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“To run away
from trouble is cowardice…”

Aristotle.







Guilty as
Charged






IN PRISON
TWENTY YEARS, I got out
today. No one would have said it was a sentence too lenient or an
amnesty too early.

My mama
always said, a mother would kill for her kids. Should kill
for her kids.

One chilly morning, just
as I was entering from work, my anorexic, pathologically thin,
model-beautiful preteen daughter rushed to me naked,
crying.

What
she had been telling me all along,
and what I had been ignoring—because I trusted too much, leaving no
room for doubt—came hurtling back to me. My self-proclaimed
pathological liar-cum-womanizer-morphed-sexual-predator husband had
raped her—for the umpteenth time.

I checked my daughter’s
insides; she was wet.

My beloved, wretched
husband of thirteen years, whom I too had neglected due to my job
demands, emerged from our daughter’s room in a post-coital trance
not even caring to spare me the sight of his rumpled pyjamas. What
father preys of his daughter despite how immodest she
appears?

All my sensei-inculcated
tactics and many police-paid-hours in a Japanese dojo came
instinctively. A round-house pirouette got him by surprise. Before
he hit the ground, I had already put two bullets in his heart with
my service revolver.

It was a high profile
case with high-octane media frenzy. I was now part of statistics of
rising cases of police officers killing their spouses. The only
twist was that I did not end my life in the process of giving crime
reporters a field day.

‘Guilty as
Charged’ was my plea.

Twenty years I have lived
with hard, die-hard incorrigible criminals caged like an animal at
Lang’ata Women’s Maximum Security prison, people I had sworn to
hunt.

That love for my Sweet
Tracy has kept me alive in prison, but now I am out.

I would be glad to go
back there if someone ever laid a finger on my daughter.


Of Lovers and
Cheaters






“I DID WHAT
YOU WANTED,” she said, staring at him in the eye. “I was angry at
you for getting me pregnant, but I resented myself for letting it
happen. I wished you to go away, but I guess I couldn’t let
go.”

“Why do we
have to go through this again, Rita?” he asked her.

“Because we
were both responsible, and we both handled it badly.”

“Rita, I am
sorry about my reaction when I found out about it all. But that’s
behind us now, I hope.”

“Yes, it is,
but there is a problem,” she took an exasperated sigh, wiped a thin
film of sweat on her upper lip and continued. “I’m afraid I still
love you. Hell, I love you.”

“Rita, we
said we be friends. That’s what I can offer.”

“Yeah, I know
that, especially after you have had a romp in the sack for old
times’ sake.”

“This
shouldn’t have happened, and we both know it.”

“You are such
a selfish bastard, as you always were. It hurt like hell when I
terminated the pregnancy knowing that I had also lost you. ‘Where
do I go? What do I do?’ I asked myself.”

“You’re a big
girl, Rita; smart and intelligent. I am sure you will find a
way.”

“You don’t
seem to understand. It is LOVE, Steve. I’ve tried to move on, but I
couldn’t. You always come out of the blue and get to
me.”

“Please, I
didn’t want this.”

“I may be
that strong, miss independent, tough woman in public, but I am
still a woman, a girl, deep inside, vulnerable and in need of love.
Precisely said, I am plain weak, weak for you, Steve.”

“What makes
you think I am any stronger?”

“I don’t
know,” Rita replied plaintively.

“So, this is
what all this meeting was all about, isn’t it?”

“For jove’s
sake, I am a woman, in case you haven’t noticed, and I have
needs.”

“God, Rita.
Cessy is a woman too, and Jackie, and in case you haven’t realized,
I’m surrounded by women. So, I know what the lot of you look
like.”

“Steve, I
have tried to move on, a few guys, one-offs, and nightstands. None
of those men has given me a sense of permanence. God, you made me
feel like a woman, and that’s what I want. I can see you in my
room, in the tub; smell you as I do my hair. Cripes, I love you,
Steve.”

“I’ve a
family, Rita. A wife and a daughter I love very much.”

“What’s it
that Cecilia has I don’t have? Shapely legs, probably. Big tits,
obvious. Tighter squeeze, I doubt. From what I know of her, of
which I doubt you know, I wonder what I lack. Plus, I have brains
on top of her.”

Steve smirked. “That’s my
wife you are lambasting,” he said, hackles beginning to rise. “And
I love her so much. Will that do?”

“Yeah, and
that’s what you told me for three years.”

“Look, I
loved you, and I still do, in a different way. Cessy makes me feel
safe, she’s perfect for me.”

“And you are
perfect for me. You turned me to this fantasy girl I barely knew. I
love that girl. That’s what I want.”

Her eyes were drooling.
Wait a minute—do eyes drool? Well, Rita’s did.

She saw the look on his
face and she knew what was coming next. “See Steve, how weak I
am?”

He trembled, and a
tingling waltzed in his loins. “Please, we can stop this, when we
both can.”

“What now?
For old times’ sake, we’ve just had this truly ecstatic lovemaking
I crave. Can’t we have another round?”

“Nothing more
happens. This never happened.”

“But you just
cheated on this Cessy wife woman you so much love.” She saw a
frisson cross his face. “Don’t worry, I won’t rat on you, but I
want you, just a piece of you, on any reasonable terms. I won’t ask
for more, or demand you leave your Cessy. Heck, I’m too proud to
play second fiddle. That won’t suit me. But Steve, honest-to-God, I
love you.”

“What if I
don’t want to see you again? You know I am running for governor
this year.”

“Your loss,”
Rita said. “And I guess Cessy knowing of this is not on your
mind?”

“Cessy and I
have no secrets,” he told her.

“Then that’s
your problem. Go and empty your dirty little secret to her, and to
the priest, but you just cheated on your wife.”

“Don’t you
blackmail me, Rita.”

“Not in the
least, sweetie. If I were, you’d have already coughed a few
millions by now,” she said and gave him the wink.

She winked again and that
was all she needed to do. He pounced on her like a puma, climbed on
top of her and slid smoothly into her.


Most
Wanted


“HOW MUCH
DOES A JUDGE cost?” my father asked me.

“That
depends,” I said.

“Well, seems
like that’s all justice is about in this republic.”

“What are you
not telling me, Dad?”

He took a long sigh then
said, “We lost the case, John. We lost.”

“What? What
do you mean? No way!”

“Yes.
Apparently, there’s no evidence enough.”

I was about sobs.
“Everybody knew it. Everybody knows it. It was our land. It is our
land.” I almost shouted at Dad. “And we all know that it was him
who killed Grandpa. Why, Dad? Why?”

My father was his usual
cool. “John, son, I hate to tell you this, but it’s the truth. Life
ain’t fair, get used to it.”

I felt like I could kill
somebody. Hell, I could, and would, kill somebody.

“Thank God
you’re alive, John,” my father told me after a while. “World of
Richie Riches, they get their own breaks and everyone else’s
too.”

“Yeah, I get
it. The rich just get richer and the poor …”

“Whine like
you.”

That was ten years
ago.

And this is
now.

I have a bounty of over a
billion shillings on my head. I rob, with violence, and kill the
rich—government officials, media moguls, academics, church leaders,
bankers, police, judges, military gooks and all.

I am the MOST WANTED man
locally and internationally.

That’s the bad
thing.

The good thing is that I
do it for the
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