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By the urgency in her voice, Sandra knew it was serious!.
"How far guy!, open this door nah!", Her friend Kiki shouted from the other side.
"No rush me abeg!," Sandra mumbled. She got up from her bed, shuffled her feet to the door, turned the lock and yanked it open. "What is it ag..."
"Guyy!, Kiki cut her off and jumped on the bed. Have you checked your admission portal today?"
"I checked yesterday, what's the problem"?.
"You're still asking!. Open this thing, they're giving admissions for second batch already!".
"Are you serious?". She jumped up from her seat. 
"Nooooo, it's play!". She replied with an obvious hint of sarcasm In her tone. 
She hurriedly picked up her phone, and started searching.
"Ahnnahnn!, Kiki snatched the phone from her. Omo Pastor!, are you not supposed to pray first!". 
She rolled her eyes then mumbled a rough prayer under her breath. Kiki handed the phone back to her. She kept checking through the list for about two minutes, with Kiki staring at her face for expressions all the while. "God, God, God!" She whispered repeatedly. As she got to the letter G, sweat drops filled her face and chest. She slowly read through......
      Kiki carefully watched Sandra's expressions. First it was sweaty, then a look of intense anticipation, and all of a sudden; she burst out a smile!. " I made it!, she screamed at the top of her lungs. "Yes!, yes!, yes"!, Kiki screamed. She took the phone from Sandra and read out the contents. "Gabriel Sandra Njideka, Department of Physiology. Oh my God!!!!!".
The girls screamed and jumped on each other; enjoying the embrace for minutes. 
By evening, it was time for Kiki to go back home. She had planned to wait with Sandra till her parents got back but it was getting late so she left.
When she was gone, Sandra took time to call everyone one of her friends especially the ones who she felt were enemies against her progress. She was determined not to let her haters breathe!!!.
Her parents didn't seem as excited as she expected them to be. That didn't bother her though, she was determined to get into the University and slay her way through the four years. She was beginning her soft girl life as soon as possible.
"Sandra!!!!". Her dad's loud baritone jolted her back to reality.
"What are you thinking about?, did you even hear all that your mother said!."
"Yes sir!, Sandra muttered. I'll be a good girl and remember whose child I am".
"By weekend, we'll get all your things ready so you'll be able to travel on Sunday." Her mother added.
"Okay ma, Good night ma!".
That night, she got in contact with her friends at Apex University. She had a year delay so they resumed before her. They had agreed to take her round the school and the city. She was also going to meet up with the big boys of the school, her pretty face privilege was finally getting her what she wanted. 
     Sunday finally came, after what seemed like months. She didn't like the idea of her mum travelling with her to the school but she obviously didn't have a choice. All through the journey and even after they got to the school, the woman kept repeating the same be a good girl talk that Sandra was getting frustrated. When it was time for her to leave, she heaved a sigh of relief but had to keep on a sad look to make the parting as real as possible.
After the clearance process, the porter helped Sandra to her room. It was a room of three and one of her roomies was in the room already. 
"Hello!". She greeted the short and frail looking girl.
"Hi, Good Evening!". The girl half-mumbled. 
Sandra knew they were going to have problems. The girl seemed just like her mother; she was dressed weirdly. Long skirt, baggy top, threaded hair and she had a big bible on her bed. 
She just hoped the third roommate was more exposed and less boring or else she might be considering moving out. She later found out that the frail looking girl was named Sarah; her mother's middle name.
The third roomie arrived about thirty minutes after and she was just what Sandra needed. She was dressed in a crop top, crazy jeans and even had piercings. She was Janelle, and her vibe was totally unmatchable. 
All through that week, the school held all sorts of orientations for the new students. There were also other events to officially welcome them to the institution. Out of all the events, all the many speeches, all the words of advice, all the rules and regulations, it was Janelle's words that seemed to stick to her mind - Why bother yourself building grades from now when you have four good years to do that!. She agreed with her, she always did. The girl was exactly how she wanted to be!; the ultimate glow up. 
When school resumed fully and lectures kicked off, she was finally able to meet up with her friends. At the first meeting, she was introduced to some final year guys. The real big boys of Apex.  The guys liked her so they gave her an invite to their exclusive freshers night party that Friday. Being a good friend, she also requested for an extra invite for Janelle. After checking her pictures and thorough scrutiny, they agreed and gave her an invite. 
She got back to her hostel around 8 pm. It was just Sarah at home. 
"I didn't see you In Chemistry class!". She asked, slightly raising her head.
"I didn't attend Chemistry class!". She slammed the door shut and walked to her bed. She and Sarah were In the same department, meaning she got to see even more of the girl everyday; which was depressing. Janelle, on the other hand was a Theater Arts student. 
She sat on her bed and decided to explore Instagram. Twenty minutes in, she remembered she had a project to attend to but she waved it off. There were four good years after all. 
She knew Janelle would be back nothing later than 12am but she still stayed up. She was itching to show her the invite. 
The girl got back at 1am, drunk and wasted as usual. Immediately her body touched the bed, she slept off. Sandra had no choice but to go to bed too.
Janelle's early morning music woke her up. The girl had a habit of blasting songs at top volume once she woke up each morning. 
"I have a surprise for you!". Sandra had excitement in her voice. 
"What's that?". Janelle turned down the volume of her music. 
Sandra brought out the invite from her bag and handed it over. 
"How did you get this?". Janelle half-screamed. 
"Don't worry!, that's your invite. I have mine too!".
"Guyyyyy!, this is legit the biggest and hottest freshers party in this school, and I'm getting an invite just liked that. You deserve my respect from now on cause this blew my mind. Seriously!".
"You're welcome, let's get our outfits ready!".
"About that, you don't want to go to that kind of party dressed ordinarily. We need to go shopping for wears".
"Oh okayy. But I don't have that much money with me".
"Money?, don't worry. I have to pay you back for getting me the ticket. We'll go shopping tomorrow. My classes end by twelve, let's go by Two. I'll meet you up at the Cafeteria". 
"Okayy, Thank you!".
Janelle packed her bags and left the room. 
"Your Chemistry presentation is tomorrow, by Two!". Sarah spoke, almost immediately.
"And so what!, you're eavesdropping now?. Keep your mouth out of my business please!".
" Sandra, you really don't need all these. Your purpose in this school is to learn and that should be your focus. Do you know your mum was here yesterday, I told her you had extra classes after lectures".
"Thank you, but I don't care about all of that!. Keep your mouth out of my business, simple!". 
"I'll keep quiet, but I'll not keep my mouth shut when I see you following a wrong path. It is well with you Sandra!". Sarah laid on her bed and turned the other way.
Sandra was totally pissed. She was sick and tired of the girl poking her nose in her business all the time. Although the school gave the option of changing roommates, she didn't want to do that cause her parents saw Sarah as the good influence in her life. She had her breakfast, packed her bags and left. 
She had a class by 1pm, and it was to last for two hours. If she decided to attend, she would miss her outing with Janelle by 2. So instead of playing around, she decided to go visit George; one of the final year guys she was introduced to by her girls. He had given her his contact number as well as address and told her she was welcome everytime. 
He picked the phone at first ring. "Heyy George!". She spoke sultrily. 
"What's up my girl?". How thick voice echoed into her ears. 
"Do you know who it is?". 
"Of course!, Sarah!. I thought you would never call".
He made her heart flutter. "You're so sweet!". She blushed hard.
"How about you come over?, there's no one at my place now!".
"I'm on my way!". She screamed as she cut the phone!".
She cut the call immediately and ordered an Uber.
            Sammy smiled to himself. The dare was  getting even easier than he expected. He dropped the phone and went to get his instruments ready. He wasn't letting this one slip away like the last time!. 
         She paid the Uber driver extra; that was how happy she was feeling. She walked into the compound and went straight to apartment number Seven. She met him in the living room. 
"Heyyyyyy!" She whined.
"How are you baby girl?". He got up to take her in his arms. "What would you like to have?, I've got everything!".
"Okayyyyy...., I'll have anything you give me. So you decide!".
"Give me a minute!". He stepped out of the living room and into the Kitchen area. 
   She took her time to examine his living room. It was tastefully furnished with state of the art appliances and room decor. It didn't look like a student's place but she didn't see any reason not to believe cause according to her girl; Susanna, his parents were big fishes in the oil and gas world. He appeared about five minutes later with a tray of Orange juice and Cookies. 
"So!, He jumped into the sofa, right beside her. You're staying overnight?".
"No!, I'm waiting for my friend Janelle. We're going shopping together".
"Janelle...........Oh!, the one I got you a ticket for?".
"Yeahh, you remember!".
"Oh okayy, is she coming here too?".
"We were supposed to meet at the junction but I guess I'll just tell her to come over!".
"That's better!, I'll love to meet her". He coughed slightly and excused himself.
      Sandra picked up her phone and dialled Janelle. "Heyyyyy!".
"What's up girl!". Janelle replied, car horns blaring at the other end. 
"Are you at the junction yet?"
"Nope, I'm just about to leave here!. Anything?".
"You know what, don't bother getting there. Stop at Heather Avenue and come into the white block of apartments by the left. That's where I am!".
"Oh okayyy. Is that where your big fish stays?".
"You don't stress!, I'm waiting!".
"Okayy, give me five!".
She dropped her phone and relaxed into the chair. She was about to stretch out for the glass of juice when her phone rang- it was her mum.
"Hello Mummy, Good Afternoon Mummy!". She put as much enthusiasm as she could muster into her voice.
"Hello Sandra, How are you doing today?".
"I'm fine ma!"
"How is school, how are your studies?".
"They're fine ma!..... Janelle walked in. I have a class now, I'll call you as soon as I'm done!"
"Okay my dear, take care of yourself okay?".
"Okay ma!". She hung up.
"Girlllll!!!!, Janelle started. You didn't tell me what apartment to enter. I just came in here cause the door was open. I could have walked into something else you know?".
"At least you got the right apartment, that's what matters!".
"So, where's your boo?"
"Excuse you!!, he's not my boo". They both laughed.
"Where's he anyway?".
"I guess this is me!". George walked in, majestically.
Sandra's face lit up with a smile, Janelle face slowly morphed into a mix of fear, anger and annoyance.
George looked stricken too, as soon as he set his eyes on Janelle. "Give me a minute!". He walked back into his room.
"We need to leave!". Janelle pulled Sandra up at once.
"What do you mean leave?". Are you okay?, didn't you just get here?".
"Sandra you do not know this guy, He's a killer!".
"Are you drunk?, George, a final year student is a killer?. You're high on something. I don't know what it is but I'm sure of it!".
"Sandra can we at least leave??, I'll give you an explanation when we get home!". She walked towards the door. She jerked it open but then, it was locked. 
Sandra seemed confused now!, "Who locked the door?, and how did it happen?".
"I told you Sandra, we're trapped now!". She had never seen Janelle this scared in her life.
George burst into the living room!, he was dressed in a long black robe and black socks. 
He held in his right hand a small knife and in the left a big calabash.
"Kneel down here!". He ordered, pointing to the black rug at the center of the room; Sandra could swear she had noticed a white rug when she came in.
They both scrambled to the rug and knelt face down.
"Look up!, he ordered yet again. He took few steps closer to Sandra. He held her head in his palm and moved even closer that she could feel the breath straight out of his nostrils. He raised his hands brought the knife close to her throat and the next thing she felt was her own blood trickling down her neck. 
        "Sandra!, Sandra!, Sandra!. Sarah shook her roughly as she jerked back to reality.
She opened her eyes, it took them about five minutes to adapt to the light. She was back in her room, Sarah was there with her, there was no blood on her neck neither was there any knife-inflicted wound. 
"Are you alright?". Sarah asked, concerned.
"I don't know, I think I ...............
Janelle barged into the room. "Girl, why did you keep me waiting that long?, and why aren't you picking your calls?". 
"She just woke up, keep your cool", Sarah retorted. 
Janelle gave Sarah a sly look and turned back to Sandra. "Pick up your bags and let's go!".
"She's not going anywhere!". Sarah replied.
"Are you sick in the head?, Was I talking to you?". Janelle answered.
     Sandra looked at Janelle and then to Sarah. She still didn't know how to classify how she was feeling. All  she knew was that Sarah had brought her out of wherever she was so she might as well give the poor girl audience. 
"I'm not going out!, I'll stay with Sarah!". She spoke softly.
Janelle looked at them both, hissed loudly and walked out!.
Sarah prayed for and with Sandra. After that, she felt a wave of peace within her. She didn't know if it was the prayer or the hug but she knew she had made the right choice! 


