
<><><><><>
A few days ago 
“Your friends aren’t real. They are all doppelgängers.” 
When you found yourself tied up on a chair in a smelly warehouse, and an unfamiliar man named Gbenga said that line, you knew there was something wrong with his brain cells. 
But when he began to speak, you found yourself listening. 
He narrated a story of how he and his two friends went to a strange well in the hidden town of Mukolu in Ogun state years ago. They spat into it and chanted some words, unaware of the malevolent entity residing in it. 
You didn’t think it was your business. However, Mukolu is your hometown, and you also encountered that well.
<><><><><>
“They said spitting into the well brings good things unto you.”
You were thirteen years old, with your three friends surrounding a well in the middle of a dark forest. Dark moss clung to the stones, and small white creatures wiggled on it, emitting a repulsive stench that caused all of you to cover your noses. 
Benita slapped her arm as an insect whizzed around her. “Can we please leave here?” 
Dare turned to Cynthia. “This is just a superstition, right?”
“Who did you even hear it from?” you asked.
Cynthia’s fair face flushed red. “Does it matter? Look, if you don’t want to do it, go home abeg! Just don’t expect my help in the future,” she threatened.
The three of you agreed, not wanting to cause a fight.
“Good,” she smiled. “Afterward, we’ll say ‘We’ve given so you can take.’ That’s all.”
The hairs on your arms rose, and your gut told you to instantly leave. However, your feet were rooted to the spot. After spitting into the abyss, you all chanted the words and left.
It was the beginning. 
<><><><><>
“The first person was Tolani,” Gbenga continued. 
After secondary school, he got accepted into a Writers' Academy. But he started behaving strangely afterward and their friendship fell apart. 
You instantly remembered how your friends changed. 
<><><><><>
17 years after the Well  
“The meals are expensive,” you said, perusing the menu. 
The restaurant was fancy, with high ceilings and glass windows, allowing passers-by a glimpse of the interior. The lack of privacy unsettled you. However, it was Cynthia’s choice. 
She scoffed. “You complain about everything, Mimi.” 
“I’ve told you to stop calling me that. It’s Mide. Also, we should always tell the truth. Their meals are pricey—” 
“Just choose the cheapest one,” Benita interjected bluntly from your left. 
Your nostrils flared. “You didn’t need to say it like that.” 
Dare, at your right, shot you a look. “You also don’t need to start an argument. Let’s eat in peace.” 
To an outsider, you all seemed like four adults enjoying yourselves. Benita, a dark-skinned curvy fashion designer, was wearing one of her creations, a floor-sweeping gown. Cynthia, fair and slim, owned a singing school. Tonight, she wore a short black gown. Dare, tall and an aide to the Ogun State governor wore a suit. You felt underdressed in your flowery shirt and black slacks.
However, there was a simmering resentment underneath the surface. It made you wonder why the friendship hadn’t broken up yet. 
A waiter took your orders and you chose an expensive meal, glad you all will split the bill. Suddenly, your phone rang. It was an unknown number, that had been sending repetitive, cryptic messages. 
“Be careful. Your friends aren’t real.” 
What did that mean? 
You immediately blocked the number.
“So, you guys,” you called out, slipping your phone into your bag. “About my birthday—”
“Have you forgotten, Mimi?” Benita interrupted, reproachful. “It’s Cynthia’s day. She’s to talk first.”
You winced, embarrassed. It was the norm for the person hosting on that day to lead the conversation forward. “Sorry, I forgot—”
“Oh, it’s fine,” Cynthia shrugged. “Speak. It must be so important.”
You hesitated, but their expectant gazes were on you. So, you told them about your upcoming birthday, explaining that Rose, your younger sister, would be handling it.
“Isn’t her event planning business failing?” Benita asked.
You smiled. “Well, it’s an opportunity to get back on her feet.”
“A leopard never changes its spots,” Cynthia said, a gleam in her eye. “If your sister can mistakenly get pregnant for a married man, who says she can’t make another mistake? You shouldn’t leave her and Kelvin in a room.”
You flushed with anger at the insinuation about your fiancé and your sister betraying you.
“I trust them,” you defended, with gritted teeth.
Benita shrugged. “We are just concerned about you. They are humans too.”
Before you can retort, the waiter arrived with your meals, although you had no appetite. As he departed, Benita began conversing with Cynthia.
“So, tell us about your singing school. You mentioned some issues.”
A smile lit up Cynthia’s face as if she hadn’t just insulted your sister and fiancé in one line. “True. We had few students, but now, the school is booming.”
“I’m so happy for you,” Benita gushed.
“That’s wonderful, Cynthia,” Dare chimed in.
They conversed, and it felt like you were invisible. Dare’s career was doing great and he was meeting dignitaries. Benita boasted about the wedding design she’d been working on for a social media influencer. You secretly admired her creations, but you hadn’t been able to afford them on your salary.
“Mimi,” Cynthia called out. “You are distant. Aren’t you happy for us? Or you don’t think we deserve it?”
“Of course, you do. Why would I think otherwise?”
A cocky smile spread on her face. “Because you’ve always been jealous. You said you wanted to own your restaurant, but you’ve been a waitress for years.” 
The others laughed, and you gripped your wineglass tightly. In every meeting, Cynthia loved to talk about the lack of progress in your life. Other times, you laughed too, taking it as a joke. But now, rage consumed you.
“What about you three?” you retorted sharply. “You are rich but have no special one. I have Kelvin. Who do you have?”
Benita’s face darkened. “That’s rude, Mimi.”
“Really?” You threw back at her. “You can be insensitive, but I can’t?”
Cynthia shrugged. “You always say we should tell the truth. Also, Kelvin hasn’t proposed yet—”
“He will!” You glared at her. “And that will be enough for me. I might not have my restaurant but being with him makes life perfect.” You sighed. “I see no reason why I need to explain that to you.” 
“Because you’re scared it might never happen.” Dare sipped his red wine. “You haven’t had any progress in your life so you hope your compensation will be ending up with him.” 
You pressed your hands on your thighs, balling them into fists. Anger churned in your belly, as they were right. However, you don’t think they have the right to speak. 
“I’m not surprised,” you offered a brittle smile. “You three are best in veiling your mockery.”
Benita arched an eyebrow. “Like you haven’t been doing the same.”
You threw up your hands in frustration. “Why are we even here? We are always fighting—”
“Let’s make a toast,” Dare cut in, raising his wine glass. The others mimicked him. “To diligent Mimi, ever finding things to complain about.”
Gasping in disbelief, you rose, tired of being in their midst. “My sister will manage the event, and you three aren’t invited. I don’t want to see you anymore.”
“Don’t be silly,” Benita waved a hand. “We’ll come.”
You shook your head. “You’ve all become something else, and I don’t understand you—”
“Oh, Mimi...” Cynthia interrupted. “You never knew us from the start.”
You didn’t dwell on her words and instead, left.
<><><><><>
“My greatest accomplishment was buying a car,” Gbenga revealed. “No one has ever bought one in my family.”
One night, he returned home and found a new car in his compound that was exactly what he wanted. He saw his doppelgänger embracing his mother inside the house. He tried to separate them but discovered he was invisible except for his old friend, Charles. 
Years ago, Charles had gone missing for a week. At the same time, Tolani died, his body dumped in a ditch. When Charles returned, he told Gbenga that some men abducted him and later released him when they discovered he was poor. 
“He admitted it was a lie,” Gbenga said.
Charles explained everything. Tolani died years ago when his doppelgänger switched places with him before he accomplished his goal. The one who recently died was his doppelgänger. 
“On the day Charles was to be promoted, which was his greatest goal, he went out to get a meal. He got into an accident, and when he woke up the next day, he realized his doppelgänger had taken his life. Also, no one could see him except for his old neighbour.”
Their stories were similar to yours.
<><><><><>
“There’s no wine,” Rose declared, shock in her gaze.
The birthday preparations were going well, and not wanting this to affect your sister’s goal of impressing potential clients with her planning skills, you volunteered to get them in Lagos, the neighbouring state.
After purchasing everything you needed, you noticed the darkening weather. On the way home, the heavens exploded. As you reached the boundary of Ogun state, the paved roads turned into potholes. Water from the drainages flooded the streets, making driving difficult. Also, there was a traffic jam. You tried calling your sister and Kelvin, but neither answered their phones.
A few minutes later, your sister called back.
“Thank God! Rose, I’m stuck in traffic—”
“Who is this?”
You glanced at the caller ID, which displayed her name. “Guy, if this is one of your pranks—” You heard someone singing a birthday song. “Wait, the party has started?”
“Please, don’t call this number again. I don’t know you.”
“Rose—”
The line went dead. You called her again, but her phone was switched off.
<><><><><>
“Ademide Badmus, will you marry me?”
The issue with this scenario was that the woman Kelvin was kneeling in front of wasn’t you. 
Time froze, and you no longer felt the cold air. Your doppelgänger, facing your fiancé, was dressed in the red gown you were meant to wear that evening.
“Yes,” she responded.
As Kelvin started to place the diamond ring on her finger, you threw the bag of wine bottles to the ground and rushed to separate them. But you were invisible, unable to feel anything. 
Then, your vision blurred and darkness consumed you. 
<><><><><>  
“So, I'm invisible?” you asked as Gbenga removed the duct tape, making you wince in pain.
He nodded, working on the ropes that bound you. “There are other seers like Charles and I that can see you. You fainted because you're linked with your doppelgänger, so your life source has started draining.” He narrowed his gaze at you. “You know there's something wrong with your friends.”
He was right.
Cynthia was the first. Her goal was to win a singing competition, which she eventually did during “Citizens Got Talent” in Mukolu. You four were supposed to meet her at the bus stop so you could all go to the venue together, but Cynthia never showed up. Then, you found her there, already singing. Her victory overshadowed your anger at her earlier actions. 
But afterwards, her cheerful and playful demeanour vanished, replaced by someone sardonic and insensitive.
Benita was the next, winning a drawing competition. She transformed into a proud sidekick to Cynthia afterwards. Finally, Dare, who had a long-standing crush on a headstrong girl at his university, achieved his goal by dating her, only to become another person overnight.
“If they are doppelgängers, what about the real people?” 
“They roam the earth for a while before eventually dying.” 
Panic overwhelmed you, but something nagged at you. “Wait. How then did you survive? Am I a seer too?” 
“You aren't because you don't have the mark.” He pointed to his forehead. “You can't see mine since you aren't part of us."
Tears glistened in your eyes. “I’m going to die, right?” 
He nodded. You cried, wishing you were with Kelvin, breathing his scent. You couldn’t imagine your doppelgänger having a future with him. 
“Take this in case you want an easy way out,” Gbenga said, placing a gun at your feet. 
He left you alone in the warehouse, promising to return. You stayed there, deep in thought.
<><><><><>
“Oh, it’s you.” Your doppelgänger chuckled as you stepped into the warehouse, gun drawn.
In the afternoon, you sent a text from your second number to your friends, telling Cynthia especially to bring ‘Mimi’ along. When it was almost evening, you hid at the side of the warehouse, armed with Gbenga’s gun. 
“I can’t believe I never realized you were all fake,” you said. 
Cynthia lifted a brow. “Killing us won’t end things.”
“I don’t care! You stole my friends’ lives and mine.”
“You gave us your lives,” Dare argued. “Nobody forced you. It’s a ‘give and take’ world. Also, we helped them.” He grinned. “You’ll also live a great life. You will get married and have your restaurant.”
“But it won’t be me.” 
As you looked at them, you realized something. They all spoke the same and had the same personality. It’s no wonder they understood one another perfectly.
You tightly gripped the gun. “You’re imposters, and you can never amount to being the real thing no matter how you try.”
“Nonsense,” Benita said, with pinched lips. “This had been happening for a long time and will continue. Soon, no one will be able to differentiate us from the others.”
Cynthia stretched a hand. “Now, Mimi, be a good girl, and give me the gun.”
“Don’t call me that!”
“Mimi,” she repeated.
You fired immediately. She fell to the ground. Suddenly, the other two started chanting, their voices growing louder, making your head throb with pain. You shut your eyes and shot, not caring where the bullets landed. 
When it was finally quiet, you opened your eyes to see their lifeless bodies on the ground, with their vacant eyes fixed on you.
<><><><><>
“Huh?” you ask Gbenga, confused. 
“There can’t be two seers in the world, Ademide.” 
“But you said there are more. Charles and the—” You stop, your knees weakening. “Oh my God. You lied. There’s no mark and…they aren’t alive.” 
His lips curled. “Took you long to realize that.” 
“Why?” you whimper. 
“The old man killed his lookalike and his friends. Charles killed his and Tolani’s doppelgänger. He killed the old man once he realized there couldn’t be two seers. When he helped me, he revealed it. Fortunately, I was stronger and killed him.” He reveals, devoid of emotion. “I decided never to make his mistake. I shouldn’t have pitied you.” 
You shake your head and point the gun at him. “No! I can’t die yet.” 
“It's a life for a life, Ademide. I’m not giving mine to you.” 
You shoot at him, but there's only a click. He smiles and you run. 
Bang. 

































 





































 
















