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PROLOGUE
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I am the Angel of Death. I don't fancy killing. No but sometimes it's necessary to clean up your closet. In Hinduism, it's believed for a new world to sprout, the old one needs to be destroyed. I am not entirely coming to destroy the world because that's a seemingly difficult task- all I want is to fix a few individuals. Straighten their paths if you may and make this world a better place.

They do call me the angel of death following some misunderstood story that has been told and retold for a little over two decades. I am here to prove to you that they were wrong about me. 
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CHAPTER 1
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XAVIER

I made a quick stop at Quickmart to get some refreshments. This was after the fact that I had been driving for the last six hours and my back was beginning to bail on me. My shoulders fell in exhaustion when I finally killed the engine of this rusty old Toyota. I mean the car was still usable. It was a hand-me-down from my dad who bought it twenty years ago as a second hand car. After numerous parts replacements and servicing, the car has been able to serve our family for two decades and it's about to start another decade of dedicated service to me. 

It's strange how much this car could offer. It had ample leg room and the back, had a huge boot and the air conditioning, despite emitting some dust and horrible sounds, can be functional at times. I love this car. All that remains to fix about it is its aging color. Nonetheless, this bad boy is a workhorse.

One week ago I was stopped by a traffic police who claimed my tyres were worn out and I should replace at least three of them. After a simple transaction, I was able to get myself out of the minor issue and swore to get a new set of tyres first thing the following day — now I'm hoping I never come across the traffic police because despite my multiple promises, my car is still riding on the same old wheels. 

It's incredibly difficult to survive in this economy where every coin you make has to be accounted for when utilizing it. For instance, instead of pizza, why not get myself chapati? Why purchase supermarket crisps while I could just get those cheap ones sold by relentless hawkers in traffic jams? Why even eat three meals while I could just find the highest energy booster product and couple it with a cheap companion. Say ugali and glucose. 

My life has been all about making smart moves. Always being steps ahead. When I met Aisha, I knew she was the one. This was the first decision I ever made on spot without having to calculate the risks involved or maybe trying to predict the foreseeable future. I mean for me, she was perfect. 

“Soda water? ” I asked her. She was sitting on the passenger seat with her head sticking out of the window. My air conditioning had failed us the entire day and right now, we were all sweaty. “frozen baby, ” she replied. “It's too hot. ”

We have been dating for close to a year now but I've never had the guts to meet any of her family members— including her seven brothers. Who for some reason dont like me so much. I think it's because I'm not exactly rich. Okay rich is an overstatement. I have no money. 

Aisha is from a very rich Arabian family. I don't know a lot about the source of their wealth. All I know is Aisha is trying as much as possible to detach herself from her family and part of it includes falling in love with a Christian guy.  I don't clearly understand what she sees in me but I'll take it. Besides if we ever go completely broke, she'll reach out to her people and get us afloat again. 

I look at her hazel eyes. Even when tired, she's still stunning. Her skin radiates from the scorching sun and I'm almost seeing mirages form on her skin. “Anything else?” I ask her. 

She stares at me. “Just get me what you want.” Well okay. This is Aisha when she's beat. I unfasten my seatbelt and reach for the door. I squeeze the knob and it just lets out a rusty sound. I squeeze it harder multiple times and it's still unresponsive. 

Lord! 

The door is stuck!

Seconds pass by as my anger builds up and this time I'm almost ripping the door off its hinges. Stupid car! I murmur. I try again several times but still the door won't burge. It didn't even move an inch. For crying out loud! Fuck this! I say. The next few seconds, I'm trying to squeeze my body through the window. Lucky for me it was open enough. Half my body was out when a group of people who had parked just next to us come out of the supermarket and are staring at me. I make space between my abdomen and the window frame and take a quick glance at Aisha. She stared back at me with disappointed eyes. 

I manage to swing my body out through the window and all that's left is my right foot. With one on the ground, I pull the other and for some reason there is a tiny resistance. I get enough torque from my hips and swing the leg with might. 

Krrrr! What was that?

It sounded like fabric tearing—maybe my pants had caught on something sharp inside the car. But before I could check, my foot came free, and I stumbled forward, nearly face-planting into the parking lot asphalt.  

The group of onlookers erupted into laughter. One guy even clapped.  

Fantastic.

Ignoring them, I straightened up and dusted myself off, then turned back to the car. Aisha hadn’t moved. She just sat there, arms crossed, looking like she was seriously reconsidering all her life choices.  

"You good?" I asked, forcing a grin.  She sighed. "Just get the drinks, Xavier."  

Right.  

I adjusted my now slightly torn pants and strode toward the Quickmart entrance, trying to salvage whatever dignity I had left. The automatic doors slid open, blasting me with a wave of cold air. Finally, some relief.

As I grabbed a basket, my phone buzzed. A text from Aisha:  

"And get snacks. The good ones. You know what I like."
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CHAPTER 2
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Between me and poverty was a thousand shillings my friend had loaned me that morning. I had tried various loan apps but realized I had utilized most of them the previous months and now I had been blacklisted by every existing loan app. I was sleeping in the backseat of my car wondering how this planned trip was supposed to materialize given my financial situation, when I remembered my long time friend Neville. He didn't even consider it a loan but nonetheless I saw the M-pesa message. 

Two weeks ago, I was late on my rent payment and given I had already utilized my deposit plus an extra two months, my landlady was not up for negotiation. I found my belongings thrown out and my door locked. I mean I wanted to rage and be chaotic about my things being damaged by how much damage could you do to a three inch mattress and a duvet. I didn't have much as of the time of my eviction but I was on the right path. My house could be complete in a couple of months. Or years. It didn't matter. 

Right now I was standing at the counter looking at the snacks getting scanned. I crossed my fingers that the discount I had seen earlier on the shelf was still valid. If not, Aisha would have to take her soda water plain. And since I made up a dumb excuse about feeling nausea when eating during long drives, I didn't have to buy myself anything. 

The bill falls right in my budget and I pay for the snacks then head out. 

Aisha is outside the car perched on the bonet. She had no hijab on— she doesn't even wear it. Only when she's going to worship. I see her hair dancing around her shoulders and she looks cute. God! “Hey," I say. " Hey yourself.” she replies with a wink. 

“I could use this breeze babe,” she coughs after I hand her the snacks. I sit next to her and she lays her head on my shoulder. Her hair oil penetrates my nose and gives me some sensation. I look around and notice this is not the right place to experience some feelings. Nor is it even conducive. I mean, the parking lot! 

“I love you,” Aisha says. 

She means it because seconds later she flies me a kiss and I see it in her eyes. Why me though? 

She runs her soft fingers on my hair. I admit that it felt great. When Aisha loves you, she'd show you in every way possible. She didn't mind who saw, where she was or how she was manifesting her affection. I wish I had her level of confidence but my body cringes when I notice people staring from their cars. “wanna get back in?” I asked her. Primarily it's because I wanna be ready for any developments following the recent affections and secondly, I could feel eyes burning my neck already. "yah sure." 

I run to her side of the door and unlock it for her. I'm trying to be a gentleman here and also I don't want my girlfriend straining to open the door. She's gotten frustrated about that silly door a couple of times before. I took it to the mechanic yesterday and he promised me it would be fine. He didn't lie.

Aisha sinks in her seat and gulps down her soda water. I salivate a little but remind myself this was a small sacrifice to pay for salvation. 
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