WE ARE A RIVER OF TEARDROPS.

.

"I made it to the front lawn today," you announced, cutting her story short. Your voice sounding raspy, and your throat, hurting due to weeks of disuse. From the corner of your eyes, you could see your sister go stiff for a brief moment on the sofa.

She turned fully, and looked at you. Her face, a riot of happiness, disbelief, and relief.  "Wow, that is..."  she paused, took a gulp of water and swallowed loudly - subtly trying to regain composure. "That is wonderful. Really, really wonderful," she smiled - that smile that is reserved only for those you truly love. 

You knew you should smile back at her, but you could not bring yourself to do so. You could not eat. You could not sleep. You could not bring yourself to do anything but cry. You were a ticking time bomb about to go off. Fear came in its full might, built a den, and resided in the pit of your stomach, stretching its long limbs, and sending you into numerous episodes of panic attacks - each one as worse as the last.

You always were on edge - feeling the sweltering heat of hidden eyes bore holes into your skin. The way your stomach tightened, and your heart raced at the slightest of sound, or movement. A silent voice, constantly reminding you quietly, of the fact that you cannot escape every demon from your past - that some demons are ever present, like a stalker hiding in the shadows on a moonlit night. One demon in particular.

You were not safe there. Your safety here - your sister's estate with maximum security, is not guaranteed. You wondered if you could be safe anywhere, really. The silent voice told you what you were thinking already. What you felt mature, and grow in your heart with each passing day. The surety, the certainty, that it is only a matter of time before your luck runs out.  He will find you. 

                * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Pulling the shirt over your head, elicited a wince from you. Staring at the stranger in the mirror, had you wondering how you got here. The dark circles under your sunken eyes,  the strip of plaster on your cheek, and the ugly, purple bruise on the left part of your torso. 

It was not the first time he had done this. You remember the first time, how could you possibly forget. You remember, because you were strongly certain it was definitely going to be the last, but a tiny voice in your head was screaming in alarm. Going against the warnings of the tiny voice, you remained there, and endured things you shouldn't have. Feeling a deep shame for what was not your fault. Pulling along with you, the broken remains of what you once were.

"You will never get away from me," he had yelled. Typical words of a narcissistic psychopath. You flinched as he hit you hard across the face. Pulling you by the hair, he tried to drag tried away from the kitchen, up the stairs, and into the bedroom. You thrashed violently on the  kitchen floor, trying to get free. 

Your finger grazed the hilt of a knife that was discarded on the ground during an earlier brawl, and you gripped it with ferocious intensity, and stabbed him in his thigh. Five times.

He bellowed in pain as you scurried away. He made to grab your ankle, but you were out of his reach - that demonic reach of his. You struck him on his head with a frying pan, and he went silent. 

It was too quiet. You could hear your ragged, shaky breath. Your too loud heartbeat, and the rustling of leaves on the trees outside. The only thought in your head was to run, and that was what you did.

You ran. 

                     * * * * * * * * * * * *

"Lunch is ready!" 

Your sister's call pulled you out from the belly of your misery. She had prepared fried rice, salad, and roast chicken. Your favourite dish. You swallowed the food, but you could not taste it. Everything had lost taste, and meaning. Life to you, had become an endless stream of bitterness.

Your sister watched you with sad eyes, as she told you about the  impromptu business trip she would be going on later in the afternoon. Then she regaled you with stories of an annoying client, who had unbelievable demands, and unrealistic expectations. But you were not there. You were in a distorted place, far away from all realities. You were in a place, where broken souls roamed about mindlessly. A place, dark and wide, filled with screams, tears and crazed laughter. That place, which is the cacophony of your mind.

She hugged you on her way out, and you flinched. Your torso still hurt so bad. She gave you a forehead kiss, patted you on the shoulder, and smiled once more. " I love you, Ike." She said with a sad smile. "I love you too, sis." You replied, with a ghost of a smile. 

You were living a nightmare. 

After double-checking, and confirming that all the doors and windows were secure, you locked yourself in your room, and you let yourself fall apart. Every broken piece of your being, you cast away, crying until you could produce no more sound. Or tears... till you were empty. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * 

You regret going for that cocktail party. Everyday. Every. Single. Day. You regret going for that cocktail party. You kept asking people if they have ever felt so much irritation for themselves.

If they have ever hated themselves for not seeing through the facade of human deception. You asked them, "Have you ever felt like beating yourselves up for loving a raving lunatic so much it hurts?"

The first time you saw him, you never expected he would walk up to you and start up a conversation. He was tall, dark and handsome. The word handsome seems to be an understatement, as it does not do justice to how he really looked. He was an Adonis, through and through.

And you? Just a slim, curly haired, brown skinned guy that just recently graduated from the university. People have always said you look pretty, but you just have never really seen it. I wonder, why?

You were twenty-two at the time, he was  thirty-three. You knew what people were obviously thinking... 'goodness gracious! that's a lot of years!" With love, sometimes you can never tell when you make some decisions.

You were on the roof of a high-rise building in Lekki, which overlooked a beach, when he strode towards you, with calm, confident strides, looking dashing in the suit shirt he wore - of course. It fit him like a glove, showing the muscles and biceps within. He had the first two buttons undone, revealing a well sculpted chest. When he smiled at you, you knew it was a done deal. Not believing in love at first sight, made it come as a huge shock to you. You knew what you were feeling, but you did not understand it... or why you were feeling it.

Sometimes, you want to blame your sister for inviting you to that cocktail party one of the companies she works with organized. But you could never hate her. She is all you have left in this cruel world, plus it was not her fault her baby brother fell for the wrong guy. In fact, she had her reservations about the relationship. Alright, I will confess. I sugar-coated it. She did not only just have reservations, she was outright in absolute disagreement, especially after the first incident. But love is blind, right? Well, it was in your case, till you nearly lost your life.

"Hey!" He said still smiling. His voice had a deep rumble, that did things to you, some of which you are still ashamed of admitting to. "Hi," you squeaked, cursing yourself silently. "Hi," you said. This time more clearly, probably because you cleared your throat before saying it. Anyway, it was a lot of effort for you to act nonchalant.

"My name is Femi," he spoke so confidently, still with the disarming smile, and eyes that seemed to be searching for something all over your body.

"I couldn't help but notice you. I mean it's impossible not to!" he said matter-of-factly, then he laughed. A deep, throaty laughter. You could not help but smile. You really liked - no, you loved it when he laughed!

But behind the smile, you wondered if you had heard correctly. Did this Adonis just compliment you? While still wondering, his cologne filled your nostrils. He had leaned down to whisper something in your ear. Your heart beat faster, your breath hitched, and the butterflies in your stomach fluttered wildly at the very suggestive sentence he had whispered into your ears.

Your sister walked up to the both of you, to inform you it was time to leave - she had another meeting. You smiled at Femi, and said your goodbye. As you turned to leave, he held you by the wrist and asked for your number. And you gave it to him. "You can save it as Ike," you said with a wink. You would ask yourself later... 'what was I thinking?'

The greatest mistake you have ever made in your whole life.

                 * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

"Who was that?" Your sister had asked with a knowing smile. "It is no one of importance." You said looking out of the car's window, a foolish smile plastered on your face. Your sister broke into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. "What's so funny, Ada?" You asked.

"No one important?" she asked. "Yes!" You replied, looking out of the window again to hide your smile. "Well, your Mr. No Importance was the sponsor for tonight's cocktail, and a major stakeholder in the company. And, he's an Adekile! So, that sounds like substance and importance to me, Ike." She said with a small smile on her face. 

You were too stunned to speak. You just kept staring at the buildings go past. An Adekile? One of the most important families in Lagos? You should have known him, but Hon. Funmilayo Adekile, was very intentional about keeping her children away from the public eyes.  "Just be safe, Ike, I do not trust him," your sister said fondly, ever protective. "Thank you, I will." You replied, grinning from ear to ear like the cat from Alice In Wonderland, as she took a turn into Wilmer avenue.

                  * * * * * * * * * * * * 

He called that night, but you did not answer the first time. Mostly because you were nervous, and you were afraid you would not know what to say. And also because you were angry. Yes, angry. Why didn't he tell you who he was? If you had known who he was, you would never have entertained his presence. Not to speak of giving your number to him.

But then again, if he had walked up to you, and started the conversation by telling you who he was, you would have thought of him as a proud, nonchalant, self absorbed douchebag. 

The phone rang the third time, and you answered this time. Another great mistake you made in your entire existence. But you can not turn back the hands of time now, can you?

"Hi!" He sounded... relieved? He sounded happy. "I thought you had given me the wrong number, how are you?" You wanted to tell him you are fine. You wanted to lie to him - saying you were not by your phone, which was  why you did not answer the call, so he won't get hurt. 

"Why didn't you tell me who you really are?" You blurted instead. Regretting it immediately. There was silence, then his laughter filled your ear. "You must agree that is not the best way to start a conversation.

Imagine I had walked up to you and said - Hi, my name is Femi. I'm managing Adekile Industries for my mom, and I am a stakeholder in this company. You certainly will think of me as a rude, and proud person, wouldn't you?" You both laughed then.

The both of you talked into the night, like you had known each other for so many years. You listened to him mostly, allowing his voice wash over you like warm waves.

You guys hung out a lot after that night. At the mall, theme parks, amusement parks - everywhere. You grew extremely fond of each other. He asked you out on the first day of the second month since you first met. Yes, you were keeping count. Of course you said yes! You were in love for the very first time. Okay, I take back what I said before, this was the greatest mistake you have made in your whole life. 

Just one word almost ruined your life - 'yes'.

                 **********************

You were together for six months before he changed. He became insufferable, controlling, angry, and violent. You tried to break up with him, but he begged and pleaded, shedding tears like a veteran actor, and then he would spoil you with gifts. Sometimes a vacation to your favourite holiday destination - The Maldives. You listened everytime he got in his knees and begged. He said he was going to change. Ha! How gullible you were still baffles me. My dear, you cannot change anyone.

"I said no! You will not wear the green shirt!" He bellowed, standing furiously from the bed. "Yes," you said calmly. "Yes, I will wear the green shirt, and there is nothing you can do..."

The slap was resounding. 

You looked up, wide eyed in disbelief, holding your burning cheek. "What?!" You asked after the ringing in your ear had reduced to a faint hum. You turned to leave, but he grabbed your arm, and begged you, crying... again.

If only you were not stupid enough to remain with him. If only you had not made yourself blind. If only you did not lie to yourself, saying it won't happen again. That it was only a mistake, and mistakes happen.

If only.

Three more ugly incidents, worse than the first - much, much worse took place, before you ran back to your sister's, with the tattered remains of what you call your life.

                        **********************

A faint scratching sound, roused you from your irregular slumber. Or was it just your paranoia? You lay wide-eyed in bed, all your senses on high alert,  listening for any sound. 

You heard muffled footsteps coming from downstairs. The kitchen's faucet was running - why was it running? How was it running? You sat upright, heart pounding, blood coursing through your veins, Adrenaline rushing through you. 

The footsteps sounded closer, and closer, and closer.

Whoever it was was taking their time coming up the stairs. Who could it be? You laughed hysterically at the stupid question my brain felt right to ask. You knew who it was. 

He has found you. Or no, maybe it was your sister. Maybe she forgot something and came to pick it up. But the footfalls on the stairs do not sound like hers. You know who they belong to.

"Sweetheart, come out and playyyyyy!" He called from the stairs. You began a painful, and yet, beautiful display of waterworks - you had mastered the art during your time with him. You could not bring yourself to move. You could not do anything. You forgot how to. 

The door to your room tried to be yanked open.

 You jerked.

 He kept pulling at the handle, each pull, more violent than the last. "You cannot escape me!" He yelled, breathing heavily.

No matter what you do, no matter where you go. I will find you. Understand that and accept it, my love," he said in a pacifying manner. 

You still did not move.

"Open the damn door!" he said with icy annoyance, each word embroidered beautifully with anger. 

"Open the freaking door, Ike!" he yelled.

The door shook on its hinges at the impact of his foot. He kicked, and kicked. He kicked again. Your heart thudded, and beat at a speed that could mean death. He kicked once more, and the door gave way. 

There he was. The demon that haunts you - in his full glory. 

He took slow, languorous steps towards you. Bidding his time. 

He stopped inches before you, and squatted. A vulpine smile splayed across his face. 

"Your efforts were futile, my love. You and I, we are meant to be forever," he said as he ran his index finger down your cheek. Your breath caught, and you swallowed loudly. And he laughed. He actually laughed. I do not know why you were surprised, but you were. He was clearly enjoying your misery, basking in your fear. 

He got up, and punched you on the left part of your torso.

He remembered. He knew you were still healing. 

He grinned from ear to ear, as you winced and screamed on the bed.  His fist came down, and was about to collide with your face when you woke up drenched in sweat, and breathing raggedly. 

It was a dream? It wasn't real? It had to be real. You felt like you were going crazy, because you saw him. You felt his presence. He must have been here. He was here, right? Reality, and  a PTSD induced dream, fought for dominance, as common sense eluded you.

You looked up and saw your door was still safely bolted. 'Is this what I've become? Is this who - no, what I am?' You asked yourself, with tears running down your cheeks.

Healing, mending, recovery. These were synonyms to describe your desire. You did not know moving on from a devil would be this difficult. You did not know it would hurt so much - that the pain would run this deep, creating a canyon filled with anguish. You were not prepared for the fact that you'll miss him. This will be a hard, long and slow transition to normalcy. 

Playing Lp's Recovery, you broke into a thousand more pieces. Your mind, shattered by a wrecking ball, called love. Your heart, an arena of madness - worn, with deep, indelible scars.
