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As I swallow hard on my saliva, my dinner quickly dances in my stomach, and I slowly back away from Uncle Dimeji.
Throwing the key on the floor, he walks toward me with haphazard steps. He is mightily drunk. This will not be the last time. Not until I leave this house. He pounces on me like he did that first time. I do not ‌struggle. It will only aggravate him more and make him thrust harder into my flesh. My silent whimpers are like those of a faraway stranger's, and I feel tears run down the sides of this stranger’s face. I don’t know when it started, but I begin seeing myself, who is being attacked as a weak girl and a stranger I learned by chance. Becoming the observer rather than the victim makes it easier for me to bear. I can feel everything this stranger feels and pity her, but now, I can sense that there is no fight left in her. And if my stranger screams, he will scare her with his knife, as he has always done. Thoughts of the first night he started it came flooding into my head.  
***
My aunt was not around that first night, and my uncle had come into the room just like he did now. I thought he had come to say goodnight as my dad does. Instead, Uncle Dimeji moved closer to me and gently removed my pink duvet from my body. I had the urge to draw it back to my body, but his face told me otherwise. He yanked my legs open, and an ungodly noise left me when I fully grasped his intentions. 
"Shhhhh." He whispered.
One of his large palms moved past my face and gripped me on the bed while the other unzipped his pants. I had lost it. My eyes bulged from their sockets, and my lips trembled. I tried to move, but his weight overpowered my body. When his hand left my mouth, I screamed again at the top of my voice. 
His head snapped sharply, and he said in a low tone, "You should not have done that." I lifted my knees and hit him solidly on his groin as I pushed myself back to the other end of the bed. Immediately, a cry left his lips, and he grabbed me by my feet and yanked my legs open. 
"No! Please don't", I begged.
"No one would hear you, Ini. Save your energy." He said.
"Uncle, please, I beg you, please don't do this to me." I cried. By then, I heard the sharp sound of a rip. He had torn my shirt open and pulled my legs from my pyjamas. 
 	"Be a good girl, Ini and stop shouting" I felt something sharp, hot and disgustingly slimy on my ear as he bit and sucked my earlobe, his breath reeking of alcohol and sweat. "I promise I won't hurt you. You will enjoy it, I assure you. You will love it as much as I do. Just stay still and be a good girl," he rasped under his breath and unclasped my bra.
"Please, Uncle," I continued as his hand wandered close to my sweaty opening. 
"Good girl," He chuckled as his fingers and body violated me. 
I felt a sharp pain, like a part of me was being cut open.
"No, please, no". I screamed yet again. 
This stopped his hands from wandering, and he quickly detached his body from mine. Immediately my body felt his body removed from it, cold air hit my body, and I happily welcomed the only embrace that seemed to ‌ cool me down a bit. Warm tears continued to leak from my closed eyes because they felt like two hugely swollen lids that would feel violated if I opened them and let light seep through them. The rustling of cloth made me open my eyes. Was he still here? Uncle Dimeji came well prepared as he flashed the knife in his hand at me. "You breathe the wrong way, and you will feel the blood leave your body as I slice your throat. It will be long and slow". 
I was willing to see it end so fast that I nodded vehemently as he brought the knife close to my throat.
"Good girl. " He laughed and penetrated me again. I thought it was over, but I had guessed wrongly like I still do.  
***
I groan in pain as Uncle Dimeji pounds into my flesh again. I want to scream, but he could slice my throat. That will be a horrible death. So I  stay quiet, willing my body to stay still, just like the good girl I am. He won't be leaving my body ‌ soon because he believes I also enjoy what he does to me. My tears are my only companion. They leave a salty tang on my tongue. I lay unmoving there as I recreate the dead stare my mom had on the day she died. I am saving my strength for later to scrub his filths off me. I feel stained, dirty, unholy and ashamed each time he does this to me, from his smell in the guise of perfume to his liquor bathed breath and his entire manhood in me, releasing sticky and smelly fluid on my thighs.
When he leaves my room, I run to the bathroom to scrub my body and mind. At least I will look clean and untouched. However, my inner self remains the dirtiest and most disgusting place. I wish the water could also erase this from my memory.
***
After a week away from home, Adunni had just returned from the UK just as Dimeji and Ini were leaving the house. Ini looked like a cat that fell into a pool. Well, that was none of her business. 
Adunni couldn't wait for Ini to gain admission into the university. The sight of her in the house every day was an eyesore. She was the spitting image of her younger sister, Wuraola. Dark and short. Her slim figure was to die for. God! Those gap teeth and dimples flashed whenever she smiled, making her beauty stand out. She was the happiest human she knew until Inioluwa took that smile away forever. Only that her eyes were different, sharp and without emotions. 
Sometimes, Adunni pondered that Ini might be a witch after Adamu mentioned one day that he had heard Ini screaming at night when she travelled out. She feared for her life and had told Ini only to cook when she told her. It was not the first time she had taken people’s lives. Ini had not only taken two souls away but had also made her into a bitter woman. Her sister was everything to her and would always be. 
Of course, Dimeji mattered too. She would do anything to make him happy again —like the first time she laid eyes on him at the tailoring shop where she was an apprentice. What she had felt that day was the loudest she had heard, her heart threatening to leave her chest. He was so fine, and his eyes had this wicked twinkle that always made her heart do a flip-flop. He was irresistible and exuded a kind of confidence that drew her in. She was a goner from the moment he spoke to her. She wouldn't lie that his wealth did not attract her. A little love, care, and money wouldn't hurt anyone, right? Especially her, she needed the money badly. But now that she has the money, it couldn’t buy her a child of her own. She looked at her image in the mirror and stared at her ever-flat tummy. Her trip to one of the most reputable hospitals in the USA some days back did not yield any fruit.  "Mrs Omosanya, there is nothing wrong with you" was the same result she got in her 19 years of marriage. But they had given her another option, surrogacy. Dimeji wouldn't hear of it. He was already pissed that she didn't tell him ‌ she branched to the USA from Paris. She didn't know what to do anymore. The herb woman her friend had suggested to her, Iya Michael, didn't help her at all. 
"You will use this concoction when you are ovulating and make sure you sleep with your husband," Iya Michael had told her as she dipped Palm fronds in a smelly bowl and whipped it on her back continuously. After that encounter, Adunni fled home super fast to bathe and remove the sticky stench of whatever the woman had used to whip her. Though the process was disgusting, she had had hope in the woman, but the result was a purging spree instead of a baby. Some days, she wished for a miscarriage to confirm that she was not barren —God, a miscarriage, just one. God, no! I want a child, please God! That's all I ask of you, please.
Everywhere she went, she was reminded of her reproductive status. It was either a pregnant woman or a baby suckling breast of a mother that looked unwilling from the whole activity or children holding hands and trekking to school. Every day, she was reminded how her flat tummy was not from exercise or organic slimming tea but lack of pregnancy. Not even one, to give her at least a stretch mark! Her friends even count her lucky for having a dead mother-in-law. She would have made life unbearable for her by accusing her of eating her unborn children to stay pretty or worse, bringing a vital and round woman from the village to bear her grandsons. 
Women are indeed the world's problem, and she, Adunni, was not even fit to be called one. Not in this demanding society where the number of children one has is a grade for the level of respect one is accorded. Thank God for the paper called Money. At least people would show her respect to her face even if they talked behind her back.
***
Immediately after the bell rings for lunch break, I take my school bag and hurry to meet my biology teacher, Mrs Ali. My teachers are  fond of small talks, but they would flip for the noisemakers list every time to punish erring students. Adults are a bigger version of us, the young ones, but they ‌ know how to cover their chameleon. 
While waiting, I do not fail to make eye contact with Mrs Ali so she will know that I want to see her. A smile beams on her face, and she quickly ends her conversation and comes closer to me. 
"Good morning, ma. I would like to speak with you for a moment," I say.
"Yes, Ini, how are you?" She takes my arm and guides me out of the staff room.
"What is the problem?" A sob escapes my lips as I attempt to speak. That question she asked releases all the pent-up pain in my chest. I have been keeping it all in for a while, and it has been a while since someone asks me that. I cry for a while, but she patiently waits till I am done, then hugs me. "Ini, talk to me. What happened to you?"
"My uncle has been sleeping with me," Mrs Ali gasps, covering her mouth with her hand. I look down and fiddle with my school bag. Suddenly unsure of how she will handle it, I wonder if I shouldn’t have told her. The school management must not even hear this. They won't believe me.
"How did it happen? Is your Aunty not aware? Have you been to the hospital?" Mrs Ali asks in a rush. Speaking in a very low tone, I tell her about everything happening at home for nearly six months. Mrs Ali keeps mumbling Jesu, and I am afraid someone will hear us.
"Are you sure about what you are saying, Ini? You know the kind of person Mr Dimeji is!" 
 	"That was why I came to you, ma. Please help me. I don't want to go back home."  I grip her hands, pleading with my eyes.
"Why have you not told your aunt?"
"Aunty Adunni? She will kill me. She doesn't like me at all."
"Ahan Ini, why would you say that? At this point, I'm finding it hard to believe you."
"Your aunty should know first. She will handle this better."
"No, ma. I can't. Please help me."
"What do you want me to do? Having this conversation with you is enough. I can lose my job, Ini."
"Please, ma. Don't do this to me. I have something that can help."
"What is that?"
I open my school bag, and Mrs Ali muffles her scream when she sights my blood-stained bed sheet. It is what it is. I have to do what I have to do. 
"Ini, we need to report to the police station now. They can help us."
"Oh. Thank you, ma, and please, ma, we must be back in school before my uncle comes to pick me up."
"That won't be a problem. Let's go!"
***
At the police station, I write my statement and hand the stained bedsheet to the officers in charge. It is time to go, but the police officers around tell us we can't leave yet. About ten minutes later, Uncle Dimeji strides in, masking all his anger with a smile. The only sign that he is mad is his fisted hands. I feel like peeing suddenly and being swallowed by the floor simultaneously. Temi ti bami.
One policeman calls Mrs Ali into the same room Uncle Dimeji has just entered. Even if today will be the end of my life, why should they discuss it without me?
I am the victim here! 
Minutes later, my biology teacher runs out of the station without glancing at me. It seems there are more victims. Before I can mutter Michael Jackson, I am bundled into a poorly lit room. 
The first police officer who has O.A. Yinka boldly written on his badge waves my statement sheet at me before shredding it into pieces. I can feel the hairs on the back of my neck rise as he comes to stand behind me. Uncle Dimeji sits in a chair directly in front of me. The second officer stands by my side, waving his index finger at me in a warning.
"This is what happens to people like you when you can't keep your mouth shut," he says.
"Oh, you thought you would get away with this?" The first one snickered, drawing my head back to face him.
"You see this man, your uncle. He is untouchable. A whole CEO of Diyano Incorporated, Olowo oil and gas, ati gbogbo hotels ni adugbo yii, our very own, afunni ma wobe. And as for your 'Mrs. Ali' that had enough guts to come here with you," the second officer, who looks like he is five months pregnant, turns to me again.
"If she ever says a word of this to anyone, anyone at all. We will make her death look like an accident." 
I suck in hard and nod as my uncle sits unruffled. Ah, Uncle Dimeji, may God punish you!
"He had a little fun with you? So? Must you whine about it?" It is the first officer again. I hate life and what it is doing to me.  
"Let this be the last time we will hear anything regarding this again, Miss Inioluwa Benson. Understood?" I twist my face in disgust and snicker. The slap that comes hitting my face is so fast that I almost fall off the chair holding me.  
By reflex, I hold my face and say, "Yesssir." 
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