Blurred Lines

Prologue

“All around me are familiar faces

Worn out places, worn out faces

Bright and early for their daily races
Going nowhere, going nowhere

Their tears are filling up their glasses

No expression, no expression

Hide my head, | want to drown my sorrow

No tomorrow, no tomorrow” Gary Jules

| dial his number for the 5th time. Dead tone. Has he blocked me? | wonder. | wouldn't put it
pass him. | decide to go to the shops before they close but first | need to check how much there
is in my account. | go to my banking app. Crap! No data. Now what? | just don't want to waste
my petrol and go to an ATM for no reason. | have no choice . | need to cook supper.

“Kids.” | scream and a few seconds later they come running.

“Put your morning gowns on we have to go to the shops.” | instruct and they run back to their
rooms no questions asked.

They've been dying to get out of the house. In any case | don't feel comfortable leaving them
alone for too long. My youngest daughter Nthatisi, she is three years old, comes back wearing
different shoes. | don't care. | have no time to argue. My other daughter comes back looking
proper. She is five. Her name is Khothatso. They are my reason for living.

No, I'm not a single mother, well | am. Sort of. Their father is alive. He might as well be dead
though. I'm not being bitter it's the truth. The power of pussy has him by the balls. He moved out
almost a year ago, actually | kicked him out. He said | was driving him crazy. You would too if
your husband started coming back home early hours of the morning smelling of cheap
perfumes and lip stick on his shirt. Oh yes | dare say you would too if his side chick sent you his



naked pics of him sleeping in an unfamiliar bed. Enough was enough. | knew my worth so |
kicked him out. He begged claiming to change but | don’t go back for my vomit.

In hopes that | would reconsider my decision and take him back, he stopped paying
maintenance. The court granted me the house. He got the cars and another flat we owned out
of the divorce settlement. Oh and his money too.

His name is Tsietsi. He is a TOS. He still thinks | might take him back. The stupid decision | ever
made when | was still blinded by love was to stop working. It might not have been a glamorous
job but as a PA | earned a salary and paid my bills until the TOS happened. | became a
housewife. He left me with no money and no job and we had signed a pre-nup. Oh yes, it
favoured him and his money. He comes from money and has his own. | was lucky to have
gotten the house and the furniture. The judge also demanded that the TOS gave me R200 000. |
have been living off that for the past eight months. It's running out. Maintaining the house is no
joke. The school fees, another story. Day care fees are a daylight robbery if you ask me. | have
to clothe and feed the kids. The TOS doesn't care. He is still bitter that | don't want to take him
back. What baffles me is that he stays with the side chick. | can't sell the house as he refuses to
sign. His name is still on it.

Looking for a job in this province will drive you to depression. It's either I'm not qualified, not
enough experience or not of the right age. | can see the looks they give me sometimes. Maybe
they are looking for PA’s on the petite side. With my body | look older than my age. That's what |
think anyway. My friend always tells me I'm gorgeous. | think she is biased so it doesn’t count.
No I'm not insecure. I'm realistic. | love my body.

We get to the car and | help the kids fasten their seat belts. Nthati is at the age where she is
exercising her independence. It's frustrating but eventually she manages. | say a little call to the
universe and start the car. It starts with no fuss. Thank the stars for small mercies. It's been
giving me problems lately. | think it's the battery but | can never be too sure | can't afford to take
it to the mechanics. It's a 2001 Toyota Tazz. | bought it cash for R30 000. This is after the TOS
personally came to fetch the BMW X6 he had bought for me.

| get to the nearest shopping complex load the kids in a trolley. Nthati is fighting. She wants to
push the trolley. | believe this child was sent by her father to help make my life difficult. | don’t
have time to check my balance at the ATM. | go straight to Pick n Pay. Pick all the necessary
things by necessary | mean a braai pack, never thought | would use one of those but life will
humble you. It does stretch especially when two pieces are cut into smaller pieces. | add two
litter of milk, no name brand cornflakes, a bag of mixed vegetables and a loaf of bread. | avoid
going the sweets isle. | have two chocolate monsters on my trolley and they are not afraid to
make a scene.



| get to the till and wait for the person before me to finish with her transaction. | envy her trolley.
It's what | was used to once upon a time. | can’t remember the last time | had an overflowing
trolley. You can see by the card she is using that she has it covered.

| feel someone stand behind me. They have the decency not to invade my personal space. You
know those that come so close any slight movement you'll be doing coitus . | catch a whiff of
his cologne and | know it's a man. He smells wonderful.

| load my groceries on the counter and cross my fingers. The total is R137 and some cents. |
have R42 in my purse. | give her my card and another call to the universe.

“Sorry sisi it's declined.” Could you scream any louder bitch. No, | didnt say that loud. I'm too
polite to.

“Try this one.” | say as softly as | could master. It's Tsietsie’s old credit card. I'm hopping he
forgot about it.

“lyala sisi.” Fuck!

“Mmhm can you cancel the transaction except for the milk and bread.” | can see her getting
annoyed. It's her job moss! She presses the buzzer and calls for the supervisor.

“Sisi, you can add it with my stuff.” A deep smooth voice comes from behind.

| turn around to thank my saviour. Do they still make them this gorgeous and tall? | know he is
tall because he is taller than me and I'm tall. He is not light but not dark either. Chocolate is the
colour. With thick eyebrows, long eyelashes, women pay money to have and the clearest eyes
ever seen. Is that even normal on a man? He has a slightly sharp nose which is on the big side
but doesn't distract you from his beauty. It adds character. He has wide lips which are perfectly
proportioned and definitely kissable. Everything is just in place. I'm not sure if he is due for a
shave or he is going for that 5 o'clock shadow look. Which ever it is, works for him. He seems to
be in great shape too. My womanly treasures start fluttering in appreciation. He is indeed a fine
specimen. The things | would do to him. Gosh, how long has it been since | got laid? | need to
very soon. Lusting after strangers in a supermarket is not lady like. Then again | was never



considered a lady. | hear someone clear their throat. | look up to find him with his eyebrows
raised waiting for an answer.

“Sorry | didn't hear that.” | quickly respond.

“| asked if there was anything else.” He drawls.

“No thank you so much. How can | repay you?”

“Don't worry about it.” | feel dismissed. | wasn't offering my body you ass.

I move along and pack my things in one bag. He pays and obviously his card is loaded.

| say my thank you’ s once more then push my trolley out of there. We get into the car after
loading the kids and the groceries. It's just after 7pm and | still have to cook. Life is not fair
sometimes. | sit behind the wheel then a third call to the universe as | turn the ignition. Nothing.
| start again and still nothing. | hit the steering in frustration and | end up pressing the hooter.

“ Are we stuck again mommy.” Khothatso asks.

“1 think so baby.”

“ Call daddy.” Nthati whines. I try it again and still nothing. | put my head on the steering wheel
and try to compose myself. | feel like crying right now but | don’t have the luxury of tears. There
is a sharp knock on my window. I look up to find my superhero with an enquiring look on his
face. | really don't need to be in this guy’s mercy twice within an hour. | roll my window down.

“You need help?” | want to say no but Khothatso beats me to it.

“Mommy’s car won't start.” They are truly Tsietsie’s kids. They live to torture me.

“Open the bonnet, | can jump start you. Do you have jumping cables?” | shake my head. |
haven't gotten around buying those.



“Ok, I'll give you a push. Do you know how to kick start?” again | shake my head.

“Wait here.” Like | had somewhere to go. He hurries away and a few seconds later he comes
back with two car guards.

“ Majita sicela izandla please.” He asks the two men.

“Sure grootman.” They go behind the car. He opens the car door as he waits for me to come out.
| reluctantly come out. | mean the man paid for my groceries | don't think he could steal my old
car.

| watch as they push him but the car won't start. They push him for a couple of minutes and |
see them giving up. He manages to park it by the security gate. | walk up to them in defeat.

“1 don't think it's the battery. You'll need to take it in tomorrow to have it checked.” I'm thinking
of the towing costs and already my mind is spinning.

“Thank you for trying.” I'm on the verge of tears right now.

“Come, I'll drop you off at home.” Under normal circumstances | would refuse but right now I'm
desperate. | have hungry kids to feed and it's way past their bedtime.

“I'd appreciate that. Thank you.” | open the door and take out the kids. He helps carry the plastic
bag and leads us to his car. He drives the latest Range Rover sport. | put the kids at the back
and fasten their seatbelts while he’s busy loading our grocery in the boot. He thanks the guys
with money off course and we drive off.

After giving the directions it's total silence. The car is filled with his scent. The luxury reminds
me of my old car. That's another life | have to forget about.

“I'm Sazi by the way.” He says after a while.



“Lona.”

“Pleasure to meet you Lona. The kids?”

“Khothatso and Nthatisi.”

We fall back into silence. | steal a look at his forearms as he steers the car. He really is strong. |
wonder if he would be able to pick me up. | doubt. Tsietsi could never do it. Just then | notice
the glittering platinum band on his left finger. Too bad. After a series of directions we are in
front of my gate.

“We here. Thank you again. You've been a life saver Sazi.”

“You are welcome.” He stares at me for longer than necessary. I'm the first to look away. | open
my door and get the kids from the back. Nthatisi is already falling asleep so | decide to carry her.
When | turn around | bump into a solid wall. | feel warmth spreads throughout my body. |
seriously need to get laid.

“Here.” He gives me my shopping bag. "Remember to have your car towed tomorrow.
Otherwise if the shopping complex does It for you, it will be more costly.”

“Okay. Bye.” He watches us as we walk through the gate. | wonder what he must think of me.

| get to the house and its too late to cook. Cornflakes will do. After we finish eating | prepare the
kids for bed. Once | put them to sleep. | go to my room and take care of my perpetual itch. My
rabbit’s batteries are dead. Fuck. Will | ever get a break? Even my DIY is being sabotaged. | place
it on the pedestal and decide to do it the old fashion way. | slide my hand under the blanket and
I'm already wet. This will be short and swift. An image of a certain superhero flashes through
my mind and I'm on my way to nirvana. | start conjuring up images of him with me against the
wall as he pounds into me repeatedly . My toes curl as | reach my orgasm. | squash the guilt
that | feel. It's not really cheating. I'm only using his image to push me over the edge. What he or
the wife don't know won't hurt. It's not like I'll ever see him again.

My name is Lona Somlotha. I'm a divorcee at twenty six. | married Tsietsi when | was twenty



one. Biggest mistake of my life. He was a charmer who used his money to his advantage. My
parents died when | was 16 and | had to move in with my grandmother who stayed in a four
room in Tembisa. When she died, my uncle took over the house and | moved to his shack at the
back. Luckily for me she died right after | graduated. I'm not sure it's proper to say luckily, a
blessing in disguise is more appropriate may be. | would have done anything to leave that hell
hole. It was only a home when my grandmother was alive. Tsietsi came along and swept me off
my feet. Showered me with gifts and money | didn’t even know what to do with. Four months
after we met | was expecting and a month afterwards we were married. | had only been working
for six months by then. He told me to quit my job as he would never have his wife slaving for
someone else. | gladly complied. | was a fool who thought she was in love.

That is the past | need to put behind me. | have been looking for a job for almost six months.
Not even once have | been called for an interview. | try to fall asleep but | can't seem to. If there
was ever a time | needed a bottle of wine it was now.

I'm not sure when | fell asleep. | wake up to find the kids making a mess in the kitchen. I let
them finish eating their breakfast. I'm sure in their little minds they think they ere helping
mommy. The mess they made has just added to my load.

| walk to the main road to take a taxi to their day care. It only costs R15 but it took forever to
come. After dropping the kids off | go pass the garage and buy airtime then decide to walk
home. | need the exercise anyway.

When | get home | take pictures of some of the furniture and electronics | don’t need and place
an add on Gum Tree and Junk Mail. It's good quality stuff and | know it will sell especially with
the price it's at.

A moment later | hear a hooter outside. | go to check to find Sazi’s car by the gate. I'm surprised
and shocked to see him. What the hell is he doing in my house? | thought the visit in my fantasy
would be our only contact. | go out to see what he wants.

“Good morning.” He flashes his perfect smile.

“Morning.” | respond.



My curiosity is peaked. He mustn’t think a pack of braai meat is the key to my pussy. He gets
out of his car and walks towards me. Slim fitting faded jeans showcasing his strong lean legs
with a grey t-shirt. He looks really good. My cookie flutters in response. I'm a hoe.

“1 had your car towed. Here are the details of the garage it's in. I've settled the quotation as well.”
I'm pissed.

Where does he get off settling my anything.

“Listen Sazi. | can pay own way. If you think you can butter me up with money, wrong house boo.
Try next door.” | say this with all the confidence | could master considering my predicament
from last night.

“ Gees lady. Say thank you and move on. Here is the receipt when you’ve come to your senses.
You welcome.” He gives me the receipt and walks away.

“Wait! How do | pay you back?”

“You don't. Give it to charity or whatever.” He gets into his car, starts and drives away.

| look at the receipt. Fuck! It cost more than it did when | bought it. Who the fuck is this guy?

Chapter 2

“Bakin' soda, | got bakin' soda

Bakin' soda, | got bakin' soda

Whip it through the glass nigga

I'm blowin' money fast, nigga” O.T Genasis

The day of the interview has arrived and I'm shitting myself. | hope the stars are in alignment for
me. | really need this one. | woke up extra early today so | could have enough time to get ready
and drop off the kids at day care.



Right now I'm looking at my reflection in the mirror and I'm not sure about my outfit. I've
changed so many times almost my whole wardrobe is out. Only to return to my initial choice. |
look fat. No | feel like a giant. I'm not sure about the curly weave either. May be | should’ve gone
for the natural look but that’s just not me. When did my boobs get this big?

| take a deep breath. This is it. | need to go before I'm late for this interview. | take my bag and
walk out. One thing | don’t have to worry about is my car. | drive to the place following
‘Veronica’s’ directions. Who ever invented GPS was very smart. The greatest gift to women.

Maybe | should invent something instead of working for someone. Maybe a business. Where
would | get the capital from? Sell the house perhaps. I've always been good with my hands. | can
do hair maybe | need to take the beautician course. Then maybe open a beauty salon. There is
so many of them though. Agh. This is no time for pipe dreams. The small voice still whispers. It
could be a reality.

I'm parked in front of one the most beautiful buildings I've seen. These people had an idea and
executed it. | get out of the car and walk into the building. It's as beautiful on the inside as it is
on the outside. | walk to the reception area and state my reason for being here. The lady directs
me to an iPad to complete a set of questions and then a card is printed out with my name on it.

“Take a lift to the 5th floor. The waiting area will be on your left. You'll find other applicants
there.” She says giving me the card. “ Use that in the lift.”

“Thank You,” That's all | manage. I'm too nervous.

| walk to the lift and scan the card. It opens. The short ride feels like a walk towards my
execution. | haven't been to an interview in years. The lift opens at 5th floor. As the lady said, |
find a couple of people in the waiting area. We are all nervous except for one. She is going on
about her great references and experience. | start doubting myself again. | only worked for less
than a year and that was six years ago. | don’t even meet the criteria of two years work
experience. | might carry the qualification but that might not mean much at this moment. Ms PA
universe has over seven years of experience combined. At some point she worked for a minister
, S0 she says. I'll take her word for it.

| observe as people go in and out of this office. They go in looking hopeful and they come out
looking like the cats that drowned. No one comes out happy. It must be tough in there. Even Ms
PA Universe. | thought she had more of an advantage but nope. She looks worse than the others.



“Ms Somlota you may go through.” My heart leaps to my throat and it starts beating hard
against my chest. | get up on shaky legs and follow the lady. She knocks once and opens the
door to let me in. Once I'm in she goes back closing the door behind her.

This is a huge ass office. There is a lady inside sitting and she is going through a file. Not even
once looks in my direction.

“Take a sit,” she says without looking up . That alone makes me more nervous. | look around
this office. Huge oak desk with minimal things on top. The are units which could be filing
cabinets on one side and a sitting area on the other. It has so much unused space. It's a cold
office that lacks any personal touch.

I look back to the lady to find her intently looking at me. I've never seen a woman more beautiful.
Her looks alone intimidate me. She is on the skinny side. | can't really be too sure. She seems
tall. Could be my height.

She continues to stare and it's becoming awkward. I'm not sure how to react at this point. Her
stare is a bit unsettling.

“Ms Somlotha, welcome to Richards Inc. Please tell me about yourself.” Really! Is that still an
interview question?

It's a tricky one this question. You never know how much to share. Do | tell her I'm a divorcee
with two kids. That | had just sold my furniture to try and make ends meet. That might be over
sharing. | decide to talk about what's relevant to the job.

Her face doesn't give anything away. It remains neutral throughout my entire speech. She gives
me a thorough check out as if trying to imagine my capabilities. It's silent for a while until she
snaps out of whatever place | had just bored her to.

“That sounds very impressive Ms Somlotha. You will hear from us very soon.” | know a brush
off when | see it. This can’t be the whole interview. Just one ambiguous question.

“Thank you for your time Mam, | hope | didn't offend you. It's just that I'm too nervous and |
really need this job,” | stand up and get ready to go. She stands as well comes around the table.



Fuck she is boss! She is dressed in a beautiful tailored grey suit, off white gorgeous blouse
judging by what's visible. She is slim. Probably a size 32 even. | know she is sexy under that suit
and she knows it too.

The heel she has on, I'm not even sure | could pull that off. How does she walk in it? | know
shoes and this is a Christian Louboutin black studded heel. She has her long hair tied in a neat
painful looking bun. Is it even her hair? Seems like it. Her light flawless skin. | don't think she has
ever had a pimple in her life. She is gorgeous. She only needs to smile a little. Her boss mode
look sucks. Intimidating as fuck.

Why am | ogling this woman?

“You were wonderful Ms Somlotha. You'll hear from us. Have a good day” she is really trying to
get rid of me now.

She practically shuffles me out of her office. Her close proximity makes me feel a little fuzzy.
Her scent is heavenly and all woman. Duh! She is a woman. She walks me out and closes the
door in my face.

There goes my chance of employment. | walk out of that office baffled more than anything.
Does that even qualify for an interview. Stuck up bitch. She needs a good dick to loosen her up a
bit.

| drive home feeling defeated. Its still hours before | have to fetch the kids. | decide on a nap.
Once in my bed | can't seem to switch off my mind. It keeps replaying the interview. Or
whatever that was.

Did | offend her somehow? Or just one look at me she had already decided. Maybe they had
already knew who they needed they just followed procedure. Anyway | need to put it behind me
and find something else.

Eventually | fall asleep bombarded by dreams of a sexy vixen. She is haunting me. The alarm
wakes me up just before it's time to fetch the kids. | freshen up and go. They brighten up my day
as usual with their chatter.



The following days | spend registering with employment agencies. | don't know why | hadn't
thought of that before. The idea of my own business is also growing in my mind. It might
actually be what gets me out of this mess.

It's a Friday afternoon and | receive a call from the TOS informing me that he is on his way. I'm
wearing my bum shorts and an oversize t-shirt. I'm not changing for him. He has seen my extra
bits and decided he wanted smaller.

Thirty minutes later he is outside the gate and the kids let him in without even asking me. He is
alone this time. He finds me in the kitchen cleaning up.

“Hello baby,” he can be delusional at times. The kids run off to get their bags.

“Tsietsi.”

“Mh mh. | miss your feistiness,” he says caging me in by the sink. | can feel his bulge in my ass.
| just want to vomit.

“Tsietsi this is inappropriate. Get off me.” | try not to be loud.

“You know, traditionally you are still my wife. There is no divorce in our culture. You'll miss the
good life | offered you and take me back.”

“1 wonder what will Minky say about this. You remember her right? The skank you left me for.”

“1didn’t leave, you chased me out.”

“You left the moment you slept with her. | don't entertain cheaters.” Why am | even having this
conversation?

He sighs and moves back and then opens the fridge. Takes out juice and pours for himself. |



have the urge to tell him off about drinking juice he didn’t pay for. | restrain myself. The high
road can be painful.

“1 deposited money into your account. Did you get it?” he asks. | haven’t checked and I'm quiet
surprised. | want to tell him to go to hell . Then | remember my kids. His kids. We need the
money. Especially them.

“No. What is it for?”

“The kids maintenance. I'm sorry Lona.”

“Thanks.” I'm not ready for his apology. It makes me feel better to hate him. Once he
apologises then he will be absolved of his guilt. Nah. | can't let him off the hook yet. Why the
sudden change of heart anyway? This is a TOS. | must never forget.

The kids are back and ready to go. He gives them the car keys and they give me quick hugs as
they run off. They are really excited.

“Don’t sell the house. It's for you and the kids. I'll pay for the maintenance of it. This is the life
my kids are used to where will you move them to. | don’t want them in some dingy place Lona.
You still have an option of taking me back you know.” He really does think he is gods gift to
women.

“How can | trust you to keep your word Tsietsi when you've done nothing but prove how
untrustworthy you are. You let your kids starve for months. For What?” | am fuming right now.
This man thinks he can toy with my feelings.

“Le wena mosadi o stubborn,” he sighs. “ Ke go gopotse Lona.” He drops his voice. | literally roll
my eyes. | used to think he was sexy when he spoke Setswana. Now he just grates my tits.

“I can’t go back there Tsietsi. I'm sorry.” Why am | even apologising?

He comes closer and envelopes me in a hug that | don’t return. | inhale his familiar scent. It
once drove me nuts. Now, | detest it.



“1won't give up on us.” | pull back from his hug.

“You already did. The moment you broke our vows. There is no coming back from that.” This
man must think I'm an idiot.

He looks like he wants to say something but decides against it. He grabs his keys from the
kitchen counter and leaves. | follow him out to wave my kids goodbye. | watch them as they
disappear into the distance.

| go back inside the empty house to get ready for the evening. Lala has been reminding me the
whole day as if I'd forget.

| check my phone and there is a bank notification. R50 000 deposited into my account. What's
the TOS up to now? | really don’t trust him when he throws his money around. He thinks
everyone can be bought. This is money for his kids not me. He mustn't think he can buy my
forgiveness. I'm not that naive little girl any more.

It's almost 8pm when | decide to get ready for the evening. What does one wear to a house
party? I'm not really sure. | wear dark blue skinny jeans, a white vest and a powder blue blazer.
Powder blue heels and silver choker as an accessory. | decide on the curly weave.

| take an Uber to the given address. I'm not about to drive to a place where | might drink. The
party is in a luxury apartment in Melrose Arch. Once there | call Lala to let her know I'm outside.
She gives me a code to use at the entrance and the security guy directs me to a lift where | must
press 5.

This is a beautiful building with shades of grey and red on the outside. It screams money. There
is only a few doors on the 5th floor and | go to the last one as directed. There is faint music
sound coming through. | knock and there is no response. | call Lala again and a few seconds
later she opens for me with the phone still against her ear and a silly grin on her face.

“Hi Choma. Welcome” she is nice and tipsy | can tell.

“Hayi bo Choma are you the hostess?” She ignores me while leading us through the place. Its



amazing by the way. Spacious, with off white high walls. The furniture comprises of gold, dark
brown and white colours. Then a scattering of different colours throughout the room from the
paintings on the walls, side lamps strategically placed and scattered cushions in various
complementing colours. One side of the wall is all glass sliding door which opens to a balcony
with enough space to accommodate more than twenty people. This is where most people are.
An interior decorator definitely had a hand in this. This open plan living room extends to an
equally beautiful dining which leads to the kitchen. The kitchen is glorious. Is has silver and
deep red colours. There is a winding staircase which leads to the bedrooms and bathrooms.
We don’t go in there. She point me to the guests bathroom which is on this floor and the one we
are expected to use. The upstairs area is off limits she tells me. Her phone rings and she walks
away to answer leaving me to feast my eye on the wall displays.

| notice that there are a few pictures of Athi in different soccer squads. Is he a professional
footballer? That would explain the corner glass display with all the trophies and medals. As |
look closely | see him AFC Ajax and Fulham FC. He is the real deal then but these are from a
couple of seasons back.

There are a few people in the room that | don't even recognise but they look moneyed. No one is
really paying attention to me and that suits me just fine. | walk around and decide to go to the
kitchen counter where there is a temporary mini bar set up with a bartender even. He is cute. He
asks me for my poison and | request a cocktail. | take my drink and wander around. Maybe | can
meet a potential who knows. Quench the thirst a little but my game is whack. Wouldn’t even
know how to respond to flirting. My vocabulary is full of mommy talk. How does one get back to
the dating scene mara. Do people even date?

| don't feel like going to the balcony yet. Eventually | find an unoccupied settee with oversized
pillows and enjoy my drink. The music isn't too loud. People are able to enjoy their
conversations. | observe the people around me in silence. Its funny to watch people flirt. The
fawning and exaggerated laughs they do. The batting of eyelashes and swinging their hair.
Ndisazo lamba ke.

After a while Lala comes back to fetch me and take me to the balcony. Athi is there and a few
other men with their women next to them. | spot a few that | recognise from television. A couple
of soccer players with women who aren't their wives. It's not my place to judge. I'm only here for
the free expensive alcohol. I'm not sure what they are celebration but they seem to be. | wonder
if Sazi will be coming. Lala sits on Athi’s lap. This thing is serious. | take an empty chair not far
from them.

After the introductions their convo resumes and | listen on the side-line. | enjoy their back and



forth bantering .

Lala seems too close to Athi for my liking and Athi is a definition of a fuckboy. |thought she
was happy with her husband. What's she doing hanging on to another man'’s arm. Sitting on
their lap and shit.

| keep trying to give her pointed looks but she is oblivious to them. Why was | even invited?
Cleary she didn't need me. I'm not complaining. It's a night out with the VIP’s of our society.
There are finger foods being served and | indulge. After a while the two go back inside the
house. I'm left sitting with people | don't know.

When people start to group themselves | move back inside. I'm in my fourth cocktail and | badly
need the loo. There is a long queue with the downstairs bathroom. | go back to the living room
and look around. No one is really paying attention. | quickly climb the stairs to go use the one
upstairs. | find four doors and all are closed as | wonder which one could be the bathroom. |
start opening the first door nearest to me.

Right in the middle of a king size bed Lala is riding Athi’s cock like her life depends on it. | stand
there frozen. My quim twitches | won't lie. Phela this is live porn don't judge.

Lala is oblivious to my presence as she has her back to me. However Athi has seen me and it
seems to excite him that they have an audience.

That look he has snaps me into action. | quickly close the door and run the other way. I still need
to pee. The room | open is a bedroom equally big as the previous one. | go in and check for an
en-suite bathroom. I'm grateful to find one and | relieve myself. After my business | go back
downstairs.

I won't lie, I'm worried about Lala. How does she fuck a person she hardly knows. She is married
for goodness sakes. Shouldn't | be the one fucking random people?

It's half an hour later when a glowing Lala walks down the stairs. She comes and sits next to me.

“1 cannot believe just you did that.” | whisper to her disapprovingly.



“It stays between us right!” the nerve of this woman. Why would | tell her husband?

“I'll pretend you didn’t say that.”

“I'm just saying. Your marriage is bust maybe you'd want to do the same for me.” What
madness is this? Ndiyalingwa.

“Really Lala. You had to take it there. You know do whatever you like. You are a grown ass
woman.”

“0Oh so much drama Lona, live a little. Have some more alcohol.” She gets up and walks away.

“1need to go home. What is the code to get out of this place.” | scream after her.

“Hayi phola man Lona.” She responds as she disappears out the balcony. | need to go. I'm not
having fun. Lala is also pissing me off. Maybe I'm judging from the earlier discovery.

| walk out only to be turned back by the security. | need a new code to leave the building. | go
back to the apartment and Lala blatantly ignores me. | go and search for Athi. | knock on the
room | found them shagging in. I'm really hoping | won't find a repeat of earlier with a different

girl.

There is no response to my knock. | open the door tentatively. No one in the room. The bed is
messy you can clearly see that fun was had.

The bathroom door is slightly ajar. | walk towards it and he is in there.

“ Athi sorry to bug you. I need to leave can you help with the code?” He jumps at the sound of
my voice. Things start falling over. He comes out with white powder smeared on the tip of his
nose. He sniffs and wipes his nose and his eyes seem dilated. He is definitely high.

“Sorry about that. You want a line?” he offers like it's tea.



“No thanks. Just the code to leave.” He walks out and gets his phone. After generating the code
he gives it to me. | thank him and walk out.

I run into Lala downstairs. I'm not impressed with her. | hope she is not snorting the coke with
Athi. I've seen what drugs can do to a family.

“I'm leaving Lala.”

“You such a kill joy Choma. Let me get you the code.”

“1 got it already.” | walk away requesting an Uber. By the time | get out the outside building it's
already waiting. It's after midnight when | arrive home. There is a car parked in the yard. It's the
TOS. I'm angry. What the fuck is he doing here? | regret not changing the locks. Maybe it's the
kids. | start to panic. | find a take away paper bag on the kitchen counter with a bottle of my
favourite wine next to it . He is not here though. | find him in the bedroom under the blankets. |
switch on the light and that wakes him up.

“O tswa kae at this time Lona? Who the fuck is he?” he asks in a sleepy voice. Did he get
amnesia?

“Tsietsi what the hell are you doing here?” he gets off from the bed with only his boxer shorts
and walks towards me.

“1 came here to surprise you and | find you gone. | waited hours for you. Are you seeing
someone else?” All the hairy bits on my body are itching right now.

“ Tsietsi leave before | call the police.” He is standing in front of me. I'm not sure if his one ab is
suppose to turn me on. He picks his sweatpants from the floor and starts getting dressed.

“If you are seeing some loser, I'll take my kids. No man will raise my kids Lona. Not while I'm still
alive.” Maybe | should arrange your death then.

“Who will raise them? Your skank ? Heyi! Get out of my house Tsietsi maan. Ungandilingi!”



“It's my house!” he roars.

| dial the police. I'll have his ass arrested. He doesn't know me.

He picks up his wallet and phone from the side table and leaves. | hang up before it goes
through . After making sure he is gone | go back up to my room. Change the linen and go
freshen up. | can't relax. I'm too worked up. It's decided. I'm selling this house and moving.
Imagine if | had brought someone home to find the TOS in my bed.

The following morning | receive a text from Lala asking me to confirm her story with Brian that
she spent the night at my house. | don't like it one bit. She is a hoe.

Chapter 3

“Having hallucinations

I'm losing sleep every night
Keep trying to cover my eyes
My eyes, yeah

Is it my imagination?

| think I'm losing my mind
Still see your face all the time

All the time”-DVSN

It's Monday morning and I'm lazing around in bed after dropping the kids at day care. I'm trying
to forget my botched interview but I'm failing. The lady has been haunting me the whole
weekend. | wonder if she is married. She wore no ring. Some people don’t wear them so it
doesn’t mean anything. Often it's men who don’t though. | doubt if she is married or even have a
man she seems way too uptight to have one. With my lack of action I might just end up sour like
her. Well she isn't really sour just aloof. If she has a man then she wears the pants in their
household. What if she is a dominatrix. Hmm. That would be interesting. Suddenly | have
unbidden images of her spanking me.



Impambano igala so.

| really need a man even if it's a Ben 10. Things are getting out of hand now. Eventually | get up
and shower then go make myself something to eat. Just then the door bell rings. | go check and
find a delivery man by the gate with an envelope. | don’t open the gate. | get the envelope
through the post box and he gives me the clipboard to sign over the gate while he waits outside.
You can never be too careful with so many criminals around.

| get back to the house and open the envelope. It's weird because it's not addressed to me but
the TOS. It's summons against the house. Apparently the house is in arrears. How? | thought he
paid cash for all his properties.

Why did it get to a point where there are summons issued anyway? | decide to swallow my pride
and call him. He doesn’t answer. | call him a couple of times still no response. | decide to call
the numbers provided on the document.

When [ finish with that call | feel like curling into a ball and die. That no good son of a bitch
decided to stop the final payments of the house. He kept ignoring the bank calls as he is the
one listed on all the documents. | needed to settle R147 000 within 10 days or further legal
action would be taken. Apparently the house was already on the process to be auctioned.

How could Tsietsi do this to me? Did he really hate me that much to want to see me and his kids
homeless. | hate that his lawyers handled the divorce. He really pulled a number on me and |
was naive enough to think they would be fair. We live and learn.

| abandon the cooking idea. | lost my appetite. | decide to check the internet on my phone for a
few schools that offer the beauty course. All the schools | find around Johannesburg are a bit

pricey. | can't really afford it but | know | need to do something. If | can’t get a job then at least

let me have my own business. | fear if nothing comes through we might end up homeless.

| receive a call from Lala as I'm busy surfing the net for other jobs.

“Lazola.” I'm not in the mood.

“Choma. Hau what's wrong?” She doesn't know.



“Lazola, | don't want to be involved in what ever it is that is going on between you and Brian.
Leave my name out of it.”

“0Oh calm down Lona. | made a mistake not kill someone. It won't happen again. I'm sorry | put
you in the middle of my mess. | thought we were friends and friends look out for each other.”

“There is looking out for you and then there is misleading you. If | have to be honest with you,
your behaviour is tacky. You are disrespecting your husband and what do you think abo Athi and
his friends will think of him?”

“1 don't expect you to understand Lona. | am definitely not taking marriage advice from
someone who failed to keep her man.”

“That's below the belt and you know it. Do you boo. Don't say | didn't warn you.”

“I'm sorry Lona. I'm just stressed. | didn't mean that. Anyway | called to say thanks for the cover

n

up.

“Sharp.” I hung up. Didn’t need to tell her that Brian never called. She thinks Brian doesn't know.
Cheating people always think they are a step ahead. The way | hate cheaters. | can’t even
condone it with my friend.

Another call comes through and it's the TOS. He definitely took his time to return the call.

“How can you not finish the house payments?” | don’t even have time to greet. I'm boiling on the
inside.

“Oh. So that was your reason for the many calls. | actually thought you had reconsidered your
stupid decision.” He drawls

“When are you going to get it through your thick skull Tsietsi? | don't want you. | will never get
back with you, ever! Even if you were there last man on earth.”



“Ke a tlhaloganya, you still think you have a choice,” he chuckles. You don’t have a choice
sweetheart. | will make your life miserable. Don’t you miss the finer things in life? Not having to
worry where your next meal will come from?” Maybe he is bipolar.

“Ndimamelisise ke ndoda! I'd rather die.” | drop the call then take deep breaths. He'll be the
death of me this one.

It's almost time to fetch the kids and | go. Khothatso has been moody since coming back from
her father. Nthatisi is updating me all about her day while her sister looks out the window.

“Who wants ice cream?” | ask. Bribery works with my kids.

“Me me mommy!” Nthati exclaims. No reaction from Khothatso.

“Baby, you don't want ice cream?” | ask her. She only shrugs her shoulders. | drive to
McDonald's and park. | need a few moments with her before going home.

After we place our order we go sit outside by the rides where | can easily watch Nthatisi playing.
Khothatso is not even interested in rides. Now | know for sure something is seriously wrong.

“Baby did something happen at school?” She shakes her head. This is going to be difficult. “ At
your father's?” no reaction. My heart is in my throat right now. “ You know you can talk to me
right baby?” | soften my voice and try to be as non-threatening as possible.

We have the ice cream in silence while watching Nthatisi.

“Daddy says we are going to go live with him. Don't you want us anymore mommy?” Thixo lenja
yendodal! | could kill him right now.

“Your father told you that?” She nods.



“Baby, I'm not sure what your father meant but I'm never leaving you with any one. | love you.
You are my life both you and your sister and you'll always stay with me.”

“You promise?” She perks up.

“Yeah | promise.”

“May be we should go back to him. His fridge is always full of nice things and his house has
furniture.” Nanko ke umntwana ka Tsietsi.

“Baby, mommy and daddy are not getting back together. He is still your father and he loves you,”
| hope | don't get struck by lightning “You can always visit him but me and him are over my baby.
Mommy will work extra hard to make sure that you have nice things.”

“He says you don't have to work extra hard. He says he can give us nice things.” What has he
been telling my children? I'm tempted to bad mouth him to them. The high road is difficult
indeed. I'll take it for now.

“I'm sure he can baby but us women need to do things on our own sometimes. Mama is one of
those women. Like one of the powerpuffs girls. Remember they are always saving people?”
desperate times.

“Oh yes mommy. | want to be a powerpuff girl.”

“You see | also want to be one. If | let daddy do everything then | can’t be one.”

“You are right mommy. I'm going to help you.”

“How was aunty Minky?” | have to ask. She shrugs her shoulders. That's all | get. We finish our
ice cream and get Nthatisi from the rides. She has ice cream all over her clothes.

Once we are home | put them in the bath and go prepare for dinner. I'm still gripped by fear of
losing the house. | just feel like the walls are closing in on me and something has to give.



Its the following day. I'm busy registering with employment agencies again. I'm not sure how
many of those I'm registered on. The whole internet has my CV I'm sure. Is that even safe? The
amount of jobs alerts | receive on my phone and it's never what | chose. I'm really exhausted
and | need to get out of this house. It suddenly feels like my prison where | await my execution. |
decide to go to the mall. Maybe being around people will lift my spirit.

| drive to Mall of Africa. Nothing is worse than coming to a mall when you are broke. | realise
that | haven't been shopping for myself since my divorce. | only came once for the kids and that
was because of the change of season.

Their father brought them back with lots of new clothes on Sunday. They couldn’t stop talking
about it. I'm fortunate that | used to buy expensive quality clothes and they have lasted longer
plus | had more clothes than was necessary. | won't even mention bags and shoes. Was | a
shallow being? | mean | could afford to. | wonder sometimes if the universe is trying to teach
me a lesson. Hell I'm enough let me graduate.

| walk around the mall doing window shopping. The worst thing one can subject themselves to.
I'm a sucker for punishment.

It's two hours later. I'm tired and I'm hungry. | go seat at Spur and order a toasted sandwich
with a latte. | suddenly feel guilty that I'm eating at Spur without my kids. | squash it down as
soon as it pops up. They are also eating at créche.

As soon as my order arrives | start eating. What a waste of my money though the sandwich is
kak. It was the cheapest thing on the menu. It's drier than it should be considering it's a toasted
sandwich. It has these black crumbs on it as if they didn't clean the toaster before preparing
mine. In fact | don't think the toaster has been cleaned since they started operating. | lose my
appetite immediately and push the plate away. I'll settle for my latte.

“Not enjoying your food?” My insides turn cold and my tummy dances while my quim clenches.
| did say. I'm a hoe.

“It's not up to my expectations,” | say as | look up at his gorgeous face.

“Do you mind if I join you?” he asks. He is carrying a few designer bags. The two are from a
women'’s shop.

“Not at all.” He puts the bags on the seat and slide in opposite me. For a moment | thought he
would fit with his height. There is a few seconds of awkward silence. I'm even feeling shy



drinking my latte. | look at the charcoal sandwich and cringe as if | made it myself.

When | look up, | find him looking at me with his brow furrowed. He likes doing that and it
unsettles me. Just as I'm stewing in my thoughts my waitress comes. I've lost my will to
complain. His scent does the things and | feel like crawling up to him and burying my head in his
chest. Is it as solid as it looks? | wonder.

“Good afternoon sir. May | take your order?” She is extra polite. | don’t blame her | would be
doing the same. We are both hoes.

“First of all tell me something,” he asks in his deep commanding tone. She perks up. | would to if
he was addressing me. I'd also be nervous as hell. But u girl is oblivious.

“Yes."” She gushes.

“Would you eat this sandwich?” He points at granny sandwich. She looks at it and frowns.

“No | wouldn't.”

“Then how did it get out of the kitchen and served to a customer?”

Mute

“In future, please don't serve something that you wouldn't like being served to you sisi.” She
nods her head like an idiot. He is so polite and yet I'm terrified on her behalf.

“That will be all. Thank you.” Just like that she is dismissed. She clears the table and walks
away.

“Oh well, that went well.” That's all | can say.

“I could see you weren'’t going to say anything about it. Sometimes they need to be told so that
they can correct themselves. It's just that people go about it the wrong way and become rude to



the servers.” Off course they do. They paid for the service.

“You are right.”

“How are you Lona?” he seems genuinely interested in my well being. | wonder if he is a
psychologist. He can get inside a person’s mind this one. | want to tell him that I'm about to kill
my ex. Oh | might be homeless soon. How about this one. | wasted my money and my guilt on a
crap sandwich.

“I'm good, how are you Sazi?”

“I'm good.”

“Shopping in the middle of the day. Your life is good.” | say. He gives me a small smile.

“Well I was buying a gift for someone then it turned into shopping. | don’t get enough time to do
it so when | find an opportunity to shop, | take it.” He must be shopping for the wife. Lucky
woman.

“Would you like to go somewhere else and have proper lunch?” he continues. Why would | want
to go anywhere with you?

“No thanks. I'm fine. The latte will hold me over until | get home.” My tummy choses that
moment to grumble. | can feel my face heat up as he raises his one eyebrow. Can | die already!

“Excuse me mam. My server told me about the unfortunate condition of your meal. | would like
to apologise and ask if we could make you another one.” His name tag is written manager. |
wonder had it not been for Mr Gorgeous here would he have been bothered.

“We are sorted my man. Thank you for handling it though.” Sazi quickly responds. The
managers gives me the latte on the house and leaves us.



“ Come with me.” He commands. Yes he commands. Sazi doesn't ask.

| get up and follow him. Don’t ask me why? We walk in silence towards the parking area. My
speech returns when | realise where we are heading.

“Where are we going?”

“I just need to put these in the car and then I'm buying you lunch. You don’t mind do you?” No |
don’t. As long as he doesn't expect anything more than a conversation. I'm fine. We get to his
car and he loads the shopping bags in his boot then we go back inside the mall.

“How is the car by the way?” He asks as we get on the escalators. He is right behind me and |
can't help but be conscious of my ass.

“It's as good as new. Thanks to you.”

“It was nothing.” Maybe to you.

“It was a lot to me.”

“You are welcome.”

We then continue walking in silence. He doesn't say much this one and | have the urge to fill in
the silence. That's what | do when I'm nervous or feeling awkward. He doesn’t seem affected by
it. It's more like he prefers the silence. The way he walks though he exudes confidence. He is a
man who knows who he is and is unapologetic about it. | feel like praising him by his clan
names just for being in his company. | see the looks we get from the people especially women.
They seem to envy being in my position. Some even have a questioning look on their faces like
why would he be walking with telly tubby and not them. He seems oblivious to all the attention
or maybe he is used to the attention.

He leads me to Kream and we are greeted by the manager as soon as we walk in. The place is
quiet compared to what it becomes in the evenings. We are seated in a nice table by the corner.



He even pulls a chair for me. Chivalry is still alive.

The moment we sit the manger brings us the menu and we order the starters first . He orders
the pork belly starter while | go for creamy butternut soup. In the mean time | order a glass of
water and he does the same.

Once the manager leaves he picks up the menu and studies it like it's a textbook. His brows

furrows and | guess he does that a lot when he is concentrating. His skin is flawless. He is still
sporting the 50'clock shadow. | guess that’s his look. It looks really sexy on him. | wonder if its
soft especially between the thighs. My wayward thoughts again. | really need to filter my brain.

“It's rude to stare.” Shit! | snap out of my day dream to find him with amusement showing on his
face.

“I wasn't staring.” He mustn’t think he is all that. Then the ring reels me back. This is someone
husband.

“What will you have?” he asks.

“ A lamb shank with a side veggie.” He nods and closes the menu. | actually want everything on
the menu but | won't be a pig in front of him.

“So who are you Sazi?” This just comes out without even thinking about. | could shoot my
mouth right now. He sits back with his hands resting on in the table.

“I'm Sazi Khumalo, | thought you knew that. At least the first name. specific. What do you want
to know Lona?”

“Are you married.” He raises his left hand and shows me his ring. “Well?”

“Well what?” heh wadlala ngam umntu.

“It's a simple question Sazi. Are you or are you not?”



“What if | am?” This is tiring.

“Then what's this.” | make a sweeping gesture between us.

“This,” He returns the gesture, “Is two people having lunch. Or is there more?” There's is more in
my dreams.

“No.” | give him a fake smile. | make a mental note to Google his ass.

“You think too much Lona. Don’t over think. I'm hungry, you are hungry and good company.”
Really we hardly have anything to talk about. How am | good company? He needs a better line.
“And to answer your question, yes | am married.”

“Oh.” I don't know why I'm disappointed but | am.

“And you Lona, are you married?” The way he says my name gives me butterflies.

“Divorced.” | don't even think about it. His brow furrows again.

“He was a fool to let you go.”

“I wanted to be let go.” He doesn't ask anything further and our starters arrive. He asks about
where I'm from and | end up telling him about my childhood and where | grew up. It's nothing
personal just things | used to get up to as a child. He doesn’t say much. A question and a laugh
here and there that's all he does.

After the starters we order our main course. He orders the lamb shank for me and six King
Prawns for himself with a side salad, veg and chips for both of us to share.

“Would you like a glass of wine with your meal?”



“I'm driving and | still have to fetch my kids from day care.”

“Very responsible of you. | commend that.” I'm not doing it for accolades it comes naturally.

“Thank you. Do you have kids?” | cringe right after those words. You have to be sensitive with
such questions.

“No.” That's all he says. By his body language | know that'’s all I'm getting. | start filling in the
space with meaningless chatter. | sound like my kids right now. | babble about different things.
He seems interested. In the middle of our lunch | receive a call and excuse myself to answer.

“Hello.”

“Good day mam. You are speaking to Fisiwe Gupta from Richards Inc. I'm calling to inform you
about the follow-up interview scheduled for this coming Friday at 11am. Will you be able to
make it?" My heart is galloping right now.

“Yes. Off course.” | can’t contain my excitement.

“Thank you mam. See you on Friday then. Have a great day.”

“Thank you.” I hang up and clutch the phone to my chest.

“Good news?” For a moment | had forgotten about him. Just a moment.

“Sort of. Follow up interview.”

“That’s great I'm sure you'll do well.”



“Even this call is a miracle. | didn’t think they would call back.”

“You must have impressed them.” | don't think so but you never know what the employer wants.

He asks further questions about what | applied for and all that. | start with my chattering. We
finish with the main course and order desert. He has a sense of humour this one. I've been
laughing for hours. He just has a way of making me laugh. Sometimes | have to think about
what he says and then when | get it | burst out laughing.

I've lost track of time. It's almost four in the afternoon. | haven't had this much fun in ages.

“I have to go and fetch my kids from day-care.”

“Ok let me settle the bill and then I'll walk you out.”

He does just that. He walks me all the way to my car even goes to an extent of insisting to pay
for my parking ticket.

“It was lovely seeing you again Lona. Thanks for the lovely company.” We are standing by the
passenger door.

“Thank you for lunch and for the company as well.” His eyes are intently looking at me. He is too
close. His breath is fanning my face even. | just need to pull him down a little and smash my lips
on his. | turn around and unlock my car instead. He snakes his hand behind me to open the door
for me. | feel him everywhere. His closeness does things to my body. | have my back to him and
| feel warm all over. He opens the door and holds it. | shake off my wayward thoughts and get in
the car. Then he closes the door.

He stands back with hands in his pockets and watch as | start the car. | roll down the window.

“Thank you Sazi.” He has no idea how his company cheered me up.



“A pleasure Lona.” That word alone conjures up forbidden images.

| drive off leaving him standing there in one place. He stands until | exit the parking. My stars !
This man is the definition of temptation. | need to stay away from him otherwise I'll be a home
wrecker and a rapist. The man hasn’t even made any inappropriate moves and yet I'm ready to
drop my panties for him. Hoe tendencies.

| go straight to creche to fetch the kids. The traffic is horrendous. Why | chose Mall of Africa
when there is Bedford Centre even Eastgate Mall beats me. In fairness | should have been long
back by then.

Eventually | get to the créche and pick up the kids. They are always happy to see me and that
warms my heart.

“Mommy, why are you late?” Khothatso asks. | didn’t know she knew the time and the difference.

“I had a meeting baby.” Meeting with a hunk that | would like to exchange saliva and other
liquids with. Bar for two things one he is married and secondly he is not into me that way. “How
do you know | was late?”

“Because, you fetched us a long time after they fetched Jonathan. | always leave before him.”
Out of all the kids a Jonathan must be noticed.

“Who is Jonathan?”

“Her boyfriend.”Nthatisi pitches in. How old is this child? Should she even know what a
boyfriend is?

“She has a boyfriend?”

“Yes mommy. | also have many boyfriends.” She is a hoe.



“Nthatisi ! you kids are too young to have boyfriends.”

“Should we be friends with girls only. Girls are mean.” Khothatso adds.

“You can be friends with boys too baby.

Nothing wrong with that.” Until they start going for your panties off course.

“What do you kids feel like eating?”

“McDonald's!” they both exclaim. I'm too full to cook and | also need to assuage my guilt. We
drive pass McDs and | order happy meals for them. It's almost 6pm when we get home.

Once the kids finish with their supper | give them a bath and send them to bed. That leaves me
with plenty of time to play. I'm not even watching T.V. tonight | need to relieve an itch. | wish |
had a foam bath then | would run myself a bubble bath. | shower and go under blankets. | don't
even need porn for this session my mind is already worked up.

As | lie there | close my eyes and conjure up images of him naked. He looks good in my
imagination. Ripped in all the right places. | start to play with myself. | don’t want to rush this. |
want to savour it. It's the closest thing I'm going to have to sex for a while. | play with my nipples
a little bit. They are still as sensitive as they were before | had kids. As | continue to play it feels
slippery between my legs. When | see him hovering above me with his eyes laden with need. |
open my legs for him to let him in. Oh. The feel of him as he penetrates me. My finger is already
playing with my nub as | separate my wet folds. I'm so wet, I'm overflowing. I'm not going to last
long. I'm trying to prolong it but his images are so powerful and vivid in my head that they send
me over the edge. It's the most intense orgasm I've ever experienced. My body is humming with
pleasure. | curl into a ball and fall into a dreamless sleep.

See you Friday

Chapter 4

“You've been scared of love and what it did to you

You don't have to run, | know what you've been through



Just a simple touch and it can set you free
We don't have to rush when you're alone with me
| feel it coming, | feel it coming, babe

| feel it coming, | feel it coming, babe (I know what you feel right now)”- The Weekend

It a Friday and I'm struggling with my outfit once more. | don’t want to come off as someone
tacky. | need to dress like a professional. The problem is that with my curves everything | wear
puts all the assets on display. | could be wearing a sack, my ass and hips will be popping and
its the same with the boobs. It's a hot day in January . | don't want to be sweating like a idiot.

| finally decide on a dark navy high waist skirt with an off white blouse with big sleeves and have
it tucked in. I'm happy with the outfit. It doesn’t show any flesh except for my legs. | wear dark
blue platform heels.

My nerves have killed my appetite. | only have a cup of coffee and | drive to Richards Inc. On the
way | try to wreck my brain for the reason I'm called back. Will it be another interview or what?

No use trying to crack my skull. I'll find out soon enough. | get to the building and its the same
procedure as the previous time. Only this time when | arrive on the 5th floor | find the same lady
that looked after us. She has her own desk and I'm not sure if it's another reception area but it
looks like it. | also notice an empty desk next to hers and further down the hall there are few
more ladies and one gentlemen at their own work stations. Then there are several closed doors
on the opposite side. | assume it's different managers and their PA's

I walk up to the lady and she gives me a warm smile. She is very petite and light in complexion.
Big eyes and a nose that looks like she has English genes. She is pretty.

“Good morning. I'm Lona Somlotha. I'm responding to a call by a Ms Fisiwe Gupta.” Her smile
broadens.

“Oh yes. We've been expecting you. I'm Fisiwe.” | thought she would be Indian with Gupta links.

“Take a seat. Ms Nduna will call you shortly. She is on a conference call right now. Anything |
can get you? Tea, coffee or juice?”



“Water please.” My throat is too dry. She presses a button on her desk and requests water.

| walk to the waiting area and take a seat. The reception area has more life and character than
the office | was in the last time. There are beautiful paintings hanging on the wall and they all
seem to be done by one person judging by the signature. Who ever R.S is, he or she is a brilliant
artist.

A lady dressed in a maids uniform comes in holding a tray with a bottle of water and a glass. |
only take the bottle and thank her then drink until it's half way. Not lady like | know but I'm trying
to calm myself. My nerves are increasing as | wait. | can feel my underarms starting to sweat.
This is not good.

“Ms Somlotha please go through.” | stand, place the bottle of water on the side table and
follow her to the same office as before. She knocks once and let's me in.

“Ms Nduna. I'm stepping out for a bit. Is there anything you need before | go?” Fisiwe asks.

“No. Thank you.” This woman is cold though. Fisiwe nods and leaves closing the door behind
her. I'm still standing by the door with my bag clutched in front.

“Come take a seat Ms Somlotha I'll be with you in a moment.” She hasn’t even looked at me
not even once. I'm beginning to think she is against looking directly at people. | walk on wobbly
legs and take a seat opposite her. She is busy with a file and | take the chance to observe her.

She is wearing an elegant dark grey sleeveless dress with an O shape neck. It goes with a three
quarter blazer which is hanging on the coat hanger. She is also wearing a baby pink beaded
neck piece which drops to her chest. She is probably a 32b cup size. She has pink studs on her
earlobes. Is that a pink diamond? Possible. She doesn't strike me as dress jewellery type of girl.
Her hair styled into her painful looking bun. It must be her signature look. Jerr doesn't she get a
headache from this style. Her delicate hands are a contrast to her hard core demeanour. No
ring or any ring marks on her left finger. Her nails are painted in neutral colours and cut very
shot. She only has a watch on her wrist. It looks just as expensive as the rest of her. | wonder
how long or short her dress is. Does It showcase her legs? Is she wearing her signature heels. |
only met her once why would | assume any pattern behaviour?



| look up to find her looking at me. Earth swallow me please. Why is the universe this cruel?

“Sorry about that | have a busy day. Being without a PA is also not helping.” | just nod my head.
I’'m not sure how to respond.

“Ms Somlotha I reviewed your application. Your lack of experience concerns me. | don’t have the
luxury of time to train someone. When | hire a person | need them to be on the ball.” | am still
not sure if this is a prelude to a brush off. “another thing is that | travel a lot and | have to travel
with my PA. Do you have any commitments that could prevent you from that?” My kids.

“No mam.” Who doesn't lie at their interviews when still desperate for a job?

“I need you on call anytime of the day. If | need a file | must be able to call you. Don't worry I'm
not a nuisance but should the need arise then you must be available.”

“Yes mam.”

“You'll be on three months probation if we are mutually happy then the job is yours permanently.
With study and growth opportunities. This is a big company world wide. It's family owned and
they are good to their employees. This is but a small section of their business. Head office is
around Sandton. You must be able to keep up.” | got the job. Wow. | feel like I'm on duty already.

“Thank you mam for the opportunity | won't let you down.”

“You can start by dropping the mam. It's Ms Nduna or Monde.”

“Yes Ms Nduna.” She is Ms to me.

“You'll start on Monday. Our office hours are 9am to 5pm Monday to Friday but I'm always here
from 6h30 to 7pm.” Will | be expected to be with her during those hours?



“Will I be expected to be here at the same hours as you Ms Nduna?” I'm terrified of her answer.

“Only when needed but your hours remain 9 to 5pm.” What a relief.

“Thank you once again.” She stands and comes around. | also stand accepting my dismissal.
Just as | thought, she is wearing a red heel and the dress sits just below the knee.

“I'll see you on Monday. Welcome to the company.” She stretches her hand towards mine and |
reciprocate. | feel a frisson of warmth going through my arm and | quickly let go.

| walk out and she closes the door after me.

I'm met by Fisiwe’s bright smile. | can't help but return it.

“You got the job?” She asks.

“Yes |1 did,” Joy is apparent in my voice.

“Well congratulations boo. Welcome to Richards Inc. darling . Hope you last longer that her
previous PA’s. | like you.” She whispers. That doesn't instil confidence in me. | suspect vele the
lady is a slave driver.

“I'll do my best.” | weakly respond.

“Ms Somlota you have to bring more than your best. Ms Nduna won't accept anything less. She
hates late coming. Please be on time.”

“Call me Lona. Thank you for the advice.”

“Us ladies have to stick together. When do you start?”



“On Monday.”

“Cool. That will be your desk.” She points to the big empty desk along side hers.

“Okay. Thank you girl. I'll see you on Monday.” Just then her phone rings. She answers while
waving me goodbye.

| can't believe | got the job. I'm so excited and | don't know who to share my excitement with. It's
a long time before the kids are back. We are definitely going out for ice cream to celebrate. If
only I had Sazi's numbers. What the fuck! Why would | even think of him? | berate myself. |
decide to call Lazola. She might have hoe tendencies but she is still my friend.

“Hey Choma.” She sounds down.

“Lala, are you okay?” | hear her sigh.

J

“I'm okay Choma just feeling under the weather.”

“Oh. Are you at work?”

“No. I'm not at work. I'm home. What's up?”

“I got the job.”

“What job?”

“The one | had an interview for last Friday.”

“Oh congratulations Choma. | knew you would.”



“Ja. I didn’t think | would.”

“Listen Choma. | need to go I'll call you back. Congrats. Mncwa.” She hangs up. That's weird.

I'm not sure what to do with my excitement right now. So | just go home to take a nap. By the
time | wake up its time to fetch my kids from créche. When | check my phone which | had put on
silence, | have two missed calls from Tsietsi. I'm have not been returning any of his calls the
whole week.

| go fetch my kids and we drive by Milky Lane for my ice cream celebration. They are excited
that | got a job even though they still think especially Khothatso, | should take her father up on
his offer.

They get their ice cream in cups with Smarties on it while | settle for a waffle with ice cream. We
sit down and indulge. Afterwards we go home.

As we get home we find Tsietsi ‘s car parked outside my gate. As soon as he sees us he gets
out of the car. | ignore him and wait for the gate to open. The kids are excited to see their dad.
They are screaming through the window. As soon as | park they out running to their father who
picks them up in his arms. He walks towards me.

“I'm here for my kids. You know it's my time on weekends.” That's his way of greeting.

“I really can’t keep up with your schedule Tsietsi. The other weekends you weren't here so what
would make this one different. | can’t keep up with your inconsistency.”

“Just have them ready so we can go.”

| leave him outside and go to pack a bag for them. No matter how angry | am at their father, |
can’t punish them by depriving him. They love him and they see no wrong in him.

| come back to find them in the kitchen telling him how we were celebrating my new job. He
looks up when | come into the room. | can’t read the emotions in his eyes.



“So you got a job.”

uYeS‘u

“You know you don't have to work right? | can take care of you Lona. One more chance. I'll pay
for this house or buy you a new one. I'll even give you your car back. Please just take me back.”
Must he always make me to be the bad guy in front of the kids? Ngudoti womntu lo!

“I can’t Tsietsi and can we not do this in front of the children. Stop bad mouthing me with them
and filling their heads with ideas.” | give him the bags and he sighs. Takes them and the kids
say their goodbye and they leave.

I'm home alone with nothing to do. My earlier conversation with Lala worries me. She didn't
sound like herself but | don't want to push. Hopefully she’ll come to me when she is ready.

Since I'll be starting work on Monday, | decide to go through my wardrobe. | mean | have all this
time I might as well. | check which clothes would be suitable for my new job and which wouldn't.
| then realise there are a lot of clothes | don’t need. Haven't worn in two years even. | put the
ones to keep on one side and ones to give away on another side. | do the same with the kids
clothes. There is also a few refuse bags of clothes Tsietsi left behind.

I end up with eight refuse bags of clothes to give away. | know a homeless shelter in Tembisa,
Phomolong section and | plan on delivering them tomorrow. They could really use them. It
takes me hours to have all this sorted. | don’t even prepare any food for myself. When done |
just crawl into bed.

The following day | wake up into silence. This house feels weird without the kids. It feels like a
haunted house. After breakfast | get ready and go to the shelter. | find it busier than usual. Then
again, | haven't been here in a while.

There is car that is parked outside and it seems way out of place in this area but then a lot of
wealthy people do come here often to donate their money. | call some of the boys playing
soccer on the street to come help me carry the bags.

The moment | go in Gogo is already waiting for me with a hug upfront. She is a lovely old lady
that has been taking care of this homeless shelter for over twenty years. | met her when my



parents were still alive. They use to bring me here so | could learn being humble.

Even while married | still continued to come at least twice a year. In winter | would bring
blankets and maybe serve soup for a day and in summer | brought clothes. | hadn’t been here
though since my divorce. | suppose when you go through your own shit you forget about other
people’s needs.

“Lona mntwanam. Sikugqibele kudala. Ungabile nontombi. ( We haven't seen you in a long time.
Where have you been?)” Gogo says the moment she sees me.

“Hello Gogo. I've been around. Life has been humbling me.”

“Where are the kids? Last time | saw you the young one wasn't even one yet.”

“They are with their father. We got a divorce so they are visiting him for the weekend.”

“I'm sorry to hear that. You kids nowadays solve everything with divorce. Anikwazi nje
unyamezela.”

“Hayi Gogo some things are just intolerable.”

“Like what? Cheating? All men cheat child. You just have to make sure he doesn't look else
where.” Like how? He is a grown ass man moss. If he wants to look he'll look. There isn't a
damn thing | can do about it. | don’t tell Gogo that | let her share her wisdom as she walks with
me into the house.

“I hear you Gogo.” | nod and make the necessary sounds. No use arguing with old people about
the sanctity of marriage. Kuyabekezelwa.

“I hope you work things out for the sake of your children. Now. Come let me introduce you to
someone.” There we go. Gogo is going to try and fix me up. | follow her to the back. To my
shock the person she wants to introduce me is Sazi. This is becoming weird. He is like a magnet.
He is everywhere. He is busy washing dishes with two teenagers. It's a lot of dishes. | can see



he is just as shocked to see me.

“Sazi, | brought more help. Meet Lona, Lona this is Sazi.”

“We've met already Gogo.” He responds.

“Oh okay ke. Let me leave you. | need to go to the shops. Maria asambeni.” Hau the two girls
follow Gogo. Does this mean we are on dish duty? Couldn't | be the one to go to the shops?

“Lona, good to see you again. How are you?”

“Hi Sazi. I'm fine. And You?”

“I'm good. Where are the kids?”

“With their father for the weekend. How can | help?”

“By drying and packing them in that container over there.” | start working and we continue for a
while in silence. | have to stand beside him. | watch his strong hands as he washes and with all
that soap. The way his arm muscles work as he picks up the dishes. | feel the warmth
emanating from him. We are too close to each other. His scent fills my nostrils and | quiver in
my secret place. It's going to be long day.

“So many dishes. What happened this morning?” | feel the need to break the silence.

“They had a soccer match with other shelters. Gogo was hosting. Now they all went for a hike
except for the two girls. You come here often?”

“Not as often as | would like. Haven't been here in two years. And you?”

“This is like my second home.” He doesn't elaborate. We are silent again just the sound of the



water as he washes. His brow is furrowed as he concentrate on the task at hand. He is very
slow and thorough. You’d swear he was painting a Picasso. This is going to be very long. I'm not
sure | can last that long without jumping his bones. | feel his breath fanning my face every time
he turns in my direction. Sometimes our hands accidentally touch as we exchange the dishes.
The frisson of awareness that courses through my body when that happens is potent. 'min a
perpetual state of arousal. | fear if he were to make his move I'd throw my morals out the
window.

“Our paths seem to be destined to cross. | wonder why that Is?” he breaks the silence this time

“Coincidence?”

“Maybe. Or fate.”

“What would our fate be then?” Screw each other's brain off.

“You never know. Fate will decide when to reveal its self. We just have to flow with it.”

| start questioning him about this theory and we argue our different point of views. He is very
calm in his arguments. He listens and concedes when he feels my point is right. He is able to
break down his point of view so that you are able to understand. He is a great conversationalist.
When he decides to speak that is. His voice alone breaks my body into goose bumps. | could
listen to him all day and all night. Especially at night when he does other things with his strong
hands. Sigh. Hoe tendencies.

Three hours later we are still at it. We've changed water at least three times. It doesn't help that
he first rinses the dirt out before washing. Its a process with him. Had it been me washing, the
first batch of water would have been enough. Fortunately we are only left with two big pots. I'm
not even filling the silence anymore. | just want this over with. | can't even sit down because the
table is too high.

“Do you have plans for the rest of the day?” He asks.

Yes. Crawl into my bed and pleasure myself with your images in mind until my fingers hurt.



“Not really. I'll probably go home and nap. Then read afterwards.” He is rinsing the last pot.
Thank the stars we are done. He wipes his hands with a dry cloth and | do the same.

“Would you like to go out with me? Athi asked me to attend one of his parties. | need company.”
Dude! Shouldn't your wife be your company?

“Sazi. | must admit, | love your company but I'm really uncomfortable with the position that you
are putting me in. | was on the other side of this scenario. Don't make me an accomplice to your
dirty dealings. You are married and me accompanying you to parties is really not appropriate.”
He has his arms folded in front as he intently watches me throughout my speech. He sighs.

“I like that you enjoy my company. The feeling is mutual. Would it help if you knew that my wife
knows about you?” Its my turn to frown. I'm confused as fuck. What kind of kinky shit is he up to?

“I don't follow.” | truly don't. This seems like an indecent proposal type of situation.

“She knows that we've met a couple of times. That | paid for your car repairs. She knows we had
lunch the other day. It's part of how | spent my days and we tell each other how our day's went.
If you go with me tonight she will know.”

“Why would you tell your wife all that?”

“Because | have nothing to hide.” He looks at me incredulously.

“Oh.” That's all | can manage. Maybe my dirty mind is conjuring up a situation that isn’t there.
The guy has been proper ever since | met him. It's my wayward mind that's misguiding me. The
dude doesn't even see me that way. Gosh! | feel so embarrassed right now.

“l understand if you are uncomfortable Lona. Maybe | shouldn't have asked.”

“No, it's not that. | just wanted to be clear about your intentions. It's cool. I'll go with you.” |
answer without giving it a second thought. | better keep my hormones in check. They are
definitely raging like a teenager’s right now.



“Great! I'll pick you up at six. Is that cool with you?”

“It's fine. I'll be ready.”

Afterwards | leave before Gogo comes back. | can’t wait any longer. When | get home | decide to
take a nap and set an alarm for 5pm.

I'm woken up by a persistent annoying sound. It's my alarm. | switch it off and lie there thinking
of the evening ahead. Should | trust Sazi and his intentions? He hasn’t given me any reason not
to trust him. I'm tempted to Google him but then I'm not sure | want to see his wife. That will
just make her more real in my head.

Eventually | get up and take a shower. While in the shower | take care of my needs just to get the
urge off. Nothing works wonders in the shower that the shower head. Once I'm done | leave the
shower on wobbly legs. That should prevent me from jumping the man’s bones.

I miss my kids. | wrap myself in a towel and call them. The issue with this call is that | have to
go through the TOS (Toenail Of Satan). He answers immediately and | can hear my kid's happy
chattering in the background.

“My wife.” | fight the urge to gag.

“Tsietsi may | speak to the kids.”

“I'm fine thank you, how are you?” I'm not going to entertain him. He calls the kids.

“Mommy.” They both say at the same time.

“Hey my babies. How are you?

“We fine mama just missing you?” Khothatso responds.

“Granny is here.” That would be Nthatisi.



“Oh. Is she?” | could say a lot about that woman but | could be on speaker. In addition its their
grandmother | can’t bad mouth her. Even though she doesn't hesitate to. She is the one person
who celebrated when we divorced .

“She says you are not doing a good job mama. We should speak her language.” Nthatisi says.

“She does?” | feign shock.

“Yes. And she says we should go stay with her. | don't want to stay with her mama she is mean.”
Nthatisi continues. Sometimes | forget this child’s age.

“That’s not a nice thing to say about an adult Nthati.” All I'm saying in my head is that tell her
some more my baby. Old miserable goat.

“Sorry mommy.”

“It's okay. Khothatso you are too quiet, are you okay?”

“I'm fine mommy. | miss you.”

“I miss you too guys. I'll see you tomorrow. Behave.”

We say our goodbyes and hang up.

| need to choose an outfit. It's always a struggle. | don't want to be overdressed or underdressed
either. Eventually | decide on an off white oversized sweater off one shoulder and over the knee
high heel beige boots. | look hot if may say so myself. My curly weave will do. I'm ready just in
time as the doorbell rings. | put my makeup in my clutch bag just for a retouch later on and I'm
off. Sazi gets out of the car as the gate opens.

| start drooling. He is wearing slim fit faded denim jeans, off white round neck sweater with
sleeves rolled up just below his elbows and dark brown shoes. He looks hot. Am | allowed to



say that? In my head, hell yes!

He walks to me the moment | get out of the gate. We standing in front of his car not saying
anything. He has his hands in his pockets. | start feeling awkward.

“Hey.” That's all | think of.

“You look beautiful.” My tummy clenches.

“Thank you.” It comes out breathy. I'm screwed.

He snaps into action and walks around to the passenger door then opens for me. He holds the
door open for me. I'm drowning in his scent right now. In a very good way. It's a bit of a climb
to getin an | feel the sweater riding up. I'm sure my whole thigh is out. Hopefully I'm not flashing
him my ass. It's not that short though, | console myself. Once I'm in he closes the door and
walks around. This gives me a chance to ogle him a bit. The man is gorgeous. Not in a feminine
way. He is all man.

He comes in and starts the car. We don’t say anything for a while. I'm getting used to the silence.
It only bothers me a little. | watch his muscles on his forearms and how they work as he steers
the car. His long lean fingers that look like he has never known the meaning of hard work in his
life. I'm sure he is magic with those hands. Is there a saying about a man and a size of his
fingers? | wonder. Something about the size of a man’s hand and his anatomy then we have a
winner here. | need to get my mind out of the gutter. | chastise the inner hoe.

He taps my thigh with the back of his hand.

“Earth to Lona!” That wasn't even sexual but the way my body reacts you'd swear he promised
me a muff. Why am | thinking of being miffed at a time like this?

“Sorry. My mind just wondered a bit.” A whole lot. To a forbidden paradise.

“Relax. You'll be fine.”



“Why is Athi having a party?” only now | ask. Twisted priorities.

“It's not really a party. The party will come later. He is hosting a fundraising event.”

“Oh. Am | dressed appropriately for that. You should've said so Sazi.” I'm a bit annoyed. People
dressed in ball gowns for such events.

“You are dressed perfect.” Ah well if the man says I'm perfect then I'm perfect. He has access to
Athi’s place so we park in the basement and take the elevator. Never be in a confined space
with someone who has the ability to drench your panties by just a look . | should’ve left him to
take a elevator and taken the stairs. | need the exercise.

As soon as the door closed | feel my heart beating against my chest. I'm sure he can hear it. My
lips are dry and | lick them just to moisten them. When | look up he is leaning against the walls
of the elevator staring at me behind his hooded eyes, hands in his pockets, obviously and one
foot over the other. He is relaxed while I'm sweating profusely under the sweater. | look away.

| steal another glance at him and he still looking at me. Say something. Anything before you
make a fool of yourself.

“It's easier to get in here with you that it was when | came by myself.” His eyes widen.

“You've been here before?”

“Last week Friday. Athi had a party and invited Lala who invited me.” He frowns.

The lift pings and opens. | can finally breathe. He leads me and | follow towards Athi’s
apartment. He knocks and Athi opens. There is only Athi here no one else but he is dressed in a
black slim fitting suit and he looks mighty fine. Light in complexion, clean shaven with a fade
haircut. I'm not sure he wants to start dreads or the uncombed afro in intentional. Fit like all
soccer players. His legs have the bracket for days. He is not as tall as Sazi but he is a head taller
than me.



They greet each other with one arm hugs and then he gives me a hug. I'm not sure why we are
here. No one else is.

“Drink Lona ?” Athi asks.

“Vodka with lemonade please,” | respond.

“Coming right up.” He goes to mix the drinks at the bar. | join Sazi who is relaxed in the lounge. |
seat opposite him. Clutch bag on my lap as if to protect my virtue. As if | still possess any.

“I thought there was a party.” | say. | hope he has no ménage a trois fantasies. I'm not about
that.

“We are still on our way. We giving Athi a lift.” Why would we be giving a grown ass man a lift?
Has he never heard of Uber?

“Oh.” I so want to ask but | don’t want to pry. Athi brings us drinks and then a thought occurs. |
look at this drink and then back at him. He laughs then takes a sip of my drink.

“its not spiked,” he says giving it back to me. | feel like an idiot right now. | can see Sazi is
curious but he won't ask.

Athi returns with his own drink and takes a seat on the other side. They make small talk about
the days expectation. | realise that the fundraising is for a soccer club that Athi has opened for
the disadvantaged kids.

Just as I'm beginning to get lost in my dreams a lady walks down the stairs. Athi gets up with a
big smile on his face.

“Hey baby. You look hot.” She does. She is wearing a body hugging black dress with the highest
of heels. She is possible a size 28.

“Thank you love.” Love? He gives her a quick kiss then holds her hand leading her to us. Sazi is
on his feet.



“Hey Sazi good to see you.” She says giving him a hug.

“Hi Natalie. | didn’t know you were back.” He says returning the hug. Then they pull apart. She
turns and looks at me. | see her sizing me up. It's quick but it's there.

“Nats. This is Lona, Sazi's friend. Lona this is my fiancé Natalie.” Oh hell. Another awkward
situation. | give her my best smile. She won't hear it from me that her man is fucking around. |
give her my hand. she just looks at it and ignores it. Yhu. Impoxo engaka!

“Does your wife know that you have your friend with you Sazi? The way she says ‘friend’ you'd
swear it was an insult. | understand where she is coming from. She is probably looking out for
her friend. | withdraw my hand and sit my ass back down. A sip of my drink does the trick to
calm me down.

“How is that any of your business though Natalie? Are you my wife’'s spokesperson?” Yho |
never experirit.

“Just asking. Sorry,” she giggles. “Nice meeting you Lona.” | give her a small smile my hand isn’t
going back there.

Athi is sitting on a single settee and she goes and joins him sitting on his lap. We chill for
almost two hours. | guess this is pre-drinks type of thing. Athi is the life of the group. He has a
lot of fascinating and funny stories to share. We are all cracking up except for Sazi of course.
The guy even has control over how he laughs and how much. | would love to see him lose that
control a bit.

Athi disappears for a little while until Sazi decides to go look for him. | guess it's time we went
to this function. A few minutes later they come back. Sazi looks pissed and Athi seems very
happy. | wonder.

“Time to go.” Sazi clips.

| down my drink in one go. | can’t waste good alcohol. We all get what we need and follow Sazi
to the lift. There is no conversation. He might be able to hide his emotions but this time



annoyance is written all over his face. Athi seems oblivious or doesn't give a poo. | want to ask
but then again it's not my business. The mood in the lift is in contrast to the earlier mood. Ah
well. It might be for the best.

Natalia has her hands hooked around Athi the whole way to the car. She really is staking her
claim. If she only knew that | only had dark fantasies about one man.

When we reach the car Sazi opens the front passenger door for me. He makes sure to stand
behind me and shield me as | climb in. | guess I'm revealing more than | should. We drive in
silence listening to music. He has a mix of everything so | can’t pin him to any genre but there
are more hip-hop songs on this playlist.

| decide to tune out everything else and enjoy the ride. I'm looking out the window when | feel a
tap on my thigh. He seems to like getting my attention that way. If he knew he was receiving
attention in other hidden areas. | turn and look at him.

“Are you okay?” he asks. | only nod my head and he concentrates on his driving. Our couple is
having a hushed conversation and Natalie breaks into giggles now and again.

We arrive at the venue. It's proper. Hosted in a conference centre of one of the up class hotels in
Sandton. There are people arriving the same time as us. | spot a few celebrities, local business
people and a lot of soccer players. Current and retired. This is a big deal.

Once we are inside the venue we are directed to our assigned table. As we go through | spot
Tsietsi in one of the tables. Fuck! This is going to be long night.

“What's that?” Sazi asks. He is following closely behind me.

“My ex is here.”

“Is he going to be a problem?” Hell yes. He is a TOS. He was born to be a problem.

“I'm not sure.” | respond.



“Don’t worry Lona. I'll take care of you.” | feel safe already.

Chapter 5

“It all just sounds like ooh, ooh ooh ooh ooh

Mm, too young, too dumb to realize

That | should have bought you flowers

And held your hand

Should have gave you all my hours

When | had the chance

Take you to every party 'cause all you wanted to do was dance
Now my baby's dancing

But she's dancing with another man”-Bruno Mars

We sit at the table that has been reserved for Athi and his company. | happen to sit next to Sazi,
obviously and then some guy who seems familiar but | can’t tell where | know him from. Quick
introductions are done and the guy next to me plays for one of the popular South African
football teams. There is also a couple of those around the table with their wives or girlfriends.

| hear them talk about soccer. Who made it in the league, who's sold by whom to where. Some
name dropping here and there. | zone out. I'm not about that life. Soccer brings back memories
of the TOS with his friends watching a game in the house and being rowdy and inconsiderate. |
don't get why people go gaga over grown ass men who chase a ball around the field.

“You seem far away. Where is your mind at?” | turn to face him. Shit | didn’t realise he was this
close. He has turned to face me and even leaned closer. My face almost bumps his as | turn

“Mh eh.” I can't seem to put a coherent thought together. He is still staring into my eyes. | can
actually see his iris colour. | had thought his eyes were just a normal brown. Nope. There is
nothing normal about Sazi Khumalo. His eyes are actually amber and very striking. It's like I'm
looking into the depths of fire. My eyes drop to his lips. Do they taste as soft as they look. |
wonder.



“Lona.” His voice has a hint of a warning in it.

“Yes.” | sound breathless.

“I asked if you were okay.” We are looking straight into each other’s eyes.

“Yeah.” No. My nub is throbbing.

“What do you want to drink?” only then | realise there is a drinks menu on the table.

“I'll have the same drink | had back at Athi’s.” He nods his head and calls a waitress over then
orders our drinks.

“You seem bored.” He says. He has his arm balancing over the back of my chair. This brings him
closer to me and I'm surrounded by his scent. One of my favourite things about him.

“I'm just not a soccer fan.” He smiles. My tummy flutters.

“I needed to come and see this for myself.” | feel Sazi tense as a commanding and arrogant
voice halts the conversation on the table. I look up to find an older gentlemen with salt and
pepper hair standing by our table looking at no one else but Athi. Athi is holding his glass so
hard | fear that it might sprinter into pieces.

“When will you stop embarrassing me? Must you always surround yourself with peasants? Do
you know how hard your grandfather worked for his wealth? No of course you don’t! You just
want to bring our name to the ground by insisting on these silly games! We don’t beg people for
money Athenkosi! When will you learn your place in society! You still insist on hanging around
with this thrash!” he makes a sweeping gestur towards Sazi without even looking at him. | feel
included in the category of trash. Sazi's jaw is clenching as he watches Athi. The same Athi who
has just downed his full glass in one go. I'm not sure who this man is but he has two
bodyguards standing behind him.

“Is there anything in particular you require by being here father or do you just enjoy



embarrassing me?” Athi's tone is flat. This is not the easy going man | know.

“Call off this joke of a function and come home. If its money you need, we have money!” Sazi
gets up and asks everyone else to do the same as we all leave the family to discuss their issues.
Athi's father is one intense dude.

The other people stand a distance from the table and a waiter immediately comes to offer them
drinks. Sazi continues to walk until we are standing outside the venue. | can see he needs to
cool off.

“Are you okay?” | ask

“I'm cool.” He is quick to answer. | know as well as him that it's a lie. I'm never one to pry though.
We stand outside in silence for a bit.

“Athi's dad has a way of making me feel otherwise. | hate the feeling | get when ever he is
around. I'm my own man dammit and live my life in my own terms!” No one can mistake him for
a yes man. | don't know what to do so | just move close and brush his arm for comfort. Big
mistake. Touching Sazi is explosive. | wonder if he felt what | felt or it’s just me. When | look up
and find him staring straight into my eyes. | quickly let go of his arm. Ndidlala ngomlilo apha.

“Lets go back in.” He doesn't wait for my response as | follow him. We find Athi’s father gone
and people back to their seats. Just as we sit Athi stands and walks away. Sazi follows
immediately. I'm left with people | don’t know except for Natalie who is sitting on the other side
of the table we can’t even have a conversation. No that there would be any had she sat closer.
She is a snob period.

It's times like these | miss having Lala around. We would be gossiping about everyone else right
now. Mr footballer next to me takes the opportunity to engage me in a conversation. The
problem is that it's all about him and his career, endorsements and TV ads. | don’t have the
heart to tell him that | don’t have a clue who he is but he seems to think everyone knows him.

The only footballer | know is CR7 and not for his soccer skills too but his looks. So this one is
really delusional if he expects me to know him. | realise though that | don’t need to say much. A
smile here and a nod there keeps him going. It's almost a half an hour later when the two



returns.

As soon as they sit the function begins. Athi stands to thank everyone for coming and gives a
background and a vision for his club. He is passionate about this project. | can see it comes
from the heart. | think it's an excellent idea for soccer development in our country, youth
development and our community. Especially those who come from disadvantaged homes and
cannot afford to go to the expensive youth soccer programmes. | must say | am impressed and
it makes me realise that there is more to Athi than meets the eye. When he is done the whole
room stands and applauds him.

The main course is being served and the conversations have resumed. | notice that since Athi’s
return to the table he only drinks water.

“How are we paying or contributing to this fundraising thing?” | ask Sazi.

“It's already paid for. People have to pay in advance.”

“Oh. Who paid for me then?” Trust me to ask the obvious.

“I did.” | can see it's not open for discussion. We start talking about the food and the
conversation flows from there. After the meal is done the music begins. There are local artists
performing. People are dancing and drinking. It's fun. | want to go dance but | don't have a
dance partner. Just when I'm about to get up and go to freshen up Natalie taps me on my
shoulder.

“Come let’'s go dance Lunga.” She is nice and tipsy.

“It's Lona.”

“What ever.” Ngowo xolelwa lo shame.

| get up and follow her tiny ass to the dance floor. We start joining everyone else dancing. I'min
my element. Just then | feel a tight grip on my upper arm. It's the TOS.



“What the fuck Tsietsi! Let go you are hurting me!” He pulls me closer to him. His nails are
digging into my arm. He is really hurting me.

“Come with me and don’t you dare make a scene.” He is manhandling me right now! I'm shook.
He pulls me towards the exit. | have no choice but to follow. The room is too loud to even alert
Natalie that the crazy man is abducting me. When we get outside he lets go and | almost lose
my balance. | rub at my arm which is stinging badly. I've never seen Tsietsi this angry and
frankly for the first time in my life I'm scared of him.

“Who the fuck is that dude all over you?” he asks.

1”

“I don't have to answer a damn thing! | don’t owe you an explanation!” he advances towards me

until my back is against the wall. | feel trapped.

1”

“Say that again!” he growls. | lift my chin up. I'm not about to be intimidated by him. That's my
weakness in life. | laugh at the face of danger like Simba.

“I said...” He raises his hand about to deliver a smack. | close my eyes and wait for the impact.

“I wouldn't do that if | were you.” Oh my Sazi. Oh yes. My inner hoe claimed him in that instant. |
look up to find Tsietsi's arm still up in the air held in a tight grip.

“Let go of me!” he is angry.

“Apologise to the lady.” He is as cool as cucumber in Summer. Tsietsi tries to force his arm out
of his grip. Sazi twists it and places it behind his back in an awkward angle. He is in pain now. |
can see it in his face.

“| said apologise to the lady.” The tone is deadly | feel chills down my spine. The TOS is starting
to sweat.

“I apologise Lona.” He says through gritted teeth. | just nod my head. Sazi let's go of him. He



steps away from us trying to adjust his shoulder. With one warning look he walks away. I'm so
embarrassed right now. | turn away from Sazi’s concerned look as | feel tears pickle my eyes
and | face the wall to hide my shame.

| feel him moving closer behind me. He is too close. My body goes from being scared to being
ashamed and then to being aroused in an instant. Indlala ina manyala.

The heat that emanates from him spread throughout my body. | place my folded arms on the
wall and rest my forehead on them. I'm too ashamed of my feelings right now. | can’t face him.
He moves even closer until his whole body is flushed against mine. | feel myself quiver from
within. His hands slightly hold my waist.

“Lona. Are you okay.” His voice sounds deeper and softer. | only nod my head. He places his
hands on the wall just above my head and | feel caged in. The feeling is delicious. My quim is
throbbing real bad it’s in sync with the rapid thud of my heart beat. He dips his head and | feel
his hot breath at the crook of my neck.

“Lona.” The vibrations from the sound of his voice against my neck breaks my whole body into
goose bumps.

“Lona.” It's almost a whisper or a plea. Then | feel it his bulge against my ass. The only
indication since we met that | also have the same effect on him. Fuck! | almost cream my
panties. My breathing starts to escalate. | feel his warm breath against my neck. Our bodies are
glued to each other.

“Lona.” The plea again.

“Mmh.” It comes out as a breathy moan. | want him to grab my boobs and squeeze. They are in
pain and anticipating a touch. Every nerve in my body is strung so tight. One kiss from him |
would disintegrate. The heat in my hidden core in unbearable and it's almost painful. | slightly
push my ass backwards and rub against him.

“Lona.” It's like a warning this time



“Mh.” Another moan. Take me! My inner hoe screams.

“Don’t do that.” He says against my ear. I'm too close to my climax. | need just one more push. |
want him to roll my sweater up and pull my panties to the side then inserts himself. | want to
feel him stretch my inner walls all the way to my womb. Then | want him to pound me senseless
right this against this wall. A moan escapes my mouth.

“Fuck!” | can barely hear as he swears.

“Sazi.” It's needy. He comes even closer and blows against my ear.

“Mmm.” I'm so close. He moves his hands to hold me just below my arms and | feel his fingers
graze the sides of boobs. That’s all | needed to fall apart in his arms and have an orgasm.
Quietly so. | warned you. I'm a hoe.

“Fuck Lona.” He holds his body tight against mine as | ride my wave. This is probably the closest
we will ever be to being intimate. We are in that position for a few minutes.

“We have to go.” He says. | can still feel his bulge against my ass.

“I'm sorry.” | feel the need to apologise.

“No need. | should be the one sorry.” I'm not sure for what. He steps back and gently turns me
around to face him. | can't even look at him. Who does what | just did though. | feel his finger
lifts my chin to look at him.

“It's not as bad as you think it is.” | only nod.

“Are you okay to go back?” | don't think I'll be able to sit amongst those people after what just
happened.

“Do you mind if | call it a night?”



“No I don't.” He takes out his phone and dials someone. We are looking at each other as he
waits for the person to pick up. My body is still humming with pleasure but it’s still nowhere near
fulfilment.

“Sho ntwana. I'm taking Lona home. Will you be alright? No don’t worry. I'll send my driver to
come pick you up. No I’'m not sending a spy. Cool. Sharp.” He hangs up.

“Why don't | order an Uber.” He looks at me like | have just grown horns.

“Ungazodlala wena. Let’s go.”

“Wait. | left my bag inside.” | really don’t feel like going back in.

“Come with me. | can't leave you out here by yourself.” We walk back inside. He leaves me by
the foyer with the security detail. A few minutes later he is back with my clutch back and we
walk towards the car. Just as he is about to open my door | hear a distinct click behind us. His
entire body freezes. Mine starts shaking.

“You are not taking my wife anywhere.” Hayi ke Spawn of Satan! He truly has upgraded.

“You mean ex-wife?” why is Sazi so chilled? We have a gun pointed at us. Why does he even
have a gun?

“Lona. Step away from that car.” The TOS shouts. Just as I'm about to move Sazi holds me still.
Hasn't he ever read safety 101? Obey man with a gun.

“Get in the car.” Just like that he is not next to me. | hear sounds of flesh against flesh with a
few grunting and screaming. | snap out of my reverie and scramble into the car. Once I'm in with
a door closed only then I look back and | find Sazi crouching on the ground and holding up a
face of a seemingly lifeless Tsietsi. He is saying something to him but | can’t hear what.

There are a few of his friends also lying on the ground grunting in pain. I'm literally shaking.



Sazi gets up and walks to the car. He doesn't even have a scratch anywhere. Once he is inside
the car he looks at me intently and then abruptly starts the car.

“Is he dead?” it comes out as a squawk. I'm terrified right now. Funny enough not of the man
who just did all that damage.

“He'll live.” We drive in silence for a while then | notice he is not going my direction.

“Where are we going?”

“Lona | think your husband might follow you home or send one of his goons.”

“Tsietsi would never hurt me.” That sounded dumb the moment it came out.

“He has a gun and | think he is a bit unhinged. A guy who doesn't take rejection very well can be
dangerous Lona.”

“So you think making decisions for me is okay?” | see his jaw clench. I'm not a damsel. He has
to know.

“No. Itisn't. | should have asked you first. I'm sorry.” Woa. That easy huh!

“It's fine. Where are you taking me?” | must admit | was worried as well about Tsietsi. | may have
underestimated his state of mind.

“My penthouse.” What!

“Where is your wife?”

“At our house actually currently she is away on business.”



“Why do you have a separate penthouse?”

“For my personal space.” I'm confused as fuck but | don’t question him further.

We drive towards Bryanston into a luxurious apartment building. This guy must really be loaded.
We park in the basement and take an elevator to the last floor. We step out into the most
beautiful and luxurious looking hall way.

The walls are adorned with expensive art work that are in deep red, orange and blue colours.
That provides a splash of colour on the off-white walls. There are only four doors on this floor
that could mean only four apartments.

We walk until the last two in the corner. He opens the door and holds it open for me. | walk into
a glorious apartment. It's airy but doesn't feel cold. By the entrance there are two wing back
chairs flanking an antique table that has a antique box on top with a mirror above it.

| stand aside and wait for him to close the door and lead me inside. He puts his keys on the
table and | follow him into the apartment. The lounge area has two comfortable looking couches
off white a lot of layered cushions in different complementary colours. A dark wood coffee table
in the centre with a beautiful red and black centre piece. There are also two deep red wingback
chairs with cream cushions. They are bigger than the ones from the front and more comfortable.
Just below the silver stair case there is a dining table with its side server. It's glass table top
and silver legs with heavy looking chairs in different patterns and legs that match the table’s.
That leads to a huge kitchen in white and silver colours. On one side is a sliding door that opens
to a balcony but | can't see what'’s on the outside. There is also a bar area with another seating
area that has two beige Victorian couches. This place is beautiful and I love it.

“Anything to drink?”

“Coffee please.” | don't want any alcohol.

“Won't it keep you up?”

“No | can handle it.” He disappears to the kitchen while I sit in the lounge and place my phone
and bag on the side table. | decide to take off my boots and my feet sink on the plush thick
carpet. | want to tuck my feet under me on the couch but he might not like that. This place looks
spotless. | wonder who keeps it clean.



“Milk and sugar?” he calls from the kitchen.

“Yes please. Two teaspoons of sugar.”

A few minutes later he comes back with two cups and gives me mine. He places his on the
coffee table and then goes upstairs. He comes back with a throw.

“Here. You can put your feet up and relax.” I'm so relieved. | tuck my feet under me and use the
throw to cover myself. He has taken his shoes off as he sits opposite me with his feet up on
the couch as well. We start chatting about everything and anything.

“What do you do?” My curiosity gets the best of me. He leans back and relaxes with one arm at
the back of his head.

“l own a couple of coal mines. A few malls around the country and a couple of buildings in a few
big cities. | bought them cheap renovated and turned the almost debilitating areas into
upmarket areas.” Whoa. That's the most personal he has gotten since | met him. The dude is
wealthy. What the fuck does he want from me?

“That'’s a lot. When did you acquire all that?”

“Through blood, sweat and tears.” | know he won't elaborate.

“So what would your wife say about you housing me tonight?”

“To be honest. | haven't told her about it yet as she is away. I'm not sure how to tell her. | could
have booked you a hotel you know but here you are.”

“If this is going to be a problem maybe | should leave.” Of course it will be a problem.

“Let me take care of that. You are here already. It's almost 3 am.”



“Okay. I'll stay but to be honest this is weird.”

“I know. | really enjoy your company Lona. You are pure and there is this innocence about you.
It's refreshing.”

“Really. You make it sound as if you are old.”

“I'm older than you that's for sure.”

“How old are you?”

“I'm 32 and you are 26.” He squints his eyes and purse his lips.

“How did you know?” I'm shocked.

“A lucky guess.” He smiles. We should pay him for his smiles.

We chat until I'm yawning non stop. He takes the cups go to the kitchen and | decide to rest a bit
as | wrap myself with the throw.

| wake up sinking into a fluffy cloud. | slightly open my eyes and find myself in-between Egyptian
cotton sheets with a fluffy white comforter. This is a huge bed and I'm lying right in the centre.
It's an equally huge bedroom. It's dark. | suppose the curtains are very thick. It dawns on me
that I'm in a strange bedroom. | do a bit of Kegels just to make sure | wasn't ravaged. There are
still cobwebs down there. Pity. Then | peak under the blanket. I'm only wearing black lace
panties with a strapless black lace corset. My wig is still on my head. Small mercies.

| get off the bed and walk towards what | assume is a bathroom. | find a toilet separate from the
bathroom. Once I'm done relieving myself | go into the bathroom and find a sealed tooth brush
on top of the vanity cabinet. My upper arm has green bruises and they feel painful. This brings
back last night unpleasant memories. | finish brushing my teeth, fix my wig and | find a fluffy
robe hanging behind the door. | wear that and walk back into the bedroom to find Sazi opening



the curtains. He reminds me of one particular pleasurable moment which | have chosen to block
out of my mind. It's for his safety really.

It seems like it's way pass morning already. He is wearing sweatpants and a vest.

“Good morning.” He greets.

“Morning.” | respond tightening the belt around me. | suddenly feel self conscious that he has
seen me half naked and he possible carried me up to the bedroom. | cringe thinking about that
mammoth task. He must be really strong.

“I brought you a cup of coffee.” He points to the steaming cup on the pedestal.

“Thank you.” | go and pick up the cup and take a sip. Just the way | like it. | can't help but close
my eyes as | savour the taste. We are both still standing. He is leaning against the wall with his
arms folded.

“How did you sleep?”

“Very well thank you. This bed is too comfortable.” | respond looking at him over the rim of the
cup. “How did | get into bed and who undressed me?” | blurt it out before thinking about it. He
smirks.

“| found you passed out on the couch. | tried waking you up but you wouldn’t budge so | carried
you to bed. Undressing, well...” my eyes widen. “To be fair | thought you had something
underneath the sweater. Imagine my surprise when | find only lace and skin.” | can feel my face
heating up. | look away.

“Nothing to be embarrassed about Lona. | made breakfast. Come join me.” He walks out. |
decide to make the bed and I'm not sure what to wear so | remain inside the robe. | find him
sitting on the huge balcony, a table set up with breakfast and another tea trolley on the side
with variety of foods. | feel like I'm at hotel right now.



“This is beautiful. So much food for just two people.” | say.

“I didn’t know what you would prefer so | made a bit of everything.” | don't care about the cereal
and stuff | go straight for the greasy lot. | love food and | don’t hold back. We enjoy our
breakfast over light chatter.

“I have to go home. The kids will be getting back,” | say hours later after breakfast. I'm reluctant
to part ways with him especially because | have a feeling it might be the last time we see each
other.

“I know.” That's all he says. | get up to get my bag. I'm still in last night outfit but | smell like him.
| used his toiletries when | showered.

He drives me home in silence. When we get there he insists on checking the house out. He finds
nothing.

“I'm worried about leaving you alone here,” He says. We are standing in the middle of my empty
lounge.

“I'll be fine.”

“How well do you know your ex husband?” After last night not well enough.

“I thought | knew him but he shocked me last night.” He takes out a business card out of his
pocket.

“Listen if he tries anything call me.” He gives me the card. S.K. Consortium. It has different ways
of contacting him including a website.

“Thank you.”

“You might want to think of reporting him for harassment. Not that police will help you with
anything but to have it on record.”



“I'll do that.” My heart is heavy already. Ubufebe bodwa. This is someone’s husband. | walk him
out. We are standing by the gate.

“Bye Lona.”

“Bye Sazi.” Just like that he is gone. | return to the house and cook supper while | wait for the
kids.

It's a few hours later when Tsietsi’s sister brings the kids back. I'm grateful that it's not the TOS
because I'm not sure how | would've reacted.

“Keep your thug boyfriend away from my brother,” she says.

“The only thug here is your brother. Did she tell you what he did?”

“Just keep him away. I'm so glad he is fighting for custody so that we don’t have to deal with
you. Mme was right about you.” Tyhini nkosiyam! Ndiyalingwa stru.

“Ausi we. Get out of my house please.”

“Your house! Not for long.” | see my kids in the the corner of my eye terrified. | decide to ignore
the comment and not fuel this argument any further. | hold the door open for her to leave. She
gets the hint and gets out.

“Hey babies. I've missed you so much.” | can see they are a bit apprehensive to approach me.

“Mommy why did you have daddy beaten?” Khothatso asks. I'm done shielding the son of a
bitch. Literally. How can he throw me under the bus like this? Every time the kids visit him they
have to be poisoned against me.

“Come sit with me.” We go sit on the bean bags.



“Last night your father had a gun pointed in mommy’s head with a few of his friend. | was
terrified and my friend came to my rescue.” | see the fear in their eyes. It might not have been a
good idea to tell them. What do | do when he constantly bad mouth me with the kids? He is
fighting dirty and | don't like it. “ My friend was trying to help mommy. You understand.” They
nod their heads.

“We will be fine my loves. This is between me and your father. We both still love you very much.
| also think your father was not himself when he did that.” The both jump on me and give me a
hug.

“You know | love you right?”

“Yes mommy. We love you too.” They say in unison.

“Ok who's going to help me dish up?”

"Me,"

“Okay both of you can help. Come.” All is well. For the moment anyway.

After supper my girls help with the dishes even though they make more of the mess. After
bathing them | send them to bed.

In my room | prepare for my first day at work for tomorrow. I'm very anxious about it | won't like.
While laying in bed | think of Lala. It's so weird to go longer period of time without speaking to
her. | decide to call her.

“Choma.”

“Hey Lala how are you?”



“I'm good Choma. How are you? Are you ready for your first day?”

“I am. Anxious but looking forward to it. Lala are you okay?”

“Ja I'm fine. Why do you ask?”

“You know I'm here for you right. | know the past three years have been about me and Tsietsi’s
issues. | haven't taken time to sit and hear about your troubles. Even your success. I've been a
bad friend.” | hear a sniff. “Lala. Talk to me.”

“I'm fine Lona. I'm glad | have you in my corner. Good luck for tomorrow. May be we can have
lunch on Saturday to celebrate.”

“I'd love that. Good night Choma.” We hang up.

| take Sazi's card and look at it. I'm going to need his help. It's time | swallowed my pride and
asked for help. | should've gone to the family court but that would’ve been a process. | need a
shrewd lawyer to deal with Tsietsi once and for all. | have underestimated him before, I'm not
about to do that again.

Chapter 6

“Now and then you miss it, sounds make you cry

Some nights you dance with tears in your eyes

| came to visit cause you see me like a UFO

That's like never cause | made you use your self control

And you made me lose my self control, my self control”- Frank Ocean

The following morning | drop the kids off at day care before seven to beat the traffic to Rivonia.
| arrive at work before 8am. No one else is here in the reception area. | had hoped to find Fisiwe
in. I'm not sure how to proceed. After about 10 minutes of internal argument | decide to go

knock on my boss’s office. | hear a faint come in. | hope she said come in because I'm going in.



| can’t really make it out. She is already busy going through some files. She looks up in time as |
enter. She wears reading glasses. Cute.

“Good morning Ms Nduna.” | stand awkwardly by the door.

“Morning Ms Somlotha. You are here early. Very impressive for your first day.”

“Thank you. Is there anything | can do for you?” She pauses and looks at me like she is thinking
about it.

“No not yet. Go make yourself some coffee and relax. I'll call you in after an hour to discuss your
contract. The kitchen is to your left when you come out same as the rest area, boardrooms and
bathrooms. On the right you find other managers offices, Finance, Marketing, PR, Procurement
etc. Their PA’s are stationed in front of their offices. You can introduce yourself. Your desk if by
Fisiwe. She is the receptionist for this floor. The rest I'll brief you on later.”

“Alright Ms Nduna. Would you like some coffee as well?”

“Thank you but I'll wait for Mme Minah to come in then she can show you how my coffee is
done. She is our tea lady on this floor. If you want to prepare refreshments for meetings she
takes care of that. It's part of her duties. There are two cleaners for this floor as well. I'll
introduce you when they come in.” | nod my understanding and left her office.

| find the kitchen and make myself a cup of coffee. There are some cups that are different from
the others and | assume they belong to individuals and then there is a set of coffee mugs. | use
one of those. Once done | go back to the reception area. | sit on the empty table next to Fisiwe's.

As soon as | finish my cup people start coming in. When | check the time it’s just after 8h30. |
guess this is the time for everyone to clock in. Fisiwe also comes in with everyone.

“Morning. Early bird | like.” She greets.

“Hey Fifi. How are you?”



“So hung over It's not even funny.” We both laugh.

“You are braver than me, drinking on a Sunday with work the following day. | wouldn’t survive it.”

As soon as she settles in she goes and gets herself a cup of coffee. She comes back with Mme
Minnah and introduces her to me. A very nice looking old lady. Then a few minutes later I'm
introduced to the cleaners.

Fisiwe's phone buzzes and she picks up. Afterwards she tells me that Ms Nduna wants to see
me. | walk to her office with butterflies in my tummy.

“Ms Somlotha, take a seat,” she always says my name as if she is seeing me for the first time. |
sit opposite her and fight the urge to fidget.

“You can call me Lona mam.” She looks up as if surprised by my response.

“Only when you call me Monde.”

“It's a bit strange to call my boss by her first name.” | giggle. Umhlola.

“It's my name right? Anyway it's not a must. Here is your contract. Go through it and have it
signed within two days. If you are not clear about anything come back to me.” She passes the
contract to me. “Look on the second page. That’s your salary while you are on probation and
then the next line will be your salary when we make you permanent.” My eyes nearly pop out of
my sockets. | wasn’t expecting to earn this much. It feels surreal. The benefits that come with
this package are a salary on their own. My word. I'm shook. | can finally have medical aid for my
kids. As much as she had told me to go over it on my own. She still takes time to go over it with
me. I'm happy with it already but I'll take it home just to make sure | understand the fine print.
Not that there is any. I'm trying to look proper here.

Afterwards she shows me all her files in accordance to their importance. In her office there are
more confidential documents and then other files will be on the cabinet attached to my desk.



Once we have covered most of my day to day activities which takes the whole Morning, she
orders lunch. Oh by the way I'm included in that. I'm going to love it here.

“I have a meeting at 3 pm. Fisiwe will help you set up boardroom A. I'll need you guys to set up
for a conference call as well.” Just then our lunch arrives. She gives me cash to tip the delivery
guy. Apparently the restaurant runs a tab for the office. This is the life.

We set up on the other side where there is a seating area with a coffee table. I'm too nervous to
even chew. She seems a bit relaxed so unlike her. She is wearing a black pinstriped suit. Pants
are high waist and the blouse is dark blue with a ruffled neck and tucked in. The jacket is off
and hanging over the coat hanger. She has a black stiletto heel on. Signature hairstyle,
eyebrows on fleek and deep red lipstick. The lipstick makes her lips look bigger.

“How long were you married for?” she asks.

“For almost 5 years.” Her eyes widen. I'm sure she must think I'm too naive to get married at
such a young age.

“Any kids?”

“Yes. Two. Khothatso is 5 and Nthantisi is 3. Those two are my heart.” She gives me a small
smile. | want to ask if she is married or has kids but that might just be too forward.

“They are still young though. Are you sure they won't interfere with your job?”

“They are at day-care which has aftercare as well. But | think, I'm going to look for a nanny soon.
I might be taking their father to court as soon as | can afford a good lawyer. That means | need
someone more reliable to look after them.” Why I'm saying this much is beyond me. | suddenly
have mouth diarrhoea.

“Why are you taking him to court. Isn't your divorce finalised?” concern is etched on her face.
Wow. She can display emotion. I'm touched.



“He has not been paying maintenance. | could live with that with my new job..."

“You shouldn't have to live with that Lona. He has a responsibility as a father to maintain his
kids.” She cuts me off.

“Ja. | know. It gets worse. He hasn't been paying for the house as well. The bank is demanding
payment. The worst part is that he is still stalking me and getting violent. On Saturday | was out
with a friend and he manhandled me and then pointed a gun in my head.” Her eyes widen.

“Get a restraining order against him. Report every single incident no matter how trivial. Did he
hurt you?” | keep quiet. She loves to take charge. Reminds me of Sazi. | squash that thought as
soon as it sprouts its ugly head.

“Lona, did he hurt you?” her voice is stern like a mother reprimanding her child.

“Its just a bruise on my arm.” I'm a bit embarrassed right now. On my first day at work already
I'm telling my boss of my domestic affairs.

“Let me see.” What. Her eyes widen. She is not joking. Good thing they are in my arm. | roll up
my sleeve and show her my bruise.

“Fuck! This looks painful.” She touches my arm and looks at my bruise. Her hands are soft and
delicate. Warmth spreads throughout my arm. She is very close to me right now. | can feel her
warm breath fanning my arm. Then she abruptly lets go of my arm.

“You need to report him.” | just nod my head. She gets up and goes to her desk. Comes back
with a business card. “Here. This is a good friend of mine call him. He is a lawyer.” | take the
card and look at it. Looks like an expensive lawyer to me.

“Okay. Thank you.” | can’t afford a lawyer. It's my first day at work.

“Lona. He does pro bono work all the time. Should | speak to him for you?”



“Really! I'd appreciate that.”

“Good. I'd suggest after the meeting you go report this,” she point at my arm. “I can also call a
police guy | know to help speed up the process.” She is busy on her phone as she speaks. Is she
mafia or something. It's like she knows a guy everywhere.

“Okay. Thank you Monde.” She pauses and looks up. She seems surprised.

“It's a pleasure.” Our eyes lock for a few a seconds more than necessary. I'm the first to look
away and clear the table.

“She gets up as well and go back to her desk.

“I just sent Greg a message. Call him.” Greg is the lawyer. After I'm done with the clearing up, |
leave the office. Fisiwe and | get busy in preparing the boardroom. She shows me what to do
and who to call for help. Its nothing hectic. Some of the things | still remember to do.

Monde tells me that | must sit through the meeting to record the minutes. It is part of my job
after all. Okay she doesn’t mention the last part. She is meeting with the executives and one is
on Skype. Seeing this woman in her element is a dream. She is in charge right now and exudes
power. | can see even the gentlemen she is with are a bit intimidated by her. I'm impressed.
When she sits and leans back on her chair. It feels like you are addressing the president.

It's two hours later when the meeting is adjourned. The two gentlemen stand to leave.

The one on Skype logs off. | can see one of the gentlemen trying to make a move on Monde
and she dismisses him so swiftly and effectively. He walks out with a tail between his leg. What
was he thinking? | pack up the boardroom and clear the cups and glasses.

“Someone will come and do that.” | look up and find her packing her own documents. “Here, file
this for me.” | walk up to her and take the file. There is something about the way she looks at
me that makes me aware of myself as a woman. A sexy woman. It's weird.

“Are we done here? Nothing else you need me for?” | ask.



“No. Go to the police station. A detective Njokweni will be waiting for you.”

“He won't mind that | live in Bedford View?”

“Go speak to him. He'll know what to do. He is expecting you.” | guess that wraps my day. She
takes her laptop bag and walks back to her office. | decide to go do some filing and then go
home. | still find Fisiwe at her desk.

“Been waiting for you guys to finish. Your meeting took forever.” She makes a dramatic face. |
like her already.

“Why are you still here? “ It was just after 5 pm.

“I wasn't sure if you would need anything. I'm on my way though. And you?”

“Let me file these quick.” She waits for me while | do.

“How was your first day?”

“It was good.”

“Really!”

“Don’t be so shocked. | think I'm going to enjoy myself here.” She seems more shocked with
that statement but doesn’t say anything. After filing the documents there was one that needed
to go to Monde’s office filing cabinet. | walk to her office. Knock once and open. She is on the
phone facing the window. | file what | need to and as | turn | find her looking at me.

“I needed to file one document here,” | give an unnecessary explanation.



“Detective Njokweni is expecting you. Don't chicken out do, this. If you don’t your ex will walk all
over you. Plus you need evidence.”

“I will, thank you once again.” She just smiles and goes back to her laptop. | suppose I'm
dismissed. | go out and find Fisiwe already on her feet. She is ready to go.

“You want to become like your boss and stay here after hours? Mhm babe not me. | have places
to be let's go.” | take my bag and my contract and we leave.

“Doesn't she have a husband waiting for her at home?” | ask Fisiwe

“Your boss? Hell no. | don't even think she likes men. Might as well be married to her job.”

“Is she lesbian?”

“I don’t think so. Never seen her with a woman either. She is just not a people’s person.” | don't
feel right gossiping about Monde. She might be dedicated to her job but | don't think she is a
bad person.

“I think behind that hard exterior there is a softy.” Just thinking about what she just did for me
brings warmth to my heart. Yeah, she is a softy. When we get to the parking lot we go our
separate ways. My first stop is with detective Njokweni who indeed has been expecting me. He
takes my statement and pictures of the bruises. He tells me not to leave anything behind. | even
tell him about the night | found the TOS in my bed. He advises me to speak to my lawyer and get
a restraining order against him. When I'm done with the detective it's almost 7pm. The day care
charges R50 after 6pm. | might have to consider finding a nanny as well.

| first buy take away and then fetch the kids. They complain non stop about being fetched late.
Jonathan was long gone apparently. He is my child's clock this Jonathan.

After supper | bathe them and take them to bed. Back in my room | think about calling the
lawyer but it's too late in the evening. It might not be appropriate to call the man at that time.

| decide to go through my contract. It's pretty straight forward and nothing complicated about it.
Most of the items Monde had gone through them with me. I initial and sign where | need to and
put it back in my handbag. | go on the internet to find reliable estate agents. | need to find



property to rent. I'm not sure how far the lawyer will take me but | don’t want to be homeless in
the meantime. Fortunately the R50 000 the TOS gave has been sitting in my account for
situations like these.

All this planning gives me a headache. It's official | hate being an adult. | go for a relaxing bath.

After my bath | decide to go sleep since there is nothing for me to do. Sleep evades me. | go
through my Facebook nothing interesting there but people checking in. Why do people check-in?
Are there people looking and trying to find your whereabouts? And then the pics of food at
restaurants! Or maybe they are advertising the meals. Insta is worse. A lot of the people | grew
up with or went to University with are still single and travelling the world. Those were smart.
Most men are trading ku busy. Everyone has important things to do. | wonder how they do it.
Their lives seem so effortless. | get bored looking into their perfect lives and go on Twitter.
Nothing is trending. WhatsApp status. Nothing much interesting there either. What's a girl to do
when she can't sleep. Redtube. Now that is a girl’s best friend. | at least have enough data this
time. I'm not worried about it running out, my imagination never faileth. | have new batteries as
well so I'm sorted. Single life.

Just as | prepare myself to be in the mood my mind drifts to Saturday and what happened that
evening. Stupid mind is not selective. It starts remembering the TOS manhandling me. What a
mood Killer. | switch of my data and pack my rabbit. | guess there won't be self love tonight.

How did | not know that Tsietsi was this crazy though? Arrogant? Yes. Self absorbed? Kakhulu.
Spoilt brat, hell yes. Definitely a cheater. So why doesn’t he stay with his slay queen and leave
me alone? How is this going to affect the kids? To them he is their father. Now they must be
caught in between our fights. It's not right. | have no choice though. I believe it's for their
protection as well. When they are older they can decide for themselves what they want. Or
maybe their father will grow a pair and become the father they need him to be until then | have
to do whatever is necessary to get him far from me.

My head is spinning from all the unanswered questions. Eventually | drift off to sleep.

The following day after dropping the kids off I'm off to work and I'm early. | find Monde already
at work. Maybe she stays here . Who knows.

“Good morning Monde,” | greet after finding her buried behind her laptop. She seems surprised
to see me. | seem to surprise her a lot.

“I like the sound of my name from you.” Say what now. She is as shocked as | am that came out



of her mouth. “I mean morning.” She get busy with papers on her table.

“Would you like some coffee?” | ask.

“Yes please.” | turn as quickly as | can and to go make her a cup as | was shown yesterday. |
dump the coffee in the sink at least three times before I'm satisfied. | bring it to her.

“Thank you.” She takes a sip and savour it with her eyes closed. She is a coffee junkie just like
me. “This is good.” Sigh.

“Anything else you need?”

“I'm good for now.” She is still avoiding eye contact.

“I met with the detective yesterday.” That gets her attention. | update her on what happened. I'm
not sure why. Maybe because she recommended these people. She is interested though. She is
seating back in her chair and listening attentively.

“Don't second guess yourself. The moment you feel unsafe and threatened around someone.
It's time to act.”

“It's like you read my mind. I'm worried about the kids and how this will affect them. | know for
sure though | have to keep myself safe and them as well.” After a few minutes of our chat |
leave her to her work.

As soon as the clock hits 8am | call the lawyer. He sets up an appointment for during my lunch
hour. The day goes by very fast and before | know it's lunch time. Monde is out of the office
when | leave but she is aware that I'll be meeting with the lawyer.

It's two hours later after meeting with Greg and | must say we had a fruitful meeting. He plans
to apply for a court interdict for the auction of the house. It's unlawful what Tsietsi did. He
should’ve let me sell the house in time.



Apparently once Greg is done with him. He will have paid for the house and sign it over to me.
Which | will sell and buy a smaller and more manageable property. He also plans on taking him
to court for not paying maintenance, manhandling and stalking. He plans to get a restraining
order against him. The kids can have supervised visits when its suitable with me.

I'm impressed with the plan of action and | give him the go ahead. When I'm done with him it’s
almost time to knock off but | go pass the office just to check if I'm still not needed. By the time
| get to the office building everyone else is gone except for my boss of course. Her AMG GLE63
S SUV is still in the basement parking. People who have made it in life. | park far from her car.

I knock on her office and there is no response so | open the door. She is not at her desk. Just
as I'm about to turn back | see her on the couch lying on her back. | walk towards her.

“Hey. I'm back. Just checking if you need anything before | leave.” She abruptly gets up. Crap.
She was sleeping. Her hair is loose and cascading down her back. It's glorious. She is beautiful.
I'm really curious about her heritage.

“I'm sorry. | didn't mean to disturb you.”

“I just closed my eyes for a second to think. The next thing I'm sleeping.” She puts her shoes
back on and walks towards her desk.

“Anyway. I'm about to leave.” | say following her.

“How did it go?” She leans on her desk while waiting for the answer. I'm standing too close to
her and | suddenly feel self conscious. | decide to take a seat. Then | feel more intimidated by
her. What is it about this woman that unsettles me?

When I'm done updating her | know it’s time to go home. | stand up and that brings me in close
proximity to hair. She should keep her hair loose.

“Thank you for your help Monde, “ my voice is scratchy and | clear my throat.



“It's a pleasure,” she says in almost a whisper. | break into goosebumps. It's time to leave.

“See you tomorrow then.” She nods and | turn and walk out.

“Would you like to join me for dinner?” she asks just as I'm about to reach the door. | turn to look
at her. “l just hate eating alone.” She quickly adds.

“Erm. The kids. | don’t have a nanny. They complain when | fetch them late.” Just thinking of
Nthantisi’s side look nje is enough to keep me in check.

“Oh I'm sorry. | forgot. Another time maybe.” Ahh poor lady maybe she doesn’t even friends.

“Unless you don't mind them joining us.” She breaks into thee most stunning smile ever seen.
I'm momentarily blinded by it.

“No | don't. You can leave your car here and drive together. We will fetch it after.”

“Okay.” | feel a bubble of excitement.

“Okay. Let's go then,” she says.

Chapter 7

“A million shards of glass

That haunt me from my past
As the stars begin to gather
And the light begins to fade
When all hope begins to shatter

Know that | won't be afraid



If I risk it all

Could you break my fall?”- Sam Smith

If you think her office is immaculate then you haven’t seen her car. | hesitate a bit to go in. She
notices. Of course she does. | don't think anything gets pass this lady.

“What's wrong?” she asks.

“Should | take my shoes off?”

“Don't be silly get in.”

| get in as she does then starts the car. She connects her phone to play music while turning the
volume down.

“Where to?” she asks

“Bedford View.”

“How do you cope with the traffic?” She asks as she navigates into the main road.

“I have no choice boss lady.” She smiles. She glows when she smiles.

“Don’t you get home late for the kids?”

“I'm still adjusting to my time. It's only my second day but already I've been late fetching them.
As much as they have after care, | rather not have them at day-care for such long hours. Hence
I'm looking for a nanny.”

“I can’t help you there. Never had one and never needed one.”



“You don't want kids?” | could kick myself right now. I've learned not to ask people about having
kids as it might be a sore subject for some.

“They are not on the cards yet.” We drive while chatting about the kids. For someone who
doesn’t want kids she seems very interested in mine. | wax lyrical about them like any mother
would. We wait for moments like these as mothers.

We get to the day-care centre just after 6pm. She waits by the parking lot while | go inside to
fetch the kids. | find them with a few other kids in the waiting room watching an animated movie.
The moment they see me they both come running to give me a hug. Then after they get their
backs and we go.

“I'm sorry guys that I'm late. | see Jonathan is gone already.”

“I don’t care about him anymore.” Khothatso sulks.

“Why?” | thought he was the most reliable clock.

“He is annoying.” She says.

“He has a new girlfriend.” Nthatisi gets to the root of the problem. | walk them towards Monde’s
car.

“Mommy! Did daddy but you a new car?” Khothatso exclaims with excitement.

“It's not mine baby. It is my boss’ car.” | open the door for them at the back. Only now | realise
how dusty they are. They have sand everywhere. It's like they went swimming in it.

“Look at you two. So much sand. Monde do you have a blanket they can sit on?” I'm mortified
right now. Okay. They always comeback looking like that. It's my Tazz. No one cares. We are
talking about off-white leather seats here.



“Lona let the kids be. Get in kids.” | don’t recognise the woman speaking right now. The two
jump in excitedly. | try and help Nthatisi to buckle up. She is having none of it. She can do it

herself. | have to wait and make sure that she strapped in. Once I'm back in my seat | do the
introductions.

“Guys this is my boss Aunty Monde. Monde meet my kids Khothatso and Nthatisi.”

“Nice to meet you kids.”

“Thank you.” They both say.

“I'm taking you guys out for dinner. Where would you like to go?”

“Anywhere?” Khothatso confirms.

“Yes darling. You can chose any place,” Monde says. | turn to watch them think about their
choice. Nthatisi relies on Khothatso's wisdom.

“Spur.” Khothatso says.

“And you Nthatisi? Are you okay with Spur?”

“Yes Aunty Monde.” Out of all the restaurants they have to chose Spur. My kids though.

“Spur it is. Where is the nearest one mommy?” Monde asks. | direct her towards Eastgate mall.

As we walk through the food court, | look at all the restaurants we could have chosen but ke
food is food. The two are walking just ahead of us. They are not even bothered that they took a
bath in sand.



“You don't seem impressed with the kids choice.” Monde states.

“No, really I don't mind it.”

“You are such a bad liar.”

We get to Spur and we are seated next to the play area.

“Mommy can we go play?”

“Order first then you can go.” They are not really impressed with me but we don’t have the whole
night. The waiter brings the menu and they order what they need then rush off.

“Watch your sister Khothatso,” | call after them.

“Your kids are lovely,” Monde says.

“More like a handful,” | respond.

“What are you having?” Ribs, wings everything that has meat. I'm a pig.

“I'll have the Chicken Schnitzel with baked potato.” That should fill me up. She orders wings as
starters and then a grilled chicken salad for her main. No wonder she looks good. She doesn't
eat. We order our drinks. Non-alcoholic of course. | would love a glass of wine but | still have to

go and fetch my car.

“1 haven't been here since | was in university | think.” She says looking around. The movement
makes me aware of our close proximity. | slightly shift but it doesn't help.

“This is my staple food since | became a parent. You try and take the kids any where fancy. They
complain that there was no play area. To them its not about the food.”



“I can imagine. You seem to have it together though.”

“Thank you.” As | blush. Our drinks come.

“It's my pleasure.” She says that with her eyes locked in mine. | get a frisson of awareness up
my spine. | quickly look away lest my eyes betray my interest. It's weird. I've never felt such
awareness about another woman before. Ever. But I'm not averse to it.

“What do you do for fun then Lona beside playing with the kids?”

“My life is kind of boring. | used to do things with my husband. Couples outings, holidays and all
that. Now I'm trying to get my social life back on track. The only friend | have is married. Its a bit
weird to get back out there.” She is looking at me intently. Like I'm the only person in the room.

“So when you were still married you did everything with your husband?” She seems shocked and
trying very hard not to show it.

“Yes. Didn’t help that | had small babies.”

“Oh wow. One should never lose their individuality once married. You know. | feel a person must
continue to do the things that they love.”

“I guess we get sucked in that bubble and forget everything else. So tell me about yourself. How
old are you?”

“Wow. Now | feel like I'm being interviewed.” She takes a sip of her drink.

“Now that you've mentioned it can we go back to that interview question.” | push a bit. She
seems relaxed so maybe | can get away with such.

“Which one?” She feigns ignorance.



“Don't pretend like you don’t know. The ‘tell me about yourself’ question. Not even a question.”

She covers her face with her hands. | jokingly pull them away from her face. The laughter dies

and we are left staring at each other. My lips suddenly feel dry so | lick my them. Her eyes drop
to my lips. | feel warmth spreads from my hands shooting up arm and down my spine. | quickly
release her hands and clear my throat. The contact is broken.

“I was flustered by your presence just like | am right now.” Whoa. My eyes go back to hers. Like
did she just lay it out there like that.

“What do you mean?” She runs her hands through her hair. It's her real hair alright. Which makes
me wonder about her ethnicity. Is she coloured?

“Lona. I'm attracted to you. | have been from the moment | laid my eyes on you. | had decided
not to hire you based on that but | couldn’t get you out of my head since then. | had to see you
again. And no | don’t make a habit of making moves on my subordinates.” | can tell this took a
lot from her to lay herself bare like that.

“I don’t know what to say.” | am truly speechless.

“You don't have to say anything.”

“I've never been with a woman before.” Not I'm not interested or try next door. Hayi Haha not me.
I'm basically saying okay but | don’t have the experience. | must admit though I'm curious. She
intrigues me.

“Lona | know you probably don’t feel the same. You are definitely not obligated to feel the way |
do. | shouldn’t have said anything.”

“Okay.” I'm saved by the waiter bringing our meal. | asks him to get my kids and he does.

“I'm 28 by the way,” she says. | had forgotten the question. She’s is so young to be in that senior



position. People have clearly lived while | slept under the blanket called marriage. The kids come
back to the table.

“Do you want some wings.” Monde offers. She still shares her little food?

“Yes please.” The two had ordered the kiddies pizza. They are very happy to have her wings. I'm
so embarrassed right now. What happened to their manners? Demonstrating TOS tendencies.
Monde is a great sport though she puts the dish in the centre and we all share. She questions
them about their age, school and friends. They engage her in an animated conversation. She
doesn’t know shame , my kids can talk. They ask questions about her car, her teeth, the colour
of her eyes. They even go as far as asking if they could touch her hair. Like WTF.

Of course she obliges and grants every wish. They even have a date to go to the movies.
Subject to mommy agreeing. What kind of a mother would | be if | refused. They ask to go play
one last time. | let them be. | can see Nthatisi fighting her sleep. When | check the time it's
almost 9 pm. Way pass their bedtime. Our waiter comes back and Monde settles the bill. Of
course | put up a fight and ask to split the bill. She refuses. She is the one who asked me out. |
let her be. I'm too broke to argue any further.

“I had a great time with your family.” She says

“Me too. You are actually fun to be around.”

“What? You thought | was this uptight, stuck up bitch.” She is not malicious about it.

“I actually thought of you as a dominatrix.” Why would | say that? Someone shoot me. She is
looking at me now with an intense look on her face.

“That could be arranged.” Her voice is softer but firm. My tummy clenches.

“Are you into that?” she smiles.

“I don't really practice but | love a bit of control here and there. Or being controlled. It depends



on the mood.”

“Okay.” Just then my kids come. We are ready to go.

“Kids. Say thank you to Aunty Monde for dinner.” They both chorus. Then we are out. We not
even far out the mall and the kids are fast asleep.

“Okay. | think it's late for you to fetch the car. How about | drop you off at home then come pick
you up in the morning?”

“Wouldn’t that be an inconvenience?”

“I wouldn't be asking if it was.”

“Okay. Thank you Monde.”

“What time do you drop off the kids?”

“By 6h30.”

“I'll be at your house by 6 then.”

We arrive at the house and she parks inside the yard and help me carry the sleeping beauties
inside the house. I'm not even bathing them. That would be torture to wake them up. We walk
straight upstairs to their bedroom. She helps me to remove their clothes and leave them in
vests and panties. Luckily they didn’t have any cool drinks for dinner.

We walk back downstairs. Only now | realise she is walking bare foot. That brings her to my
height with my heels on. She is taller than me.

We are currently standing in the middle of my empty living room. It’s like a hall way in here.
Empty spaces everywhere.



“This is a big house for just the three of you. Is it not?”

“I've been wanting to sell it for a long time as you know my ex has been putting a block in that.
But I'm looking for a place to stay.” She nods her head. “Would you like some tea or coffee?” I'm
confident in what | have in my kitchen cupboard | did grocery shopping on Sunday.

“Thank you but | have to go. It's getting late.” She says regretfully.

“It's cool next time then.” Did | just extend a coffee invitation. Hoe life. | walk her to the car and
wait as she opens her door. “Drive safe. Send me a text and let me know you got home.”

“I'll do. Good night Lona.” I'm suddenly engulfed in a warm hug. She smells heavenly. The
embrace is soft yet feels safe. She pulls back and we let go of each other. | hug myself. |
needed more of that. Just like that she is gone. | go back to the house and lock up. | can’t help
but replay the day in my head. | go soak in the bath with a permanent smile on my face. | feel
giddy and excited about the possibilities.

After my bath | go check on the kids and find them still in Lalaland. Back in my room 1 lay in
bed and check my e-mail for my nanny and rental place hunt responses. Nothing yet. Just then |
receive an sms.

- Thank you once again for a lovely evening. I'm home safe. -

| respond with a kissing emoji as well. Just as I'm about to catch my sleep. My phone rings. It's
an unregistered number.

“Hello.”

“Hi.” My heart stops for a second. My word, my whole body goes into a frenzy of emotions.

“Hi Sazi.” It comes out like breathy whisper.



“Are you good?” | can feel my heartbeat thudding against my chest. Am | good? No. I'm not
good.

“Yes | am. And You?” | don't recognise this small voice right now. Umntu uya muthsa.

“I'm good.” Silence. Yep. I've missed even the awkward moments. I'm doomed.

“How was your first day at work?” he continues.

“It was good.” More silence.

“Ngila e roundini kuwe.” | sit up and fix my non existent hair.

“What do you mean?” I'm not sure why my breath is escalating.

“As in outside your house.”

“Oh.” I'm so excited right now.

“Do you want to come out?” | think about it for a split second.

“Okay. Give me two minutes.”

“Sure.” He hangs up. You should see me sprint out of my blankets. Running to my wardrobe
naked looking for my morning gown. Should | wear leggings and an oversize t-shirt? Nah that's a
lot of work. Morning gown will do. Slide my sleepers in and rush outside. His car is parked right
at the gate. He gets out when he sees me approach. He is wearing sweatpants, hoodie and
sneakers.



“Hey.” He greets once he reaches me.

“Hi.” I have to look up without my heels.

“Come, get in.” He doesn't wait for my response. He goes and opens the passenger door for me.
There goes my morning gown revealing my whole thigh as | sit. He closes the door and | watch
him walk around to his side. Once he is in he relaxes back in his seat and looks at me.

“How are the kids?”

“They are good, fast asleep.”

“Tell me about your first day at work then.”
“First two days you mean.”

“I wanted to check on you yesterday but | was away on business. | just arrived now.”

“It wasn't a must for you to.”

“I wanted to. Now tell me.” Well with that commanding voice how can | not. | start from
yesterday’s events. About my boss. How helpful she has been. | tell him everything that went

down except the butterflies | get in my stomach when I'm around her. Or the fact that she
admitted to having feelings for me. No. I'm a hoe not stupid.

“Your boss is very attentive to your needs.” I'm not sure of his tone.

“She is just being helpful.”

“So good of her. Just to caution you though. Once your ex feels the screws tighten, he will
retaliate. He seems like the type to attack when he is cornered.”



“That’s why I'm also getting a restraining order against him.”

“That mother fucker won't be stopped by a restraining order Lona. You need to be very careful.”

“You are scaring me Sazi.”

“Hey hey,” he says gently while taking my hands in his. It was meant to be reassuring but it has
just sent the signal else where. “It's not meant to scare you. | just want you to know what you
are up against. He won't play by the rules.” | was conflicted.

“Should | cancel the lawsuit and the charges?”

“Not what I'm saying. You need protection. | can get you a security detail to be with you and the
kids.” Really now. Ingathi uyayibaxa ngoku u Sazi.

“Isn’t that a bit extreme?”

“We are being safe and a step ahead of him. | think while the case is still pending you need to
move out.” My head is spinning.

“I'm currently looking for a place to rent.” The feel of his hands on mine is not helping either.

“I wanted to do this for you but | didn’'t want to come off as overbearing. | have an empty
penthouse that you can use.” With Sazi you can actually forget that he is married. That is one
thing | shouldn't.

“Sazi | can’t accept that from you.” He blows a huge breath and closes his eyes for a second. |
miss his hands already.

“We all need to accept help from people at some point in our lives. Don’t be stubborn about this.”



“Can | at least think about it.” I'm not sure what the universe is trying to teach me but I'm
overwhelmed by all this generosity around me. These people don’t know me and yet they are
offering all of this. | may not know much but both Monde and Sazi are really genuine about
helping me.

“Okay. Don't take too long to decide.”

“I won't.” He sits back again with his eyes closed and arms folded over his chest.

“I have to go.” He remains with his eyes closed.

“Please stay for a bit,” he says.

“But you seem tired.”

“I am but I'm enjoying your company.”

We sit in silence for a while until my eyes are too heavy to keep open.

“Lona.” | open my eyes to find Sazi's face close to mine. | so want to kiss him right now. | sit
back to keep a bit of a distance.

“Did | fall asleep?” he is still looking at me.

“Yep for about two hours.” What?

“Why did you let me sleep so long?” why | slept in the first place is beyond me.

“You seemed at peace and | was enjoying watching you sleep.”



“You are weird. | have to go in.”

“I know. Let me walk you in. It's almost midnight.” He goes out, comes to my side and opens for
me. He walks with me until we reach my door step. | turn around and face him.

“Good night Sazi.” He snakes his hand around my neck cupping the back of my head as he pulls
me closer. | lose all ability to breathe. He has managed to bring our bodies closer and I'm not
pretesting. Eventually | place my hands on his chest for balance. | feel weak at the knees.

“Good night Lona.” His melodic deep voice sends shivers down my spine. My throat feels
patched. Then he plants a soft kiss on my forehead and let’s go. He puts his hands in his
pockets, a familiar stance. | turn around and open my door then wave at him. He steps back and
then he is gone. | quickly lock up and get a glass of water from the kitchen.

On my way to my room | take a peak at the kids and they are still out. When | check my phone
it's after midnight and | have an early morning. | set an alarm for 5 am then fall into an eventful
sleep that is ridden with images of Sazi and Monde at various occasions. Delicious dreams |
must say.

When my alarm goes off | feel like throwing my phone against the wall. The thought of Monde
getting here and finds us not ready propels me to get off the bed.

| go take a bath first then wake the kids up. | put them in the bath and go prepare their clothes. |
take extra care in choosing an outfit today. | have a lady to impress. After getting ready we go
downstairs for breakfast. Just as we finish eating my phone rings and it's Monde. Very punctual
| must say. We get our bags and rush to her car.

“Morning Aunty Monde.” The two burst out as soon as | open the door for them.

“Morning you two.” Then the conversation starts. They don't keep quiet until we drop them off.
Oh and they make a point to remind her about the movies.

We get to work and are the only people to arrive yet in our floor. Once we settle in we go make



coffee together. I'm not sure how to be around her at work though. The dynamics have shifted.
Once we have our cups ready she leads me to her office.

“How was your evening?” she asks. She is sitting opposite me on the settee.

“It was good.” She doesn’t have to know what made it good. “Yours?”

“It was good. | hope you not uncomfortable with my revelations from the previous night. | must
warn you though here at work, I'm still the uptight slave driver.”

“I wouldn't expect anything less. And no I'm not uncomfortable.”

“Good. How is my day?” just like that she is into boss mode.

“Let me get my planner.” | walk out and grab planner and return to find her on her cell phone.
She is trying to get a word in but the person on the other side won't give her a chance. Eventually
she agrees to what ever the person says until she hangs up. Who ever was on that call has just
ruined her mood. | can see the shift in her eyes. Once we done going over her diary | go back to
my work station and find almost everyone in.

“Girl. You are just like your boss | see, an early riser.” Fisiwe remarks the moment she sees me.
Then she regales me with tales of her new boyfriend.

| receive a call from Greg during the day letting me know that the restraining order has been
granted and a warrant of his arrest has been issued for assault. Basically my intentions are
clearly stated. We are at war.

Its not long after speaking to my lawyer when | receive a call from an unregistered number.

“Hello.”

“You stupid bitch. What are you trying to prove? Do you have any idea of what | can do to you?”



The TOS doesn’t scare me. Uzondothusa nge nyoka efileyo apha! Rha!

Chapter 8

“Tell me what you gon' do to me

Confrontation ain't nothin' new to me

You can bring a bullet, bring a sword

Bring a morgue, but you can't bring the truth to me
Fuck you and all your expectations

I don't even want your congratulations

| recognize your false confidence and calculated promises all in your conversation
| hate people that feel entitled

Look at me crazy ‘cause | ain't invite you

Oh, you important?

You the moral to the story, you endorsing?
Motherfucker, | don't even like you

Corrupt a man's heart with a gift

That's how you find out who you dealin’ with

A small percentage, who I'm building with

| want the credit if I'm losing or I'm winning

On my momma that's the realest shit”- Kendrick Lamar

“Go fuck yourself Tsietsi,” | respond.

“Bitch you don't know me. You think you can take my kids away from me? You want to poison
their minds against me. I'll kill you before | let that happen!”

“You have a loose screw that needs a bit of tightening. Go get help. Just know one thing. You
are not getting anywhere near me or my kids!” | hang up. Is he even allowed to contact me? Sazi
might have been right . The idiot won’t play by the book. He sounds unhinged too.



Today Monde has a meeting out of office and won't be coming back. | take the opportunity to
knock off early. | go pass the estate agent and they still don’t have an available place to let on
the area | need. They promise me in three weeks time. I'm sure | can hang on until then. I go
pick up my kids. They complain about being fetched early because they were still playing.
Clearly I will never win.

After supper when the kids are asleep I chill in bed and remember that Lala had promised me
lunch. I haven’t spoken to her in a while anyway. | decide to call her.

“Hey babe.” She is in a better mood than the last time.

“Hi Lala. How are you?”

“I'm good. I've been meaning to call you. How is your new job?”

“It's great. People | work with are kind so ja | think I'm going to like it there.” I'm not telling her
about my one sided love triangle. I'm not ready for the judgement.

“I'm glad. You deserve a break my friend.” She sounds down again. Something is off with her. |
can feel it.

“I'm taking Tsietsi to court.”

“Finally. It's about time that idiot gets what’s coming. What convinced you to? I've been telling
you since he refused to sign over the house to you.”

“I think the access to lawyers made it easy to move forward.”

“I'm glad. He needs to pay. What are you doing this weekend? Maybe | can take you out to
celebrate.”

“I have plans Saturday. Maybe Friday night if your nanny won't mind the kids or Sunday.”



“Let me check Brian's schedule then I'll come back to you.”

“Cool. Let me know ke. Goodnight.”

Work has been hectic. | didn't see much of Monde as she went to Cape Town for a few days. It's
a Friday and there is nothing much to do without my boss in the office. Throughout the week
I've been avoiding calls from unregistered numbers. A few times | had answered it had been
Tsietsi spitting venom.

Lala and | are going out for drinks. Apparently Brian is working the night shift so Lala can also
go out and play. The nanny agreed to babysit so we are good to go.

| decide to drive the kids to her place and plan on fetching them later on. | seriously need my
own nanny. Not only is it not safe but it's an inconvenience to the kids to drag them out of their
comfort zone. We decide to go for dinner and maybe a glass of wine or two at Piatto. At least
we are not too far from home.

The place is not so busy. We can relax and catch up. We wait for our food over a bottle of wine.
The vibe is nice and the conversation is flowing. Of course I'm being selective about what to tell
her. | don't mention the boss who declared her intent and | obviously don’t mention the midnight
visits from a married man. | also feel like she is holding back. There is something missing from
Lala. She is not the usual bubble friend | know. | decide to do some probing a bit. I'm not one to
pry though. | always respect when people don't want to share their personal problems and
always allow them to open up on their own.

“Lala My friend | know you. You are not yourself lately. What's going on?”

She takes a sip of her wine and seems to be lost in her thoughts. | decide to let it slide but then
a thought crosses my mind.

“Is it Athi?”

“What?” That seems to snap her out of her reverie.



“Are you falling for him?” She frowns.

“No man Lona. Athi was just a one time distraction a good one | might add but it was once off.”
Her face glows as if remembering this once off event. I'm trying very hard to block the memory.

“I'm worried phela. did you know that Athi is angaged.” Oh shit she didn't. She nearly chokes on
her drink.

“He 1s?” She can't hide her shock.

“Yes. | met her the other day. | didn’t know how to act around her. | felt guilty on your behalf until
she showed me her snobbish tendencies.”

“lyoh! I didn't know. Mara Athi is such a dick though.”

“I'm glad it was a once off thing with him at least you don't get mixed up in that situation.”

“Ja. You are right.” Not very convincing.

“Where did you meet Athi’s fiancé? Are you holding out on me?”

“No man. He hosted some fundraising thing and Sazi invited me.”

“Sazi, the married friend?” | hear a hint of judgement in her tone.

“There is nothing is going on between us. | thought there was no judgment here.” Yes I'm
judging myself. | don't need another layer of guilt added.

“I'm not judging. | just remember how you felt when Tsietsi cheated on you. | didn’t think you'd
want someone else feeling that way.” She is right. | know this. Try and tell my inner hoe that
keeps whispering ‘but we haven't done anything wrong’ that's who | don't trust. You know when
they say the mind is the devil's playground. Yep. It's true.



“I hear you.” My conscience lays it on me every time.

Our food arrives and we order another bottle of wine to go with. Nothing like good food and
company. | realise that | have missed Lala. It feels good to hang out with her. | wish | can tell her
about my budding feelings for two different hot specimen. I'm just afraid she’ll talk me out of it
by being the voice of reason. She receives a few sms'’s as we eat and responds to them with a
smile on her face. | wonder who might be making her blush but | don't ask. She'll tell me if she
wants me to know. It could be Brian for all I know.

We are done eating just enjoying our wine and catching up. I look up to see Athi by the entrance
followed in by Sazi and someone else. These men look good. | look next to me and find a
blushing Lala with a guilty look on her face.

“Lala. Did you invite them?” My tummy is doing somersaults at the sight of Sazi. He looks
yummy.

“He asked where | was, | told him. | didn’t know He would come and | certainly didn't know he
would bring company. Relax Choma. Let's have fun.” The only fun | want to have is to jump Sazi
and have my wicked way with him. They reach our table. Athi is all smiles and bubbly, Sazi his
usual closed off self and the new guy is neutral. | guess he is assessing the situation. Athi gives
us hugs as his way of greeting. Sazi just does a quick nod towards Lala and comes straight to
me. He does the unimaginable. Envelops me in his arms and hugs me. | have a mini orgasm
right now. He doesn’t let go and | don’t want him to.

“Hey.” He whispers against my ear.

“Hi.” I whisper right back. Then he lets go. Leaving me feeling empty and bereft. He then pulls a
chair next to me. Already everyone is sitting down and in conversation seemingly oblivious to
the sexual tension I'm feeling.

“Lona meet our other friend Ace short for Andile. Ace this is Lona.” Athi introduces us.

“Pleased to meet you Lona. Is it short for something?”



“Nice to meet you too Ace. There is a long explanation that comes with my name.” Everyone is
interested. Even Lala. We never discussed that part.

“Apparently my mother had a difficult birth where she almost lost both of our lives. So everyone
was in constant prayer. When | was born they were so relieved that my grandmother uttered
‘Kodwa Lona linamamdla igazi lemvana. (There is power in the blood of Jesus.)’ So | was
named Lona out of that sentence.”

“Oh wow. So profound. | never knew that,” Lala says.

“You could’ve been Linamandla as well,” Sazi observes.

“My second name,” | confirm.

“I hope you not Nomagazi as well.” Athi says clutching his chest. He is an idiot though.

That starts off the conversation. We tease Ace about his nickname. What does it have to do
with Andile. Lala and | are on a third bottle of wine and | can feel the effects. | must call it an
night otherwise I'm heading straight to sloshed land.

“We need to go,” | whisper to Lala. She frowns.

“Nah friend. The night is still young, the kids are fine with aunty what are you in a hurry for?” I'm
annoyed right now. We had agreed on dinner. Now she sees Athi and she wants an all nighter. |
tell her as much.

“We were actually on our way to a house party. You guys can join us,” Athi invites.

“We would love to,” her eager response grates my tits but | keep silent. | don't want to come off
as mood killer but really, I'm pissed. | feel a hand squeezing mine under the table. Gosh if Sazi
knew how dangerous and potent his touch was. | feel calmer at his touch and riled up in a whole
different way.



“l also need to get home. | can drop Lona off at home if she doesn’t mind,” Sazi offers and looks
at me for a response.

“I don't mind,” | say too eagerly if you ask me. “Lala you don't mind if | skip?”

“No babe. Can you fetch the kids tomorrow though.”

“It's fine I'll do that.”

“Ace, you don’t mind using your car right?” Sazi asks.

“Nah bruh. I'm cool.”

Sazi settles our bill. They only had a beer each but he is a man exercising his muscles, | do not
argue. Once outside we say goodbyes to the trio and he takes my hand in his and leads me to
his car. My whole body is vibrating with need. | want him. Badly. The only thing stopping me is
the platinum band on his finger. Its barely stopping me. | don't know how much longer | can
restrain myself.

We drive off in silence for a while. I'm so used to this it's not even funny.

“Do you really want to go home or do you want to chill first?” he asks and my heart rate
accelerates.

“Where do you want us to chill?”

“We can go out for drinks. | know this exclusive place or we can go chill at the penthouse,” he
says.

“I'm not sure about your penthouse. | don't think it's a good idea for us to be alone together.” |
have to put it out there. He thinks | am a saint this one. I'm not made of steel.



“Really. Why is that?”

“You can't really be asking me that.”

“I promise you nothing will happen.”

“I can’t promise you that.” He is taken aback by my response. He takes a quick look at me and
back on the road.

“To the club then.” I'm not sure if he is safe there even especially if I'm under the influence.

“Maybe you should take me home.”

“I miss you.” My heart legit stops

“I miss you too.” | can't believe | just said that.

“Then spend time with me.”

“Okay.” Who am | to deny what the man wants.

We drive in silence until we get to his penthouse. The ride on the elevator is filled with tension.
We get to the penthouse and it's as gorgeous as | remember.

“Anything to drink?” he asks.

“A glass of wine please.”

“Coming right up and make yourself comfortable.



| do just that. | go sit in the lounge and take off my shoes. Sazi returns with a glass of red wine
and a beer in one hand. He comes and sits next to me. | swoon. He seems unaffected though.
He gives me the glass as he sits back with his one arm carelessly hung over the chair back.

“Why are you always driving Athi?” | just blurt it out. I'm nervous and I'm trying to fill in the
silence.

“Ah. Many reasons. But the most prevalent are that his licence has a been suspended and | have
to keep an eye on him.” He won't elaborate and | won't probe any further.

“You are a good friend.” | take a sip of my wine. | want to sit back but if | do I'll be resting on his
arm.

“He has been a good friend too.” There is so much | don’t know about him but I'm intrigued. |
just feel like | don’t have the right to ask. “So. Have you decided about my offer.”

“I' just don’t want to complicate things between us Sazi.”

“Okay. Can you at least consider the security. | can also get you a place quicker. A place you can
afford. You'll pay your own rent even.”

“Find me a place but hold off on the security detail. | just don’t want some guy following me.”

“You won't even know they are around.”

“I can handle myself Sazi. I've been doing it for a while now.” He raises his hands in surrender.

“You are a very stubborn woman.”

“So I've been told.” I'm tired of sitting up. So | relax back. The contact is as potent as | expected.



“Ja. Did they also tell you how hot you look when you are being stubborn.” That compliments
shoots straight to my pussy. He thinks I'm hot.

“They never meant it as a compliment.” His stare behind the beer bottle is very unsettling. In a
good way.

“They should.” He is looking at my lips and I'm looking at his. | feel his hand behind my neck
gently pulling me towards him. He is leaning closer and my inner hoe he is clapping. Our faces
are inches apart. | can feel his breath fanning my face. Mine is erratic. | can’t hear a thing but the
sound of my heart beat. “I shouldn’t be doing this.” His voice has dropped an octave.

“Ja,” | whisper. The touch of his lips against mine is soft. He is still looking into my eyes. | think
we are both looking for reassurance to continue. He groans and loses the fight as he captures
my lips in his. Oh hell! His lips are as delicious as | expected. He cups my jaw in his hand and
angle my head the way he wants as he devourers me. He is in charge and | love it. My clit is
painfully throbbing. There is an inferno exploding and running through my body. Then the wine
spills which brings us back to the present.

“Crap. Your sofas!” | say attempting to remove the wine stain. My hand is slightly shaking. He
takes the glass from my hand and put it's on the table with his beer. | still can’t look at him in
the eyes lest my arousal betray me. | keep busy with the stain then | feel his hands on mine
holding me in place. That gets my attention. My whole body is shaking.

“Leave that.” His voice is thick and laced with arousal. I'm glad I'm not the only one. “Here.” He
cups face with his hands and his thumbs caress my cheeks. | hold on to his forearms and keep
eye contact. When his eyes drop to my lips | lose all sense and close my eyes. He resumes
where he left off. I'm getting addicted to his lips and the inferno has been reignited.

This time it's more demanding and with urgency. It mirrors my need. He is partially lying over
me and my legs allow him access. His hands are buried in my weave and | couldn’t careless. My
hands are clawing at his back. | need more. He needs to put out the fire that is burning. | can’t
breath. | whimper my need. | let go of his lips.

“Sazi . | need...please...please.” | can’t even recognise my voice.

“What do you need?” Stars. He wants to kill me.



“I need you.” My voice is hoarse.

“I got you baby.” My pussy muscles painfully clench. | feel one hand push up my dress with
purpose while the other holds my head in place as he continues to devourer my lips. Once his
hands reach my panty | open my legs wider to give him better access. When his hand finds my
wet pussy he groans, deep. | need more and he can sense it as he starts to open my wet folds
and touches my engorged clit. I'm so close. I'm clinging to him for dear life. | tentatively go to
his erection. The feel of him through his pants gives me a mini orgasm. He is rock hard and the
brother is very impressive. | stroke the length of him through his pants and he groans louder and
his thumb become more persistent. My climax doesn’t give me any warning. It hits me so hard
that | temporarily lose my consciousness.

When | come to he is hovering above me with a concerned look on his face.

“Are you Okay?” he asks. | nod my head. His intense eyes quickly scan my face. “I need a drink,
do you?” | just nod | have been robbed of my ability to speak. He gets up and | see his
impressive bulge as he dismally tries and fails to discreetly adjust it. My whole body is still
vibrating.

He comes back with another glass of wine for me and nothing for him.

“I'm going to take a quick shower. I'll be right back.” He doesn’t wait for my response. | wonder if
he is going to take matters into his hands. He doesn’t take long before he is back.

“That was quick,” | remark without even thinking about it. He smiles.

“I wasn't jerking off if that's what you think,” he has a beer in hand this time.

“I never thought you were.”

“That wouldn’t be as satisfactory as the real thing anyway,” he says while taking a sip of his beer.
He even makes drinking look sexy.



“I have to go.”

“Finish your drink first then I'll drop you off.” | sit back and relax with him next to me as we start
chatting. We talk about anything and everything. He decides to bring me the whole bottle of
wine in an ice bucket. It's hours later where we find ourselves drunk and dancing our life away.
He has truly let his hair down and is having fun. | love the carefree almost childish side of him.
He is playful and teases me a lot. My stomach hurts from either the laughter or the perpetual
state of arousal | find myself in.

I'm not sure when | fell asleep but it's morning when my eyes flutter open and find myself in his
tight grip sleeping on the couch. | badly need to pee. I'll have to wake him up to be able to move.
We are facing each other with his legs locking me in. His couch is big but | wonder how we
managed to both fit throughout the night or early hours of the morning rather. | forget about my
full bladder and admire his handsome face for a few minutes.

“It's rude to stare,” he says with his eyes still closed and his voice full of sleep.

“I'm not staring.” His eyes open and come into contact with mine. Damn. My heart skips a beat.

“You are such a bad liar.” Monde said the same thing to me the other day. Is it weird that I'm
thinking about her while I'm the arms of someone else? Definitely.

“I need to pee,” | say.

“Do you want me to hold your hand?” he teases.

“No. I just want you to let go.”

“l can't.”

“Sure you can. Sazi | need to go. | really need to pee let go.”



“Don't say | didn’t warn you,” | don’t get a chance to ask. He lets go and immediately | fall flat on
my ass. Luckily the impact is cushioned by his comfortable rug. He leans over looking at me.

“Sazi!” | can see his holding in laughter.

Eventually he let's it out. | can't help but join him though. His laugh is infectious. He gives me
his hand to pull him up. | drag him down instead. | didn’t think this through. His body is now
flushed against mine and | feel him everywhere. We are not laughing anymore. His eyes are
scanning my face. My wig is somewhere on the floor. | remember taking it off the previous night.
At least my hair is neatly plaited.

“Good morning,” his deep voice breaks my skin into goose bumps.

“Morning,” | respond in a breathy whisper. He leans down as if in slow motion until our lips make
contact. | love the feel of his lips against mine. He deepens the kiss and my legs lock around his
waist. The feel of his erection against my mound drives me crazy. My hands go towards his
tight ass and | hold him in place. | want more. | need to feel him inside of me. His hands are
everywhere as our tongues duel. He manoeuvres his hand inside my panties and cups my wet
and slippery mound. The moment he makes contact he groans. I'm so wet right now.

“Sazi | want you.” | whimper against his lips. The hoe has come out and is not above begging.

“We can't.” His voice is strained. He inserts his finger inside my wet hole while flicking my clit
with his thumb. My inner muscles contract at the intrusion. My hips are undulating as he moves
in and out. He adds a second finger and | need more than fingers. He puts more pressure on my
protruding nub and my toes curl as | climax. | moan my release against his lips. He doesn't let
up until I hold his wrist in place. | can feel him still hard against my thigh. My hand goes for his
erection and he holds it still refusing me to touch him.

“If you touch me. | won't be able to stop,” he says. “I need another cold shower.” He places his
forehead against mine. | gently cup his face feeling the rough texture of his stubble. Why can't |
have him all to myself?

“l also need a shower,” I'm unashamedly hinting.



“Babe. | will not share a shower with you. | am not made of steel.” He perks my lips and gets up.
All this erection going to waste. He gives me his hand and pull me up.

“I'll go make coffee then.” | say dragging my feet to the kitchen.

Once I'm done | think of making breakfast but I'm too lazy. | chill in the kitchen and have my
coffee in silence. He comes back looking fresh in his grey sweatpants and a vest. He is in great
shape. | salivate looking at him. | quickly make him a cup as he watches me. He takes it the
same way Monde does. A smile creeps up when I think of our date this afternoon. I'm sure my
kids are ready.

“What's so amusing?” he asks taking a sip of his coffee.

“Just thinking about my kids. They cornered my boss into a date this afternoon. She didn’t stand
a chance.” He smiles.

“Those too would bully anyone into anything. You have lovely kids and they can talk.” | agree
with him.

“Let me go shower.” He is giving me a weird look. | get out of the kitchen real quick and into the
shower. When | come out he has shorts and t-shirt on the bed for me. These are probably his
biggest shorts to be able accommodate my ass but they fit well. | put my panties and a dress
inside my handbag. | find him downstairs standing on the balcony. | only peak out and call for
him.

“I'm ready.” He turns around and looks me up and down. His eyes darken.

“Lets go then.” He clears his throat.

“I need to fetch the kids first.” He agrees and | direct him to Lala’s house. I've been calling Lala
the whole morning and her phone has been off. | buzz at the gate and aunty opens. The moment
the kids sees it's me they come out running. | don't even go in. | don’t want to answer
unnecessary questions. Sazi gets out and opens the door for them. | can see the curiosity on



the aunts face but | ignore her and just wave at her.

“Morning kids,” he greets them. | wonder if they still remember him.

“Morning uncle Sazi,” they say in unison. | guess they remember him then. They start chatting
nonstop until we get home. He doesn't just drops us off, he goes inside to check the house out
before he leaves.

“Mommy are we still going with Aunty Monde?” Khothatso asks.

“Yes we are. Lets tidy the place up and then get ready.” They are excited to help and | send them
to tidy their room. We are suppose to meet Monde at 1 pm in Eastgate. That way we can have
lunch and then watch a 3 pm movie.

| pay attention in choosing my outfit. | decide on shorts, bodysuit and an oversize shirt with
sneakers. The kids are in their shorts, t-shirts and sneakers as well. It's almost 1 pm when we
leave the house. The kids cannot contain their excitement. We find Monde already waiting at
Plaka restaurant. | guess we are not doing Spur today. She is casually dressed 6 she looks
damn sexy. Sweat pants and a t-shirt with sneakers.. Her body is banging. Her hair is tied into a
ponytail. No make up. Her skin is flawless. The kids run into her the moment they spot her and
she gives them hugs. | walk until | reach her.

[ -n
Hi.

“Hey Lona.” Her gaze is intense. On a closer look | notice slight bags under her eyes. She is still
beautiful but she seems tired. On instinct | give her a hug and she melts into it. “Mhm | needed
that.” She whispers against my neck. We eventually let go and sit at our table. The kids are
already studying the menu.

“How are you? | haven't seen you for almost a week,” she says.

“I'm good. How are you?” | can’t help the smile that creeps up.

“I'm better now that you are here.” My tummy flutters.



Chapter 9

"I don't wanna brag, but I'll be
The best you ever had

I hit you with the best stroke
Freestyle and the breaststroke
Til you blow a cigarette smoke
And now the bed's broke

So what we gon' do now
Round two now

Work it out, then we cool down, cool down”- John Legend

It's been an hour since we sat down. We've had our dinner and are now watching the kids have
fun with other kids in the play area just outside the restaurant. I'm a bit concerned about Monde
though she seems down.

“Are you okay? You seem tired,” | ask. She takes a huge sigh.

“Is it that obvious? | hope | didn't dampen your mood.”

“I'm good just worried about you.” She sighs.

I'm having issues with my dad. He wants me to get married so that | can produce children.”

“0Oh. Don’t you want to get married and have kids?”

“| can't have kids even if | wanted to Lona.” A wave of sadness flashes across her face as she
says that.

“I'm sorry | asked.” | take her hand in mine.



“So what would | offer a man if | were to marry?”

“So are you interested in both sexes?” that seems to draw her out of her sadness.

“Yes. | also love and enjoy dick as much as | do pussy.” Such crudeness from her seems out of
place. She bursts out laughing. “You should see your face right now. Priceless.”

“It's not that I'm a prude. It's just any vulgar word out of your mouth seems weird.”

“I know. Y'all think I'm proper but | have my moments.”

“So why can't you tell your dad that you can't have kids?”

“I just hate to disappoint him. I'm the only child . | think he had hoped for a boy but it never
happened. He has money and he wants me to carry the family legacy forward. By not getting
married and having kids I'm disappointing him further. It's just exhausting. Me working at
Richards Inc. Is my way of rebelling. | hate being told what to do. That has added another
conflict.”

“What does your mom say?” | still have her hand in mine and it feels good to be able to reassure
her.

“I never met my mother. Apparently in her rebellious stage she went for the black boy. When her
evidence of tasting the forbidden fruit was born she ditched me at my fathers doorstep

relinquishing all her parental rights. I've never met her. | don’t even know what she looks like. All
I know is that she is white.” Aah that explains the hair and the complexion. To think | had issues.

“Wow. So your father raised you alone?”

“I had nannies but my father was always there for me | won't lie. He showed me love and gave
me everything | needed. It's just that he is also controlling. Enough about me. How about you.
How are your parents?”



“They were lovely and in love until death claimed them when | was 16. Car accident.”

“Oh babe. I'm sorry to hear that.” She is the one comforting me.

“I'm okay. It was a long time ago.”

“You were still young though. Who raised you?”

“My grandmother. Who also passed on almost 7 years ago.” She becomes more sad. “I'm
okay.”

“That's why your ex felt the need to take advantage of you. You had no one.”

“What doesn't kill you makes yo