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INTRO

The green smoke

The blue ground

The red air

Kicking me off my feet

The blind tongue

That never saw

Blind deaf ears

They never waited

Poor them

Don’t be surprised…I am not.

 


 


 


 



Introduction

 


The night was gradually rolling away and I
knew I was the next one on stage. Brandon had started playing my
songs and of course, he winked at me, our usual sign to wish me
luck as I did what I did best.

Strapped in my best laced turquoise lingerie,
I took to stage, music in my head and Brandon in command. I felt it
breathing life into every ounce of my body as it moved to the magic
floating in the air.

Up and down the pole my body slithered as the
audience looked on. I knew every move by the book and to every beat
in the playlist, my body responded. My part was very simple, to get
the audience yearning for more and I knew just how to do that. I
had practiced so many times alone in front of a mirror, of course,
because as Marline would say,

“Do not mistake this dear, here it is about
all your body parts responding to each other like in a system”

I knew she was right and that is why I worked
extra hard in order to give the audience the best. As the music
slowed down, I knew it was time to get off the ‘shadows’ as the
other girls called it. My body relaxed and moved to the music as
the audience went wild; one by one I removed the covers on my body
throwing them to the crowd who fought like starving hyenas for
every piece.

By the time I was to leave the stage, they
had not had enough of me, that day I was allowed thirty extra
minutes something that rarely happened, so I utilized every single
minute of the extra time and even went out of the book. Marline was
not furious though; she gave me a thumb up and paid me for the
extra minutes I had been on stage.

That Wednesday night, I went home very
ecstatic.

I guess I forgot to introduce myself, my name
is Claire my friends call me Cle’.

I am an erotic dancer. I get paid to dance.
One day this big shot client I was lap dancing for asked me, “Just
out of curiosity sweet petal, tell me about yourself?” of course I
did respond with a smile because well only I knew why I was
there.

 


 


 


 



Chapter one

 


I had every child’s dream childhood as my
parent took me to one of the best private primary schools after
which I managed to join a highly popular girls' high school in the
country. My good luck did not just stop at my high school success;
I landed a full scholarship to study medicine at the University of
Chardonney.

Everyone in my neighborhood was excited when
the announcement was made, my parents were very proud. Being the
first person in my extended family to get a scholarship, not to
mention a full one, was a trophy they wanted to hoist on their
heads.

Before I left for my undergraduate, there was
a big feast held as a farewell party. I was encouraged and prayed
for by virtually everybody present including my siblings.

That made me feel as if I was carrying the
whole world on my shoulders; they all expected nothing but the best
from me.

I left home soon after with enormous
expectations and big dreams to Chardonney University. My arrival
was not as exciting as I had anticipated due to extreme weather
conditions. This meant that we had to make an unscheduled stopover
for three days at Heathrow airport awaiting the order to proceed to
Dublin.

Eventually, we got a go-ahead and the journey
resumed. I had planned to get to Dublin five days before school
opening thus I had made arrangements to stay at a hotel room before
school opening; when I would get a room in the school residential
flats that I had been allocated by the scholarship committee.

The delays in the travel schedule meant that
I had only two days to school opening and worst still; I had lost
some money for not staying in the hotel for the duration I had
reserved.

With the little time I had left for school
opening, paperwork was to be handled as well as a visit to the
scholarship committee office and settling in university.

As soon as we landed, I got a cab to Bellevue
Hotel and quickly settled in. I had my dinner as I worked on the
scholarship paperwork that was to be delivered to the committee
office the following day. It was 1 am when I finally went to bed.
That was after I was done with the paperwork and everything was in
order ready for the morning.

I got to the scholarship office at 8 am
finished up before heading to school. Chardonney University sat on
a huge piece of land and anyone visiting would easily get lost
looking for an office. I got lost several times and got to the
administration block at midday with the help of a global
positioning remote system on my cell phone because anyone I met was
either too busy to notice I was new or too preoccupied with their
own arrival and settling-in.

Despite the long queue, I was finally
allocated a house number and was allowed to move in the following
day. As I went back to the hotel that evening, the only thing in my
mind was a warm curly nap.

It was peaceful until I was woken up by a
ringing phone.

“Good evening madam Claire, food and beverage
department.”

“Good evening sir,” I answered sleepily,

“Dinner time is almost over and you have not
had your meal. Do you want it brought up to your room?”

“Yes please, that would be great sir.”

“It will be up in a minute madam Claire.”

After the call was disconnected, I looked at
my watch and noticed it was about 10 pm and the hunger pangs in my
stomach had just started a ritual dance.

**************************************

Moving into campus was cumbersome because of
the luggage I had. I was to have three other housemates and being
the first one meant that I could compare the rooms and selected the
one I thought was best.

After I was done arranging everything, I went
to the kitchen to look at what had been provided. Everything was
just perfect having bought a few foodstuff, earlier from the east
campus food store; I prepared a quick pasta-chicken stew, took it,
and cleared up.

This was quite a task but the excitement of
being on my own for the very first time and in a foreign country
was enormous.

That night, I went to bed with great
expectations.

 


 


 


 



Chapter two

 


My first lesson was quite an experience; the
class size resembled a cinema hall and I had over a hundred
classmates. Lecturers had to utilize public address system gadgets
in order to be heard by everybody in the huge class hall. It was
like attending church every day only that there was no bible,
music, or a choir.

All the same, it was a new experience for me
and I was willing to adapt. By the time I was getting back to my
allocated house, all my other housemates had arrived and were
unpacking so I went straight to my room took a bath and a nap.

That evening after preparing and having our
meal, we all convened in the common room and introduced ourselves.
Namur and Baraka were from Canada, Fatima was from Egypt and I was
from Kenya. We were all excited to be in Dublin because none of us
had ever been there before the scholarship.

Namur and Baraka were taking undergraduate
studies in civic engineering while Fatima was enrolled in the
culinary arts program at the undergraduate level. I was in the
medical undergraduate class.

That first night we all watched a movie on
one of the local television stations then went to bed.

Life as housemates had its challenges, but
most of the time, it was good. I hardly spent time in the house
because of my class schedule. My classes were closely scheduled; I
hardly got time to catch a breath because I was either heading to
the next class or on a 15minutes snack break.

My first year in university was quite
exciting, both in my class and in the house. Fatima volunteered to
be cooking for a small fee as she was also putting her skills into
practice; on the other hand, I offered to handle minor medical
emergencies and first aids in case of cuts, bruises, blisters, and
other minor conditions that may come up. The boys of the house,
Namur and Baraka, were to handle mechanical repairs and other
fixings that were necessary for the house.

Every end of the semester, I sent my parents
my school transcript and the photographs I found interesting; some
were of school while others were of my housemates and places I
found interesting in Dublin.

Everything went quite well through to my
fourth year, first-semester examination, which coincidentally,
clashed with the New Year. Since Fatima had only one semester left
to finish school, and it was New Year's eve, we planned a pajama
house party.

Baraka, Namur, and I had planned this pajama
house party for some time and the excitement was incredible
considering we had never hosted any house parties since we started
our studies. In the previous new years, the boy would go home to
Canada as Fatima and I went out with our classmates to different
venues in the city.

This time, this particular year we all agreed
it will be more interesting if we did something a bit different
together.

Namur was to take Fatima for a picnic as
Baraka and I purchased the needed items and organize the house; she
had no idea what we had planned.

Fatima and Namur had just recently started
dating, on the other hand, I was a party alone kind of girl, Baraka
seldom spoke of his private life, it was hard to know whether he
had a family, girlfriend or dating anyone and since we respected
each other’s privacy, we hardly ventured that way.

Everything was ready by the time they got
back; it was a great surprise for her. Everyone changed into their
pajamas and the party started.

The drinks, music, and the dancing were
memorable until the New Year count down when Baraka stole a kiss
from me as we were all chanting ‘happy new year’ excitedly.

It’s like everything stopped for a minute
that was longer than usual, challenging me to digest the moment and
listen to his heartbeat as he was literary pressing against my
skin. Both Fatima and Namur had noticed we had kissed and were
staring as if waiting for something more. I quickly salvaged the
moment by dancing out of his grip as my heart ran a hundred-meter
race in a second.

I literary couldn’t feel my lips for some
time. Baraka stood quite handsome, dark, and athletic, a sculpture
to behold. The kiss opened up a can of worms, one that was never
supposed to be opened. It left me feeling a little different;
excitingly different which meant only one thing; danger.

About an hour into the New Year, I took my
last sip of the punch then excused myself to bed.

 



Chapter three

 


The semester was a busy one and when I was
not in class, I looked for reasons not to be in the house; this was
about the same time I got a part-time job as a caregiver. It meant
a larger percentage of the free time I had I was somewhere doing
something that I loved. This kept me from having to think; think
about the party, the music, the drink, the New Year, Baraka, and
the kiss.

It was until Fatima called me one afternoon
and asked me to meet her in her room, she sounded a bit nervous. I
had to get someone to stand in for me as I rushed to the house to
meet her.

Namur met me at the door and told me Fatima
had fainted earlier on, he wanted me to examine her see if she
needed to go to the hospital for further examination. As we walked
to her room I noticed the door had a few bloodstains, which Namur
explained she had knocked her head on the door when she
fainted.

Fatima herself had gained consciousness and
was on her bed.

“I don’t know what happened Cle.”

“It is ok. Let’s see what it is.” I assured
her as I examined her vitals. Heartbeat, temperature, blood…I was
really getting better at vitals examination thanks to that
caregiving job I had just started.

“Fatima I think you have to go to the
hospital for more testing because I am not sure my services or
judgment should replace a proper medical test,” I told her after I
had finished dressing her wound.

“Is it that bad Cle?” she asked.

“No it’s not bad. I just don’t what to tell
you my suspicion then you find out later it was incorrect.” I
calmly responded.

“Cle, I would not mind you telling me what
you think, I promise to go for a proper medical test afterward.”
she said panicking.

“You don’t need to panic. I think you are
perfectly fine. It only seems to me that you could be
expectant.”

There was defining silence in the room, no
one spoke for some time.

“But I think you should go visit the school
gynecologist for more tests. Only then we could be certain of this
for sure”

This was met with tensed silence as I excused
myself to my room. I was feeling quite worn out from the day’s
activities and I needed to lie down.
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