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"I just want this pain to go away, please!" 
were my scream and tears one night in a pool of blood after cutting myself and sniffing a heavy dose of tramadol in an attempt to end my life.
I woke up one morning only to find out I was marrying a man ten times older than me, and I had no say because my parent decided to use me as a debt consolidation. I was Fifteen, but physically, I was all plump and looked older.
It was a shock! I would be the fiftieth wife of this famous chief in my village. I Watched how my mum was crying bitterly and how my heartless father was dictating to the family as they prepared to sell me out to these people. I stood there, dressed up, watching everything silently with nothing to say. 
We arrived at the house, and it was a big celebration as the forty- Nine wives welcomed me. I was mute throughout, still in reality shock.
Despite countless struggles and shouts, I was raped, repeatedly screaming and crying for help, hoping for a miracle, but nothing happened. It continued for days, months, and years; I silently pleaded for death as the maltreatment was unbearable until I developed Anxiety and depression, which gave rise to my constant drug intake, and before I knew it, I started cutting myself. 
I almost took my life after cutting myself and sniffing a heavy dose of tramadol, but I was saved by the maid when she came to give me my food that night.
I was rushed to the hospital then the doctor demanded my parents from my so-called husband. He was initially adamant but later gave in and called my parents. That was the first day my family visited me after Four years of marriage to the chief.
My mum saw me and started weeping bitterly, seeing how lean and unkept I was, and my father, I could see pain and pity in his eyes that got me wondering, "Is my situation that worse?"
While others were out, I told my mum about my escape plan to Lagos. 
Surprisingly, She didn't argue or wait for the doctor to discharge me as she helped me escape successfully. That was the last time I heard from my mother as I wandered the streets of Lagos, searching for greener pastures.
After two years, I became a Big thrift shop owner. I am now successful and living my dream life in the peace and comfort I hoped for as I create a beautiful path for myself. It was a moment of rebirth and reinvention of my new life, and I thought I was burnt down to ashes without hope for survival, but little did I know I would rise again like a phoenix and fly higher. 
I want to see my mum so badly; I want to tell her about everything, but this has been bugging me daily with no answers.

