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[bookmark: _GoBack]                DEAD MAN WALKING

I feel we can’t go through another of those terrible times…
I really can’t. I’m done being poetic about this. Adonye Briggs is a dead man walking. If I don’t kill him today, let my God rain fire and brimstone to strike me dead. I will fucking kill that man.
There is a knock on the door and I move to open it. As expected, it is him. Him coming back from whoring around with cheap women, losing his self-respect up and down while I’m here, like the foolish woman I was, waiting to pick him up after he falls. Waiting for him to be the man I wanted him to be, to be the man I could peacefully be with. Well, not anymore. No longer. Adonye Briggs must surely die today.
“Babe how far? Is there food?” 
He flings his bag carelessly on the floor even though I’ve told him countless times that I don’t like that. He removes his tie, then his shirt and begins to undress in the living room. He doesn’t pick up his clothes to take to the room. God, he’s like a fucking toddler. What raised him? And where?
I put on a smile. “There’s rice and pepper soup in the kitchen. You’ll have to warm the pepper soup. And the goat meat is in the fridge. You’ll have to warm that too.”
He shakes his head and walks closer to me all while trying to undo his trousers. What’s so hard in removing trousers? The thing that raised him didn’t teach him to undo his zipper and buttons too? Damn!
“Nah, naw… you know that’s not the type of food I’m hungry for. Plus, the only soup I want to sip is your-.”
I breathe in so hard that I block my ears. I did not need to hear the end of his sentence. Disgusting little pig. 
He wiggles his brows suggestively and takes my hand. Here we go again. Is sex really the only thing in this man’s mind? He leads me to his bedroom, leaving his clothes and everything still in the living room for me to pick up the next morning when I’m cleaning the house. Bastard. 
He sits me on the bed and begins to unbutton my shirt. Actually, he never gets past that with those his silly hands. After the third try he gives up and has me do it. He does the same with my bra and pant. What the hell does this man’s hands do?? I remember when he said he was going to show me what his hands could do. Well, I had seen just what his hands could do, and it definitely wasn’t undoing buttons and zippers.
He took my breasts in his mouth and I moaned loudly, despite how much I wish I didn’t. I hated that no matter what this foolish thing of a man did to me, when it all came down to this, he knew how to act in ways that could really pleasure me. If only he’d apply that to non-sexual things, then perhaps we wouldn’t be in this situation. I wouldn’t be in this situation.
I tap his head and he looks up. “Other one.” I say, removing his mouth from my right breast. He complies. He pins his mouth to my left breast and I push him away, asking him to stop biting my nipple.
“Eh?” 
“Stop it. You’re biting my nipple.” I say as loud as I can. My voice is an almost whisper from how much I’ve been moaning. I feel his teeth let go of my nipple then his tongue around my areola and I moan again. My toes curl beneath me and I feel a wetness develop in between my legs. He pushes me to the bed and separates my legs. This is the part of him I like most. 
A few minutes earlier than I would have liked, we are done. He always finishes so quickly, leaving me hanging and wondering if my vibrator is cleaned and charged. This I will not miss. I stand up and wear my bra, buckling it by myself because the fool has jelly sticks for fingers. I put on my shirt and stand up. I’ll need to change my pant, it’s terribly soiled. 
“Babe don’t go na. Come and lie down with me.” He begs. I half-smile at him. Adonye, you beautiful silly man. You don’t even know half of what’s coming for you. 
“I want to eat. I’m hungry.” He opens his mouth to speak but I quickly interrupt him before he can spill anymore rubbish from that silly sexy mouth of his. “And I mean real food.”
“But babe, all this,” he starts, gesticulating at his chest and the part of his body hidden under the blankets, “is real.” I can’t believe it, but I find myself laughing at that.
“No babe, real food. Real food.” He laughs and I walk out of the room. Babe??? What the fuck was that? Fraternizing with the fool I’m about to kill. Gods, I believe there’s something more wrong with me than there is with him. 
“Are you coming?” I call out.
“You know I always am for you!” he shouts. I find myself laughing again. Why is he so happy? Did his street women not do him well today? By now we should be at each other’s throats with a few broken plates and our landlady coming up to threaten eviction. Hmm… 
“I’m being serious na…” 
“Oya na, before you kill me, I’m coming.” 
Goddddddddddddddddddddddd! Adonye Briggs, you clown. I love how wisely you choose your words. Me myself, I want to die of laughter. Come or not, today and not a moment later, I will kill you.
I warm the pepper soup and the goat meat before setting our plates and scooping the rice from the pot. I remove two sachets of cold pure water from the fridge and drop it on the counter. I scoop my pepper soup before emptying the powdered substance into the rest of the soup. Like beverage, it floats on the surface before I mix it and it blends in with the soup. For all the pain this man has caused me, surely he has to suffer. There shall be no happy endings for the wicked.
I carry the plates out of the kitchen and make my way to the living room. In the corridor, I hear his voice. He’s speaking to someone on the phone. Not wanting to disturb him and wanting to eavesdrop, I stand in pace, craning my neck to hear what he is saying.
“… Na man. I’m done with that life. I really love this woman… I know, I know, I know, I’ve messed up a lot, but I’m done with all that now. I’ll tell her everything and beg for forgiveness… Guy, she has to. She loves me and I love her, she has to. Hopefully… I’m being serious na! Guy you sef eh…”
I don’t bother wondering who he’s speaking to. My brain is spinning and I can only comprehend those four words he said; “… and I love her.” 
So he loves me? He loves, loves, loves me? In all the years we had been dating, he had never said that to my face, but he could so confidently admit it to whoever he was speaking to. Plus, if he really did love me, he had a god awful way of showing it. But still, it was the thought that counted. He loved me. He loved me. He really did love me. “… and I love her.”
I noticed he had picked up his bag and hung it properly on the bag rack, just the way I liked it, and his clothes were folded up in his hands. The TV was even on and the preview of a Netflix movie was playing while music from the speakers played softly below the noise of the TV. He had also placed the throw pillows on the floor. Four of them; two to place our food on and the other two to sit down on when the floor became too hard to sit down on. I guess he really is trying. Slowly, he would get it right. Slowly we would make things work.
He ended the call and noticed me. “We’re still watching The Crown right?” I nodded. I had watched all six seasons of The Crown for an unhealthy number of times, but I would never get over it, especially the first few seasons where Claire Foy acted as the young Queen Elizabeth. I had successfully gotten Adonye hooked and now it was our comfort show.
“Let me help you with that.” He took our plates and laid them on the floor and handed me the remote. From our ‘Continue Watching’ list, I picked The Crown; Season 3 Episode 3; Aberfan. We both sat down and dropped our phones. I had made a no-phone rule for whenever we were eating and watching The Crown. When watching it, all eyes had to be glued to only our food and the TV screen. I pressed play and the introduction began. Much to his dismay, I didn’t press ‘skip intro’. I never skipped the intro of The Crown. 
“Babe, you know I love you right?” 
I dropped the remote and turned to find him staring intensely at me. He repeated it again, even louder this time, thinking I had not heard him. But I had. Even though he had whispered it or even just thought it, I still would have heard. This was happening now. As in, now, now! Presently! Adonye Briggs was telling me that he loved me! I could die in peace now.
“I love you too, babe.”
He smiled. “I know that.” Well you better! 
He pulled me closer and closer until our lips met. Unlike the usual, this time it felt real. Really real, like it was happening and I was actually enjoying it. It didn’t feel like wet soggy skin on my lips. It felt real. Perhaps it was his sudden confession of love that had spiraled feelings into the kiss.
I moved away. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t do this to this beautiful man who I didn’t deserve. Only an evil person would kill the man that had just confessed his love to her, and hadn’t I said that there was no happy endings for the wicked?
He picked up his plate but I quickly stopped him.
“Why?” he asked, holding the food in midair. I smiled my sweetest smile at him.
“This one has more meat.” I said, pointing to my food. That was not a lie. Fortunately, he didn’t overthink it. He just swapped the plates. Immediately he did, I took my spoon and wolfed down large spoons of the rice and pepper soup. I washed it down and waited for the effects to kick in. it wouldn’t be any long, just soon, just….

                                                              ~
“…. WOYIN! WOYIN! FUCK!!!!! WOYIN I’M SO SORRY!” 
My head is spinning and Adonye’s voice is blaring in my head, shaking my brain. There is a sharp sting reverberating on my left cheek and I can feel heat rising from there. I try to stand up but he does not allow me. He is all over me; fussing here and there, pressing my cheek, asking if I’m alright, wondering what had caused him to do such rubbish, blah, blah, blah… the rest are jumbled rubbish to me. I want him to leave me alone but he wouldn’t. Fuck indeed. 
What the fuck had just happened? 
“Woyin, I’m sorry. Please forgive me. I promise I’ll never lay my hands on you. woyin I-.”
Oh. That’s what happened. That’s who happened. 
He’s saying it won’t happen again, but he said that the last time. He’s telling me he’s sorry, but he was sorry too the last time.  He’s telling me that he loves me, but he always says that. What is in the way that he says those words that always make me believe him? That always make me think; this time, he actually means it. This time he’ll treat me way he says he feels about me. Or what if he already is? Perhaps that’s why this is happening again. Perhaps that’s why this always happens. 
What had even happened now? There were no pieces broken plates lying around and our landlady was not here, so it mustn’t have been that serious. But why was I on the floor and unable to remember anything that had happened? How did we, in a split second, go from watching The Crown to fighting? 
“Babe, have you finished eating?” is the only question my mouth can form. He raises an eyebrow up.
“Babe? Eating? Shit, you must’ve hit your head really badly. I’m sorry I-.”
Hmmm… so he pushed me. And I fell and hit my head. And somehow, I had been dreaming of him…. Of us. He had slapped me and I dreamt of a better us. 
Adonye, you slapped me into a dreaming of a better you… 
Adonye you want to kill me for me? 
I close my eyes even though he begs me to stay awake, that he’s calling someone to carry me to the hospital. I do not care. My eyes will stay shut if I want them to stay shut. In fact, they can stay shut forever, if that means I’ll never get to see this hideous beast of a man. I shut my eyes tight. 
I feel I can’t go through another of these terrible times again. I shan’t recover…
I really can’t. I’m done and dusted with this man. I will kill him. If I don’t kill him today, I will kill him tomorrow, and if I don’t kill him tomorrow, I will kill him the next day. Let my God rain fire and brimstone to strike me dead. I will fucking kill that man. Mark my words. Adonye Briggs, you are a dead man walking. 
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