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⚠️ DISCLAIMER 

This book contains content that may make you: 


•  Laugh at the wrong time 

•  Feel a little guilty for enjoying it 

•  Question your taste in entertainment Dark humor is a personality, not a coping mechanism. 


Inside, you’ll find: 


•  Dark jokes that land like a punchline in a graveyard 

•  Suicide themes (handled with a serious tone, not a lecture) 

•  Sexual content (yes, including animal sex — don’t ask, just keep reading) 

•  Murder described as “comedy” (Rick is not your moral compass) 

•  Stereotypes, stigma, and sexism (because this world is messy and Rick is messier) 


Reader discretion is advised. Intended for a mature audience  

But if you like your comedy twisted, your drama sharp, and your characters unbothered... You’re in the right place. 
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CHAPTER ONE 
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RICK AND LAILA: LOVE RACES EGO 
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Rick was never bothered by his insensitive responses towards people he distasted, he didn’t care about body shaming a person or not, his words would cut people’s hearts into pieces like a double-edged sword slicing butter. He could do it again and again without remorse in the wink of an eye to anyone who crossed his comfort; his words were like venom that instantly paralyzed people who dared to piss him off. Although words can’t break a bone, they made the sensitive weak before him despite their statures. He wasn’t a man of high stature or a king; his mouth was his spear and shield, but like any decent man, he wouldn’t start a fight unless he was startled or wanted to make a day slightly more interesting. He never enjoyed hurting other people physically, but teasing was his charm; while teasing his friends was a habit.  

[image: ]This morning, something he believed to be irrelevant but boosted his ego, another girl slowed him down to work. He had an imaginative way of responding to people and enjoyed how this made them disappear; it was satisfactory from his perspective. He would then create the same instances in his mind and imagine more repulsive responses that he would later wish to have used or recorded for his amusement. These imaginative instances were powerful enough to change his mood and were reflected in his facial expressions. 

This morning looked usual, but it wasn’t for him; as a good observer, he would instantly identify the slightest changes in the environment, but not on his body. He never bothered to gaze at a mirror every morning, which rather seemed like a zesty character to him. 

On his way, a familiar lady seemed to be walking towards him. On this day, he preferred walking.  It was at 10 am, an odd time for going to work. 

Rick: What? (Seemed very upset after Laila pretended to have collided with Rick accidentally, when it was evidently intentional.) 

Laila: (pretending to feel sorry) I’m sorry for hitting you, my bad. 

Rick: I know what you always want to do; you’re trying to ask me out again, aren’t you? 

Laila: Hey! Excuse me, I have never seen you. 

Rick: Oh shit, snap out of that, aren’t you Laila from the next street of hustlers? Please don’t tell me you are her twin; you have tried this more than once, and it's not going to happen. (giving her a side stare) If you are her twin, well, an ugly twin doesn’t come alone; the creator made sure evidence has a witness... 

Laila: I’m Laila, but wouldn’t you be polite about it, consider a date, maybe you might love what's inside me 

Rick: Inside you? Lady, do I look like I want to romance intestines? 

Laila: Don’t blow off my confidence, I know I'm pretty, and your bachelor ass is missing out, so a date? 

Rick: I think you are delusional, like the makeup you applied, which can’t pull a dude. With those other amiss things, consider it a stroke of luck when someone gives you a thought. 

Laila: (feeling despised and disrespected but trying to maintain composure) at least...  

Rick: At least what? If you are bringing up the idea for what's inside you and whatever, I know someone who would like to play with your intestines. I can pay a ticket for you. 

Laila: (confused by curiosity) Who is that really, and where? 

Rick: A ticket to Japan, a Komodo dragon will gladly play with your insides if you slide off the park. (proceeds to take big strides and walks away with a smile like a lunatic) 

Laila’s perceptions: Philosophy on Beauty, Reptiles, or Humankind 

Laila bursts into tears and walks away fast. She knows in her heart Rick wasn’t fair to her, but for no good reason, she feels attracted to this young man. She thought maybe bumping into him would turn into a coffee date or something, but, guessing from what happened, it’s a fantasy in movies. She knew she wasn’t ugly as Rick portrayed or thought her to be; men would whistle whenever she passed close, and some would make different offers to win her heart. She knew her feminine features were small compared to others, but she believed in moving them seductively as she walked along the estate paths.  She thought she understood Rick, a man who would confuse a beautiful person with the likes of the Komodo dragon, a reptile she believed to be uglier than the misjudged warthog in the wildlife beauties, but were there beautiful reptiles? Did she use a reptile to describe herself? Her mind was still fascinating to her. She never understood the examples Rick used in his conversations and how her mind mirrored them to her situation. Perhaps the reptile family thought they were beautiful from their perspective, but who gets to decide whether someone is ugly or not? 

If reptiles could talk, they might argue to win a beauty or anesthetic contest among other creatures.  

She couldn’t believe the reality she was in. In her mind, she was 10 over 10 other men argued so, what could be the qualities Rick was looking for in women, could he be gay? She has never seen him with a mistress and thought “probably he is having a hard time coming over a breakup, or even worse, he completely hates her. As she grew up, her community had convinced her that all men need a woman; the idea of a man living alone never made sense to her. 

Did she fall for a man hard to get? Of course not. Rick’s responses were always demeaning like a savage wild animal with no feelings, though his face portrayed perfection, his black heart would smile politely while digging graves in memory, she thought. Giving up was not an option; she was ready to swear on her ancestors that the feelings she had wouldn’t go to waste. She kept on assuring herself her feelings were not tied to obsession. Maybe Rick was hiding his feelings by playing hard to get, but ‘come on,’ she thought, she had never fought so hard to get a man; all the previous ones were easily ensnared by her beauty, which made her believe winning any man’s heart was cheaper than the price of salt along the coast region. 

To her, Rick was just a primitive/naive man who was afraid of relationships, and once enlightened, she must be there to collect the prize. She imagined him crawling back to her once he knew what he was missing out on. He looked very young and probably fresh from relationships. 

Rick’s perception of Laila: The Everlasting Ass Boil  

On the other hand, Rick felt he handled the case appropriately; some people would call him insensitive in that case, but it didn’t matter to him. Laila was one of the gold diggers or obsessed ladies who kept wasting his energy. She looked at least 3 years older than him, and slightly taller than him on her heels by a few inches, even imagining them walking around as a potential couple made him frown. Physical appearances mattered so much from his perspective; he also had a myth concerning older women to be controlling, and from his instincts, Laila was the type. He knew his rudeness and harshness, but never felt a twinge of remorse. Laila was just one of them who approached Rick for relationship interests, only to be in a rude shock by emotionally damaging experiences. 

Rick realized that Laila was different from others; his rude replies never stopped her from coming back for more, like others. She was immune to them, with her heart made of shock absorbers that his replies couldn’t penetrate deep enough to break her desires. 

Rick never had feelings for her; he thought pure insults would drive her away, but with no success, which worked with others of the same interest. Did Laila think he was joking or acting sarcastically? She must be the type that can’t accept rejection, and this will be a severe boil on his ass. He knew how obsessive people can go to the extent of manipulation, something he once experienced.  

Ricks Plans to Discard Laila’s Feelings: Aggression on Nuisance Elimination 

As he sat in his office near the laboratories, he did his personal research on several ways to discard Laila’s interest in him; his usual violent way seemed to be ineffective, and there was no more time to waste. He reminisced about how the last time events unfolded when a girl was completely obsessed with him. She went to the extent of involving his relatives in the mix, causing unforgettable chaos that almost cost him a penny he hadn’t budgeted for. His money was too precious to be wasted on discarding some irrelevant obsessions. 

She had to be cut off one way or another before she would reach such an extent. Rick was known for being stingy in the eyes of the community. People often said, “Getting money from Rick was as tough as attempting to milk a wild, hungry buffalo mama.” However, this time, he was ready to use any form of power to get her off his back, including money and breaking a few of his preferred moral principles. The first idea that came to mind, which he initially dismissed but later revisited, was to meet her and sincerely tell her to stop the advances.  

He tried to sound out the idea in his mind and imagined all the possible answers he would get. One of them was based on the attitude he knew her to have; she would ask whether he was lacking confidence in getting intimate with an actual lady and preferred to jerk off his screen.  This response was in his thoughts, but it made him get pissed; he wasn’t the kind to suffer more in imagination than reality, but it was possible. He was the type that wouldn’t let responses catch him by surprise, especially when he initiated a conversation, he would observe mood and idea before starting a serious talk, but not when he had a good idea to tease someone at the moment, he will let it out, ready for any response, wasting a chance to joke on someone wasn’t in his DNA. 

He unconsciously treated this plan as a scientific experiment and speculated statistically for negative and positive hypotheses.  

What about proving he was actually in a serious relationship with a very vicious partner who is capable of the worst that a cheater can imagine? People around were afraid of being entangled with a cheater with a vicious partner; anything could happen to them, the least could be murder, and the worst could be seclusion from the community as a home breaker. Such news landing in the media was fatal to even one’s conscience. Of course, not all partners can bring hell to the side chicks, only the vicious and very possessive ones. He imagined a random woman as his partner, vicious and possessive, beating the hell out of Laila while configuring this thought, and it gave a satisfactory feeling. 

Rick’s attempt to talk Laila out of her feelings: Scrubbing Love Away and Juju Man Circus  

Just as predictably, Laila tried the same evening to initiate a conversation with her dream partner. She would wish to have an actual dream of them together that would feel like a reality to spark a ray of hope in her broken heart, but all turned to lucid dreams, imagination, and fantasy. She was a superstitious type who would take a wonderful dream to be a message from the spiritual guardians.  

Rick, on the other hand, had dreams of marriage with Laila and woke up immediately to cast them off with his tongue, a character he observed from his grandmother, but never believed. It comforted him from such nightmares. 

Laila did not believe this memorable evening, as she was planning to approach him as usual. In this particular one, he was the one who made the approach and asked for an evening coffee date. Laila knew that her prayers had been answered by the deity she prayed to, and she did not change and visit a ‘juju man’ in Nigeria, a famous country stereotyped for having an arsenal of all sorts of witchcraft practices. She paused for a second, looked at her phone, and canceled the ticket to Nigeria plan on her Google task that she planned to buy that evening before proceeding to accept. 

As she paused, Rick thought of her checking the time and having second thoughts about a genuine request. Little did he know that someone was about to sacrifice a black cock and a white goat for a delusional belief of getting to own him intimately, something he came to learn about later that day. Who knew that Laila was ready to sacrifice a cock and a goat stew to unknown deities in the spiritual world to win a man’s heart? Laila thought to herself that, finally, a newborn baby had realized that sucking milk from its mother’s breast was in its best interest and wouldn’t let go, as it had refused at first when the mother struggled to feed it. Unfortunately, she was in for a rude shock, her crush was done with her guts and related her to a stubborn housefly that will interrupt his peace as he tried to take his meal or live gracefully despite several attempts to squash it, but in vain. 

He went for the furthest table from people at the coffee shop while Laila followed with more enthusiasm, hoping for the best evening of her life. The distance cheated her belief in a golden moment, but this was going to be a shitty moment.  

He took his first sip of coffee, and before uttering a word, her toes curled with eagerness; his facial expression was evident of wide-open eyes and a plastic smile. He did all this with his palms open to show openness and said, “It’s been a long time since I have carefully watched your moves. It has come to my attention that you propose an intimate relationship, which I have given consideration to and decided to refuse.” He noticed her watery eyes, which almost made him feel guilty, but for what? He was sincere about it and expected a rude response from her; to his surprise, she tried to argue for reasons he didn’t like her before they tried learning about each other. She even decided to challenge him to mention at least 7-character traits or body features he distasted from her, in addition to saying if he didn’t like her body features, then he was a homosexual in denial. She then accused him of the case of crucifying drunkards without experiencing alcohol.  Rick’s understanding of such allegations was only relevant in a scientific approach. He knew that human relationships can’t be judged from such a perspective; they always had a special connection, perhaps a divine one, as others thought, but he preferred to explain such instances using science, which at times was close to impossible. It always revolved around endorphins, oxytocin, and dopamine, but never gave a conclusive answer on how they were triggered simultaneously in the case of a love at first sight incident. 

[image: ]| P a g e 

He carefully listened to her allegations as she cried, but reluctantly replied, “I'm sorry, I don’t feel you.” An old man was concerned about Laila and moved towards them, and a very awkward scene happened. Laila spotted him, moved quickly, dropped her accessory ring from her finger, smiled, and, when confused, Rick bowed to pick it up. The man arrived, and Laila pretendedly said, “These tears of joy will kill me, my fiancé is about to propose.” Rick angrily lifted his face only to meet an old man who scolded him for not kneeling properly and a bunch of freaks who were attracted to the locomotion and had opened their live feeds to record the event. 

“WHAT A NIGHTMARE!” He exclaimed as he realized the event had not occurred yet; it was 6 pm, and he had slept on one of the sofas in his office. 

He never understood how the dream was vivid enough to depict Laila’s feelings, views, and plans, and how it appeared as if he was watching over like an angel in an aerial view of how the events unfolded. Is this what the biblical characters termed as visions?  Anyway, he had to do it as planned, but would forgo the coffee thing and head straight to the point. He chose another day, but it was too late; the chances of meeting her were slimmer, and he wouldn’t go knocking at her door for that. It’s rather insane, like what a simp would do, not a heartbreaker. He knew meeting her was not a coincidence; she made sure it was not coincidental but planned.  

Rick's Obsession with Meeting Laila and Ending it: Mission Impossible 

This specific night was peaceful; he didn’t have the same recurrent nightmares whereby situations led him to marry Laila, one of which he dreamt that they were the only ones left in the world and had to procreate for humankind's survival. In this dream, he still refused to marry her, arguing that the resulting grandchildren would be born with defects due to inbreeding. He concluded that, rather than enjoying the world as the only survivor, even though cloning was possible, their world would still be useless, as the same problem would emerge again.  

Rick’s science fiction dreams seemed real to him; it never occurred to him that they were impossible ideas in his era. He believed that nature placed him strategically to witness the great technological revolution in humankind, and he was a part of the discovery. He always believed that nature endowed mankind with weaknesses to lead them to innovations and discoveries; all humans’ necessities were intentional by nature to foster inventions. He reasoned that a perfect human with no weaknesses would be a boring creature. 

Anyway, he was ever rather uncomfortable that Laila was nowhere to be seen, something that would seem his dream but was awkward this time. Did she finally give up or what? Should he care where she disappeared to? Could she be in Nigeria forests like he saw in his dreams? Working with a juju man to use dark magic against him.  Why should he be concerned? Did he develop an affection, or was it bothering him that she had a new thing planned that would catch him by surprise? He never liked surprises; preparation was key to everything he did. He will always went extends of trying to predict a person based on what he knows about them. He knew he was overreacting, perhaps something bad had happened to her, and won’t be able to see her ever again. This thought gave him comfort for a reason he never understood. She was someone’s future wife, he couldn’t wish for a man to be a widower before they met their soulmate. 

It was only two days he didn’t see Laila, and on the second night to the third day, he dreamt that Laila was sick in her home and somehow, he volunteered to nurse her. This was one of the dreams that Rick managed to identify as fake in the middle of the night. He shouted, “What is the probability of me nursing sick Laila? “My dream engineers should be persecuted for these nuisance dreams.” 

He paused for a minute to confirm how absurd this had turned. He knew that something had to be done, perhaps a move to phase two of his plans. He had to come up with something that would reveal Laila’s hiding place, and he had just the perfect answer. He learnt from soap operas he was forced to watch as recommended by family members, to improve his social skills on the power of jealousy for loved ones.  

Rick’s fake girlfriend: An Unaware Cast in Blind Love 

Rick thought of several ways to send her away, even the worst included paying a lady to pretend to be his girlfriend and drive Laila away from her hiding and from him. Rick realized how Laila was a problem to be prioritized for solving, and paranoia was killing him; she was a type that hid and came back with crooked plans to win him.  

Ricky planned to walk on foot the whole path they shared with Laila to their respective homes, holding his rented girlfriend for at least a week, but this was a society where no girl would accept the concept of being rented. He had to find a way to catch and release with minimum damage. He approached a lady called Sheila whose workplace was far from his, and he made sure no one around knew her, which was easy since Sheila was new in town. 

Rick: Hi, my name is Rick. 

Sheila, I am Sheila. How may I help you? 

Rick, who said I'm a beggar? am here to offer an opportunity, but let’s talk about it over a cup of coffee 

Sheila; chuckles, mm! I’ve heard a lot about you, ‘the insensitive scientist,’ so asking me out is an opportunity for me. (She made a hardened face to show annoyance) 

Rick had a lot in his mind as replies especially the savage replies like ‘Why would you think so, your excess make-up makes you look like a joker in comic books or you a very skinny which will make you feel like the frame of my bed instead of a bed companion’ but not this time, this time it was different Rick didn’t say any of those statements that would pierce any human’s heart. He uncomfortably replied something he had never said. 

Rick:  I am sorry. Let’s start this afresh, shall we? 

Sheila: Yes, we should. 

Rick:  Hi, beauty, can I take you out for a coffee? (Rick knew that in his mind he was lying he had never told anyone that they were beautiful and in case asked he always asked, ‘as compared to who’ he will then use the parameters he believed every man used to judge a beauty like body figure, skin tone, and others, while for him these were not his parameters, his were unique including intelligence which was important to him. He never believed in the phrase that a woman’s job is beauty by appearance alone; if she were dumb, she could share the brains of her partner.) 

(Rick did this uncomfortably with a fake smile; Sheila did not notice this but mistook it as shyness or blushing.) 

Sheila: It’s alright, cutie, baby boy. I noticed you were blushing. I have never been approached by a beardless man before. My first date with a small man, (chuckles) so when do we do it?  

There were a lot of insults and falsehoods in that statement, although it was a yes, Rick could not comprehend what to reply. Should he stand by defending himself that he's not a little man, cutie, beardless, or a simple man, or was it too much to bear, he was dumbfounded. He never let a tease slide; he always beat back with the hyena biting force. 

Sheila: Oh! You are excited beyond words, you can’t speak (she touches one of his cheeks), don’t worry, I will text you the time, leave your number on my desk. 

Rick has never had anyone touch him on his cheek for years last time it was a slap by his grandfather. Those rough hands
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