“Open the fucking door T” it was mother banging my bedroom door as hard as she could and my sister wailing loudly begging my mother for God knows what, I didn’t bother, I didn’t care. I heard the voices, the authoritative voices of ridiculous men that went around with guns and a stupid sense of self assurance, trying to pull some calming stunt on me like that’ll ever work, it only made me rummage faster for the last dose I had hidden away.
“Tati, you need to open the door, your mother and…….
My blood boiled so loudly I could barely hear the loud banging and screaming at the other end of the door, it sounded so far away almost like a different dimension. I needed to find, the last shot I couldn’t find the courage to throw away even after the promises I made, the boiling in my veins had moved to my hands shaking so badly I bumped into everything in my path but I didn’t feel it, I didn’t feel anything. I pulled out the little box at the back of the wall poster , crushed the pills almost too loudly, my hands still vibrating, I lit candle and held a small metal cup over it, a few drops of water and the crushed pill, then used a syringe I had probably used before to suck in the liquid, I tapped out all the air bubbles and pushed the liquid to the tip of the needle, the noise from outside grow louder but slower , my saliva dripped, anticipation killing me, I couldn’t wait, I couldn’t wait to not be here, to be somewhere else, anywhere but here, in my mind, where there is peace and quiet and a certain level of ecstasy I could get only from this heroin shot. 
I pushed the plunger into the barrel emptying the entire liquid into a flushed vein that I had forced out by tying a necktie around my arm, I could almost taste the heroin on my tongue, my fingers went calm, almost rigid, so did my mind, this time the noise was back, I could hear the police, ramming the door, splinters and wood pieces coming of the door, my mothers angry screams has turned to hysterical begging, I guess she didn’t hate me enough to watch large men trying to break into my room, once again, I cut it off, embracing the one thing the heroin gave to me. I jammed the needle deep, deeper than I needed to, I savored the hit, my dry cracking bones felt soothed, liquefied by beautiful tender caress of heroin. I fell, on something really soft, also very cold, but still really soft, the ceiling moving in swirling colors, great fields of reds, blues and yellows, my senses heightened, I could hear my sisters small sobs from 2 rooms away and the smell from my neighbors kitchen, soon my whole train of thought started to disappear and as the blackness welled up, I started to laugh, I don’t know if out loud, but I was uncontrollably happy, I watched as the police ran to me, the medic covering my nose with oxygen, but just as I closed my eyes on my mother, I prayed to never wake up. 

Once again God didn’t answer my prayers, the light at the end of the tunnel wasn’t hell (I knew I wouldn’t make it to heaven) it was the was the light from an insanely white room, the white sheets and no cuffs was a dead give away of where I was, the fucking rehab, I could tell the heroin was still in me, because I didn’t feel angry or at least sad, I felt calm, a rare feeling especially after the stunt I just pulled, my sister must hate me. The door opened at the other side painted with plain dark blue a nurse with a trolley tray walked in with no care in the world she didn’t look at me,  not even a glimpse of sympathy, I’m sure she has seen too many emotionally doomed and depressed 18 year olds, she brought out a needle, and took some blood, it didn’t hurt, I got used to it a year ago, just as she was leaving a tall man entered the room, in his middle 30’s if not mistaken, he had a slightly receding hairline and a sharp nose, doe eyes with nice lips, he looked good, his coat stretched in all the right places, he had the type of bulk I liked in men, in a different circumstance I would have been conscious of how I looked, but who cares, so I threw in a cringe punch line, “are you part of my treatment” I gave an attempt to something close to a flirting smile, “no, no I’m not” his smile was small and if I’m not mistaken shy 
‘So Tati, my name is Dr Dare, I’ll be taking care of you, both mentally and physically until you get out of here and most importantly I want you to know you can tell me whatever you are feeling or thinking, we embrace open minded treatment here because they always seem to leave for home faster, don’t think of this as a punishment or a prison, think of it a mission to soul finding, don’t let the walls outside or inside this room interrupt your healing, you see this camera up there, it’s to be with you all the time, don’t worry I’m not the one the one at the other end of the screen, you’ll meet her some other time, you’ll get your breakfast in your room every morning alongside your medication, you’ll have lunch and dinner with the rest of the patients so miss Tati, do you understand? “Yes mr Dare, sorry Dr Dare”, “anyone works fine really, so there is little garden outside, you would want to step outside, you’ve been asleep for almost 24 hours, you should stretch’ he said walking out the room and holding the door for me to walk out, “Benji” he snapped his fingers at a scrawny kid, he had full dark hair, but a very disappointing stance, “this is Tati, she’s new, please show her around” he was already reading a file a nurse just gave to him, “I’ll leave you guys to it then” and he walked away.
“Ahn wait na’ I half ran to catch up with him ‘why you dey run? 
‘See, I’ve taken you far away from the office so you can find your way now”
“Wait, so even in rehab you find snubs, nawa o” I clapped my hands in disappointment.
“Look, I’m doing you a favor, no one here is my friend, so I’m just helping myself get less disappointed” 
“this is rehab, why should I be picking friends, it’s obvious everybody in yellow is crazy, look Benji as long as you’re not some creepy dude I’m fine, you don’t need to look out for me”
“I’m not looking out for you, I’m looking out for myself, and that’s exactly what I am, I’m creepy, so just stay away” he walked away, and I see how alike we where, I would have done the same thing only that mine would have ended in a fight.

2 weeks has gone by I think, I don’t keep tabs, no one came to visit, or even called, I guess if you called your mother an ashawo (whore) a few times she’ll stop caring about you, only that I didn’t mean it, I only remember a while later, sometimes not until days later then the guilt comes in then I go for another shot to kill that guilt and the circle continues, I did think my sister would call though, we are really close, when I’m sober that is, we supposedly helped each other heal when we lost our father to cancer, only that I didn’t heal, my wound somehow got larger. My sessions with Dr Dare where the best part, he was funny and I sometimes lied to get the drama and trauma going just so I get to watch him scribble tiny notes on his pad. The hardest part was the withdrawal, it started with just the smallest thought of heroin then your body remembers also, you feel every nerve fighting you to find a shot, the euphoria it used to get when a little stressed, but of course no where to get it, then the next thing you know you are throwing up your breakfast, your lunch, dinner, and burning up with a temperature of 100.4 , running nose, diarrhea, and worse the crying myself to sleep. 
The first day of the heroin medication I usually sleep well, not well per say, but better than the 2 nights after , I snuggled in bed, wrapped the comfy blanket over my body and relaxed, think happy thoughts I told my self, I could use a good night sleep, and slowly the light around me fades 

My room door slightly opens and nurse Cynthia walks in, she’s holding a heroin shot, not the medication one, a full dose of the one I used to get back home, she’s holding the necktie I used the last time before I got in here in her other hand, she’s smiling happily, she sits beside me and she helps me tie my arm, and like a proper nurse she injects me, I feel the heroin and the bucket of peace that comes with it, “thank you Cynthia” I mouthed as she leaves the room.

I sat upright, and the sun shone happily bright, the taste of heroin still on my tongue I looked at my arm and the little red dot proved indeed I wasn’t dreaming, I smiled and laid down back, what must she want? I wondered, did Dare send her? What did he want? If it’s sex, I wouldn’t even mind, anyway I was happy, so i hopped happily to go brush my teeth.

I don’t know if it’s the little escaped from last night or the view of this garden but I felt good, the sun didn’t bother me at all as I sat face up eyes closed, I still didn’t have any friends, which I found to be a problem, this isn’t the right place to be alone, or I’ll start talking to my imaginary friend. 
Just as I opened my eyes I saw nurse Cynthia, perfect, she could be a great conversation starter considering the secret we share, I followed her, she saw me but didn’t smile, I still smiled back, 
“what is it? She glared, Wow, I forgot she used to be Cranky, 
“I just, I just “ her expression wasn’t at all what I expected
“I wanted to say thank you” her eyebrows rose in confusion
“thank you for last night”
“what happened last night? Her expression didn’t change, okay fine maybe she was trying to keep herself out of it
“it was Dr Dare wasn’t it? I asked, trying to show her I wasn’t clueless,
she eyed me “no dey play with me” I could swear she snarled at me “all this rich spoiled children “ she said again and she was pulling her trolley and walking away.
I stood in amazement, I touched my arm, the injection wound stood out, still red and swollen I got confused, I needed answers.
“Please is Dr Dare around? 
“no he’s not “
“Sorry when last was he here?
“Two days ago, he took a week off” his secretary replied me, I walked out the office in confusion,
 what’s going on? I felt a sharp sting from my arm, from the small spot on my arm, the sting began to stretch, from my arm to my head, I was on my knees already screeching with pain, I looked at my arm and something stuck it’s head out from the tiny hole, it wriggled and wriggled….. and it…… I screamed, so loud they probably heard me from outside the gate, a maggot, a first a second a third and a fourth I kept screaming, I could hear Benji’s worried call, 
“Tati, Tati” 
“please get it off, please” I kept crying, “
“get what off? He screamed, “there’s nothing thereTati, there’s nothing there”
 “what” I looked and it was all gone, I looked at him, “I , I” I stumbled on my words trying to explain, next thing I knew, poor Benji was covered in my happy lunch, wow, I had to give him another reason to hate me. 

2 nights later I still couldn’t sleep, the moon was high up in the sky, I sat by my window, remember when I complained about not wanting to talk to an imaginary friend well, I failed, I have one now and his name is spidy, I formed him the day Benji walked out in me. The tap on my door was light I almost didn’t hear it, i heard it again, then again, then again, so I walked to the door,
”who is there” I asked then looked straight at the camera, they usually operate the doors from there, i needed to know why someone was knocking instead of the door just opening like it always did, I heard it again, so I reached for the nob, I didn’t think it’ll turn, but it did, so I carefully pulled it open. 
“Dr Dare? He walked in and sat on my bed, something he’s never done before, I blinked and I was on the bed laying face down and him with a whip above me
“Dr Dare, what is happening, why can’t I stand up, what are you doing” I was already crying maybe it was  his expression or it was unrealistic circumstances but the reality of It.
I heard it before I felt it, the wheezing sound before the smack, I screamed, but my screams were muffled, I begged but couldn’t hear it, I cried but couldn’t feel the tears, I could feel the whip, and the slashes on my skin, “45, 46, 57, 48, 49, 50” his breathing was heavy, I kept crying and silently he was out of my room. 

I didn’t sleep I cried till the nurse came in, she tried to get me out of bed, I kept crying and I wouldn’t get up
“Tati, what’s going on” I looked up and saw Dr Dare, I lowered my gaze and sobbed even more
“What is Tati? “ you didn’t need to hit me Dare, you didn’t have too, I’m sorry I took the shot, but you didn’t need to”
“What are you talking about? What shot?
“you hit me Dare, you beat me last night ” I screamed getting the courage because of the 2 the men at the door, 
“Tati” he said calmly, “I wasn’t around last night, “I just checked in this morning” 
“Liar, you’re a liar” my anger had turned to hysteria, “please don’t lie to me, please” I sat on the floor crying, 
“Last three days, you sent nurse Cynthia to give me a shot, I took it, then last night you whipped me, probably to teach me a lesson but you where here last night, I can still fell the whip on my body, so don’t stand there and lie to me” I screamed tears rolling down my eyes.
“let’s the marks Tati, turn around and show us the marks” I looked at them, all of them with disbelief in their eyes I turned around and lifted my shirt 
“There’s nothing there Tati, you where hallucinating or it was just a bad dream ”
“That’s not true, that’s not true” I cried louder, 
“last night I didn’t sleep, can hallucination last the whole night?, I asked hysterically, “the camera, check them you’ll see I’m not crazy”
“Tati please, let’s not make this hard for ourselves”
“please Dare, just check, I pleaded not just for him, but for me.

I looked at the date on the top of the screen, I watched it, and watched the timer tick, 3:30am, 3:31am, 3:32am, I laid on my bed, sound asleep, with a slight snore from time to time, I started to cry, I really am crazy.
“Take her to her room” Dare ordered,
“please no, please no” I begged not now, please,
“Fine take her to the garden, I’ll meet with you later.

I’m sitting in the garden and the once happy bright sun was now a scorching wave, but I still sat still in hopes I’ll burn alive, I needed this to end
“Tati, you are not crazy”
“What? It was Benji, I wanted to ask what he meant, but I knew I understood what he meant, 
“Its all a scheme, it’s a plan, the clinic keeps you long enough till you’re forgotten” I kept looking at him
“What are you talking about Benji?
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Tati, I’m saying we are never getting out of here until we do something” he took deep breaths, “I’ve been here for 50 years Tati, and I don’t age, my family never came, there is something wrong with this place Tati, when last did you talk to your family?”
“Jesus, what have I gotten my self into.







