Kilo Kan Steve 
Steve didn’t know when to stop; he never understood the concept of being content, and how could he? Growing up with nothing around people who seemed to have everything would do that to a person, but how much was really enough?
These kinds of thoughts stayed in my head. Tega was the only person in our organisation to be vocal about his excesses, and since his birthday, no one had either seen him or spoken about his disappearance.
The day before we last saw him, he insisted on going home to his family in Benin. Tega never wanted a party, but Steve pushed and pushed until, finally, he agreed to let us throw him a birthday party at Club Z. Tega joked, "No use this night injure your maga oh. That night, the music in the club was louder than usual, and the girls were double the normal number. I can’t remember how we got to the club because I was already drunk before we left. I remember seeing a blurred version of Tega leave the club. 
The flashing lights and shisha smoke that filled our favourite club in Lagos made it impossible to identify the other two figures who left with him. All I knew was that I woke up in my bed the next morning and never saw or heard from Tega again.
 
I was initially a picker when I met Steve. Being the only child in a middle-class family, my parents were never really strict; my education was all that mattered to them, and this showed in how much they spent on my fees. When I was done with secondary school, my parents did all they could to send me to the University of Georgia. My dad often spoke about how I would’ve been sent to an Ivy League school if he could afford it. This was their way of increasing my chances of having a better life. Unfortunately, things didn’t seem to pick up as quickly as I’d hoped after graduation. A fair number of Nigerians who graduated from my class managed to secure jobs at firms like KPMG and Deloitte. As a matter of fact, in just a year, while I lived off filing taxes for friends and family, the resident know-it-all, or as I like to call him, the "ITK" of my class, David, announced on Instagram that he had bought a house. His larger-than-life-sized head, which made his ears almost negligible, coupled with his smile and suit, infuriated me the same way whenever he spoke over me in our accounting classes.
 
That evening I reached out to Efe, my cousin in Okene, who had disturbed me for months about a big business in Nigeria that required a representative in the United States to facilitate their transactions. No one needed to tell me the so-called business was illegal before I agreed, it was not my concern. My job would be to create an actual business registered in Nigeria, which would receive whatever money my cousin’s business associates in America sent to him after I took my fees. In just a few months of working with my cousin, even though I never considered myself someone to post my life on social media, I made a post when I bought my car. It wasn’t every day someone my age got a BMW M2, and seeing David and a few others from my class drool in my comments section gave me a rush that made it impossible to say no when my cousin invited me to Lagos to help set up a full operation.
 
The night I landed in Lagos, Steve picked me up from the airport in my cousin’s Lexus, the salon car that later became a company car. Honestly, he wasn’t what I expected to see because he didn’t fit the stereotype. He was about 6’2, a few shades darker than me, and, from the looks of things, took much better care of his skin. Despite his height, he wore a pair of Dr. Marten shoes, which added at least an extra inch, making me feel almost juvenile around him.
I found the strong smell of the Baccarat Rouge 540 that overpowered the hot, sweaty smell of the immigration hall funny. I became familiar with the scent after my cousin insisted I buy her a bottle for her birthday. The spritz of the tester on her wrist perfumed the car the entire way home. Looking at Steve in his blue Adidas polo shirt with cargo shorts and boat shoes, it all made sense. On the drive, I realised that although Steve was not extroverted, he was not an introvert.
I learned so much about Steve during the forty-minute drive to Victoria Island. One thing I knew for sure from listening to him was that he was my cousin’s second-in-command. I struggle to believe he was born and raised in Oshodi, Lagos. He told me how his parents used to be traders in the Oshodi market until inflation put them out of business, and before he got admission to the University of Benin, he worked at a carwash in Lekki.
In his words, this was when he decided to fight poverty with all he had. He and Efe were roommates in their third year at the University of Benin, and as he told me the details of how they met, I zoned out. Another interesting thing I learned about Steve was his presence on social media. Since the COVID lockdown, his Instagram and TikTok pages have blown up, making him some sort of luxury fashion influencer. He told me how influencing brought in good money, just not good enough for the life he wanted.
 
Between the International Airport and the Saturn Hotel in Victoria Island, Steve gave out at least twenty thousand naira to beggars and a few hawkers. I didn’t remember Lagos having so many beggars before I travelled there. At every stop or traffic light, at least three or four people were begging, and Steve gave them nothing less than two thousand Naira each. Outside our hotel’s building, a group of beggars gathered by the door of the car, and while most of them appeared familiar with him, and for every one of them he gave cash, two or three more appeared. I also watched him count five thousand naira and offer it to the bellman who brought my luggage to my room. A few minutes after we got to my room, he stretched his right hand into a fist for one final greeting before he left.
That night, before I fell asleep, I got a call from Efe’s assistant. He told me that managers were meeting with Efe the next day at 6:00 p.m., and when I asked who the others were, he mentioned Steve and two people whom he would be meeting for the first time; the only thing he knew was that one of them was not a Nigerian and would be flying in very early the next morning.
I was seated on the patio of the penthouse by 5:15 p.m. after spending most of the day at my parent's house. Working for Efe meant I had a steady flow of income, and Mama thanked God on my behalf. According to her, my new job was the breakthrough she had been praying for. Even though it was my first time back since I went to university, I made it up to them by ensuring their bank accounts felt my presence.  
No one else came to the penthouse until 6:30; the first to arrive was Shade, the twenty-something-year-old voice behind most of the romantic jobs. While we waited for the others, she humoured me with how she switched from her animated American accent to her Nigerian accent in an attempt to get me to guess what she did at the company. I wondered how Efe had been so successful working with her because, unlike the typical accents where you could easily guess where the speaker was either raised or lives, Shade’s accent had no geographical origin. Regardless of this, she was very charismatic, and there was a softness in the way she spoke when she wasn’t code-switching.
Shade insisted we order something to eat while we waited for the others; Efe and Steve arrived before our food came, and by the time it got to the table, we ended up sending it back until the meeting was over. I hadn’t seen my cousin in years, but not much had changed; he still wore jeans that fit poorly and paired them with brightly coloured sneakers. The only difference was that this time all the sneakers he wore were original. Efe stretched his arms wide open until he reached for a hug. We spent another thirty-five minutes eating and talking about how hard life had gotten before the meeting started. The last person to join us was Mr. Kranvenski, who later turned out to be our new picker.
 
Efe went ahead to introduce everyone present at the meeting and told us a few things about restructuring our operations before handing it over to Steve. According to Steve, since we started exceeding our targets, it was only a matter of time before law enforcement started snooping on our operations. He also explained how Mr. Kravenski would be taking my position as the picker, which sounded like a genuine concern for my well-being. According to Steve, besides being a black man, being in Nigeria also puts me at risk. He had followed up with something like, "This coming year, we’re looking to safely double our income by looking into other ventures and leaving me in charge of our finances. 
 
 
At the end of the meeting, we all agreed that Steve and Efe would focus on new schemes while I handled the movement of cash through the business they registered. Shade was in charge of running it as a legitimate business on the condition that she would recruit girls to take over her former job. Our new plan meant spending more time in Nigeria, which I didn’t mind because, besides my BMW, I didn't have much waiting for me in America, plus the money I would be making in Nigeria would be worth it. As the managing director of the dummy business, Shade suggested we sell local African textiles but only internationally, but Steve disagreed and insisted Nigerians should also have access since their new business model would also involve making money from Nigerians.



After the meeting, we each made a few calls, and in less than an hour, the patio was packed with men and women. This was the first time it dawned on me that while his look may not have been stereotypical, Steve exhibited characteristics pretty common in the industry we worked in. By the end of the night, our bill summed up to one of many ten million naira bills. The few times I brought his behaviour up to Efe, he was more concerned about why I was worried since we had enough.
 
It made sense that no one ever confronted Steve because he was good at what he did. After we extended our operations to include making money from Nigeria, he brought in roughly fifty million Naira every month, and this was a fairly good month. Watching him work was another experience because his work ethic was quite admirable. In one particular month, he spent so much time, effort, and money developing phishing websites that were almost identical to various banking and crypto-related websites. It wasn’t long before he got the title Wipe-out," because unfortunately for anyone who used these websites, not a single naira was left in their account.
The more our team expanded, the less Efe cared about the daily operations; the only time we spoke was when he called to get an outrageous sum of money sent to him. He slowly became the name in the organisation we all knew but rarely saw because Steve was in charge.
 
On the morning that marked the beginning of the end, one of the boys who worked with us called me to ask if there was a way banks could track the account linked to us to any account where money was sent. These kinds of questions always meant there was a problem—it was someone who had been careless or someone from law enforcement was snooping around. Unlike the first few times, I didn’t panic because now I knew most banks acted too slowly to find anything, and when they finally did, they were too worried about the PR outrage surrounding their security failures to do anything. We also occasionally greased the arms of the police to make sure we were exempt from raids.


On that day, it wasn’t until I opened Twitter that my anxiety began to kick in. As I scrolled through my timeline, my saliva felt abrasive against my tongue as I swallowed. One of the names trending along with Yahoo Boys looked familiar; I’d seen it on one of our alerts, which was now as non-existent as the dummy account it came into. This was one of Steve’s jobs because it was the weekend before Christmas, and I used the 8 million naira obtained from that transaction to purchase bitcoin, which I later sold to our BDC guy for dollars and distributed among myself, Efe, Steve, and the company.
 
I remember getting the email Shade sent to all staff regarding their bonus, which was a mix of money from the company and money earned legitimately by the company. Whoever the victim was, after numerous bank visits and social media pleas, he took his life. It became obvious that the bank and law enforcement had gotten proactive because, by the next day, the crypto account had been suspended. No one knew where Efe was; I assumed Steve had updated him because his numbers were disconnected when I tried to call. That night, I bought a flight to Atlanta without anyone's knowledge and fled.
The next day, I spent hours combing through the internet in my hotel room, deleting and reporting any posts that could link me to the organisation. I had enough to live comfortably for two years without a job. During that time, I used a portion of my money to invest in small businesses. After three months of hiding, pictures of some of our staff were posted on blogs, and while I recognised only two out of the five guys arrested, I was surprised to see nothing on Efe or Steve.
Neither of them was implicated in the case, found, or even mentioned; meanwhile, my full government name was in blogs and news outlets across the country. I imagined David's face reacting to the news of the kind of work I did while I deleted all my social media accounts. I’m sure a bunch of them on our alumni group chat would have made a huge deal about it, and it made me sick.
Years had passed since I visited Nigeria or spoke to any member of my family; I had moved on, which meant leaving Atlanta and Nigeria for good to start my own little family in Regina, where I later became a citizen. I married Maria, a petite Canadian woman I met on the bus one day, and never looked back.
Years had gone by with us being confined in Canada, and for a long time, I was able to get away with the lie that I was scared of flying whenever my wife brought going on vacation in Nigeria up, especially since as far as she was concerned, I had no more family there.
In December 2022, Maria planned a trip to Ghana and wouldn't budge; she went as far as getting assistance for my flight for a condition she thought I had. At the airport, checking in for her took seconds, while I was asked to go into a room for further prodding before I was put in cuffs and informed I was being arrested and extradited to Nigeria.
I knew this was the end for me once I boarded the flight to Muritala Mohammed Airport. Once I got on the plane, I decided everyone would go down with me.












