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I
  Treasure scrolls through the thirty-five pictures she has taken and is unimpressed. The sky isn’t bright enough, you can see the outward curve of her belly, and the angle is all wrong.


  “Please take it again.”


  “My hand is tired,” Patience whines.


  “Please now.”


  Patience is tense, but then she is always tense. If Treasure could take the pictures herself, she would, but it isn’t enough to put the phone on a surface. You need someone to go high, to go low, to adjust the lighting if necessary. It is a whole thing.


  Five minutes later, she has posted the picture, and within seconds the first two likes are in. @Sho4Sure is a regular. She smiles at his clear interest in her life. By the end of the year, she hopes to have reached five thousand followers, and maybe soon after she will be awarded a blue tick and the world will know who she is.


  The picture is rich with color—the purple Fendi bag, the green Gucci sunglasses, the orange Armani dress, the red-bottom shoes, the blue of the sky, the pink of the calla lilies peeking in the forefront of the photo. She has learned a lot about framing this year. There she is in two-thirds of the picture, laughing with her head thrown back, her golden hair swinging in the wind. It could easily be mistaken for a candid picture by the untrained eye—but she is holding her tummy in, turning her chin just so. She had to reapply the lip gloss several times because it dried easily and you could not see the sheen in the picture. And she still added the Juno filter to make the picture more vibrant.


  “Are you happy now?” asks Patience.


  One hundred likes, and in less than fifteen minutes—of course she is happy. She takes off the expensive clothing and dons a simpler gown. It is blue, but not the blue of the sky in the picture. It is a gray blue, fading more and more each day. She wipes off her makeup.


  “Go ahead,” she tells Patience. “I’ll catch up with you.” But Patience doesn’t budge; she waits for Treasure to finish removing the makeup, while she pats down her identical dress. Sometimes Treasure feels as though the younger woman is her shadow; wherever she is, Patience is there. You could almost be forgiven for thinking that they came out of the same womb. But they are not even from the same tribe.


  In the afternoon, she posts again. This time she is stepping out of the white G-Wagon, looking away from the camera. Her profile is clothed in bright red. Her sneakers are white. The sunlight is reflecting off her high cheekbones. She looks almost ethereal. Despite Patience’s lack of creativity, she sometimes takes really good pictures. This time Treasure had to correct her only once, to remind her that she didn’t want the picture to be too bright. It is a difficult balance to maintain; she can admit that.


  And she is reaping the benefits of their hard work. She is beginning to lose count of the men sliding into her DMs, and the women who want to get to know her and be her friend. Once in a while, when Patience is pressing against her, peering over her shoulder, she shows her their messages.


  “But you don’t even know these people.”


  “I don’t need to know them—they are my fans.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I am living the life they want to live.”


  
II
  @Sho4Sure believes in destiny.


  He only just got a smartphone, and it has revealed to him a world beyond his imagination. He is thankful for the phone. He would never have been able to afford a Samsung S10 on his own, but as fate would have it, a woman was talking on her mobile, in her car, with the window all the way down. You should not even be talking and driving. Her grip on the phone was not tight. It was easy enough to relieve her of it as he rode by on his okada. When he looked back, her mouth was wide open.


  He had to be quick before the phone locked him out. He changed her password, deleted her photos. She had bank apps, but he did not have her PIN, so he deleted those too. The previous owner could not have had it for very long; it was not even scratched.


  The phone has been a blessing ever since. A gift. It has brought him close to people who would not have given him a second glance. He wants to make friends, so he sends them direct messages on social media, fifty a day to different people. He is not picky.


  Hello, he says to the men. To the women he writes, You are very beautiful. But he spells it beautyful. No one corrects him; no one replies. Not until Treasure, who sends him a blushing emoji. Sammy, his eleven-year-old neighbor, was the one who told him the yellow circle with a black smile and red cheeks was a blushing emoji. Emojis make lots of different faces, so you don’t have to waste time telling people what you feel.


  Treasure is more attractive than all his past girlfriends combined. Her face is smooth, no pimples to be seen anywhere, and her breasts are big enough for his large hands to cup. And she is happy. She is always smiling in her pictures. He smiles back at her. There are no rings on her finger and no man on her page, so she is available. Everything is lining up.


  He makes Sammy sit beside him and translate because Treasure likes to send emojis. After a while, he gives Sammy the phone to reply. He tells Sammy what to say and Sammy types.


  He says, “I want to know you.”


  Sammy writes, I wnt 2 no u lol.


  He says, “E be like say your man dey do you better.”


  Sammy writes, your boyfriend is really looking after you lol ;)


  She doesn’t always reply on time, but she replies. She doesn’t give too much away—she is like a shy bride—but he can feel the connection between them. He tells her he is her biggest fan. She asks him why he does not have any posts; so the next day he takes a picture of himself, without his shirt on, in front of a mirror. This type of picture is fairly common on Instagram, and he has a strong body with plenty of muscle.


  She is a flirt, this Treasure girl. She keeps saying they will see, but she does not give him a day or a location. He is beginning to get impatient. He checks her Instagram several times a day so he doesn’t miss her posts. He likes to imagine what it would be like to touch a girl like her, a girl who has not suffered, a girl who does not know what it is like to be bitten by mosquitoes, because her AC is always on. Her skin will taste like, like, like . . .


  “Like sugar?” offers Sammy.


  “Yes, like sugar.”


  “Are you going to marry her?”


  “Before nko.”


  “But you have not met her.”


  “I will meet her soon.”


  “But will her bride price not be high?”


  He shrugs. This is his destiny; things like that, they will sort themselves out.


  A man drives up to where they are seated on the side of the road. His front tires are deflated. The man does not even wind down to give instructions. These island people have no manners, no home training. Sammy helps him pump the tires. @Sho4Sure adds an extra ₦500 on top of the total, and the man does not appear to notice. When he and Treasure marry, he, too, will be spending money anyhow.


  Today she has posted a picture. She is wearing a hat and a bright-yellow dress with white flowers on it. The wind is trying to blow her dress up and expose her, but she is pressing it down with her hands and laughing. Under the picture, she wrote:


  My advice to you, laugh once a day. #YOLO #Lagos #blessed


  She is always blessing people because she is also a good woman. He is using one of her pictures as his wallpaper. It is a close-up, and she is looking right at him. His mother had seen it just the other day.


  “Ta ni yen?”


  “Your future daughter-in-law, Mummy.”


  She smiled, exposing her decaying teeth, and patted him on the back.


  “Well done o.”


  Now the whole neighborhood has heard that he is going to marry one fine girl. They do not even know that she is rich too. Her daddy will give them somewhere to live, because he will not want his daughter to suffer in one “face me, I face you” apartment. He will even buy them a generator so that when the light goes, his child will not die from the heat. The only problem is, some of these girls who live on the island, they don’t know how to cook. But his mother can always teach her. Treasure will learn how to make beans the way his mother makes beans.


  It is too hot to be outside, changing tire after tire, but he cannot afford to stop. He has made ₦5,000, but he will give some to Sammy, some to his mother. He turns his back on the sun and uses his shirt to dry his face. This heat can kill a person. But he must work in it. Thank God all this will change soon.


  
III
  Treasure watches Patience and Bebi from the corner of her eye as she responds to the messages on her phone.


  Bebi is refusing to go to sleep. This is what she does when her parents have gone out; she shows herself. She whines until you want to throw yourself off the balcony. It is past Bebi’s bedtime, but it is clear she will not shut up until she gets her way.


  “Oya, do you want me to get your ball?” Patience asks.


  The whining stops. Patience opens up her arms, and Bebi climbs into them. She is too big to be carried, but Patience still tries. The two of them head down the winding staircase to the first floor, where the playroom is, leaving Treasure free to roam the walk-in closet, deciding what outfit would best fit an autumn theme. Treasure fingers the pearls in the safe; she lifts them and places them on her neck, admiring herself in the mirror. They suit her. They seem to glow as they rest on her solid, dark skin. If she could, she would wear pearls every day. She searches for the matching earrings and puts them on, smiling at her reflection. Her followers would love this. A simple selfie would suffice. #nomakeup. After all, who needs makeup when you have pearls?


  She cannot hear them in here. It is almost like being in another world. After she posts her selfie, she picks up the clothes thrown on the floor. As she folds them, she thinks about the ones she will wear and when.


  When she gets to the playroom, Bebi and Patience are watching 101 Dalmatians again. Bebi barks along with the dogs. She cannot tell that they are not real. Treasure watches as Patience barks with her, getting Bebi even more excited. She walks in front of them, interrupting their view.


  “Patience, take her to bed abeg.”


  Patience’s eyes widen and she tugs at her ear, coercing Treasure into touching her own ear, where the pearl dangles. Treasure shrugs and turns, heading back to the dressing room. Can you blame her for forgetting? It is light and gentle. It feels as though it is a part of her. She removes the earrings and walks to the safe. It has locked her out. Is the number 3214 or 3124? She takes a gamble and it opens for her, allowing her to return the pearls. She closes the closet door behind her, and it disappears, giving the faint impression of being just a part of the wall.


  
IV
  It is amazing how many hours in a day you can lose to Instagram. In the mornings, Treasure drags her feet because she has spent the night planning her captions for the following day. The photograph is three-quarters of the work, but you can’t afford to take a caption for granted. She has to come across as wise but lighthearted, wealthy but down-to-earth, no-nonsense but kind. Balance is key. It helps if you include #blessed, so your fans know that you are aware you have a lot but you are not taking it for granted. And even that you must not use too much. It is exhausting, and it is not even her day job. But someday, when she has more than ten thousand followers, she can hang up her hat and focus on what is really important.


  “You put the location!” Patience cries.


  “What?”


  “In your post!”


  Treasure opens the app and locates her latest post. There she is, drinking tea from the finest teacup the house has to offer; sure enough, the tag identifies the estate they live in. She quickly edits the post. There! The location is gone.


  “You have to be more careful.”


  “Calm down joh. It was only a few seconds. And it didn’t even have the road name or house number, just the estate address.”


  Patience frowns. They are almost the same age, but Patience has the disapproving face of a much older woman. She is always judging and shaking her head. This is why her Instagram page has only forty-four followers, and forty of them are her family members. She is boring and dry. Most of the pictures are just close-ups of her face sporting the same big, crooked smile.


  “What if someone saw?”


  “No one saw.” She tries to distract Patience with, “Do you want me to take a picture of you? Maybe with the Fendi?”


  “No oh. Abeg.”


  “It’ll help you get more followers.”


  “Will they pay my salary?”


  “They can, when you have enough followers and you become an influencer.”


  Treasure shows her all the influencers she follows, girls who have made it in life, who are traveling every other week and can afford to buy long human hair. @Sumbo4Life is in Dubai eating at a restaurant that has no floor! @Gbemi4.0 is sporting the latest iPhone and swimming underwater with it. @AmakaDoesntDisappoint has just revealed an engagement ring the size of a kidney stone. She cannot compete with these girls yet, but someday . . .


  She does not notice when Patience shakes her head and walks away.


  When she looks up from her phone, she realizes it is past the time for her to start making lunch. The kitchen is large, airy, a pleasure to cook in. And today she is invested because she wants to take pictures of the food before it leaves the kitchen. Monday is beans-and-dodo day. It isn’t the most attractive meal in the world, but it will get you the right type of attention from the men. There is nothing that screams wifey like a well-cooked Nigerian meal.


  And the men have been messaging. Some of them are rude, some offensive, some a little obsessed with her. In front of Patience, she rolls her eyes and sighs. But she enjoys it, all of it. She even enjoys the insults she gives some of them, especially the ugly ones. Some guys have liver—they have nothing to offer her, not even a fine face, but they want to talk to her. She humors them in between her tasks. Now and again they send her money, which she accepts. It is not proper to send money back, and it is not her that will offend people up and down. So, she gives them her account number and says thank you. When they ask to see her, she tells them she is abroad, but maybe when she comes back. She engages them, just enough to keep them coming back for more. For all she knows, one of these men could be the key to her future. She is not like Patience, who is satisfied with her small day-to-day tasks. She is a #queen.


  
V
  @Sho4Sure is scrolling through Instagram when Treasure’s post comes up. He sees the estate—Pious Estate, Lekki. Moments later it is gone, but not before he has taken the screenshot. He tells himself only he has seen it. Only he was meant to see it.


  “Can I come?”


  He looks at Sammy. The boy is growing up fast; he is almost at his shoulders. It is only when you look at Sammy’s face that you remember he is still a small pikin. But he will want to know women soon. And there are a lot of bad examples where they are from. It is best he sees how real courting is done.


  “Entering this estate won’t be easy.”


  “Why?” asks Sammy.


  “Because all these estates get security.”


  “So tell her to tell them we are coming.”


  “No. It has to be a surprise.”


  Women don’t always know what they want, especially island women. They have allowed all this “women are the same as men” stuff to confuse them. But when he and Treasure meet, everything will fall into place.


  “So wetin we go do about the security?”


  @Sho4Sure frowns. He hates security men; many of them came from the same sorts of places that he is from, but they have forgotten. They talk to him anyhow. They think they are better than him. They don’t realize that they are only dogs for the wealthy. They will definitely give him problems.


  “Sammy, shebi your uncle na policeman?”


  Sammy nods.


  “He dey house?”


  They head to the bungalow. The door is slightly ajar, and the police uncle is in his chair, snoring with his mouth wide open. A fly sits comfortably on his fat lower lip. The rifle is on the stool beside him. Sammy tiptoes over and carries the weapon away.


  They are gone just before Sammy’s aunty returns to ask her husband what he wants to eat.


  Everything is going well.


  “Fate,” Sammy offers.


  “Yes, fate.”


  They take his okada; Sammy sits behind him. The wind is whipping them both. He may not have a Prado or a G-Wagon, but he has freedom. The cars are piled up on Falomo Bridge, inching along, unable to stretch their engines, unable even to dodge the traffic, but he, in his old scratched-up okada, is weaving in between them, leaving them and the murals of the missing Chibok girls behind.


  It takes only forty minutes to get there. It is not so far. Pious Estate rises up before them. It is surrounded by cement walls shutting him off from Treasure. They remain seated on the okada and observe. Cars go in and out of the estate through wide black gates, which are opened and shut by security men.


  They watch a Jeep Cherokee drive up to the gate. Sammy whistles. The windows are tinted, but the man in the back has rolled one down and is shouting at one of the security men. They can hear him from where they are, parked beside a palm tree. He is threatening to call this person and that person.


  “I have told this imbecile that I am heading to house 2B on Pure Drive, and he is asking me stupid questions.”


  The voices of the security men are low, but he can tell from their gestures that they are trying to calm the rich man down. This may be the time to enter the estate, while they are distracted.


  “And I have explained to you people already that my phone is dead,” the rich man bellows.


  The people who enter the estate on foot appear to have IDs. They will need IDs. There are too many people coming in and out each day for the security men to be familiar with all the faces; he is sure of it.


  He sees two men exit together. They are construction workers who have spent the better part of the day building another man’s house. They are probably already dreaming of the food they will eat when they get home.


  “We go collect ID from those ones,” he tells Sammy.


  They follow the men for a mile before they jump them.


  The men don’t resist. They don’t remove their eyes from the rifle. No one wants to die, not even for the title of hero.


  When they return to the gate, the Cherokee is nowhere to be seen. But there are plenty of construction workers leaving the estate now, and all their bags are being checked by security. They rarely search the bags of the people entering. But even the most distracted security man will notice a gun. @Sho4Sure tucks the rifle into the belt of Sammy’s trousers and under his shirt. They are less likely to check Sammy than him, and Sammy’s uncle is the owner, so he could make up some story about being sent by his police uncle.


  In the end, their IDs are given only a cursory glance, and they are in.


  
VI
  The houses are all different. It looks as if Pious Estate allows its residents to build their houses anyhow. There are gold houses and pink houses. Some are narrow, and others look like three houses combined. Many of them are mid-construction. When he marries Treasure, maybe they will also build a home here. Why not? A massive yellow house, with orange columns and a green roof. He likes how even the trees here look fresh, and he has not seen a single rat. The air tastes different too.


  “I never knew a place like this could exist inside of Nigeria,” says Sammy.


  “Yes o.”


  “How will you know which one is her own?”


  “I have seen the house before in pictures. It is blue.”


  “This one?” Sammy points to a light-blue house. The house even has gold statues in front. But it is not her house.


  “No, like my shirt. This type of blue. And it has big windows.”


  Sammy nods and looks around for more blue houses. They pass a woman walking with three dogs. They cross the road to avoid her and her animals. Island people are crazy sha. And they will pay plenty of money for a dog. His cousin used to sell dogs, before one of the dogs bit him. Now he sells chickens. There is less money, but it is safer.


  There are many houses to look at, but fate is on his side. The fifth road they enter, he sees her house on the corner.


  “That is it!”


  Sammy whistles as they approach it. It is finer than it looked in the picture. It has big columns, and there are three cars in the compound. He cannot see the G-Wagon, but the other cars are also big people cars.


  “Oya, bring out the gun,” he tells Sammy. Sammy unbuckles the belt of his trousers. “What are you doing?”


  “What? I can’t just pull it out! I have to be careful, so I no go shoot myself!” says Sammy as he slowly takes the gun out from its hiding place.


  He can barely even carry the gun well. But anyway, there is no security man at the gate, so they walk in. He saw other houses were manned by security men. They were not in uniform like the ones at the estate gate, but every home had a personal guard. Treasure and her family are too trusting. He will have to talk to them.


  Sammy runs to one of the cars.


  “Mehn, can you see this? This car has a turbocharged engine. Guy, when you start the car, it is like a woman breathing in your ear.”


  “What do you know about a woman breathing?”


  They laugh. Things are going well. Better than he could have thought. Imagine, no security guard. Imagine!


  
VII
  Papa Tobi sees them first. Later, when asked, he will say that they threatened him with guns, and when he tried to stand his ground, one of them punched him. But in actual fact, the scratch on his face is a result of him scrambling inside the old doghouse. He did not interact with the trespassers at all. He has worked as a security man for the family for years, but the truth is, he is merely a glorified gate man.


  He watches from his post in the kennel as the two men stand and look up at the house. One of them is thin; the other looks as though he has been working out since birth. But even if they were both small people, they have a gun. He saw it as he was returning to the guardhouse. In his hurry to escape, he dropped his phone, and now he cannot even alert the girls in the house. Even within the safety of the kennel, he is shaking.


  He had never liked the dog—an Alsatian his employers named Brutus. They’d had a healthy distrust of one another, even though he was the one responsible for bringing the dog her food. But the dog had aged, her brown hair turned white, and one day she slept and did not wake. She would have been useful now; she would have finally earned her keep. All that expensive dog food. Sometimes they spent ₦100,000 on the dog’s medication. They would even celebrate the dog’s birthday and buy the dog squeaky toys. But they did not know Papa Tobi’s birthday. When he told his madam it was his birthday, she gave him ₦1,000, even though he had seen her buy a chew toy for ₦3,500. Then one day they insisted that Brutus needed a friend, as if one dog was not enough work for him. Luckily, it was the girls who got stuck with the puppy. It barely even came outside. They carried it around like it was a child. In the end sha, Brutus had died, and now these men have walked into the compound as if they own the place.


  
VIII
  Sammy tucks the gun back into his trousers. @Sho4Sure rings the bell. He can’t wait to see her. She probably smells like all his favorite things combined. She will be soft like a pillow.


  Treasure opens the door and looks at the two of them, a faint smile on her face. Her lips are thicker in real life. He can tell that she has not recognized him.


  “Good afternoon. Are you here to fix the AC?”


  He nods, and they follow her inside the house. She is not wearing fancy clothing like on Instagram. This outfit is plain. It covers her legs and her arms and goes all the way to her neck. But it cannot hide her shape. She has wide hips and big breasts. Her bum is jiggling from side to side as she walks them to the room with the AC problem. She is real. And he has found her. His heart is trying to escape out of his chest.


  Look at this house! Her hallway is bigger than his entire place, and the staircase looks as if it is made from gold. There is plenty of shine shine in the house, and plenty of mirrors. These people definitely have too much money. There will be more than enough for him, and for Sammy too. The boy is too smart. He should be going to one of those schools where they collect money.


  Sammy whistles.


  “Nice place, ma.”


  @Sho4Sure turns as he walks to take it all in. Her family has put pictures of themselves everywhere, but he cannot find any of Treasure. There are even pictures of their dogs. Maybe they have decided to keep their precious Treasure hidden.


  They follow her to a room that looks like a forest. These people have put lots of plants inside their house. He snorts. They know how to waste money sha. She is about to leave them in the forest room to work on the AC. He should tell her who he is now. But he has not practiced what he will say.


  “Ms. Treasure,” begins Sammy, “you don’t recognize him, but this is Mr. @Sho4Sure. Your friend on Instagram.”


  “Who?”


  “Mr. @Sho4Sure,” Sammy repeats slowly.


  Treasure blinks; then she looks up at him, and her eyes double in size. She backs away from him. “How . . .”


  Sammy grins at her. “Ms. Treasure. We came for you. So you and him can get married.”


  “You’re not here for the AC?” She is a bit slower in the head than he imagined, but it is not good to have a wife who is too smart.


  “Nope.” Sammy laughs. “We don’t know anything about ACs o. We go just spoil am for you.”


  She is looking from side to side, like an animal that wants to run, but she is not running. @Sho4Sure sits down on the plush sofa and rubs it with his hands. It feels as if it could come alive. And even though the AC is not on, the room does not feel hot. It is like they are not even in Lagos.


  He finds his voice.


  “Where is your daddy? I want to speak to him.”


  “My daddy ke?”


  “Is he not around?”


  
IX
  She could tell them the truth. She could explain that they are misguided, but . . . perhaps there is another option that will allow her to maintain the life she has carefully constructed for herself.


  “My daddy is not around. You just missed him. Maybe you can come back tomorrow?”


  She watches him consider her words. He has a nice body. It is a shame that he is crazy. But it dawns on her that this is happening to her because she is a celebrity. This man admires her and wants to be with her. This is the cross she must bear. When he leaves, she will block him and warn the security about him. Where is Papa Tobi sef? That man is useless.


  The boy is looking around the room with greedy eyes. They are in the green room, where the guests are usually received. It is filled with plants and they are not normal plants. These ones grow in pots and obey their owners. There are also paintings of plants hanging on the walls. He starts to touch the plants; one of them pricks him. Good for him. He sucks the blood.


  “We will wait for your daddy to come,” @Sho4Sure tells her.


  She clamps her lips to prevent herself from screaming. This is not going her way at all. The boy begins to remove his trousers, and fear blooms inside her. But as she opens her mouth to shout, he pauses and whips out a gun.


  “I almost sat on this!” He laughs at himself. @Sho4Sure laughs with him.


  Her legs have begun to tremble, but they don’t even notice. They are too busy discussing the room and the oddness of rich people.


  “I have a cousin who sells plants. These rich people eh, they spend so much money on flowers,” the boy informs @Sho4Sure.


  She backs away toward the door, but @Sho4Sure stands and grabs her wrist before she can get far. He pulls her to him.


  “Why is your hair different on Instagram?”


  “I . . . it’s . . . it’s a wig.”


  “So, it is fake hair.”


  He touches her cornrows. He smells like bush rat. She prays he doesn’t try to kiss her.


  “Yes.”


  “Eh. You look better like this. You look like an innocent girl.” He releases her wrist. “Bring us some food,” he grunts as he kicks off his shoes.


  She leaves them. She runs outside to the guardhouse, but there is no one there.


  “Papa Tobi! Papa Tobi!” She screams his name, but no one answers. Should she wake Patience up? She is asleep on the floor beside Bebi. But what use would Patience be? And if Patience found out how the men had located this house . . .


  No one must learn that @Sho4Sure turned up because of her Instagram page. She reenters the house and leans against the door. She will have to use style to get rid of the men, so no one will be any wiser. She just has to be calm. @Sho4Sure wants to marry her—that’s what they said. He is not here to kill her.


  She warms rice and stew for them and carries it to them on a tray. The tray quakes. They eat as though they have not seen food in months. Then she offers them something to drink, and then she offers them more. She will ply them with alcohol until they can barely stand. Of course, she will have to explain what happened to the alcohol later, but she will deal with that problem when she gets to it.


  @Sho4Sure insists on taking a picture with her. He pulls her to him. His grip is unyielding, and he smells like a rubbish pile. But she smiles for the picture. Her teeth are white. They look like Beauty and the Beast. He rubs her bum.


  “You have not paid for my bride price yet o.” Her tone is light and playful, even though on the inside, she wants to cry. She gently pushes him away, and he smiles at her, though now the smile is a bit wonky.


  “You be virgin, abi?”


  She nods, even though she lost her virginity behind the toilet in secondary school. But @Sho4Sure will not be the first person she has lied to about it. He nods, satisfied with her answer. She needs to convince them to leave. All this talk of waiting for her daddy must end.


  “You get champagne?” asks the boy.


  “Look, my daddy has traveled. He will not be back tonight.”


  “Ah,” states @Sho4Sure. He sounds very disappointed. As if she would ever marry someone who smelled like rotten meat.


  Just then she hears a bark, and Bebi comes running in through the door, propelled forward by her excitement. Her barks are not antagonistic, but the two men are scared. Sammy scrambles to his feet and points the rifle at Bebi as she skips and jumps about. An impossible target. She is a blur of brown-and-white fur.


  “Bebi, stop!” cries Treasure.


  The swinging door opens again. Treasure is startled by the sound of the rifle going off.


  
X
  @Sho4Sure grabs the rifle from Sammy.


  “It was a mistake,” Sammy tells them. “I didn’t mean to.”


  But the words do not make a difference. Treasure is shouting at Sammy, cursing him, slapping him. She has not even gone to check if the woman Sammy shot is really dead. She looks dead sha; her blood is plenty for ground. The dog is lying down beside the body, making whining sounds. It is like the animal is crying. He did not even know Treasure had a sister, or a dog.


  They have to leave now. Gunshots in an estate like this will not be ignored.


  He grabs Sammy by the collar and drags him. Sammy is crying and saying sorry, as if sorry will help this kind of situation. He had not prepared for a quick escape. He was supposed to be leaving Pious Estate with a bride. He was not supposed to be on the run. But now if they are caught here . . . rich people don’t play.


  He opens the front door, but there is a short man, hobbling toward him with three security men by his side. He slams the door shut. How did they get here so quickly? He spins around and runs toward the back of the house, dragging Sammy with him; a house this size will have more than one exit, and sure enough they come across another door. It leads into the garden. And the only thing separating the garden from the world outside Pious Estate is the cement wall. The walls are covered with barbed wire. It will cut and tear at their skin if they attempt to climb over.


  “It is them!”


  The short man has caught up to them. @Sho4Sure climbs first, so the boy knows what to do. The security men don’t have guns, but one is shouting into his mobile phone. Soon more of them will come.


  “Get down from there!” someone shouts.


  The tree is not a strong one. Sammy has begun to climb, and the branches wobble from the pressure of their weight. There is a gap between the branch and the wall. @Sho4Sure jumps without hesitation, grabbing on to the wires that grab on to his flesh, clawing into him. It is too much pain to digest, and he doesn’t even attempt to. He leaps into the open air.


  His body slams into the earth, and his breath leaves him. It is a moment before he gets it back. When his senses return to him, he realizes Sammy is not beside him. He can hear the shouting, the jeering. He waits to see if Sammy’s body will fly into the air as his did. But he soon realizes the boy won’t be coming after him.


  
XI
  Treasure watches from the window as Papa Tobi beats the boy with a cane.


  The boy is making really ugly sounds. He is affecting her ability to think. Her employers will be home in an hour. He will tell them everything. They will beat it out of him. It will not matter to them that he is just a child; after all, how do you reason with people who give a dog a human’s name? He will tell them that @Sho4Sure came for her, and they will wonder how he found her. They will see her Instagram page.


  It’ll be all over for her then. They will replace her. After all, house girls are a dime a dozen. They will refuse to understand. She spends her whole day looking after the needs of others, taking care of a dog and being constantly berated by her employers; but on Instagram, she is a #queen. And they will take that all away from her. They will fire her and expose her to her many followers.


  Her bladder is full, but she squeezes her thighs together. How did this happen? All she did was try to grow a following. Who will tell Patience’s mummy that her youngest is gone? How much money will they give the woman to help her forget her pain?


  Papa Tobi takes a break from the beating to catch a breath. Sammy is crouched on the cement, weeping.


  “Please, sir, it was a mistake. Ask your madam.”


  “Which madam?”


  “Aunty Treasure, sir.”


  Papa Tobi laughs. “All that alcohol don scramble your brain. You mean Treasure? The house girl?”


  She pees a little. She has to get Sammy away from here before he reveals everything. She leaves the room where she’s been holding vigil and walks toward them.


  “Papa Tobi, I think the security men are looking for you.”


  “This idiot boy thinks you are the madam of this place!” he tells her, laughing.


  Treasure acknowledges the joke with a smile and then hisses as Papa Tobi strolls away. She has maybe five minutes at the most. Sammy looks up when she crouches; his eyes quiver.


  “Oya, get up!”


  Papa Tobi has gone to the green room, where the security men are with Patience. She doesn’t know how they can do it, how they can stay in that room without weeping. But she cannot think of that now. She takes the boy’s hand and pulls him toward the kitchen.


  “Shhh, stop crying! They will hear you!”


  “Where are you taking me? I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to kill her.”


  She opens the kitchen door and points to an unfinished house five minutes away.


  “They are still building that house. Sometimes the construction men leave stools or ladders there. Something you can use to scale the wall. But if they catch you, don’t even mention my name. Do you understand?”


  “You are allowing me to go?”


  “Yes. Be fast!”


  “But . . . why are you helping me? I killed your sister.”


  “She wasn’t my sister. She was just a house girl.”


  She pushes him through the door and slams it shut. Then she takes the phone from her pocket and deletes her Instagram account. It is a shame, but she can begin again.


  She returns to where Sammy was being beaten, tears the sleeve of her fading blue dress, lies down on the ground, takes a deep breath, and screams.
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