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Dedication

To God,
the ultimate Creator,
whose boundless imagination breathes life into all things—
thank You for the gift of creativity and the courage to share it.





















Humans suffer because they take seriously the things the gods intended for play.












PROLOGUE

The gods were restless.
They fashioned worlds the way storytellers spin tales at the end of a long evening — not out of necessity, but out of a need to be amused. Planets, stars, creatures: all of it stitched together with laughter and lazy brilliance, an endless experiment to pass the heavy hours. They set things in motion, watched life unfold, rewrote endings when they grew bored, and began again whenever the mood struck.
It was never meant to be serious.
But somewhere in the thick of their playing — in the weaving and unweaving of existence — a mistake happened.
Perhaps it was deliberate, perhaps it was the quiet rebellion of the Master Creator himself. No one could say for sure.
What is certain is that the mistake was made, and from it, everything changed.
Forever.
CHAPTER ONE
Alton-down 
Time did not tick in Alton the way it did everywhere else — at least, not in Alton-Up.
There, beneath skies brushed in eternal pastels and streets paved with shimmering quiet, the clock had long surrendered.
Buildings floated. Roads hummed like lullabies.
People walked without haste, their silk garments trailing behind them like smoke, their wrists gloriously bare — free of countdowns, free of the gnawing hunger for more.
But Alton-Down was a different country altogether.
Time was food. Time was breath. Time was the invisible blade that pressed against every throat.
In Alton-Down, the only question that mattered was: how much do you have left?
Soibi stood at the heart of Soukoja Market, gripping a modest bunch of plantains in one hand. On her wrist, embedded deep into her skin, her time blinked in angry red numbers: 14,515,122.
She had been minted only moments ago.
Today was her Death Day — or as the elders, with their cruel sense of poetry, called it, her Birth of Time.
The day every Alton-Downer turned twenty-one and the gods handed them a sentence: six months to live, if luck was kind.
Less, if not.
The watch fused into her wrist wasn’t a piece of jewelry. It was flesh and blood now. A living, breathing reminder of her mortality.
She closed her eyes and pressed her palm against the merchant’s hand.
The numbers tumbled backward.
12,600,504.
The price of plantain was steep this morning.
"Plantain is expensive," Soibi muttered, tucking the fruit into her threadbare sack. "In Alton-Down, everything is."
The market buzzed and pulsed around her — women in striped krukrubite wrappers haggled over bowls of dry grain, men lounged on overturned crates with darting eyes, their faces thin with desperation.
Under sagging canopies, illegal barter took place: time capsules swapped for handfuls of stale bread, minutes exchanged for a crumpled packet of antibiotics.
Nobody in Alton-Down lived past their twenties — unless they stole, or begged, or betrayed.
Soibi knew that.
She simply refused to accept it.
Tucking her head low, she slipped down a crooked alley into a dim shop that smelled of smoke and rust. Behind the cracked wooden counter sat a hulking merchant, his skin dark and glistening under the battered light of an old radio.
"I need a capsule," she said, steadying her voice. "Four days."
The merchant peered at her wrist; his face unreadable.
"New mint?" he asked.
Soibi nodded. "Ten minutes ago."
He clicked his tongue in pity. "You may not survive the week."
"Maybe," she said quietly, "but my brother might."
The trade was brutal. Eight days of her life for four to give away.
Without a word, she pressed her wrist against his. She watched — helpless, hollow — as the numbers drained from her. The merchant handed her a tiny capsule, glowing blue and dangerous.
Soibi slipped it into her pocket and ran.
Their one-room shack crouched at the end of a narrow alley, bowed under the weight of time.
Rust clawed its way across the walls, and the ceiling sagged in defeat.
Mieba sat by the broken window, his head bowed. A bruise bloomed across his left eye.
One glance at his wrist stole the breath from her lungs.
54 seconds.
"You had a day when I left," she said, kneeling beside him.
He didn’t look at her. His voice was bitter. "He came. Said he was owed at the Centre. Took what he needed."
Their father.
Of course.
Soibi swallowed her anger. She pressed the capsule into Mieba’s hand.
"You’re the only thing that matters," she whispered. "What’s the use of time if you're not alive to spend it?"
He hesitated — then swallowed it dry.
For a moment, nothing happened.
Then the numbers on his wrist surged upward — 345,652.
Just over four days.
Relief softened the hard lines of his face.
She pulled the plantain from her bag, managing a small, shaky smile.
"Let’s eat," she said. "I'll make onunu. Like Mum used to."
Mieba laughed, a sound raw with memories.
"You were a baby. You don’t even remember."
"I remember enough," she said.
She turned towards the battered cabinet in the corner, searching for palm oil.
The door crashed open before she could reach it.
Wind burst into the room, heavy and frantic.
And in the doorway stood Eyong — short, dark, eyes wild with terror.
"They’re coming," he gasped. "I stole from Dimkpa."
The world froze.
Soibi slammed the door shut, shoving a rusted drum in front of it.
Mieba struggled to his feet, fists clenched.
"You did what?" he said, voice hoarse.
Eyong lifted his wrist.
They both stared.
29,999,626.
Nearly a year of stolen time.
Soibi felt her knees weaken. "Oh gods, Eyong."
"They were killing them," he cried. "The women — the babies. Dimkpa’s mad. He's using zappers, draining mothers after birth, experimenting on the newborns, trying to destroy the countdown."
For one heartbeat, there was only silence.
Then — chaos.
Screams.
The thudding of boots.
The sharp hum of time zappers tearing through the air.
"They found us," Eyong whispered.
There was no choice.




CHAPTER TWO
Alton-down
They ran.
Out the back, over crumbling fences, across bridges slick with rot.
Through alleys slick with sewage and fear.
Mieba stumbled, but Soibi clutched his hand, pulled him onwards.
They barely made it past the edge of the market when the guards caught up.
Soibi landed hard in front of a zapper.
She saw the blue flash — heard Mieba cry out.
And then he was gone.
0.
Gone.
Her scream tore from somewhere deep and broken.
She lunged — but the guards reached her first.
Her countdown plummeted — 21,600.
Six hours left.
The world, once cruel, now became crueler still.
She had nothing left.
No family.
No future.
Only the Simulation.
The Virtual Simulation Centre loomed ahead, a forbidden tower of light and lies.
Inside, for the price of time, you could buy dreams: warmth, laughter, love.
Illusions.
Soibi looked down at her wrist.
Three hours.
"I’m going in," she said.
Eyong tried to stop her, but she was already walking.
If she could not change the world she was born into,
then at least she would die in a better one.
Into the Dream
The Virtual Simulation Centre loomed before Soibi, a cruel joke carved from glass and light. It pulsed with an impossible beauty, a lullaby of soft music and warm hues — colours too kind, too tender to belong in Alton-Down.
A line twisted along the entrance, thick with desperate bodies: men and women clinging to their last seconds, their last shreds of dignity, their last fragile hopes.
Soibi pushed through them.
A sharp elbow caught her in the ribs. She did not flinch.
Fingers clawed at her wrapper, trying to pull her back into the throng, but she kicked out, fueled by rage and grief and something more dangerous — a frantic hunger to feel anything other than sorrow.
Somewhere behind her, a man shouted. A woman screamed.
Soibi did not turn back.
She grabbed the hair of the woman in front of her and yanked her down, stepping over her fallen form without hesitation.
The glass doors shimmered ahead, tantalising, mocking. Above them, a blinking sign flickered:
AT FULL CAPACITY.
But the doors had not yet closed.
With one last surge of stubborn will, Soibi flung herself forward, slipping through the threshold just as the doors whispered shut behind her. She landed hard on her back, breathless, bruised — but inside.
A baton smacked her shin.
"No loitering," barked an officer behind a holographic mask.
Soibi scrambled to her feet, blinking against the artificial chill. The air inside was clean, cool, unnaturally still. The walls — enormous screens — looped endless scenes of a life she had never known: waterfalls spilling into endless pools, forests thick with flowers, wide, laughing marketplaces bathed in golden light – Alton Up
She slipped into line behind hollow-eyed strangers.
The man before her reeked of desperation. A woman sobbed openly near the counter; her forehead stamped with the VSC’s branding — a final humiliation.
Soibi moved forward.
"One hour per minute," the officer recited in a dead voice, not even looking at her.
She glanced at her wrist.
14,000 seconds.
"Three minutes, fifty seconds," she murmured.
The officer grabbed her hand with rough efficiency.
"No death policy," he said. "If you die inside the chamber, thirty minutes must be paid by your family."
Soibi barely heard him.
She saw, from the corner of her eye, officers dragging a body — limp, abandoned — across the polished floor.
Still, she nodded.
"Yes, sir."
Her digits rolled downward.
195 seconds remaining.
A small device buzzed against her forehead. A hot, burning sting where the stamp was seared into her skin.
Soibi barely noticed.
This was her goodbye.
A door labeled 713 slid open with a low hiss.
The Dream Chamber was small, sterile, pulsing with soft blue light. A narrow slab of a bed sat at its center, the only welcome offered.
She climbed onto it without hesitation.
A voice — smooth, faceless — echoed overhead.
"Your dream trip will begin momentarily. Lay back. Relax. Shut your eyes."
She obeyed.
A single tear slipped from the corner of her eye, vanishing into the leather below.
Then the scent arrived — thick and sweet, like burning flowers mixed with rain. A mist coiled around her, violet and green, sliding into her lungs. Her limbs softened. Her heart slowed.
And then—
She was gone.










CHAPTER THREE
Alton-up 
When she opened her eyes, she was standing inside a waterfall.
The roar of crashing water filled her ears. Mist curled in sunlit spirals around her face. The air was sharp with the scent of wet stone and living trees.
The sky above her was blue — real blue, the kind she had only ever seen in storybooks.
Her feet moved of their own accord.
She stepped forward — onto a rainbow.
It bent beneath her weight, sparkling with flecks of gold. She climbed it, laughing without meaning to, feeling lighter than she had ever felt in her life.
With a blink, the rainbow melted into a lush green garden.
Around her, the people of Alton-Up moved like dancers, their silk garments rippling in slow, graceful waves. A long table stretched across the lawn, laden with steaming plates: jollof rice, moi-moi, grilled fish, rich soups, and there —
onunu.
Her mother's onunu.
Tears flooded Soibi’s eyes.
And then she saw him.
Mieba.
Whole, unbruised, smiling the way he used to — before time became their enemy.
Standing beside him was their mother, Ibemfa — tall, elegant, radiant, her face lit with the softest kind of love.
"Mummy," Soibi whispered. "Mieba."
They turned.
They ran to her.
They pulled her into an embrace so fierce she thought her heart might break.
She clung to them, sobbing, breathing them in as if she could anchor herself to the dream.
"I’m sorry," she wept. "I should have protected you. I should have—"
"No, baby," Ibemfa whispered, cupping Soibi’s face in warm hands. "You did your best."
They led her down a path of light, to a craft that shimmered like a living dream.
It lifted into the sky, sailing over green forests, endless oceans, glittering cities made of gold and glass.
Soibi laughed until her throat ached.
Crafts could fly.
Forests could stretch forever.
There was more to life than counting down toward nothing.
They landed before a glass house suspended by silver rings. Inside, a party waited: balloons, cake, laughter.
Pictures played across the walls — glimpses of a life Soibi never lived. A garden. A real father who smiled without cruelty. A childhood filled with light instead of fear.
Slowly, her smile faltered.
"This isn’t my life," she said, her voice small.
"In here, it can be," Ibemfa said softly.
They moved toward the infinity pool. Water kissed the edge of the glass. The sunset painted gold across the waves.
And yet—
A tug in her belly.
A slow, sinking pull.
"No," Soibi whispered, clutching her sides.
The colours began to fade.
The sky dissolved into blackness.
"Please," she begged. "Just a little more time."
But the garden vanished.
The house crumbled into mist.
Ibemfa reached for her, sorrow written deep in her eyes.
"Come back to us."
"I don’t want to go!" Soibi screamed. "Please — don’t make me go!"
Mieba smiled, gentle, unbroken.
"We love you."
The ground vanished.
And Soibi fell, hurtling through an endless black void.
She screamed until there was no breath left.
Then —
light burst from within her, blinding, golden, spilling from her eyes, her skin, her heart.
And—
Gone.








CHAPTER FOUR
Lagos 
She awoke coughing, thrashing in cold, stinging water.
Salt burned her eyes. She kicked and flailed toward the surface.
Above, the sky — real and heavy — pressed down on her.
She broke through with a gasp.
A canoe bobbed nearby, paddled by a shirtless man whose skin was dark and cracked with sun.
"Wetin you dey do for there?! You wan kill yourself?!" he shouted in Yoruba.
She blinked at him, confused, disoriented.
He pulled her into the canoe, grumbling under his breath.
His wrist caught her eye —
bare.
No countdown.
"Na all of us go suffer for this Lagos together," he muttered. "You no fit die."
Lagos.
The word lodged in her heart like a dream half-remembered.
She clutched the side of the canoe, shivering.
She was not home.
She was not dead.
She was in a new world.
And time — for the first time — was hers to lose or keep.
Soibi sat in the canoe, drenched and shivering, clutching a borrowed wrapper that barely covered her trembling body.
The fisherman eyed her warily with every stroke of his paddle, muttering to himself in a mix of suspicion and superstition.
"Why you no wear cloth?" he asked, forcing a nervous chuckle that broke awkwardly against the water.
Soibi said nothing.
Her gaze drifted to her wrist, instinctively expecting the cruel red glow of the countdown.
But it was gone.
Smooth.
Clean.
As if her past — her whole existence — had been washed away.
Her voice was barely more than a breath. "Where... where did you say we are?"
The man paused mid-paddle. His eyes narrowed at her, and he shifted subtly away, as if distance might protect him.
"Na Lagos be this," he said, slow and suspicious. "Abeg, no be joke o. You no know say na Lagos you dey?"
Soibi's silence confirmed his worst fears.
He crossed himself quickly and muttered something about spirits.
"Aunty... you no be mami water, abi?"
She blinked at him, lost in the heavy fog of disbelief.
"Lagos," she whispered.
He paddled harder after that, as if eager to rid himself of her before whatever magic had carried her here decided to cling to him too.
By the time they reached the waterside, the sky had deepened into a rich, thick night.
The fisherman nudged the canoe toward the bank, muttering blessings and prayers under his breath.
He did not wait for thanks.
"Find ya way," he said, already paddling backwards into the darkness, leaving her alone beneath buzzing streetlamps that cast strange yellow halos onto the water.
Soibi stood there, uncertain, the city humming around her like a living thing.
Cars honked in the distance.
Laughter and music spilled from a lounge perched over the water’s edge.
Neon signs flickered and flashed in colours too loud for her eyes.
And everywhere — people.
Loud. Stylish. Unbothered.
She wandered toward a car park beside the lounge, barefoot, clutching her threadbare wrapper tighter around her shoulders. The vehicles gleamed under the overhead lights, sleek beasts sleeping in rows.
From inside the lounge, music pulsed — deep bass that vibrated through the ground, thudding against her bones. It was a sound she felt more than heard, wild and reckless.
She ducked behind a parked car, shrinking into herself.
Peering out, she watched them — these strangers who somehow looked like her, yet moved differently: freer, more vivid.
Their hair glittered under wigs and weaves, their laughter rang out like careless coins tossed into the air.
And none of them wore time counters.
Her breath hitched.
She looked down again at her own wrist.
Still bare.
A world without time.
She whispered the words to herself, not sure if they were a prayer or a curse.
For a moment, a fragile hope flickered inside her.
And then the back gate creaked open.
A short man, wearing shorts and a singlet, stumbled out, dancing to the beat of the music. He froze when he spotted her crouched by the car.
"Ah! Wetin you dey do for here?" he barked.
Soibi straightened instinctively. "Me?"
"You loss? I say, wetin you dey do here?"
"I..." she swallowed, voice catching in her throat. "I need clothes. I can give you my wrapper in exchange."
The man burst into laughter, slapping his thigh.
"This wrapper wey don suffer?" He shook his head and disappeared back inside.
Soibi exhaled slowly, disappointment heavy in her chest.
But moments later, the gate creaked again.
The man returned, carrying a worn t-shirt and a pair of loose boxers.
"You go manage this one," he said gruffly. "No be say I get plenty — na only three boxers I get. But make I help you."
Tears stung her eyes, blurring her vision.
"Thank you," she whispered.
"No thank me. Just wear am quick-quick before my Oga see you," he warned, glancing nervously back toward the lounge.
Soibi slipped behind a car and changed swiftly. The shirt and shorts hung awkwardly on her slender frame, but she didn’t care.
She felt clothed. Shielded.
When she stepped back out, the man eyed her bare feet with a frown.
"Even shoe you no get," he muttered.
She shook her head.
Without hesitation, he pulled off his slippers and held them out to her.
"E no good make fine girl like you dey waka for ground."
Soibi stared at him, stunned.
"You’re giving me—?"
He cut her off with a wave of his hand. "Just dey go."
She bowed low in thanks, her heart aching with gratitude.
But before she could turn away, he called after her, grinning.
"Ah-ah, you no go give me your number?"
She blinked at him, confused. "My number?"
"Your phone number nau."
"I... I don't have a number."
He frowned, suspicion sharpening his features.
"You dey form abi? Give me my slippers back."
Startled, she quickly slipped them off and stepped away.
"Go!" he barked. "Waka!"
Soibi walked away barefoot, her heart surprisingly light.
These people were nothing like Alton-Downers.
They were loud. Brash. Quick to anger.
But somehow — somehow — they were kind too, in ways she had never known.
She wandered on until the road widened into a glittering highway, stretched under billboards and scattered headlights.
Cars zipped past, faster than anything she had ever seen, their lights streaking across the dark like shooting stars.
And then she heard it.
Boom.
She looked up just in time to see fireworks bloom across the night sky — bursting into red and gold and electric blue.
She froze, her mouth falling open.
It was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.
This world was chaos.
It was noise.
It was colour and danger and life.
Soibi, dazzled by the shimmer of lights, did not notice when her feet carried her past the threshold and into the open path of oncoming headlights. It was the sharp, urgent blare of a car horn that snapped her back. She turned — just in time to see the car bearing down on her, fast and inevitable. In a panic, she leapt aside. Her foot caught on something unseen. She stumbled, fell hard, and the world folded itself into darkness.




CHAPTER FIVE
Alton-down 
The moon hung low and heavy over Alton Down, casting a sickly, bluish glow across the crumbling lab. Dust drifted in the cold air like the ashes of broken dreams.
Oreva dropped to his knees beside Chiazo’s lifeless body. His trembling fingers brushed her still-warm cheek, a whimper escaping his throat. His time, the invisible clock etched into his very existence, was running out. He could feel it draining with every heartbeat.
Behind him, the guards chuckled — a sound without any warmth, like dry leaves scraping across a gravestone.
"He wants to cry," sneered one of them, cracking his knuckles. "Like he didn’t sign her death warrant."
The Lead Guard swaggered forward, his boots crunching the dirt, and smashed his forehead into Oreva’s skull. Stars burst in Oreva’s vision as he crumpled to the ground, clutching his throbbing head.
"You were meant to lead Alton Down," the guard growled, spittle flying. "Instead, you sold your soul — and your daughter."
A boot thudded into Oreva’s ribs. Pain exploded through him. He coughed, tasting blood.
As darkness danced at the edge of his vision, Oreva caught a final glimpse of Chiazo’s wide, accusing eyes.
He had failed her.
And there would be no redemption.
Meanwhile, miles away, something monstrous was stirring.
At the VSC — once a symbol of hope, now a trembling tower of chaos — dozens of Reinforcement Officers encircled the building. They wore heavy armor, their faces hidden behind reflective visors, like ancient knights standing against an unseen dragon.
Between them loomed a monstrous cannon, thrumming with a low, sinister hum. It wasn’t built to kill people — not directly. It was a Time Zapper. A weapon that could rip seconds, minutes, even years straight from a living body.
The ground shuddered. Cracks zigzagged outward from the building, splintering the earth like a shattered mirror. Above, electricity licked the air, painting the sky violet.
Inside, Eyong snapped awake with a gasp.
The world swayed around him. Alarms blared somewhere in the distance. His head pounded; his mouth dry as sand.
He looked down at his hand — and froze.
His life clock, once nearly empty, now blinked furiously, overflowing with time.
Hundreds. Thousands of seconds.
Eyong stumbled to his feet, laughter bubbling in his throat. He was alive. More than alive — he was overflowing.
But the building was collapsing around him, walls groaning and shuddering like dying beasts.
"If I can just reach it again," he thought wildly, staring at the sparking control panel near the entrance, "I can get even more."
He took a step.
A massive screen tore free from the ceiling and slammed into the floor in front of him, sending a blast of debris into the air.
Coughing, Eyong stumbled back.
No. No time. He needed to survive first.
Teeth gritted, heart hammering, Eyong plunged into the smoking, trembling depths of the VSC, desperate for a way out.


CHAPTER SIX
Lagos 
The night pulsed with danger.
In a battered sedan parked under a dying streetlamp, Chidi and Temi sat in stunned silence, staring at the unconscious girl sprawled in front of them.
She looked... wrong. Not just injured — alien. Her hair was a tangled mess, her clothes rumpled and odd. Barefoot, wearing boxers and a man's oversized T-shirt, she looked like someone who had tumbled through time and space and landed gracelessly in Lagos.
"Bro... is she wearing boxers?" Temi croaked, recoiling slightly.
Chidi leaned closer, frowning. "Forget the outfit, she’s breathing."
"That’s comforting," Temi muttered, folding his arms. "Maybe she’s a time thief. Or a ghost."
"Shut up," Chidi said. He opened the door and knelt beside her, checking her pulse. Steady. Fragile.
"We have to get her to a hospital," Chidi decided, lifting her carefully. She was lighter than he expected — almost insubstantial, like a breath of wind.
Temi groaned loudly. "This is it. This is how we die. First date with Death."
Ignoring him, Chidi slid the girl into the backseat.
As the car roared to life, Temi dramatically posted a story on his socials — a glowing, glittering party he was missing because of this "humanitarian nightmare."
Soibi’s eyes snapped open.
Panic flooded her veins. She sat up too fast, gasping.
Two strangers stared at her — a boy with kind eyes, and another with a permanent scowl.
"Who are you?!" she cried, pressing against the door.
Chidi raised his hands. "Relax. I’m Chidi. That’s Temi. You ran into our car. We’re taking you to the hospital."
Temi muttered under his breath about ‘mad women’ and ‘bad luck’ but didn’t argue.
Soibi’s heart thudded in her ears. Her mind spun in circles.
"Hospital?" she echoed, unfamiliar with the word.
The hospital smelled sharp and sterile. Machines beeped. Posters of human organs stared down at her with cheerful menace.
She marveled at the equipment. They built entire temples for healing. In her world, people clung to life by seconds, begging for time.
The doctor declared her fine — just a mild concussion — and handed her pills like they were nothing.
Back outside, under the humming streetlights, Chidi hesitated.
"If you have nowhere to go," he said, cheeks red, "we have a spare room."
Temi's eyes bugged out. "Bro. BRO."
Chidi ignored him.
Soibi stared at Chidi like he had sprouted wings. Kindness... real kindness... was rarer than gold in her world.
"I accept," she whispered.












CHAPTER SEVEN
Alton-down 
Meanwhile, back in Alton Down, Oreva’s fate twisted once more.
Two of the guards — the ones who had jeered at him — crumpled like marionettes with cut strings. Dead before they hit the ground.
Oreva barely had time to blink before a new figure emerged from the shadows — towering, wild-haired, with a beard so tangled it looked alive.
Doctor Dimkpa.
The guards' fearless leader — and the most dangerous man Oreva had ever known.
Dimkpa’s dark eyes burned into the surviving guard, who quivered visibly.
"You should know by now," Dimkpa said in a voice like cracking ice, "I see everything."
The Lead Guard babbled an excuse, but Dimkpa silenced him with a glance — and with a flick of his wrist, produced a gleaming syringe.
The silver liquid inside writhed hungrily.
"No," the Lead Guard gasped. "Please—"
The syringe sank into his neck.
He screamed. His veins lit up like molten rivers. His skin shriveled. His body collapsed into ash and horror.
Oreva wanted to vomit.
Instead, he stared in paralyzed awe as Dimkpa turned to him, smiling.
"You remind me of myself," Dimkpa whispered. "Survival at any cost."
Two pills dropped into Oreva’s trembling hand.
Five seconds left.
He swallowed them.
Time exploded back into his veins like fireworks.
And Dimkpa laughed — a terrible, triumphant sound.
















CHAPTER EIGHT
Lagos 
Inside the bustling eatery, Soibi felt like she had stepped into a dream.
The air was thick with the smell of spices — jollof rice, fried meat, sweet baked goods. Glass cases glittered with treasure troves of food.
She pressed her hands against the cool glass, wide-eyed.
"So much," she thought. "So much, just sitting here, waiting."
Back home, food was rationed by time itself. Here, it flowed like rivers.
Chidi bought her a plate — towering, steaming, rich with color. She devoured it, every bite an explosion of flavor she could barely comprehend.
She watched a man at the counter swipe a glowing card through a machine.
"Their time must be inside those machines," she thought, fascinated. "They trade it for food."
Afterward, when Chidi offered her money — crisp paper notes — she took it carefully, wondering what strange magic it represented.
She had no memory of her past. Only flashes. Darkness. Hunger. Cold.
Now, these strange boys were offering her warmth and a second chance.
Was this the legendary "land of milk and honey" the old ones whispered about?
If it was, she was determined to survive it.
Soibi stepped timidly across the threshold, her bare feet sinking into the thick, plush rug. She pressed her palm against the cool, unyielding wall, marveling at its strength.
"It is... so firm," she whispered, her voice full of awe.
Temi scoffed loudly and disappeared down the hallway. Chidi, still holding the door open, offered her a small, patient smile — one touched with pity.
Soibi didn’t notice. Her gaze drifted across the living room: the huge, glowing rectangle on the wall (a television), the sleek sofas, the shimmering lights hanging from the ceiling like captured stars. And there — in the corner — a tiny silver machine blowing cool air.
"Welcome to our humble abode," Chidi said lightly.
Soibi spun, startled. She tried to process all of it — the lights, the strange, humming machines, the absence of visible clocks. Where was the timer that measured their lives?
"I just realized," Chidi said, rubbing the back of his neck, "I don’t even know your name."
"Soibi," she said, voice firm and musical.
Chidi smiled. "Beautiful name."
She returned the smile — hesitant but real — and followed him through a corridor painted in colors she had no words for.
The guest room was simple: a bed piled high with Temi’s clothes, a humming machine on the wall, and a small window where the sunlight fought its way through gauzy curtains.
Laughing, Chidi cleared the clothes, muttering something about Temi using the room as a closet. Soibi stood quietly, absorbing everything.
"The bathroom is through there," Chidi added, pointing.
When he left, Soibi sat gingerly on the bed.
Her fingers traced the seams of the mattress.
A world not ruled by time.
For the first time in her life, she didn’t feel seconds dripping away.
She didn’t know whether to be afraid — or to dare to dream.
Meanwhile, in the buzzing heart of Lagos, Temi had his own revelations.
He wove through the crowd outside a sprawling party venue, nodding at familiar faces, catching scraps of breathless conversation about the party’s drama.
"I’m finished," he muttered, yanking out his phone and checking the event stories. He had missed everything.
Then, salvation appeared in the form of Kamsi — glittering shoes, lip gloss, and all.
"Kamsi!" Temi called.
Kamsi turned, sizing him up like a badly dressed appetizer.
"Wow," Kamsi said. "Talk about fashionably late."
Temi launched into a breathless explanation — the girl, the accident, the mystery.
Instead of scolding him, Kamsi’s eyes lit up.
"You're a lucky bastard," Kamsi said gleefully. "People fake stuff like this to trend. You just had it fall in your lap."
Temi blinked.
"Think, bro. A sad story? Stray girl? No memory? The internet will EAT this up!"
Temi’s mind raced. Kamsi leaned in, whispering like a devil on his shoulder.
"Post a missing person video. Tearjerker captions. Hundred thousand retweets easy."
Temi’s heart hammered. Fame — real fame — danced within reach.
He barely heard Kamsi say, "You’re welcome!" as he strutted away.
Temi’s brain whirred with possibilities.
Meanwhile, back at the apartment, Soibi slept for the first time in what felt like forever — not clutching stolen seconds, not bargaining for breath.
Just sleeping.
And dreaming of bringing her people here, to this strange, beautiful world.
CHAPTER NINE
Lagos 
Chidi lounged lazily on the sofa, half-watching television, while Temi paced like a trapped animal.
"Why is she still asleep?" Temi hissed. "It’s ELEVEN."
Chidi rolled his eyes. "Because she was EXHAUSTED?"
Temi’s imagination spiraled. "What if she’s... you know. Dead?"
Before Chidi could respond, the bedroom door creaked open.
Soibi appeared, blinking sleepily in the sunlight, her hair a tangled halo.
Both boys sat up, instantly alert.
"How are you feeling?" Chidi asked.
"I think I overslept," she said softly, looking guilty.
"Totally understandable," Chidi said. "Let’s get you some clean clothes."
Temi, unable to contain himself, blurted out, "Did you come from one of the western states?"
Soibi frowned, confused. Chidi shot Temi a glare.
"Let her breathe, man."
Retreating gratefully, Soibi accepted the bundle Chidi handed her — a towel, joggers, a T-shirt, soap, and... a strange stick.
She stared at it.
"This is... for the skin?"
Chidi chuckled. "Toothbrush."
Embarrassed, she nodded and fled back into the guest room.
At the window, Soibi gazed at the blazing sun.
What is that? she wondered, her mind swirling with strange new sensations. Is this what freedom feels like?
Meanwhile, Temi and Chidi plotted in the kitchen.
Temi was practically vibrating with excitement. "Bro, she didn’t even know what a toothbrush was!"
"You're awful," Chidi muttered.
But secretly, even he couldn't deny it — there was something... otherworldly about her.













CHAPTER TEN
Alton-down
In another corner of the city, chaos was brewing.
Eyong, battered and bleeding, stumbled through the ashes of the VSC. Covered in soot, his time hidden beneath a ragged cloth, he ducked into an inn, desperate for shelter.
He didn’t see the betrayal coming.
The woman behind the counter smiled sweetly — and then cracked a stick across his skull.
Meanwhile, in the hidden shadows of Alton Down, Doctor Dimkpa's mad experiments had reached their final, dangerous phase.
In his underground lab, filled with humming machines and swirling vats of liquid light, Dimkpa stood before a massive contraption — a terrible, beautiful thing.
His crowning achievement.
Inside it swirled pure energy — luminous silver, alive and writhing.
At his command, Oreva — broken but obedient — was strapped into a chair, a mask clamped over his face.
"Today," Dimkpa whispered, "you witness history."
He pressed a button.
Silver light screamed into Oreva’s body, filling his veins with a burning, living fire.
Oreva jerked and convulsed, his scream echoing through the lab.
Dimkpa watched with the detached curiosity of a scientist watching an insect burn.







CHAPTER ELEVEN
Lagos 
The morning dragged on.Temi filmed the carefully staged "missing girl" video, flooding it with fake pity and heartfelt pleas. Soibi sat stiffly in the living room, answering their questions in soft, clipped sentences.
"My name is Soibi."
"I don’t remember where I'm from."
"I woke up near the road."
Temi edited feverishly, already dreaming of viral fame. Chidi watched him with a mix of disgust and resignation.
"You're going to get us killed," Chidi muttered.
Temi just grinned.
But the hours dragged on.
The post barely scraped a hundred views.
Frustrated, Temi threw his phone onto the bed — then panicked and scrambled to check if it was broken.
Meanwhile, Soibi wandered into the living room, drawn to the music videos on the television. She watched the dancers with shining eyes.
"What is that sound?" she whispered.
Chidi smiled sideways at her. "Music."
Soibi repeated the word like a prayer.
Temi’s phone buzzed frantically.
A comment.
Then another.
And another.
"Is that not Seinde the actress?"
Temi froze.
As he opened Seinde’s Instagram page, his heart dropped into his stomach.
There she was — glamorous, famous, adored — the exact image of Soibi.
Same face.
Same eyes.
Same girl.
He crashed into the living room, waving his phone wildly.
"Bro! We’re about to be the biggest story in Nigeria!"
Chidi stared at the screen.
It couldn’t be.
Seinde — Nollywood’s rising star.
But why didn’t Soibi recognize herself?
Before they could process it, Soibi walked into the room.
The sunlight framed her like a painting.
And the mystery deepened.
Far away, in a pristine, perfect city called Alton-Up, a giant clock chimed.
GONG.
The hand of time moved.
And somewhere in the world, destiny shifted forever.















CHAPTER TWELVE
Alton-up 
High above the clouds, in a palace of silver and silence, the council of Alton Up gathered.
The chamber was vast — a hollowed-out cathedral of marble and light, with windows that stared into endless sky. The thirteen rulers sat around a massive round table, each hidden beneath billowing white robes, faces lost in shadow.
Their voices were grave.
"We, the Thirteen, gather because the extraordinary has occurred," intoned the lead elder.
A ripple of unease passed through the chamber.
"For generations, my family spoke of this prophecy," said another, his voice a cracked whisper. "We knew it could come. Yet we stand here... unprepared."
Outside the great windows, the clouds twisted in ominous shapes.
Another elder leaned forward. "The people are afraid. They demand answers."
Murmurs broke out — fear, anger, despair.
Then a bolder voice cut through. "Desperate times call for desperate measures."
The room went still.
"You cannot mean—" another gasped.
"We must enter the Sanctum," said the bold elder, "or we bid farewell to the world we know."
A silence thicker than stone descended.
Across the city, far below their ivory tower, the perfect order of Alton Up trembled for the first time in a thousand years.




CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Lagos 
Meanwhile, down in Lagos, chaos of a different sort brewed.
In the cozy, cluttered apartment of Temi and Chidi, Soibi stared at a glowing rectangle in Temi’s hands — a phone.
On it, a picture.
A face.
Her face.
An actress named Seinde.
Her jaw dropped.
"I… I don’t understand," she whispered.
Temi grinned triumphantly. "You’re famous!"
Chidi glared at him. "Temi, she's clearly been through something horrible. Maybe don't act like she won a lottery."
But Soibi barely heard them.
Inside her mind, reality was cracking apart.
In another part of town, in a sprawling, luxurious house, Seinde — the real Seinde — paced her room like a caged lion.
She gritted her teeth, smacked her mouth like she was chewing gum, and tried to memorize her lines.
"But Chief, you promised—" she muttered, forgetting the words halfway through and flinging the script across the room.
Her phone buzzed frantically. With an annoyed sigh, she answered.
"What do you mean, 'Am I okay'?" she snapped at her manager, Oz.
"You haven’t been online today?" Oz said urgently.
"I’ve been trying to memorize this stupid script!"
"There are videos," Oz said. "Videos of you... not remembering who you are."
Seinde hung up, scoffing.
Nonsense.
But when she unlocked her phone, the truth smacked her across the face — thousands of messages, tags, videos.
Someone — someone who looked exactly like her — claiming to have no memory, no home.
"Oh my God," she whispered, sinking into the bed.
Her mind raced. A plot by the movie company? A cheap marketing trick? Or something more sinister?
"Whatever this is," she muttered, pacing now, heart hammering, "I’m not letting anyone steal my spotlight."
Back at Temi and Chidi’s flat, Temi was in business mode.
He paced the living room, Bluetooth earphones jammed in his ears, making deals, laughing, demanding ridiculous fees for "exclusive interviews."
Chidi dragged him into the bedroom, furious.
"She can HEAR you," he hissed.
Temi blinked innocently. "So?"
"You’re treating her like a cash cow! She needs help, not exploitation!"
Temi shrugged, unbothered. "Money solves problems. I’ll even give her a cut."
Chidi groaned, rubbing his temples. "Who made you her manager?"
In her room, Soibi paced too, wringing her hands.
Could she really be this actress? Could someone have stolen her memories, her identity? Was this all a giant trick?
She sat heavily on the bed.
"I have to know," she whispered.
Later, when Temi humbly pitched his "opportunity" to her, Soibi listened carefully.
"I’ll do it," she said.
Temi punched the air, whooping.
"But," Soibi added sharply, "I want something first."
Temi froze.
"I want to meet her," Soibi said, eyes shining with determination. "The girl who looks like me."
Temi swallowed. "Sure... we can arrange that."











CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Lagos 
That evening, Lagos buzzed with glamour and excitement — Seinde’s movie premiere was the event of the year.
In a flurry of hair appointments, pedicures, and eyebrow plucking, Soibi was transformed. Long, elegant braids cascaded down her back, her nails shone with fresh polish, and a simple sundress clung to her now-radiant form.
Chidi could barely look at her without blushing.
"You look... beautiful," he said softly.
Soibi smiled, shy and unsure.
In a sleek car parked outside a hotel, Temi explained the plan.
"We're going to crash Seinde’s party," he grinned.
Chidi frowned. "And then what? She just... hugs her long-lost twin?"
Temi shrugged. "Best case? A viral fight. Internet loves drama."
Inside the hotel, Seinde adjusted her earrings, makeup flawless, dress shimmering. Her manager, Oz, hovered nearby, live-streaming every moment for the adoring masses.
But as Seinde smiled for the camera, a comment caught her eye:
"Shame on you for abandoning your sister."
Her smile cracked.
Seething, she forced a grin and blew a kiss at the camera.
Meanwhile, Soibi, Temi, and Chidi crept through the hotel corridors, hearts pounding.
They found the room.
Temi knocked once — then pushed open the door.
Seinde, back turned, didn’t even glance up.
"About time," she snapped. "Help me zip this dress. We’re late!"
She turned.
And froze.
Soibi stood in the doorway, eyes wide.
The two girls locked gazes — and the world exploded.
A blast of invisible energy knocked them both off their feet.
The lights shattered.
The entire hotel — no, the entire city — went dark.
And across Alton Up, the great clock froze.
The two worlds had collided.
And nothing would ever be the same again.



















