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My First Pay Check
Story
by Matano Lipuka
I powder my round face and apply mascara to my beady eyes which are straining to see in the dim light of the lantern which is hanging on one side of the room. 
This must fit, I later think as I try to squeeze my thick thighs into the short Lycra skirt which had been handed down to me by my friend Wangari. 
At last!
I waddle about the room, trying to manoeuvre my way from the bed so that I don’t bump into the two stools which at times act as the tables and the chairs.

I warm the ‘ugali’ and ‘skuma wiki’ (kales) on the small stove which is placed on top of a round-topped table using the same ‘sufuria’ (aluminium vessel) to save time and also get to economise on the paraffin and I later settle down to eat.
I then set the now empty ‘sufuria’ next to the dirty pots and pans and cups lying lifeless on the earthen floor. They will be cleaned some other time. The roaches and the mice know that too and I can already see them peeping from under the bed and the cupboard, waiting for me to leave.

I cross Juja road and board a number 14 ‘matatu’ (mode of transport) and find an empty seat rightly opposite the door.
I can feel the tout’s gaze on my thighs as he asks, ‘Unaenda kutafuta soko nini?’ (Are you going to market yourself?) And I tug at my skirt, trying to pull it down and he mocks, ‘Si ulivaa mwenyewe.’ (You wore it yourself) And I decide to look out the window in an attempt to ignore him. He later makes his rounds and declines my money when I offer it as fare.
The skirt refrains my movements and I nearly fall as I alight along River road and the tout shouts, ‘sare hiyo kuro,’ (I didn’t charge that prostitute) behind me to an unseen person and the matatu drives off. 
It’s almost ten at night when I arrive at Koinange street. I take my position on the kerb at the front of some shopping malls, constantly wiggling like a happy duck in a pond, while pulling my skirt down and trying to adjust the angles of my toes. The borrowed, sharp-pointed, size five stilettos are massacring my feet.
It’s drizzling and I try to shield myself under the street lamp whose light looks like a cool orange spotlight against the darkness of the street beyond.

A registration-less white Mercedes approaches from round the bend and I move closer to the road. I can’t see its occupants due to its glaring light. It then slows down and stops right in front of me.

‘How much...’ a dark, grotesque-looking man asks while peering from under his broad-rimmed glasses.
‘L-L-Long term or short term…’ I stutter.

‘Move closer so that we can sample the goods.’ A deep voice from behind him says. I hadn’t noticed the second guy seated at the back seat. His round face looks familiar, as though I’ve seen it in the papers, might be a famous person, but that’s not my concern right now. I conclude as I move over to him and lean on the window and he has a feel of my boobs.
‘Oh, so big and round, like melons…’ he drawls as he squeezes them and I jump back. ‘Can I feel your wetness?’
Retreat Fast! A small voice from within me whispers and I step back and what follows is a barrage of insults from the car’s occupants and the car drives off then makes a stop at the next group of girls who, on seeing it, clamour up to it.

I now lean on the lamp post and take out a chewing gum from my purse and I put it in my mouth. A sista’s gotta have attitude gal. Wangare had said as she was teaching me the ropes to this business after she had mentioned something about me eating too much and never utilising my body to the maximum, in a nice way though. 
...and one has to chew hard. She had added while handing me the gum during her lessons. See, I have been secretly admiring her jet-set lifestyle; wearing expensive clothes and jewellery, being dropped and picked up in taxis and flashy cars, yet she is only 16, two years my senior so, why shouldn’t I try it? I had though then but I now say curse her. The pains coming with the job she hadn't explained. 
Curse this life too! I now say rather aloud as I miss the gum and I bite my tongue.

My whole body is shivering. I can feel goose bumps forming on my thighs and the hairs there standing on edge and I pull my skirt down. My teeth too seem to be in a permanent chew as they clatter against each other.
Damn. This is my first night out and I don’t have a client. Am I not beautiful as Wangare suggested? Aren’t my legs juicy enough as my class eight teacher suggested before I sat for my exams, which I failed after refusing his advances? Am I not a beautiful child of God as my late grandmother put it, saying that I resembled my late mother who had told me that I resembled my late father –only when I did something wrong? I blow out my gum and it bursts on my face. I can't even keep a bubble up. Damnit! I’m going home.  
I can sense the presence of a man towering behind me and I face him. He has this long, angular face and, with the exception of his mouth which has a cigarette butt in it, nothing else appears to move. 
His eyes are astonishingly small and deep set and I find it hard to have a direct line of sight into them.
‘Howrrr muchsh.’ He asks in accented speech.
‘S-s-short term or lon--’ I stop in mid sentence as I feel his tight grip on my wrists and he growls.

‘Norr questionz. We go… now…’ 
His grip still tight on my arms, he leads me away. This must be long term. I conclude. Oh, hell. It’s better than staying here in the cold.

 ‘A thousand bob…’ I mutter as he hails down a cab. Pressure increases on my wrist and I whimper.
We take the Uhuru highway and link up with State house road. I’ve never been to this part of town before and I’m dazzled by the houses which look like the castles I’m used to seeing on the video when I visit the tin walled movie theatres in my neighbourhood and my mouth forms a half-smile.
The cab comes to a halt. ‘KILETON FLATS’, the sign on the big, wrought iron gate reads. The security guard enquires and the man I am with gives him a plastic, numbered tag and we are let through.
He later hands out a wad of notes to the driver and I lick my glossed lips, imagining what I’ll do with my first pay check.
We enter his house and he moves swiftly across the green Moroccan rug and I head for the leathered couch. 
I resist an attempt to lie flat on it and catch a programme on the quiescent wall video screen –only I don’t know how to operate one. Now this is the life I want. I muse as I stretch myself, and then my eyes rove round the room and I begin to get uncomfortable. But why is he taking so long? 
I can hear his hurried footsteps now. I lower my eyes and blow on my gum and I twirl at my hair – to bring the innocence of my age, just like Wangare had pointed out while I was in one of her classes.
He comes and sits next to me and starts squeezing at my thighs. 
‘Uh… uh… Money first…’ I croon at him but he’s already on my silky, sleeveless blouse and I try to resist him. His grip on my hair now feels vice like and he tries to pin my head down.
I eventually succumb but my thighs are still clumped tightly together.
His face is now red and seems to be having trouble breathing and his claws are all over me and I let out a shrill scream.
He covers my mouth and I bite at it and a sharp pain soon courses through my cheeks straight to my toes and back up to the tip of my head after the onslaught of his rough palm.
He then fumbles with his belt, growling and grumbling, like a lion dragging its prey from a pack of hyenas.
‘Ooh… nooo…’ I scream out as I feel something thick and hard in girth pierce through my pants and into the inner cores of me.
I later feel a strange warm wetness within me as he lets out a growl, like a sated cat and rolls off me with a thud and I immediately run off to the furthest corner of the room.
The clock tics above me and I look at it. It’s reading two thirty a.m. and I now sit crouched like a hungry dog, wishing I was outside. At least there the pain was natural. 
Four a.m. and I’m discarded off like last week’s trash and a wad of notes fly towards me but I do not pick it up. 
Once outside, I ask for directions from the guard and decide to walk back. It’s better to get lost while walking than get lost while in a bus, I figure. In a bus you’ll never know the distance you travelled. 
Three hours later I approach Eastleigh estate and I now cross Juja road. I lower my head, trying to avoid the low roofs of the tin and box and wood houses which make up my estate and I jump over the small puddles of raw sewage and arrive at our small crib situated in the middle of Mathare valley. I open the door and walk towards the bed and I jump on it and it squeaks under my massive weight.
I place my hands underneath my head and stare at the smoke stained roof. The pain in my private parts is immense and I try to close my now watery eyes. Will this be the end of me or the beginning of my new line of work? I now squeeze at my stomach which is roaring of hunger and curl my legs like a newborn’s and I squeeze my eyes shut. I think I’ll just have to wait for Wangare to come in from Mombasa once the high season for tourists comes to a close, she might help, but until then, you won’t be seeing me roaming the streets soon. 
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