Get ready with me to get an abortion. My stomach roiled as I typed out the caption to my latest TikTok video. I hit send and watched the number in the tiny circle jump from 20 to 80 per cent complete.
I didn’t leave school wanting to be a social media influencer. It just sort of happened. In fact, I had a nice office job in London by the time I graduated from KCL. What happened to it? I couldn’t tell you. One morning I just woke up unable to login to my work account. Now I was back in my old room in my parent’s house where one good year flashed by without so much as a job interview. Sure, I didn’t apply anywhere, but that’s not the point.
My lack of ambition obviously worried my parents. Since moving back to Nigeria, I had made no effort at anything but spending hours cooped up in my room, except for the times I joined them for dinner.
“Nne, so what about Masters?” Daddy asked me randomly during one of those dinners, trying to act like it was a casual inquiry, like I hadn’t overheard their worried discussions about how I might be depressed.
The question was posed three months after my homecoming. Until that moment I had never actually thought about a second degree because I always assumed it would be straight to work after graduation which is what I told him. 
“I know you have been disappointed about that job you had in London and that that is the reason you have been staying in your room like that.” Mummy said. 
Daddy finished her thought by adding, “But you don’t have to be at all my girl. Things don’t always go the way we plan because we’re being redirected to something better.” Then he delved into his stint with job instability after leaving the University of Benin.
Contrary to their thinking, I was more than disappointed. My friends and I all got sponsored jobs from big companies at the same time, and every single one of them still had theirs. Having my Skilled Worker Visa revoked like that leaving me to scramble out of the country had been so humiliating I ghosted all my friends to avoid ever talking about it.
At the end of his story, Daddy made what he thought was an inspiring argument about the benefits of a second degree. Only so I could continue eating my jollof in peace I replied with “I’ll think about it.”
Anyway, my parents now live in Zanzibar since Daddy moved his tech startup there for their tax benefits. They had since given up on trying to convince me to get a job or register for NSYC or go back to school. When they were still here Mummy said “it’s your life to waste if you want” after I told her I would start creating content. 
So here I was about to post another video that was guaranteed to explode on the internet and slingshot me further into fame. At least on this side of the world where abortion was a scandal bigger than being a politician’s side chick. 
The video dropped onto my feed. 
I closed the app.
----------------------------
My boyfriend dumped me because he said I was “a desperate clout hungry witch” just because I pranked him by adding small laxative in his food and uploading the video of him farting throughout his sprint to the toilet. That was my first video to go viral on TikTok, that increased my follower count from two hundred to three thousand. Why couldn’t he take one funny joke to support my new career as a budding influencer? After all, there were many couple channels on YouTube where they pranked each other constantly that had racked up upwards of one million followers!
I met my ex-boyfriend at a house party in London. It was a birthday party inside a cramped uni accom flat kitchen that my best friend, Adunni, was invited to but I tagged along wearing a tight red mini dress I knew made me look sizzling. He, Nnanna, came to talk to me barely able to keep his tongue in his mouth. That day he said, “you look hot” while I replied with “tell me something I don’t know.” And before I knew it, we were dating despite my resolution to not be tied down to any man at the beginning of first year. 
We stayed together for four years, from the beginning of uni until the day after I posted the video when he rushed from work to my house. I reminded him how old our relationship was as he stood before me huffing and puffing. 
“So, you really want to break up with me because of one video?” He looked like he would explode after I finished the question. 
“You made me look like a buffoon!” He cried. “Without my consent.”
I raised one brow. “But it was a prank. Why would I tell you I was pranking you before I did it? That doesn’t make sense.”
He slapped his face with both hands. “Jesus Nneka, all my colleagues at work saw it and were laughing at me.” He eyed me when I sniggered. “And I had to fake laugh with them even though I wanted the ground to swallow me.”
I stood up from the couch to comfort him with a hug. He moved back with his arms extended to keep me from getting close. 
“Nneka I’m serious.” His voice had hardened. “Delete that video or we’re done!”
I said no and that’s when he called me a desperate clout hungry witch that left me too stunned to counter. My mouth hung open and when I regained my ability to speak again only a scoff came out. And just like that he was gone.
I missed him sometimes but after he stormed out of my house with his overnight bag, I opened my camera just in time to video his car aggressively pulling out of my compound so I could show my new followers that we had just broken up. There were black tire marks on the concrete as I made the short walk from our front door to the gate he left wide open. When I went in and checked, the comments had already rolled in. The top one said He’s just being dramatic. After he calms down, he will come back. I liked it. 
----------------------------
Every time I post a new TikTok video, I closed the app for thirty minutes because I liked the comments and hearts to add up. Seeing big numbers beside the different red icons was my drug. But for a video as controversial as the one I just posted, I turned off the app’s notifications in addition to staying away for a longer time—two hours or more. If I was lucky the video would make it to Twitter before the end of the day.
I trended on Twitter for the first time two months after I posted about Nnanna and I’s breakup. In that time, I had experimented with makeup as a niche to break into before giving up and just vlogging my life as I did random things like braid my hair and go on dates with Adunni. 
In the video that made it to Twitter I was sharing my lay off story as a software engineer that someone had posted because they could relate to my exact experience of waking up with terminated access to shared networks and community channels. It got a decent number of interactions until a Twitter influence quoted the video with the “is this not the girl whose boyfriend broke up with her because of a prank?” to their 47,000 followers. The original poster confirmed it was me and replied with the prank video. 
My Twitter before that comment was relatively unknown but people found it and tagged me to the post with many laughing emojis. One guy said, This isn’t funny. If I was the boyfriend I would have sued her to take the video down. The impressions on that video were astronomical, spilling over to TikTok where my follower count more than doubled so I was closer to ten thousand. Nnanna was the gift that kept on giving.
Mummy’s name interrupted my Twitter scrolling session. My heart skipped up as I clicked on the green button to answer her call.
“Hello Nneka,” She said. Before I blatantly refused to do any of the meaningful things she and Daddy suggested I did with my life, she used to call me by a pet name. That part of her affection had still not returned so now every time she called my name it felt like I was in trouble. “Is Ngozi back from school?”
I exhaled inaudibly. She had called to find out if my sister was home from Greensprings where she was a day student not because someone had shown her my abortion video. My parents were partially serious Catholics, but that video will cause an uproar.
“She should be” I said noticing the time “but today is Wednesday and she does clubs after school on Wednesdays.”
“Okay. Tell her to call me when she’s back.” She paused. “And you have you eaten?”
I had eaten only cereal the whole day which was around noon before filming my video. She always said cereal wasn’t food and wouldn’t acknowledge it if I told her, so I just said “yes” to avoid any kind of lecture and she went off the phone.
----------------------------
The strong smell of stew drew my sister into the kitchen when she returned home. Her greeting when she saw me in there was “What is wrong with you sef? Are you allergic to being normal?” She was wearing short black shorts with a tight black v neck top. Her braids were packed to the back and her backpack hung from one shoulder. “Why are you telling everybody you had an abortion?”
“Mummy said you should call her” I said from my position beside the working microwave heating up my late lunch. There was a loud ping and I jumped off the countertop to retrieve my steaming bowl of white rice and chicken stew.
“Ugh. I don’t have credit.” She said retrieving her phone from an unzipped side of her bag. “And my phone is dead. Can I use yours?”
“One day they are going to steal your phone with the way you don’t zip your bag.” I said pointing to my phone beside the sink.
“I go to Greensprings where everybody has a phone? And I use an uber to and fro.”
“So, you don’t think rich kids can be thieves too? Ever heard of kleptomania?”
She screwed her face looking at me and turned away with my phone in her hand saying “Can you heat up rice for me too, I’m hungry” with her back to me but I ignored her because her hands weren’t broken.
I was on the dining table when her hand was thrown in my direction after her call with Mummy ended. 
“Where is my own rice now?” 
“Mstchew. It’s like you’re crazy. Where is the slave you kept here that you’re commanding like that?” I asked snatching my phone away from the ungrateful brat.
“Ugh. You’re just so somehow” she flapped her hands before sashaying like a flamingo to the kitchen.
I hissed again. 
Then I heard her say from the kitchen “when I tell mummy and daddy the rubbish you have been posting on TikTok then you’ll know.” 
She could be such a menace sometimes.
----------------------------
I went upstairs at 6:30 pm after eating to take a shower and change into another pyjamas. A significant amount of time had passed since I posted the video, and it was time to check how people were reacting to it. My heart picked up an unusual pace, my nervousness growing beyond a level I was used to. 
Ngozi opened the door without knocking to say “you’re getting cancelled” with a snicker and disappeared before I got the chance to yell at her to get out!
My nervousness transformed to a panic that lifted me up from the bed to my feet while I opened TikTok. The notifications were a long red line showing 2.7k comments, 9.8k likes and only 117 follows which was disappointing but at least was enough to bring my following to just over ten thousand. I checked and my eyes nearly popped out of my sockets. My following had dropped to seven thousand! 
“What?” I said out of breath. Seventy thousand people had watched the video. My finger clicked on the comments and what I saw unsteadied my balance. 

Why are you asking us to get ready with you to murder an innocent baby? Unfollowed

Unfollowed!!! May God have mercy on you!!

Someone should tag the police. Isn’t abortion still a crime in Nigeria?

Ewww are you being for real? Unfollowed

I always knew she never had sense

There are people looking for the fruit of the womb and this is what you’re doing? 

How dare you?

They were eating me alive, but I kept scrolling, unable to look away.

Please sis where did you have your abortion?

Her body, her choice. I support you Nneka.

Someone asked is this April fool’s? And another replied with ode April fool is next week. Then they hurled more abuses at themselves.
I heard Ngozi’s evil cackle from outside my door. Was she sitting there reading the mean comments on my video? I didn’t check but inched further to the edge of my bed trying to think up damage control procedures. My mind was fuzzy and all I could think was how all of this was that company’s fault for making me redundant. If they hadn’t, I would have my own money, a boyfriend and the respect of my parents and sister. Instead I was making useless videos that gave useless online trolls too much access and insight into my life. 
Only Adunni knew not to take any outrageous thing I said the week before and after April 1st seriously. I sent her a text: I think I made a mistake with this prank. Do I take it down?
