
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This work is dedicated to all the girls of the night in Nairobi. On a daily basis, you face indescribable dangers bravely. It's all for the kids and family that unapologetically look up to you for livelihood. May you never lack. May God always keep you safe.


Signed, Sue Maisha. 
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Chapter One
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I Can't Feel Your Thing inside Me

Men in their in their 20’s and 30’s are a weird lot. This gang is most likely to swindle a prostitute - and, it’s for no good reason other than a ‘Bad Boy’ image. They think that it’s a Macho thing. Again, this lot has ego problems.

They want a submissive girl that will scream, moan and sob in bed. It makes them feel on top of the world. 

When a girl is indifferent, they feel lesser men - and, that’s their Achilles’ heel.

A man picked me up near Kengele’s Pub. The time? Around one in the morning. There was little negotiation, we agreed two thousand shillings. We get to his house, a nice studio apartment in Kilimani. Shock on me - he says he only has half the amount. 

At that hour of the night, in an isolated Kilimani neighbourhood there wasn’t much I could do. I wasn’t sure whether he was lying but by virtue of his age, he looked early thirties, he most probably was.

I didn’t fake an orgasm, like I would in normal circumstances. 

I just stared blankly at the man as he panted, thrusting on top of me. Not a sound left my mouth, my body didn’t twitch and I didn’t smile.

It was my way of getting back at him for short-changing me. I was clapping inside, looking at him getting frustrated on realizing he was not having any effect on me. It’s like watching an inflated balloon lose the air, literally. 

Granted, men do not particularly tickle me. Like they say, it’s all in the brain. When you are like me; having sex every day, with different men, without the slightest of passion then sex loses its flavour.

To be fair, I’ve been lost in the act on one or two occasions, had mad fun. But, those are rare moments.

I have to make good men feel great. I fake the pleasure; I wiggle, get into fits and cry out their name in that husky, dreamy tone. Do that to a man and he won’t feel a pinch when you ask for more cash. It massages their ego and also more likely to be a regular.

Over some two years I’ve been a prostitute, I have noted men react in two ways when a girl is indifferent.

First and most likely; the man will dislike the girl and never want to see her again. They dare not bruise their fragile egos again. Secondly, the man might seek to redeem himself and his ego by sleeping with the girl again, hoping and praying that the girl responds positively. These may also want to pay more - an unconscious way to endear themselves to the girl. 

I didn’t want to see the Studio-apartment man ever again. I hated him, so I decided to hit where it hurts.

At five in the morning - the birds chirping on the windowsill - after our last round of sex, I threw my last and fatal arrow. As I exited the door, I turned - like I’d ever want a parting kiss - and, said to him:

“It’s just that your thing disappears inside me, I can’t feel it at all.”

I strode off towards the gate. He stared at me for the entire 100m walk to the gate.
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Why Should I Not Open My Legs?

At some point, every girl has had dreams of a happy, picture-perfect marriage, with adorable kids running after a pet in the backyard. We are not different. We all have had those dreams and still nurture them.

Sadly, though - we suffer a major side effects of prostitution. If you get into this trade, it makes it almost impossible to trust the institution of marriage.

How are you going to believe your man is not cheating when you have slept with countless married men? Some married men even prefer sex without protection? That’s only a small part of it.

The key pillar of marriage is how the married view sex; as the special thing that should be shared only by your partner. Once you become a prostitute, you lose respect for sex. It becomes just another resource.

To have a husband and a kid in the house is no excuse not to sleep with the neighbour, if you can get something out of it. You cannot go hungry, or live below your dreams in the name of faithfulness. It hardly matters if you are married to a rich hombre, and are self-sustaining; nature will always have you craving something.

It’s a matter of time. When opportunity comes, you’ll open your legs in exchange, to grab it.

Many girls here have kids. An equally large number have boyfriends who are in the darkness what their girls do.

Some men get obsessed with the girls they sleep with to a level that they decide to ‘tame’ them, like convert them into housewives. The usual assumption is that if they provide for the girl, or maybe invest into a business for her - she will keep her legs together.

It never works. The statistics are ridiculous: 10 out of 10 times.

It seems like it’s the curse of the trade.

There’s a few married girls. If you’d hear their opinion of marriage, you’d pity the husbands at home. Ironically, though, most of us want to get married. We have to try it out. If it works, well. If it doesn’t, too bad.

Poor you, if you meet an active or an ex-prostitute and keep wondering why nothing seems work.

The ultimate dream is to land a White man. This has lots of prestige and the money associated with it. The White men in Nairobi City, though, are too clever to fall for a prostitute. The few that show interest is usually short-lived, mostly because they want the convenience of a sex slave in the house.

The only foolish White men, are at the Coast and often the retired elderly. That means the girl has to seek sex somewhere else.

I’m not interested in marriage. I know quite well that I cannot remain faithful and locked-up in the house the whole night. I love the adrenaline of the hunt and the adventures of the street. But, I want a kid. Yeah, a kid. Someday.

The father will certainly be a random, clueless client. This man will tick off a long list of the right genes I’d want.

The irony here, is that such a man with the right genes would be the last to have raw, unprotected sex with a prostitute. And that’s not a small challenge.
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