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N, Kenya

“Listen to me, Matthew, since I don’t wonna repeat all again. HayDe will be fine. Their task goes great we are about to snack it low.”

“You can’t slumber and you become worn...I mean, I haven’t seen you relax in like what, seven decades? Has been so fucking long like a-gothic-lengthy-soo long-.”

“Well, I guess is why you at the front galore and not me dear, right?”

“Ursula makes approval which Sloyan rarely approves the signs.”

“Every-.”

“Neons’ referral has been pushed forward-.”

“To when?”

“Twenty-one-o-one shithead, ofcourse next week. See? You was not following. What’s happening nowadays feels similar as a stampede on Waiyaki Way. Maybe Victorine you can take another ‘lift out of their hooks’.”

“Nope I won’t...would love to be succeeding.”

“Have never understood Seven-Seven-Seven’s tortures plus contempt on innocent humans - making ‘em be always a source of embarrassment while favoring others, later glorifying Thaeself with ‘em when too late. That’s being a psycho. Owkays then, success, do that for You, please, a kind plea.”

Victoriana chuckled softly with some subtle mockeries. “Did you just say I do it for you? Wait, for you?...

. . .

THREE SECONDS LATER

...I’m sorry,” she chuckled in more mockery, “who do you assume you are calling me shithead? You got one job thus you Jaaza-size, hold press briefings, afterward you bring that army the fuckers neabow-.”

“Indeed.” LeeNoise interjected laughing, “You’re only a mouthpiece, not a ‘face’, so just ‘grab your shit’ and shut the fuck up.”

“ ‘You cannot sell health if you don’t look healthy’.”

Victoriana sighed and whispered to herself “if you tell me what to do with my enterprise Matthew another time I’ll fire you.” She frowned at him. “Cute, I got hands selected, each penning of my inc...every single aspect – including you fuckface, there-.”

“Hey now?” He sneered mildly at her.

“Lemme say it once-and-for-all. Probably we might have met in Eighty-Seven but I ran my ‘franchise’ from N all the way to New Zealand and I don’t give a fuck about Sean. He can do whatever the hell he wants with you as your fucking new secretary! Nonsense! Get back to my bill!”

“You tryna hurt me Victorine?”

“Owh dear, you were optimized...head-hunted, you thought being employed was an accident like the one,” she pointed to the streets over the window, “we saw yesterday on that freaking highway?” She sat near Perpetua and LeeNoise then tapped open her white iPhone. “I think we still have the files you made. You had been soo fucking eager though never forget I can easily replace you. Don’t make me ‘throw you off’!”

“Damn, there’s no VicKWear without me...without me, it ain’t a lifestyle brand how we have been. Honestly sweerie, without me, it’s just a cosky-cost greyish-ass cloth line-.”

“Fuck you!!” Victoriana’s tempers rose. “Don’t stand there and look all-pained!! Couldn’t have expected I knew what you’re up to behind my back?!! I ain’t the dummy!! I have flashed you sabotaging me in many of your morning sneaks-outs moron!!”

“Eazy Vicks,” LeeNoise tapped her on the right shoulder, “chill-.”

“I can’t with this stupid-ass douche here, I’ll have to see Amelynah!!”

“That nice police chiefess from-?”

“Daaah, who else?” Jacquez scythed.

“Perpetua how old were you when you met the old man?”

LeeNoise giggled. “Maybe five humming on a plate with where-is-the-lenses.”

“Wait...what? Ha-ha-haa.”

“Yeah,” Perpetua gazed at LeeNoise, “like if you was me you fuck.”

“Owkay-alright.” Sloyan shrugged mildly and smiled. “Would need a timeout. I’ll be back from eleven.”

ON-GOING DAYS

“Yoh, manze, ndio wale masanse wanacome.”

“What you saying?”

“Just Kenya’s trash slang language Sheng which will never get international recognition as the cool Swahili of Tanzania. He’s saying cops are coming.”

“Oh, come,” Jessica pinned locations on Google map, “I get somehow. Anyways, next road trip is El-d...you told me El-d is Eldoret, right?”

“Aah-hah.”

“Then we trans-night the sherehe to something like Endarasha, later finalizing at Eldama Ravine – makes a complete tripple-E.”

“I love this R-V, till twenty-twenty-six never saw one around Kenya, even in Runda, Karen, nor Sports Club.”

“Where is Sports Club?”

“The one I know is in Murang’a Town.” Nebraska looked at Purity. “Kuko na Sportii ingine kweli?”

“Enda uulize huyo poko wako. Unadhani sijui ngoso like sijaget wat unasema? Nitacome na nganya za Ngong’. Kutoka Kilelee hadi Tao nikipitia area za Museum ni salasa tuu.”

A lady leaning on the RV sighed. “Uongo Sheraa, nikama hujui Tao. By-the-way ulikuwanga studee wa campoo gani? Sii uko bado na beshte U-O-N, ama? Hiyo lane ya Central-.”

“Ebu bana cheza chini,” another zipping her backpack smiled, “makarao hapo wata-.”

“Aah, wee kwenda...kutense-tense kaa maa’fucker, Jacqii ako na odijo anaweza tusort ata tukipatwa tukirombosa - like ni dem mishoni sana kaa shit, mat atacome nayo I fucking promise haitashikwa. Tunaweza ‘wahepa’ kidogo-kidogo watuone tuko idhaa ata wakitunasa – kwanza hao masilent detectives wa D-C-I na venye wanakuwanga wahot.”

“Bana joo, ebu mshow.”

“Can they speak in a language I’ll understand?”

“Don’t mind ‘em.” Nebraska held Jessica’s right shoulder and motioned her to a bench. “Maybe you would like to visit Murang’a’s Sports Club.”

“Sure, ofcourse. Why not? I would reeeeally love to.”

“Gonna take you.”

“Aaawwww-.”

“Hey?” An officer patrolling about tapped the RV. “Any you packers doing in this cheque?”

Jessica raised a perplexed eyebrow. “Excuse me? Watch it or I sue you to relevant authority.”

“ ‘Make ice-cream’ with ‘peanut butter in juice’ for those ‘two-for-two two hours nengo’, as long as someone touches cones, sweet licks gonna be a tasty closed-up tightness. Should I really have to say infront of them? You know what I ‘relex.’ ” The police officer walked to the porch door of the Rolls-Royce RV.

“Damn you. What do you think you want to do?” Nebraska quickly closed the door on his iPhone.

“You can let him enter.” Jessica secretly activated censors to the dash with a key beep and whispered to Nebraska “C-C-T-V is on.”

Nebraska opened the door. “We ain’t hiding something incase is what you suspect. It’s procedure.”

“Even I was procedure. I’ll have to doubt that.”

“If that’s how you are in your lines of work then I fucking doubt you too.” 

“Show us your badge I show you my driving license.” Jessica headed towards the transgender officer. “What goes fastest, badge or the walkie-talkie?”

“Ain’t here for your license...though I’ll check it out, is where you got this machine I’m here for.”

“You want us to play that ‘flair’ game now?”

“Iko nini, tuonyeshe department yako wewe.”

“Courage, not now.” Nebraska smiled - pleased. “We fucking have this under control. So, officer, where she purchased her house. Just who the heck do you think you are?”
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“You’re home early, didn’t expect you this hour.” Lafourcade greeted his mum at the door.

“What about a palm-shake maybe?”

He smiled and they shook hands.

“Your day’ve been good?”

“Normal like minutes of an hour. You good too?”

“Not with a tone my son has.”

“I’m finest...just that cloudy skies psyche me low.”

“Rain will come and pass.”

“Sorry,” he paved way, “you can enter.”

“Thanks dear.”

He closed the Pine-braided door then walked to the kitchen. “Some morons sprayed water.”

“Where?” Police chiefess Amelynah laid her white briefcase on a sofa.

“At me when I was painting maa.”

“Painting what?”

“The gate.”

“Which gate sonny?” She walked to him. “Feel open with me. Who are these morons?”

“Gonna tell you after I’m done with the dishes. Food is dessert first, wonna cook now.”

“Brought something for you and SynopSeas, here,” she laid a shopping bag inscribe Carrefour on the kitchen’s island table, “your fav.” She placed another one inscribed OceanTyyms. “And your siz’s favourite. Where is she?”

“I really appreciate. Hoping she gonna love too. Haven’t seen her since yesterday morning.”

“Wait, what? Why don’t you guys...I mean, you’re two mine, what’s going on? Love-lost or something?”

“You know how she usually is. Reserved personality can be quite something, not to forget how temperamental she can be sometimes...her icing-out is now a glacier.”

“Has she gone for a walk? Is she around??”

“Do such brands circulate about often?”

“If the companies, definitely yeah, if it’s your siz, lemme go check on her. I trust your cooking, gonna be yummy. Take your time and sweet sizzy gonna cook for us tonight. Deal?”

“Actually she cooked yester-night.”

“So you met.”

“Nope, I found aroma laid on the table.”

“Yummy like each time?”

“I feel she ain’t okay maa. This time she kiiiinda didn’t.”

“Sonny, talk to me. She has shared with you?”

“How about you maybe try talking to her. I really do miss my sweet sizzy.”

“I’ll do it for you...for us.” Mamaa ensured with a more motherly affection. “I promise.”

“Thank you.”

“Anytime sonny.” She pecked him on the left cheek and headed for her daughter’s recess room on the attic.

Upon arriving, she knocked at the door twice but there was no answer. Again twice, no answer. Thrice, still no response.

“Sweerie, it’s mum. I’m back.” ... “Sweeeerie?” ... “Sweetest girl, I have missed you. Please open.” ... “Sweerie-sweeeeeriiie?” ... “I brought your favourite dress.” ... “Please sweetheart, it’s muuuum.” Her intense concern escalated. “Can we talk, like woman-to-woman talk? If you won’t mind?” ... ( -“I guess I’ll have to open the door.”- ) “Honey, please don’t make me use spare key, I don’t like infringing your privacy.” ... “Sweetheaaaaart, open the door please.” ... “I guess it’s now time. I’m really sorry I had to do this.” She selected a key from the net reservoir beside a censor and unlocked the door, but to her worst shock ever, she saw SynopSeas Yvette lying on a bean seat with moist foam beginning to come out of her mouth. “Oh-my-God!” She quickly walked to her. “Sweerie, sweerie,” she tried to shake her awake, “don’t do this. I’m here, I’m here.” She saw an opened medical sachet of ‘hard’ pills and a long note next to her. She gasped – tears rolling down her cheeks. “Sweetheart, please wake up.” She held










































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
| “Awesome.” —Cassie Ventura

{ “Even with another r?seudonym,
some will know it’s him ‘cause of
his affection.”

T —Shania Twain

1.4
cage

camuﬂage _,
r.m. jei kei





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
DRAFT&DIGITALa





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





