THE VICTIMS GAME

She was singing in the shower when you walked in. You grabbed the bag you had packed in
the dead of the night and gently walk out as you scan the room to confirm you did not leave

anything behind.
“You’re leaving me.”

You hear from behind you. She’s panting now. You look straight into her eyes. There’s a
silence in the room. The kind that’s heart wrenching. The kind that feels like the world has
gone into slow motion. It’s on fight and flight mode now. Anything and Everything can go
wrong. You know this, so you’re trying to be as careful as you can. You’re trying to control
everything from your motor skills to your breathing. Anything could set her off. You don’t

want to draw attention to yourself.

“I’m not leaving you.” would have been what you said next, but you don’t. It’s a gamble.
Instead, you say “And with everything we’ve been through. The fights we’ve fought together.
The ones we’ve lost and won. You really think 1’11 up and leave. You think I’1l do that to you.
Is this trust? Cause it seems to me you don’t trust me and I-”” You stop your sentence halfway,

now matching the pattern of her breaths.

You play this card. The manipulative card. The winner, because you know she adores you.
“No...no...no. I trust you” she says “I just thought-”

Bingo.

“You thought what?” Your tone has become strict, sterner, loud enough to give her a fright.

Next on the script is tears.
You put your head down and start to cry.

This is the first time you’re crying in front of her. You told her the last time you cried was at
your mother’s burial which was 3 years ago. That of course is also lie, not the death of your

mother but the tears you supposedly shed.

Your tears are paid actors. They flow out perfectly. She’s right beside you now, with her towel
at her waist. She’s tapping your back and apologizing frantically. She’s also sniffing so it’s

safe to assume she’s also crying.




Bought.

She takes you to the bed in the middle of the hotel room, pushes all the roses you just seem to
have missed till now and lays you to rest. She’s holding tightly to your arm as she falls asleep.
You need another line of action. Something that would be fool proof or this time Psycho-proof
because you know whatever plan you think out Nara would always fish it out. Whether its red
handed or her gut feeling, she would always find out, like she’s always watching. You tilt your
head over to see her smirking in her sleep. You take a deep breath because now you realize that
you should have listened to her mother when she told you to leave her alone. You should have
seen the red flags on your first date when she stabbed the waiter by ‘mistake’ with a table knife
and later admitted that she deserved it because she was staring at you for too long. The first
time you tried to leave her was a month before you proposed to her. You had planned a lovely
picnic in a park, she used to really love parks. You had a whole itinerary for her day. You paid
the saxophonist a day before and told them the exact moment to step in. It was going great,
until you told her you were travelling abroad for your PhD program, and she said, “That’s a
great idea. When are we flying”. WE. Were you lying about the PhD? Yes, but you just couldn’t
tell her “Nara this relationship isn’t going to work out, you’re a bit too much for me to handle
and I don’t know if I want to settle down right now”. You could have told her you didn’t have
enough money to pay for her flight with you, but you knew her father could easily pay for it.
She is after all, his golden girl.

The last time you tried again before this. You had told her you wanted to see a distant aunt of
yours that was very ill. She was very insistent on coming but you had other plans. You had it
all planned out. You paid some men to go over to your house, ransack the place and take some
important documents that were in your bottom left drawer, you were very specific. Ransack
the house, scare her a bit, steal the documents and leave. But as the world would have it, it
didn’t go according to your plan because you cannot control the things that are uncontrollable.
The men you hired did go to the house and they took the documents, but what you didn’t plan
for was that they would batter Nara to a pulp and when you got back to the house the next day
you found her still lying on floor with her eyes bruised and scars on her face. You wanted so
hard to stay on script, but as soon as she sighted you. She crawled over to the bottom of where
you stood and said “You did this to me” as she cried with her already swollen face. She blamed
you for not letting her come with you and you couldn’t argue. You took her to the hospital, and
you spent the night alone while she was away. You tried to call the men you hired but the

number was switched off. Of course, they betrayed you. Apart from the plans derailing, you




are happy the files they stole were a fake because then you would have been screwed. The
documents you had them steal were the title deeds you made Nara sign over to you, a 30 million
Naira property her father had given her for her 21% birthday. Nara, Chief Amadi Abara’s
princess, his only daughter had signed over the property you were going to use to start a new

life, as soon as you could find out a way to escape Nara’s clutches.

You’re back in the hotel room with Nara still snugging to one of your arms.

“Baby?” she calls out to you. “Would you ever leave me?” she continued.

“No, love. I can’t” This must probably be one of the few times you haven’t lied to her.
“...because you love me, right?” she looked at you, eyes glued at you for your answer.

You knew the right thing was to say was ‘yes’ if you wanted to have a good night’s rest but
you didn’t want her to enjoy the bliss she was experiencing, while you had your head in a

turmoil.
“...”. 'You proceeded to say nothing, you just stared at her.

“Babe, did you hear me?”” her expressions clearly changed, she nudges you a little. She’s resting

on her arm, slightly sitting up now.

You act like you’re snapping out of a trans and say, “I’m just really tired, Love.” You turn to

the other side and act asleep.

You obviously can’t sleep because you still haven’t thought of a line of action and after

ignoring her question you don’t know what she would do to you while you slept.

Hours later and you can still feel Nara hovering over you. She hasn’t laid on the bed since then
but she’s gently pacing in the space beside you taking moments to stop close to your face, you
can tell because you’re used to it. It’s not the first time she’s done this and if you don’t leave,

it won’t be the last.

Before dawn broke, you heard her on the phone with someone, she went into the bathroom and
spoke in whispers, but her anger betrayed her. You could pick up pieces and words from the
conversation like “Please | beg you leave me alone” “You promised” “Nna” followed by light
sobbing. You walk over to the bathroom door and knock; your aim is to make her always
presume you’re on the same side, so you plan to comfort her. You can hear that she sounds

startled. You knock again “Nara are you okay?” you say as she opens the door to the bathroom.




“How long have you been up?” she asks you, head bowed probably trying to hide her tear-
filled eyes from you. “Just right now, I wanted to use the toilet and I heard you crying, Nara
talk to me” embracing her. She told you she got news that her best friend from high school had
died that morning. Nara was lying, you knew it because in her conversation she mentioned
‘Nna’ which means father, but you let peace reign. She comes back and lays in bed with you.
She cuddles with you, and you turn to face her. You stare at each other. You are face to face
with a devil. Bold. You stare at each other. She’s so beautiful. You think about all the ways
you would have loved to lover her. You think about all the ways your relationship could have
flourished. You reminisced on the first time you saw her. Love at first sight. You scoff at the
thought of it now because you had clearly been bewitched. She traces your lips with her fingers.
A part of you wishes you had kept on loving her, the sane part of you is happy you’re smarter
than that. You pull her closer to you. You are nose to nose now with your demon. You must

do everything to keep her in love with you. You must fight for your freedom no matter the cost.

It’s been weeks after and Nara has been pushing for you both to relocate abroad. You’re not
sure where its coming from but she’s been very persuasive like she’s trying to run from
something, and time is running out. So, you think if you can’t beat them, join them. So, you
say, okay “Lets relocate” because at every passing moment all you can think about is how the
longer you stay, the more impossible it would be to leave her. Your plans are in full gear, and
you have gotten all the necessary documents. Everything goes smoothly and you’re ready to

go, Nara even has English names planned out to give your children after the move.

Nara persuades you to go say your farewell to some old friend in Abuja, you’re extremely
surprised because she would usually insist on coming along. You’re suspicious of her but you
can’t let it show. “Is Nara cheating?”. That’s almost impossible she is always without whether
you like it or not. So, what the next logical thing to do? Agree to go to Abuja for your farewell.
She booked you a round trip and insisted on doing that, maybe it’s so she could be sure you go
on your trip and come back. She also followed you the airport that morning and waited till you
checked in before kissing you goodbye and going back home. Nara is always very thorough,
you commend her for that, but you’ve decided that whatever she’s trying to hide you will figure
it out, today. You wait a good 30 minutes before getting a cab and driving straight home. You
leave your luggage behind. It’s only a small price to pay for the truth. When you get to your
house you are as careful as can be and find the front door is slightly ajar. Hm. You immediately
sense something is wrong. You hear in audible sounds from the nearest room. You are still

careful. The door is also slightly open and so is your mouth. You’re grateful to God for quick




thinking because the next turn of events is what you hear as rumours. Luckily your quick wit
got you to pick up your phone and take a video. Visual evidence. Who would EVER believe
you. You enter to see the behind of an old man, bare bottomed and Naras legs spread apart, it
takes them a minute to realize that you’re standing by the door holding your phone. You act
strong but you really want to throw up. They’re both knelling down now and you’re happy you

have the upper hand. You look at them with disgust.

“Chinara Abara and Chief Amadi Abara, how would the headlines handle this.” You threaten.
Then whole story starts to unravel. Nara goes on to give a sob story on how you are her saviour,
saving her from her father. Her father doesn’t say anything but keeps a straight face. He is
clearly not bothered you found out. She goes on to say the years of abuse twisted her mind. Her
father smirks and says she has always been like this. That she enjoys it. You are tired of the

bickering. A story you have absolutely no care about.

You tell them you’re a simple guy and that regardless of what they might think the only thing
you want is your freedom, you can still be married to Nara on paper, but you never want to see
her ever again and that at the end of every month he will send you a little token of your silence.
He might not care that you found out but the whole world ? His reputation would crumble.
Everything was agreed and finalized, you are happy. Chief insists you delete the video in their
presence to warranty your silence and you do, but you’re not foolish. As soon as you alone
relocate to the United Kingdom, you call and say “Chief, if you try to kill me, you’ll be shooting
yourself in the leg because the video is on the cloud and as soon as word goes out that I’'m dead
your video would be sent to every available airing station and publishing newspaper...be
smart”. Is it a bluff? He would have to find out. You enjoy the rest of your day not thinking too
much of anything. You’re happy you can start afresh and start a normal family. You’re in your
apartment when you hear the bell ring. The mail man? The food you ordered? Or just a friendly
neighbour saying hi? You hurry to answer the door and you see the most beautiful woman,
with her box at your doorstep.

“Oh, have I missed you.” Nara gently says.

THE END




