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Dedicated to my dear sister, her nurture guides me through the darkest moments of my scuffle with life occurrences as a lamp in the hand of a tender child.




It was written I should be loyal to the nightmare of my choice”

 

-Joseph Conrad 

Heart of darkness




CHAPTER 1 

 

The sky hung low, swollen with rain. Clouds smothered the sun, casting a gray spell over Wuse, a town that always smelled of wet leaves and wet earth when it rains. The air was cool, damp, and strangely quiet. 

Janet sat outside Cold Stone, at her favorite corner table by the glass. She had been here countless times, drawn again and again by the sweet lure of pizza and ice cream. But today was not about cravings. Today, she came because Maxwell was here. 

He approached the table with two cups of ice cream, smiling that easy, disarming smile. 

“Ice cream for my baby,” he sang playfully. 

Janet arched a brow. “Who is your baby?” she teased, pretending to frown. 

Maxwell clutched his chest dramatically. “Now I am hurt.” 

She laughed despite herself. “It is nice meeting you again,” she said, scooping a spoonful of ice cream. Being with him felt like that, sweet and cold all at once. 

“Nice to see you too,” he replied, eyes drifting around. “You picked a great spot. It is beautiful.” 

“It is,” she said softly. But she was not talking about the place. I like you here, she whispered silently in her mind. 

“Wow,” he said, studying her closely. “Yellow really looks good on you.” 

Janet glanced down at her gown. “Thanks,” she murmured. I wore it because of you, she thought but did not say. 

They had met three weeks earlier, on a rainy afternoon much like this. The rainfall had caught her unprepared, and Maxwell, stranger then, had offered his suit and led her under a nearby shade. 

“My name is Max,” he had said, pointing to his car a few steps away. “Do you live close? I could take you home.” 

“Excuse me?” she had replied, cautious but amused. 

It should have ended there. But it did not. They met again. And again. Three weeks later, her laughter was louder, her smiles  brighter, and her fear that she might fall shamelessly for him even deeper. 

Maxwell was younger than her, and though Janet was thirty, she often felt much older inside. She hated the woman she saw in the mirror. Yet, with him, she felt alive again. He had never mentioned love, but there was a strange tenderness in his presence, too perfect, almost rehearsed. 

“You know,” she said, stirring her melting ice cream, “I would like to know more about you. Your past… Have you ever been in love before? Tell me about your exes, you probably had a lot.” 

He smiled faintly. “Well, my past is not something I am proud of. I used to be in love, yes. But every girl I dated has a funny way of letting go of me. I guess I just show up in their lives at the wrong time.” 

Janet tilted her head. “Then they are unlucky to have let you go.” 

“Are you the lucky one?” he asked, smirking. 

She laughed. “You are funny.” 

“It hurts to watch someone you love leave?” Janet said in spite of her laughter. 

“Is that not what love is? A knife in the heart and many other things.” He replied, with a 

steady eye. 

Janet tried to find meaning in the word, but she could not. “Are you a poet or something?” she laughed. Maxwell joined in 

the laughter. They were still laughing when thunder cracked above them. The wind picked up; people began hurrying to their cars. Maxwell glanced at his watch. “Looks like we had better go. My car is at the shop, so I came by a taxi.” 

“Why are you telling me that?” she asked, smiling. 

“Because it is about to rain, and I need to get you a taxi before it gets bad,” he said, brushing a raindrop from his cheek. 

For a heartbeat, they simply stared at each other, eyes locked, memories of their first meeting flickering between them like lightning. 

“Here,” he said finally, taking off his jacket. 

“You will catch a cold. There should be a shade nearby.” 

They ran for cover as the rain came down violently. The air was alive with the scent of drenched soil and the rhythmic hiss of falling water. 

Under the small shelter, they talked and laughed again, louder than the rain, until silence crept in. Maxwell’s gaze lingered on >her, and his face moved closer. Janet’s heart fluttered. Then she broke the tension with a nervous laugh. “Oh my God, look at us, we are soaked!” 

“Are you okay?” he asked, his hands resting gently on her shoulders. The suit hung loosely on her, making her look both ridiculous and endearing. 

“Well, not anymore,” she said. “If only someone would just stop by and take us somewhere warm.” 

As if the earth was listening, a sleek black Toyota slowed to a stop in front of them. The driver rolled down his window. 

“You two okay?” the man called out. “I live a few blocks away. You can wait out the rain at my place, make love no kill una under rain.” 

He laughed, but Janet stiffened. The man had one eye, the other a sunken, blemished scar. 

A chill ran through her that had nothing to do with the weather. 

Maxwell grinned. “See, Janet? Your wish came true.” 

“I did not wish for a one-eyed man,” she muttered. 

He leaned close, whispering, “Next time, be more specific.” 

She gave him a playful shove. “Alright, Mr. Genie. Let us go before I freeze.” 

They dashed through the rain and climbed into the car. The interior smelled new, the leather cold against their skin. Janet stole a glance at the driver’s reflection in the mirror. 

How does a one-eyed man drive so calmly in a storm like this? she wondered. 

They soon pulled up to a small bungalow. 

Despite the weather, the place looked beautiful, too beautiful. White walls. Neat 

garden. 

“Make yourselves at home,” the man said, stepping aside. “I live alone, so you have got nothing to worry about.” 

Janet hesitated but followed Maxwell in. The living room was tastefully simple: a black couch, an abstract painting of a naked woman, a large TV. Still, something about the air felt… wrong. 

“Would you like to charge your phone?” the man asked suddenly, reaching toward her. 

“Uh, yes, please. My battery is almost dead,” she said, handing it over with a nervous giggle. Up close, his face looked even more distorted. 

“Thank you, sir,” Maxwell added politely. 

The man smiled faintly. “Be my guest.” 

Janet tried to relax as she and Maxwell talked again, their voices competing with the rain. 

“I will be right back,” Maxwell said after a while, heading toward the bathroom. 

“Maxwell, we are in a stranger’s house,” she whispered. 

He turned, grinning. “Relax. Remember? Nothing to be bothered about, we are guests.” 

Only her lips smiled; she was indeed uncomfortable. 

Seconds later, Maxwell froze the moment he stepped into the bathroom. His breath caught in his throat. Because lying in the tub, pale, naked, and utterly still, was the body of a woman. 
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Based on a true life story





