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​Chapter One: Robbery on Banana Island
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At 10 a.m., the robbers exited their getaway SUV and casually walked through the parking lot near the ShopRite in Banana Island, Lagos. The August breeze swept in from the calm ocean as they moved unnoticed, their guns concealed in their bags. The building had just opened for business, and nothing seemed unusual.

Nearby, restaurant staff set tables beneath bamboo canopies while fishers’ boats lay beached amidst piles of nets. The enclave buzzed with activity—cars rolled in, shoppers hurried to grab groceries, and children played in the cool morning air. The waning sun cast a warm glow, masking any hint of the chaos about to unfold.

It was Monday morning, following a long weekend because of Friday’s public holiday. Sales from Thursday had accumulated in the building, awaiting collection by the cash truck scheduled to arrive at 11 a.m.

At 10:03 a.m., a seven-man gang entered ShopRite in silence. Dressed in dark hooded jackets, COVID masks, sunglasses, and black leather gloves, they were impossible to identify. The group, led by a daring robber named Kodo, carried dark bags over their shoulders and blended in, appearing like maintenance workers. They edged into the shopping mall unnoticed.

Two robbers lingered near the sneakers and sports equipment, feigning interest, while four ascended the stairs in pairs. Within seconds, they reached the second floor and went straight to the cashier’s office, which stored sacks of money.

As they reached the last staircase, the men pulled out their AK-47s, ready to eliminate anyone who dared to stand in their way. The cash office was still about twenty meters ahead. Kodo, his firearm lowered, took the lead. He intended to intercept the cash before the truck arrived, and he would unleash havoc on the public if the police confronted him.

The gang appeared well-informed about the company’s cash-handling schedules. In moments, their ruthless operation would turn an ordinary shopping trip into a nightmare, leaving unsuspecting shoppers in peril.

Ahead of them stood two armed guards, former police officers with pistols holstered at their sides. These men had beer bellies stretching their ill-fitting uniforms. They wore short-sleeved brown shirts with flapped breast pockets, one on either side. The flaps were up, revealing the worn-out insignia of ShopRite Security. Reinforced seams did not hide the incompetence of their appearance. The thieves outmatched the ex-cops stationed at the threshold to guard the week’s proceeds. The approaching squad of criminals was far too brutal for them to handle.

As the ex-cops saw the men approaching with AK47s and quickly drew their pistols, the terrible visit nearly ran into trouble. Kodo’s two shots took care of the situation swiftly. The gang burst into the office. Suddenly, the devastation devolved into a frenzied panic. The cashier’s attempt at pressing the alarm button earned him three bullets in the head. Three other ladies hidden behind computer screens gunned down three others without provocation. 

Kodo forced the manager to input the combination into the safe. Despite the unfolding chaos, there was a flicker of disappointment on his face. His life, steeped in dishonesty and driven by an insatiable thirst for quick wealth, hinted at the likelihood that the robbers had received insider help. Perhaps from him. For the head of the department, even death might have felt like a reprieve from the emptiness of his choices.

When the supervisor entered the final digits, the lock clicked open. For a moment, the gang froze, stunned by the sheer volume of cash before them. They hastily stuffed as much as they could into their bags, but a significant amount remained untouched. There was too much to carry in the limited time they had.

In the office next door, a man heard the gunshots. Heart racing, he dove under a desk and dialed the police. The call triggered an immediate response, setting the authorities in motion.

“What’s going on?”

“Criminals have stormed the premises. They’re shooting at people in the shopping mall.”
“Where are you calling from?”
“ShopRite, Banana Island.”
“What’s your position now?”
“I’m ducked down behind my office desk.”
“Do you know if robbers shot anyone?”
“They have killed the guards at the door. Everyone’s running toward the exit. It looks like an armed robbery.”
“How many are there? How are they dressed?”
“I don’t know! They’re shooting. Some of my colleagues ran into the office. We’re hiding under the tables. They’re shooting people in the next room. Please come quickly!”
“Calm down. I can’t hear you clearly!”
“People are dying! Please hurry!”
“Stay down and don’t move. Remain where you are until help arrives. The police are on the way.”

Despite the dispatcher’s instructions, the caller panicked and bolted toward the exit. One robber fired a shot, the bullet striking his head. He collapsed instantly, his cell phone skidding across the floor.

From the other end of the line, the dispatcher’s voice crackled with anguish. “I’m so sorry...” Her words were barely audible over the sobbing and indistinct chaos in the background as she strained to hear signs of life.

Desperate calls flooded the emergency lines, each carrying the sound of chaos—frightened voices, sobs, and panicked cries in the background. Armed robbers had overpowered the security on the first floor. The entire Banana Island Police Department dispatched units to the ShopRite robbery scene.

“They’re shooting at everything that moves!” one caller screamed.

“We’re on our way. Find somewhere safe and stay there,” the dispatcher urged, her voice steady despite the panic on the other end.

The caller’s voice faltered as she sobbed. Her eyes darted down the corridor, and then she froze—one thief was in sight.

“They’re shooting people in the mall,” she whispered, her terror palpable. “Where can we go? So many are dead. Please help—”

A gunshot rang out. The line went dead, silencing the caller forever. On the other side, the dispatcher’s jaw dropped as she heard the fatal shot. Instantly, another call came through.

“I escaped the carnage, but the others weren’t so lucky. The casualties are massive,” another caller reported before abruptly hanging up.

“Stay where you are and keep quiet. Help is on the way,” the dispatcher replied, her words almost a whisper, knowing the caller had mixed up among those fleeing.

Another harrowing call reached the dispatchers. A woman, her voice trembling, reported that someone had shot her son and that he was lying in a pool of blood. “I can see him,” she sobbed, “but I’m too scared to go into the store.”

“Stay out!” the dispatcher ordered firmly, trying to keep her safe.

Moments later, a middle-aged man called to describe another horrific scene. “There’s a woman with critical chest injuries, bleeding heavily. Blood is streaming down the pavement,” he said urgently.

“Where is she?” the dispatcher asked.

“She’s unconscious, lying in the parking lot. There’s blood everywhere,” he replied, his voice breaking.

“Can you see the suspects?”

“No, but they’re still shooting. The shopping mall is littered with dead bodies. You need to hurry!”

“We’ll fix it,” the dispatcher promised, though deep down, she knew there was no fixing this nightmare—only damage control.

Meanwhile, inside the shopping mall, the robbers executed three security guards who had attempted to approach the cashier’s office. Panic erupted as shoppers scrambled for the exits, each desperate to escape. The chaos at the door led to a deadly stampede, with people trampling over one another in their rush to flee. Scattered items littered the aisles, and fallen shelves blocked pathways, further hampering escape efforts.

More calls poured in, each relaying a different scene of terror, each adding to the unfolding nightmare.

The driver of the getaway SUV rolled up to the door and stopped, but the engine was overheating, with steam rising from under the hood. A garbage truck roared past, sputtering black exhaust and an unbearable stench, adding to the chaos as fleeing victims scattered.

The police dispatcher urgently called for reinforcements. All units responded to the code “monkeys on the banana tree,” signaling an armed robbery at ShopRite. Dozens of anti-robbery squads raced to the scene, their mission clear: rescue the trapped victims and subdue the thieves. The critical point of focus was the cash office on the first floor.

Meanwhile, inside, the robbers had broken into a small room, hauling sacks of dollars toward the elevator. They descended to the ground floor, but the police surrounded the building.

As the getaway SUV driver spotted multiple police vans racing toward the entrance, he quickly abandoned his comrades and sped away. The officers set up a perimeter around the building, barricading the area for safety. Some hid behind parked cars in the lot, guns aimed at the two entrances.

From inside, the thieves saw the police closing in and braced for the worst. Amid the chaos, an escaped victim took footage of the situation and posted it to Facebook, alerting residents to the unfolding robbery at Banana Island.

“If you know anyone at ShopRite in Banana Island, call and check on them now. Your family might be among the dead,” the post warned. It was a chilling call to action, and the alarm quickly spread. “As I picked up some items for my daughter’s birthday... bullets flew over my head, and I nearly lost my life,” she concluded amid sobs.

Social media buzzed with frantic comments as the situation grew increasingly dire. The once quiet enclave had transformed into a macabre spectacle, drawing spectators like a tourist attraction. Some cheered the police, while others rushed to assist the victims. Meanwhile, emergency lines received a flood of calls.

As the police raided the shopping complex, nothing could prepare them for the gruesome scene inside. Cornered, the robbers shot at any shoppers who had not escaped. Shoppers hiding under shelves panicked and attempted to flee, but the robbers gunned down many in the stampede.

“B.I. Police Department! The police have surrounded you, and there are no escape routes. Come out with your hands in the air!” one officer called, well-hidden behind a police van. In response, the robbers fired back with more gunshots.

“Put your hands up where we can see them!” the officer ordered, but a bullet narrowly missed his ear.

Aware that the robbers were heavily armed and inside the building, two officers cautiously climbed a ladder and slipped through a back window. Inside, the thieves quickly filled backpacks with cash before moving back upstairs, taking several hostages with them.

When the police tried to break into the main entrance, assailants shot and killed two officers, forcing the rest of the team to retreat. As reinforcements arrived from another entrance, a fierce shootout erupted. The Special Anti-robbery Squad drove in from Lekki and Ikoyi, adding to the chaos.

The gun battle inside the hall intensified, and the explosion of gunfire echoed through the building. Surveillance footage revealed four men on the second floor, rucksacks strapped to their backs, armed with automatic rifles as they moved through the aisles. The robbers fired wildly, raining bullets from all directions.

The police shot and killed two men on the ground floor, then advanced toward the staircase. Officers carefully maneuvered through the aisles, escorting frightened victims out of the store.

“The police! Move out! You’re safe now, run!” Many shoppers were so stunned that they couldn’t find the exit without help.

“Anyone else hiding?” an officer called as he pulled a woman out from behind a stack of empty cartons.

“We need help here! Someone’s bleeding!” a victim cried from a hidden spot. A bullet had grazed her elbow, and blood dripped from her hand. When she coughed, blood misted from her lips.

“She’s shot in the shoulder.”

“She’s bleeding from her forehead. Maybe she hit her head on the staircase,” another victim informed.

The whispers were barely audible, marked by an unsettling flatness. The pain from the bullet wound was excruciating. One officer helped the woman into an ambulance.

Although the police had already secured the building, four gunmen were still hiding inside, probably on the first floor. The shooting intensified and spent bullet casings littered the floor. Three officers sustained injuries, and two robbers lay dead. The police continued their pursuit of the remaining four robbers, driving them deeper into the store. After a heavy exchange of fire, the police quickly arrested two robbers who had run out of bullets.

Kodo and his accomplice sprinted down a long passage, firing wildly. They took another staircase, leading them to a remote warehouse in the back of the building.

Behind the staircase, a pregnant woman crouched inside a large carton, clutching a toddler. A grunt from the baby drew their attention. They edged closer, flipping the carton cover. The woman froze in terror. Her hands trembled, her lips had turned white, and her jaw clattered as the cold-blooded killers looked down at her with disgust.

In that moment of appraisal, Kodo raised his gun, ready to fire, but his friend shoved the barrel aside. Four bullets slammed into the wall, just inches from her head. The woman gazed at them with wide, pitiful eyes. Mascara streaked down her face, and blood smeared her mouth, giving her a grotesque, clownish look. Kodo’s associate dragged him away from the terrified woman.

Not far off, a man cowered behind a giant refrigerator, frozen like a scared puppy. His head hung forward, his hands clutching his wife. A cut on his scalp produced a small stream of blood that bubbled out like a broken pipe, while his legs splayed out.

“We need to move. The cops are coming,” Kodo’s associate warned.

A utility hole covered by a steel plate sat at the patio’s edge. Graffiti marked the dirty concrete walls, and trash and empty cartons littered the backyard. ShopRite, once seen as a classy shopping spot, was nothing more than a facade.

The robbers slipped into the maintenance hole, crawled through the tunnel, and emerged into the Atlantic Ocean ten minutes later. They swam to a waiting boat, making their escape. Trained by Nigeria’s most wanted bandit, Bello Turji Gudda, Kodo had always had a Plan B.

The police quickly identified Kodo as the group’s leader, though his associate remained unrecognized. After securing the area, the officers noticed the escape route and began piecing together the robbers’ plan. Later, they learned an insider had informed Kodo about the cash, the warehouse layout, and the drainage system that emptied into the ocean.
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Chapter Two: A Failed Burglary
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Other violent cases sprung up, and the ShopRite robbery made little headlines after a while. The press sought other cases of much importance. However, the case file was still open at the Anti-Robbery Police Department. Two police detectives were working around the clock toward apprehending the suspects. The gang members were bent on not letting their presence fade away that easily.

Kodo learned two weeks later that a Nigerian billionaire was returning on a chartered flight from Amsterdam. According to reports, his concierge had overheard the billionaire’s wife discussing a one-million-euro drug sale over the phone. The concierge expected the man’s arrival with a black briefcase containing the cash. The plan was simple: grab the money and kidnap the man for ransom.

Kodo had suggested kidnapping the billionaire’s wife instead, but his assistant, Shaka—known for his sharp instincts—disagreed. He argued that the man likely wouldn’t pay a hefty ransom for a childless wife when he could marry another woman for far less. “He’d probably let us keep her and just marry someone else,” Shaka concluded.

..  ..  ..  ..

By 7 p.m., it was a warm evening, but the ocean was getting choppy. Sitting in a bar near the Atlantic Ocean, they contemplated the sea. In the Sugar 50 Rooftop Pool Bar garden, Shaka barely had four shots of Black Label on ice when Kodo received the call: the billionaire had arrived with the briefcase. Kodo’s excitement was palpable. The gang rehearsed their plan meticulously, ensuring every detail was in place.

On Saturday at 9 p.m., four men quietly slipped through the fence surrounding the billionaire’s property on Victoria Island, Lagos. The thieves swooped in and disarmed two armed security guards. Kodo, using a gun with a silencer, shot them both at close range. Wearing ski masks, black jackets, black leather gloves, dark pants, and safety boots, the gang moved swiftly.

When a sharp knock on the door interrupted their evening, the billionaire’s family had just finished dinner. The 45-year-old, slim, bald concierge courteously smiled as he opened the door. But his smile faded the instant he saw the four men, three of them pointing AK-47s at his crotch and a Glock 17 shoved in his face.

The wealthy man sensed danger before anyone else. He heard the distinctive click-clack of a slide being pulled on a Glock. He noticed the concierge’s surprised expression and parted lips—revealing that something was wrong. Still in his pajamas, he quickly assessed the situation. In what seemed like a spectacular gambit, the badass crouched, moved around the dining table, took the staircases two at a time, and slipped into his bedroom. Grabbing the briefcase with the cash, he went through the house unnoticed, eventually reaching the rooftop.

There, he unfolded an aluminum ladder, plunged one end into the lawn, and descended into the backyard. With soft leaves rustling beneath his feet, he tiptoed through the lawn, spotting one robber in the car and another by the gate. When he returned to the backyard, his two dogs were frolicking, and his disappointment grew.

He briefly considered jumping over the fence, but quickly dismissed the idea. Age wasn’t on his side—he could get caught in the barbed wire. As the clouds parted, the silver moonlight bathed the scene. In the distance, his fleet of cars gleamed in the carport. This was his mansion, and he knew every hidden corner.

With pine needles pricking his bare feet, he trudged through the woods, dragging the ladder between the dark pine trees. Reaching a flower bed, he opened the lid of a shallow well, dipped the ladder into the water, and climbed down. He pulled the plastic cover over the opening and sealed it. The water in the well rose well above his chest, and he balanced the leather briefcase on his head. In less than three minutes, he completed the escape—his movements fluid, as though he’d rehearsed them countless times before.

This wasn’t a movie, he thought. Though the wealthy Igbo man had managed a temporary escape, armed men were still inside his house. His wife wasn’t well-dressed, and his sister-in-law, dressed scantily, seemed vulnerable. With the recent spate of criminal assaults and rapes of innocent women, anything could happen. He thought they wanted the money but might want something else if they couldn’t find it. He tried to calm his nerves, hoping that somehow things would take a turn for the better.

Meanwhile, inside his house, the daredevils were on a rampage. “One wrong move, I’ll splatter your balls across the wall,” Shaka hissed.

Shoving the concierge aside, the robbers walked into the house. Their heavy boots left muddy tracks on the lawns and flowerbeds. They took their time, moving with a casual arrogance as if they weren’t in any rush.

The man’s beautiful wife, Mary, in her 40s, stood frozen, her lips parted in shock. Her younger sister, Beatrice, 25, sat beside her.

“Where’s the money?” Kodo shouted. His unshaven beard gave him a scowling look. The 1.90-meter-tall robber looked intimidating.

“Where’s your husband?” Kodo snapped at the wife. “Tell me, or I’ll slice off your breasts.” He punched her hard in the face. Her face briefly went numb as if her skin were peeling off. She touched her skull as it felt like her head was breaking off at the root.

“H-he’s not here!” she stuttered, looking fearfully at Shaka, who seemed less intimidating despite having slapped the concierge twice. “Please don’t shoot us.” She knew they were going to die.

“We want the money your husband brought back from Holland,” Kodo growled. “Tell me where he’s hiding, or I’ll blow your brains out!” The threat in his voice was chilling; his shrill demand leaving no room for doubt.

Kodo gripped Beatrice’s neck and yanked her from her seat. His thick fingers felt like iron tongs. Her head slammed into the wall, and her eyes bulged as he squeezed her throat, the pressure burning like fire.

“I want the money now, or I’ll strangle her!” Kodo snarled. “Find her husband!” he ordered his men, who dragged the wife roughly up the stairs in search of the money—or the billionaire.

“I have five thousand dollars. Take it and leave. My husband isn’t here,” she pleaded.

“Not enough!” Kodo roared, tightening his grip. Beatrice clawed at his elbow, struggling to breathe, her body going limp. He lifted her by the throat, forcing her onto her toes, and urine trickled down her legs.

“Let her go. We’ll find the money,” Shaka said. Kodo finally released her. Beatrice crumpled to the floor, gasping for air. Dizzy, she retched and spat out blood, her heart pounding as if pierced by a dagger.

Kodo took the money, handed the bag to his colleague, and dragged the wife into another room to continue the search. The mansion was vast, and moving through it could take hours.

“Where’s your husband?” Kodo demanded, punching her in the chest. The blow likely struck her breast, sending her crashing to the floor. Her chest vibrated as if a tuning fork had struck against her ribs. Blood trickled from her nostrils.

“He’s not here!” she gasped, unable to control the urine rushing down her legs. The warm liquid slid down her long limbs, and she felt an unexpected relief, closing her eyes to savor it.

“Liar!” Kodo snapped. “I’ll kill you! You don’t understand what’s at stake!” The rage was significant and beating at his forehead from the inside. His frustration was boiling over.

Kodo yanked her by the pajamas and lifted her off the floor. Without warning, he punched her in the jaw. She flew backward like a kite, crashing into the wall before rebounding onto the floor. Her stomach tightened as she writhed in pain, struggling to breathe.

Meanwhile, the burglars continued their search through the mansion. They came upon a short corridor with a table, a chair, and a plate of soup, the spoon lodged deep inside it. A cheap Chinese cell phone lay abandoned on the floor as if someone had fled quickly. One thief grew suspicious and slowly pushed open the kitchen door, slipping inside. He rummaged through the kitchen cabinets until he found the cook hiding in one. When the cook stood up, the robber noticed he was slim, nearly 1.80 meters tall, and had crouched in such a cramped space.

Kodo pretended to act nonchalant, but his hand moved swiftly. He seized the cook by the neck and shoved him into the sink with such force that his head slammed against the aluminum. The cook’s head jerked back violently, and he felt as if someone had cut off his head. Kodo punched him in the jaw, sending him crashing into the shelves before hitting the floor.

Breathing heavily, Kodo leaned in close to the cook’s head, his spit dripping onto the man’s neck. “Where’s your boss?” he demanded.

“He was in the dining room when you came in,” the cook stammered, his voice shaking. Kodo dragged him into the sitting room, kicking him in the back. The cook tumbled over a glass table and scrambled across the floor toward Beatrice, moving like a crab on his hands and knees, seeking shelter.

Kodo gripped the Glock 17 in his left hand, his jaw clenched and fist tight. His breathing grew heavier, like steamy bubbles in a boiling pot. Anger and frustration swirled into something darker. He paced the house, his footsteps echoing as he moved from one room to another. He fruitlessly searched for the man and the money. Shoving the gun into the cook’s back, he used it like a prod, directing him back to the kitchen, searching for more people.

After a quick search that yielded nothing, Kodo returned with the cook. He felt betrayed. The concierge had given him the wrong information. The one million euros was a fantasy. In a fit of rage, he yanked the concierge away from the wall and pressed the barrel of his gun to his forehead; then he squeezed the trigger. The hot liquid splattered across Beatrice’s face. She recoiled as the blood sprayed, her skin stinging. The concierge’s head burst open, sending a spray of gore across the room. Mary saw blood mixed with brain streaming from his shattered skull.

“Where’s the money?” Kodo snapped. “I’ve blown your concierge to pieces, and you’ll be next!” He pointed at Beatrice. She stared at the lifeless body, her heart sinking into her stomach.

“He was here when you arrived. He must have escaped through the fence,” Mary sobbed, trembling and screaming. She did not know where the billionaire was and didn’t want to witness her sister’s head being blown apart.

Beatrice tugged at her sister. “If you know where the money is, give it to them.”

“I don’t know. It was in the briefcase, and it’s gone,” the wife whispered. Blood dripped down her face as she struggled to sit up but slipped, her feet sticking to the floor. Pain seared through her body, but it was nothing compared to what she would endure if the men took their turns with her. Her stomach cramped, and her bowels turned to liquid. The thought of being moved to their hideout made her shudder with dread.

“We’ll kill all of you and burn this place down if we don’t get the money,” Shaka warned. “We’re not leaving without it. Let that sink in!” He lifted Beatrice and shoved her into a chair, jamming his gun into her face, his trembling fingers dangerously close to the trigger.

Kodo yanked his wife to her feet. “Where’s the money?” he demanded, slamming her into the wall before she could respond. He backhanded her so hard that she spun through the air, somersaulting onto the couch. He looped his hand around his neck and pressed in; the pain was instantaneous. Lightning struck down from the sky, or maybe she saw stars and blacked out.

As if she had regained some consciousness, she saw the concierge writhing in pain. She heard the thuds of boots on the floor, footsteps growing louder and more violent. Then, in a blurred haze, she saw the concierge’s head explode, blood pouring out like a fountain, and a ghostly figure slipping through the wound. Hallucination.

Shaka grabbed the cook and dragged him toward Beatrice. The cook screamed as Shaka punched him in the chest, landing a blow so hard that his head snapped to the side. Shaka brought his face close to her and shot him in the eyes. Blood sprayed out, splattering onto her face. He let the lifeless body fall to the floor.

“Where’s the money?” The shrill in his voice was intimidating. Shaka pulled Mary up.

“He must have left with the briefcase,” Mary replied, though she wasn’t sure. She had a busted lip. Deep down, she knew her husband was meticulous with money—he wouldn’t have left without it. Mary recalled seeing a ladder carefully stacked on the rooftop, though her husband had never explained its purpose. She also suspected he could hide somewhere in the mansion, but she couldn’t pinpoint where.

Mary hated her husband for abandoning her to the mercy of ruthless men. She wished the robbers could track him into the house, smash his face until he looked bloody like a monster, and kick his balls down his throat for being a coward.

Shaka stepped outside and moved through the backyard, his gun trained on every rustle. Like a dog on the scent, he prowled in pursuit of the billionaire. He’d studied a topographic map of the area to plan the operation. He scanned the surroundings for footprints, peering over the fence into the neighboring mansion. The property stretched far beyond the horizon, a dense, bushy expanse. Large trees lined the edge, making it an ideal place to hide with a briefcase full of cash. Even if the man tried to hide behind the trees, the thick darkness would obscure him. A creek led to a small lagoon on the other side of the enclave. Beyond that, a paved road glowed under electric lights. Shaka studied the area, then retreated into the garden, uneasy as he moved past the well. The thick darkness made him tense as though something was watching him.

Suddenly, something caught Shaka’s attention—about two meters from where the billionaire was hiding. Instinctively, like a dog picking up a scent, he noticed subtle movements in the flower bed and crept closer. He pointed his gun at the dark shape and heard faint moaning. Pulling out his phone, he switched on the flashlight. He discovered two dogs locked together in a perfect mating position, which surprised him.

Shaka sighed, shot the dogs, and moved on. “What a blissful way to die,” he muttered to the roses.

The billionaire, hidden nearby, felt his heart race and his throat tighten in panic. He sucked in a breath, listening for any sound, but all he could hear was his own heavy breathing. Shaka got back early enough to stop Kodo from committing his usual atrocity. Shaka pulled him off Beatrice.

“What are you doing?” Shaka snapped.

“Are you blind?” Kodo piped up. “I’m trying to get a piece of the pie!”

“Do you want to leave your DNA at the crime scene?” Shaka pushed him aside. “These things don’t work that way. Get some sense.” 

Criminals were, by necessity, part-time lawyers.

With no threats left to press for the money and staying in the house becoming too dangerous, the robbers left. However, Kodo wanted to take Beatrice with them, hoping for a ransom or some leverage. Shaka thought it was a pointless move. If a man could disappear so quickly, abandoning his wife to ruthless burglars, he wouldn’t care much about his sister-in-law being taken hostage.

After some thought, Kodo suggested killing both Mary and Beatrice. But Shaka quickly talked him out of it. “We’re not serial killers. Killing people for fun has no place in this business. Let’s get out of here!”

However, the sound of police sirens approaching forced them to abandon the mansion, fearing a shootout with the authorities. The anti-robbery squad stormed the property after a neighbor heard a gunshot and alerted the police. Rescuers successfully rescued the billionaire from the well after a thorough search; however, ambulance vans transported his wife and Beatrice from the scene. A wave of disappointment washed over him when he saw his dogs lying dead on the lawn.

A detective sped through the main gate, braking sharply beside two police cars. The mansion was swarming with officers; their hushed voices blended into an indistinct murmur. Two stood watch at the entrance, eyes scanning for any sign of the burglars’ return. Others meticulously searched for clues—snapping photographs, dusting for fingerprints, and combing the floors for bloodstains.

As the days turned into weeks and weeks into months, the police built hypothesis upon hypothesis, trying to determine a scenario. There wasn’t any doubt whatsoever about who led the group. Kodo’s massive violence was clear. There were many contradictions about Kodo’s accomplices. The background of the ‘good Samaritan’ who stopped further massacre was a mystery to the police. This rare quality among Lagos robbers/rapists seemed to have sprung from nowhere.

In the police headquarters, Inspector Jerry gulped down his beer, strolled to the window, and looked out. In his mind, he had reviewed both robbery cases. He had interviewed Mary and Beatrice separately. So many opinions. Mary and Beatrice described Kodo as ruthless, dumb, aggressive, and fearless. The list went on and on. He was dark-complexioned, tall, muscular, and insane.

Inspector Jerry was a heavyset, bull-necked officer in his mid-forties—broad-shouldered, powerfully built, with sparse gray hair dyed black. His firm eyebrows, sharp brown eyes, and thick lips framed a set of white teeth. A seasoned member of the police boxing team, he carried both strength and experience.

With twenty years in the anti-robbery squad, Jerry had seen it all—brutal killings, sadistic rapes, and gruesome dismemberments. The savagery sickened him. His hatred for criminals ran deep in personal loss. A robber murdered both his parents in their home, and his aunt raised him.
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Chapter Three: Agnes Meets Shaka
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The sun shone softly through the trimmed trees, its rays streaming into riverside bars and restaurants. A gentle breeze stirred the green leaves, and the air filled with the sweet fragrance of blossoming red roses. Servers scurried like ants in a bustling bar, to which a long concrete path led. A small bell faintly jingled as patrons came and went. The clatter of cups, the scrape of chairs, and the rhythmic click of high heels on tiled floors created a symphony of activity.

A Norwegian businesswoman and her associate searched for a space in the parking lot. In her thirties, Agnes Peters stood 1.75 meters tall with blond hair and blue eyes that turned gray in the sunlight. She wore a blue polka-dot Gucci gown and black stiletto shoes. Her handbag contained Krones. Agnes had just purchased a dilapidated hotel, eager to transform it into a thriving enterprise. Her business partner, Alvaro Nuñoz, was a seasoned estate mogul in his forties. Standing 1.82 meters tall, with dark hair and sharp brown eyes, he was a prominent figure in the real estate industry.

After intense meetings and negotiations, the pair had left the construction site for breakfast. This time, they avoided their usual upscale bars and restaurants. Agnes had longed for simplicity—a place far removed from the spotlight and affluence. She longed to connect with ordinary people dressed modestly, free from the trappings of fame and the glare of public scrutiny. No luxury cars trailing behind, no heavy security entourage, no sophisticated, wealthy women with relaxed bearings holding Gucci handbags and diamond necklaces hanging in their cleavages, moving with the ease of those who have spent all their lives sashaying across the globe as if they had the world in their pockets—just a brief taste of normalcy.

Alvaro, however, voiced his concerns. He warned that such places often attracted muggers and delinquents, posing a potential risk. Agnes dismissed his worries, assuring him that her two bodyguards could handle any situation. She admitted the guards might not stand a chance if the notorious muggers of downtown Madrid staged an ambush, but their holstered guns were enough to deter unnecessary trouble before it spiraled out of control.

After weighing the risks of visiting such an area, Alvaro reluctantly agreed to try a more modest setting. He dressed casually in a blue T-shirt, well-fitted jeans, and safety boots, his face partially hidden under a baseball cap. As he watched Agnes from behind, a wave of unexpected affection stirred in his heart. Despite being just 4000 meters from the construction site, they opted to drive through long traffic jams, trailed by two imposing bodyguards in a black Toyota Tundra. The guards wore black suits and dark glasses. Their stern faces left no room for approachability.

They detoured through a dangerous part of Madrid known as San Fermin. Agnes opted to look around. She strolled right into the neighborhood while Alvaro followed her with the car. The disaster was remarkable: Alvaro avoided hitting pedestrians, turning onto a dirt-packed road littered with overflowing trash bins, the stench of rot thick in the air. The scene ahead was another theater of chaos—a lowdown, grimy reality.

Grime. Filth. Giant rats scurried between utility holes, cockroaches creeping from cracks in the pavement. The streets crawled with cheap prostitutes, their eyes vacant, their movements sluggish. It felt like ghosts lived there, their forms drifting in the early morning sun—drug addicts stumbling through the streets, their bodies frail, their energy unsettling.

Shadowy figures cracked open the windows just enough to peer out—their heads with slicked-back ponytails watched like riflemen in a sniper’s nest. Parents screamed at their children while the kids ran wild through the park, soaking themselves in sprinkler water. Teenagers huddled in dim corners, lost in premature romances openly accepted by parents too tired to object.

Agnes stood out like a sore thumb; all eyes were on her as she returned to the car. The journey continued in silence.

Agnes gazed out the window and signaled Alvaro to stop. Almost in disbelief, she stared at an abandoned building not far off. The sight sparked a thought: the lady could make something out of the chaos. As a Norwegian businesswoman, she saw potential in the derelict structure for a hotel.

She hopped out of the car and approached a pile of nearby trash. The “For Sale” sign stood out in bold red letters on a white background. She stepped into the building, carefully avoiding used needles and discarded condoms. Shopping carts piled with old clothes, white plastic chairs stained with blood, and wet mattresses littered the space. Some people, clearly intoxicated, were dozing off in the morning hours, surrounded by empty cans of beer and unfinished whiskey bottles.

Graffiti adorned the walls—one particularly striking image of the Rolling Stones’ iconic Mick Jagger, his tongue hanging out, dominated the space. Someone left a can of red spray paint on the windowsill and boldly wrote “Free Palestine” on the wall. As for the rest of the walls, the names of flamenco music artists bubbled across the surface.

Alvaro took in the scene with disbelief. The building was for sale, but no one in their right mind would buy property in a dangerous area like San Fermin. Years of rain had eaten away at the rusted railings, leaving dangerous gaps and sharp metal in the four-story structure. A stoned person, unaccompanied, could easily fall to their death. Inside, the main hall was vast, with multi-tiered concrete walls separating the reception area. She imagined she could easily convert the ample space behind the lobby into a restaurant. The staircases were steel, but their condition was questionable. Beneath it all, Agnes caught a whiff of piss that bothered and made her sorrier for the victims of homelessness than the drug abuse that tied their fate to the trash bin.

Suddenly, a high-pitched cry echoed through the building, prompting the group to retreat. Agnes returned to the car, promising to revisit the property later that evening. Their journey continued.

Alvaro steered away from the enclave, rolling into another neighborhood that looked more like a demolition site than a place people called home. Half-finished buildings stood like skeletal ruins, their facades stripped bare. Construction cranes loomed over the horizon, swinging as workers toiled beneath them, their shouts blending with the metallic clang of tools against concrete.

They turned right, leaving the dust and debris behind, and eased into Legazpi. The shift was subtle but noticeable—the air felt different, the streets wider. Yet, beneath the urban renewal, there was still an undercurrent of something raw, something unfinished.

The pair stopped at a small cafe called Bar Margarita. Alvaro hadn’t chosen the spot for any reason—perhaps the blooming flowers in the garden or an unexplainable sense of familiarity drew him in. He located a parking space and parked. They walked like lovers, and the bodyguards kept their distance. As he pushed open the wooden door, the bell above jingled softly, drawing the patrons’ attention. Heads turned briefly, curious glances landing on the strangers before customers resumed their conversations and bites of sandwiches. Agnes’s presence, exuding elegance and charm, captivated the room.

The cafe featured polished wooden shelves, sleek counters, and neatly arranged tables. Blue neon lights mixed with bright fluorescents created a striking interior ambiance. Explicit lyrics from New Jack Hustler blared through the speakers, disrupting the morning’s tranquility and drowning out snippets of conversations and dialogues from a movie playing on giant television screens.

The bar buzzed with noise, amplified by the aggressive beats of Ice-T’s New Jack Hustler, but Agnes seemed unfazed. In fact, she enjoyed the lively atmosphere—a stark contrast to the polished silence of high-end restaurants. Her expression softened with nostalgia, reminiscent of her younger days on the West Coast. Over the years, Agnes had meticulously distanced her past from her present, often describing it as a maze of painful memories best left untouched.

Alvaro was visibly uncomfortable in the rowdy environment. Seeking a quieter spot, they sat on the terrace. Though they could still faintly hear the rap music, its muffled sound offered a reprieve. They found an airy corner under a canopy of trees, where the lush green lawns exuded tranquility. Jasmine and vibrant flowers spilled over the terraces of nearby houses, enhancing the serene ambiance.

Alvaro pulled out a dark metal chair and gently helped Agnes settle into her seat before taking his own. He had made a big deal about pulling a chair for a lady to sit on, flexing his biceps with a firm pectoral muscle. She smiled warmly; her perfectly manicured nails were strikingly red, glinting as she gestured elegantly—a subtle yet powerful display of her charm.

Sunlight filtered through the large trees, casting delicate golden patterns on the metal tables and chairs. The serene atmosphere of the garden could have been enchanting if not for the regular appearance of shady characters who frequented the cafe every morning for coffee.

Suddenly, fleeting images flashed through Agnes’s mind—a tall, robust, black man she had noticed at a construction site confidently instructing his workers as they hauled materials into the hotel building. Surrounded by over twenty black laborers, he stood out with an air of authority. As she moved closer that day, their eyes briefly met before the man crossed the road and drove off in a sleek black Range Rover. She had bought the hotel to get close to the man. Alvaro had suggested it.

Agnes remained lost in thought, replaying the encounter in her mind, when a cheerful server approached her table, her bright smile snapping Agnes back to the present.

“Good morning,” she greeted, shifting slightly on her feet.

Agnes nodded politely and returned the smile. “I’ll have a ration of tortillas with bread and an American coffee, please.” The server reminded her of a young woman who had once served her in her suite, stirring a fleeting sense of familiarity.

“I’ll take croissants and coffee with skimmed milk,” Alvaro added, his eyes darting around as he scanned the environment. He silently worked to calm his lingering paranoia—a common reflex for the wealthy in unfamiliar or unpredictable settings.

As Alvaro settled into the cafe’s rhythm, the tension in his shoulders slowly eased. The morning air held a crisp warmth, and the indistinct murmur of conversation created a calm undercurrent that soothed his frayed nerves. The builder grimaced—whether in resignation or from the sharp touch of sunlight on his face was unclear—as he searched for a positive thought to anchor himself in an environment that still felt unpredictable.

His gaze wandered lazily from table to table until it landed on a red-faced man a few seats away. Clearly a regular, the man was in high spirits—laughing too loudly, gesturing theatrically, and holding court with a mix of strangers and familiar faces. It was barely 11 a.m., but he was already well into his third glass of brandy, drinking as if it were evening and consequences didn’t exist.

In front of him sat steaming plates of pork in tomato sauce and grilled mushrooms, which he attacked with the urgency of a man who hadn’t eaten in days—or had stopped caring about restraint.

Beside him sat another man, a study in contrast.

In his thirties, he wore a striped gray suit that had clearly lost its structure—rumpled at the shoulders, the blue shirt beneath it wrinkled and damp at the collar. His tie hung loose and defeated, as if mirroring the man himself. This was Manolo.

He spoke with manic energy, every word jagged with bitterness. He tore through the saga of his divorce as if it had just happened—though it had concluded long ago, the sting still fresh in his voice.

Two women flanked him, striking in appearance and dressed in skirts that tested the limits of taste. They sipped Bailey’s Irish Cream with the absentminded attention of women paid to be present. Manolo’s hands rested casually on their shoulders—possessive, unapologetic—as if their presence somehow justified the wreckage he was reliving aloud.

The gold signet ring on his finger gleamed in the sun, a relic of old wealth trying to hold on. His wristwatch, large and aggressively ostentatious, ticked in rhythm with the speed of his unraveling.

Manolo might still appear powerful and successful—even enviable to the casual onlooker.

But to Alvaro, he looked like a man clinging to the mast of a sinking ship, still dressed for the gala but hopelessly adrift.

Alvaro turned his gaze toward the street beyond, and his thoughts wandered to Plaza de Legazpi.

It wasn’t what it used to be.

What had once been a vibrant and orderly neighborhood was now a faded reflection of its former self. The vibrancy, order, and cultural pulse had all dulled. Time had worn it down, and somewhere along the way, its soul had thinned.

Gangs now roamed with impunity; their leaders were more potent than the law meant to control them. Corruption had seeped into the cracks, and the charm of Madrid’s old quarters had decayed into something harder, colder.

Alvaro felt the ache of nostalgia swell in his chest. He couldn’t pinpoint when it happened or how the city had slipped so far—but he knew the shift was irreversible.

The good days were gone.

Fractured memories and faint echoes of what had lingered—a city caught between its glorious past and a shadowed present, too weary to care.

One of Agnes’s bodyguards stood nearby, his posture disciplined and alert. His slicked-back hair gave him a vintage Elvis Presley flair—only sharper, more refined. He adjusted his stance with a subtle weight shift, exuding a calm yet commanding presence. His eyes, constantly scanning, swept over the horizon with the ease of long-trained muscle memory.

From his vantage point, he had a perfect line of sight to the road leading down to the Usera junction. A casual glance to the right offered an unintended view beneath Agnes’s table—her elegantly crossed legs catching the morning light.

The breeze that floated in was gentle, brushing away the heat of the rising sun. In the background, the DJ had transitioned into a mellow jazz set, soft brass and bass curling through the open air like invisible smoke. The setting seemed serene—on the surface.

Just beyond the patio’s sleek barriers, a handful of gypsies loitered at the corner, blending into the street life. A few of them, casually but deliberately, were peddling soft drugs to unsuspecting tourists. The edge of unpredictability hummed beneath the polished scene.

Alvaro sat nearby, his expression polished, his presence meticulously composed. Beneath his calm surface, though, something simmered. His secret affection for Agnes grew steadily, blooming into something more profound than he had expected. He hid it well—his charm ever-present, his suit crisp, his gold wristwatch glinting in the sun like a promise.

His classic flat-top haircut added to his sharp look, and his spontaneous smile gave him the air of a man who always landed on his feet. Yet, he shifted slightly in his seat, subtly adjusting his fly to ease an irritating itch, never losing his composure.

Then, the mood shifted.

A white Mercedes-Benz ML pulled quietly into the shaded parking lot, drawing subtle glances. It was a desirable coincidence, but the man stumbled on them. That was Shaka. A man in his early thirties emerged from the driver’s side. He looked like a rugged version of Will Smith—handsome, lighter in skin color, confident, with an understated strength in his gait. He moved with intention, circled the car, and opened the passenger door. From within, she stepped out. Serita.

A statuesque Spanish beauty, barely thirty, with legs stretching for miles. She wore sleek black heels and a blush-pink dress that clung to every body contour. Her golden hair cascaded in soft waves over her shoulders, framing her face with effortless elegance. Her eyes sparkled behind dark Dior sunglasses. She smiled as if the morning sun itself answered to her.

Heads turned.

Even the jazz seemed to pause.

Serita didn’t walk—she glided. Everyone noticed her entrance;

Alvaro exhaled slowly, eyes narrowing with intrigue. Whatever this meeting was, it had just taken on a new temperature. This was the man they had targeted for a special operation. They had waited for the moment to approach him with the special assignment.

Manolo was nursing a glass of Hennessy VSOP when his breath caught mid-sip. He nearly choked as he saw her—Serita—stepping out of a car.

And not alone.

A tall black man stood beside her, gently offering his hand as she climbed out, her heels clicking elegantly against the pavement. The moment felt surreal. Manolo’s chest tightened. Jealousy surged through him like a tsunami, crashing over the brittle walls he had spent months trying to rebuild.

His discomfort, already simmering beneath the surface, boiled over.

Agnes, ever attuned to shifts in energy, sensed the sudden disturbance. Her eyes flicked toward the cafe entrance, where the couple approached—laughing softly, walking hand-in-hand like lovers on vacation. The man’s confident stride and Serita’s radiant, uninhibited smile... were magnetic. Unmissable. Unbothered. A voice spoke to her again; that was the black worker on the construction site.

Alvaro, sitting nearby, caught the rising tension, too. He watched Manolo stiffen, then abruptly rise from his seat, rage flickering in his eyes. For a second, it seemed the jealous lover might charge across the patio—but the nagging ex-husband stopped, visibly restraining himself, jaw clenched, fists curled. He sat back down heavily, his composure cracking.

The warning signs were clear. A storm was brewing.

Agnes shifted in her seat, her instincts prickling. She glanced subtly to her right and saw, with relief, her bodyguards closing in, adopting casual stances just within striking range.

Manolo, still fixated on Serita, could hardly breathe.

He was still in love with her—desperately, painfully so. Seeing her that content, alive with someone else, was like swallowing glass. And the man? The man made it worse.

It shouldn’t have been with him if Serita had to move on. Not a black man. Not one who was tall, powerfully built, and movie-star handsome. The man should not afford a gleaming white Mercedes-Benz, nor wear effortless confidence like a tailored suit.

Every detail dug deeper.

Every laugh between them burned hotter.

It wasn’t just jealousy now—it was humiliation. And it simmered just beneath the surface, threatening to erupt.

“So this is the well-dressed, polished guy Serita left you for,” Manolo’s inner voice taunted, cutting deep into his bruised pride. The voice pressed on: “Stay calm. Don’t act on impulse. Push back the adrenaline, or you’ll only humiliate yourself.”

He looked exasperated in a split second as he fleetingly recalled the romantic bits of a lost love. But the sight of Serita’s radiant confidence holding the man who embodied everything he despised was too much. The black man exuded strength and composure, an imposing presence that fueled Manolo’s resentment.

The ghosts of memories confronted Manolo, tormenting him with the distant blissful past, the long-forgotten dreams, Serita’s melodious voice, and sweet smile. He fidgeted, ignoring the two women at his side, who now seemed irrelevant. His anger boiled over, blood pounding in his temples as his heart raced uncontrollably. He was so angry that he momentarily forgot he wasn’t alone.

As the couple approached, Manolo gripped the armrests of his chair and stood abruptly, blocking their path with deliberate resolve. Without uttering a word, he positioned himself as an unspoken barrier. The couple halted, their steps arrested by his sudden movement.

Serita’s expression turned to one of disdain, laced with anxiety. Her confident smile evaporated, replaced by a tension that electrified the air. Alvaro, watching from his seat, immediately sensed trouble brewing.

Manolo adjusted his suit methodically, buttoning it with slow precision, each movement an attempt to reclaim a sliver of dignity. Then, locking eyes with the black man, he unleashed an icy glare that carried the weight of his simmering fury. Despite their differing heights, the two men had similar builds. Their approximately 90 kilos of mass suggested that the standoff could turn physical.

The black man adjusted his silk tie calmly, smoothed the lapel of his dark, custom-made suit, and shifted slightly in his John Lobb handcrafted shoes. The reason for Manolo’s hostility was unclear, but the black man instantly registered the challenge in the icy stare and sensed an imminent confrontation. His jaw tightened as he weighed his next move, his demeanor steady and alert.

He pursed his lips, politely attempting to step around the obstacle. But Manolo shifted his stance, using his solid frame to block the path entirely. His focus remained fixed on the man, dismissing Serita’s visible frustration with a mere flicker of his gaze.

“You seem drowned in alcohol,” the black man said in a low, crisp voice, his tone sharp with warning. “Step aside, or I’ll send you to a traumatologist.” His words carried an unmistakable edge, drawing the attention of every patron nearby.

Serita, visibly irritated, refused to let Manolo’s intimidation go unchecked. “Get out of the way, crackpot,” she snapped, her voice unyielding. Standing her ground, she shot him a glare that dared him to escalate further.

Manolo’s face twisted with anger as he met her fiery gaze, but her piercing eyes struck back with a force that cut through his bravado. The tension between them was palpable; Manolo’s face twisted with anger as he met her fiery gaze, but her piercing eyes struck back with a force that cut through his bravado.

“Bitch! I can see the reason you insisted on divorce,” Manolo whispered to himself.

The entire saga of his recent life played out in Manolo’s mind like a rapid slideshow: the bitter arguments, the legal maneuvering to protect his assets, and the judge’s gavel slamming down with an order for a hefty alimony payment. The anger he had been bottling up exploded within him, creating an almost irresistible urge to strike his ex-wife and release weeks of pent-up frustration.

Manolo’s lips twisted into a grimace of pure rage, every muscle in his body taut with tension. His vision blurred as the pounding in his temples intensified, his barely restrained fury palpable to anyone watching.

The two women seated with Manolo fidgeted uneasily, exchanging nervous glances. The scene had shifted from amusing to alarming, and they looked increasingly disconcerted.

Meanwhile, Alvaro, ever the pragmatist, leaned toward Agnes and murmured a warning. “This is about to boil over. Let’s leave. Drop 50 euros and get out of here before things get worse.”

But Agnes, calm as ever, waved off his suggestion. The Norwegian business magnate had nerves of steel, and this unfolding drama intrigued her. She wasn’t about to leave now, not when the tension was so thick and the outcome uncertain. She had always been curious about how far love and jealousy could push men, and the prospect of witnessing two enraged lovers exchanging blows felt too interesting to abandon. There was really no accounting for taste.

Her gaze remained fixed on the standoff, the air charged with suspense as the cafe’s patrons collectively held their breath, awaiting the inevitable climax.

Manolo’s fury overtook reason and crossed a line he couldn’t uncross. The bar had gone silent, every pair of eyes fixed on him, their anticipation thick in the air. As a regular, he knew the whispers would follow him if he didn’t act. They’d call him a coward; his already bruised ego couldn’t handle further damage. Trapped by his own bravado and pride, he lashed out, throwing two wild punches at the black man.
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