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1.

“Comeoutofyourshell,youaretoocomfortable”

KHETHELO

Gettinghomethehouseisdarkwhichmeansno

oneisaround,thisissomethingIamstartingto

normalizemyselfto—sigh—Iflickerthelightson

andthebrightnessfillstheroomasIamaboutto

closethedoor,Yolokaziblocksthedoorwithher

feet.

Webotheruptwithlaughterbecauseshealmostfell

sincesheiswearingolivegreenstrappyheels

showingwhitepaintednails.“IsKwandaaround?”

Sheasks,notwalkinginbutstandingonthedoor



step.Lookingreallysexyinaleatherjacketand

pantcombothatcangarneraudiblegasps.Herlook

isinspiredbybadassbiker.

Ishakemyheadindisagreement,“Ijustgothere

andsheisnotaround”Itellherandshetakesa

deepbreath.

“Gochangewearegoingout”Isshenotgonnaask

whetherIwanttogooutornot?Ithinknotbecause

shehasastraightfaceplasteredon.Nosmile.No

giggling.

“Ican’tIhavewo...”

BeforeIcanfinish,sheimmediatelyinterjects“Me

too.Everyonehasworktomorrow.Ijustsaidgo

changeandforonceinyourlifepleasedonotwear

alongdress.Iamgoingtohangmyselfwithawet

tissue.Iwillwaitforyou”shepushesmeinsideand



walksinshuttingthedoorclose.

Ilookatherandtakingasharpintakeofbreath,“I

cannotbelateforworktomorrownormissit

becauseitsmybigdaypleaseunderstand”Itryto

atleastreasonwithherinsteadshegivesmea

questionablelooktakingasitonacouchand

crossingherlonglegstuggingthestrandsofher

dreadlocksbehindherear.

Yes!Iambeingpromotedfromateachertoa

schoolprincipal.

“Wearegoingtomyuncle’splace.Heinvitedus

overandIthoughtKwandawasaround.Iwillmake

sureyouarebackhomebeforemidnightandyoudo

notmissyourbigday”shesaysemphasizingonthe

lastthreewords.Iwanttoaskifheisgoingtobe

therebutalsoeitheroftheresponseswillmakeme

wannarunfar,farawaywhereIwon’tbeabletofind

mywayback.



Andalsoyoucannotsaynotothiswomanlooking

atmewithbrownandblondedreadlocks,shehasa

powerfulpersonalitywithanessenceofgreatness

andsoethereal.“Fine!”Idramaticallyrollmyeyes

andsheclapsherhandstogether.

AsIamabouttodisappearinthecorridorhervoice

chasesbehindme.“Nolongdresses,please.Help

me!”shesaysandIchucklewalkingintomyroom.

Igrewupinahouseholdwherewomenwerenot

allowedtowearpantsnorwewereallowedtouse

anychemicalsonourhairorextensions.Wearenot

allowedtousejewelleryeither,yesthatishowstrict

myfatherwasthatevenafterhediedwecontinued

followingthismoralcompassasasignofrespect.

IrememberwhenIpiercedmyears,mymother

screamedwithbothherhandsonherheadand



shoutingmyfather’sclannames—adramaqueen

bynature—shedidnottalktomefortwomonths

buteventuallycamearoundsinceIamnowgrown

butwhenIgohomeIwearstudsasasignof

respectratherthanhavingsomethingdramatic

hangingonmyearsandthenmysister,arebelthat

mymotherhasgivenuponher.

IhavebeendigginginmywardrobethatIwas

finallyabouttogiveupwhenIcomeacrossabrown

linendress.Ithinkthiscouldworkwithweird

shapedearringsandmyhairloosearoundmy

shoulders.

Perfect!

Afterdapplinglipglossonmylips,Iwalkoutofmy

roomconfidentlyandthemomentIappearYolokazi

spillsherdrinkandstartscoughingrapidly.



What?Ilookgood?Thatisareactiontheyalways

giveinthosefashionshows.

Aftercatchingherbreathshelooksatmefrom

headtotoe,Ithinkthatisadisapproval.“Wereyou

swallowedbyacow?”Thesmilethatwasonmy

facedisappearslikeadeflatedballoonandIlook

downovermydressandsandals.

“ThisisthebestthatIhave”Idefend.

Ilookpretty,Ithink.

“Thenclearlyweneedtodosomeshoppingifthat

isyourbest.YohKhethelo!”sheclapsherhands

onceandthrowingthemintheairbeforeshe

disappearsinmyroomandcomesbackwitha

blackshorttextureddressthatIhaveonlyworn

once.Idonotlikethisdress.Mysisterboughtitfor

me.Itshowsmylegsandmythighs.Itisnottight



butratherflowing.Evenifthatisthecase,no.

YolokazigivesmeamurderouslookandIhaveno

otherchoicebuttowearitwithstrappyheels.

“Better,asambe!”Ikeeppullingdownmydress

becauseIfeelalmostnaked.

Themomentshestartshercarmyeardrumsbleeds

fromthemusicthatisthrobbingupanddown.I

thinkthisistrapbecauseithasalotofvulgarand

talkingaboutdrugs.Andguesswhat?Yolokaziis

wearingsunglassesatnighttheyarestylishthough

asifsheispartofthecastinTheMatrix.

Wedrivethroughthegatetothemixcorrugated

steel,plasterandconcreteforperfectblendof

modernandhomely.Atwostoreyresidenceona

flatpotofland.

Yolokaziknocksonthedoorrhythmicallyand



singingalongbeforethedoorfluttersopenandher

uncleappearsdancingwhilehescreams,

Thokazani.Irememberhimfromthegatheringthey

hadatKwanda’shouse.“Comein!”Hesays

standingasideafterheattackeduswiththemost

welcominghug.Ipulldownmydresswalkinginto

thehomethathasalotofblackfurnituregoingon

andathickaromawheezingintheair.“Whereis

Kwanda?”Thokazaniasks,theyareclose.

“Withherman”Yolokaziresponds.

“Mfundisi?”Thokazaniscowls.

“No,sheisdatingapengtingnow”Yolokazi

responds.Iamhappyitsjustthethreeofushere

andIamslowlybecomingcomfortablewiththe

musicsoftlyplayingatthebackgroundaswesiton

onthecouches.TheysaidThokozani’sboyfriendis

intheotherroom.



Thokazanistickshistongueoutandflappinghis

longlashesdecoratedwithpearlsinthecornerand

hecannothidehisexcitementaboutKwanda

breakingupwithSambulo.“Kayisebringabottleof

wineplease”Heyellsoutandimmediatelymy

handsbecomecoldaschickenfeetinafridgeand

thepigmentationchanges.Everythingfreezes.My

brain.Myheart.Mybloodflow.

Heishere?Icannotseehim.Imeanhecannotsee

me.Wecannotseeeachother.HewillthinkIam

followinghimaround,whenthatisnotthecase.

“CanIgottothebathroom?”Isayafterclearingmy

throat.Ineedtoleavethisplacebeforemakinga

fooloutofmyselfinfrontofsomeonewhohas

madeitprettyclearthattheyarenotinterestedor

whatsoever.Thisonetimehewalkedintome

wearinganunderwearandavest.Iwantedtohide.

ButalsohadtopretendthatIwassoconfidentby



puttingabravesmileonmyface.

Thokazaniturnstome,hismake-upis

sophisticatedlydone.“Okaydarling.Kayisewill

showyoutothebathroom”Hesmilesatme.

“Ineedtogonow!”IgetuppretendingIamanurge

tourinateandevenjumpingupanddownthenhe

getsuptotakemetherehimselfbutinthatmoment

hewalksintotheroomandhewaslaughingat

somethingashewasappearingbutthelaughter

turnsintoasmile.Abeautifulsmile.Myheart

drumsloudlyagainstmychest.Mymouthisnot

producingenoughsaliva.

Heisabouttosaysomething.“Bathroom!”Iremind

Thokazaniandwewalkpasshim.Beforehecan

utteredaword.ThemomentIwalkintothewhite

bathroomdesignthatisweightedbydarkelements

arounditslowerthird.Itakeadeepbreathand

leaningoverthecharcoalvanityunitmergeswith



mattcharcoalpanels.

Whatismynextmove?

Jumpingoutsidethewindow?

Itbeenthreeweeksaftersendinghimamessage

andtellinghimthatIhavefeelingforhim,

embarrassingIknowbutheleftmewithnoother

choicesincethechemistrywasthereandweare

compatibleinsomanywaysbuthewasnotmaking

anymoves.

Andyes,heneverrespondedtomymessage,laugh

withme.Hahaha,Iamthatpersonwithared

paintednose.

Iwashmyfaceeventhoughtherewasabsolutely

noneedforthatthenIstareatmyselfinthemirror.I



havebeenhereforclosetoanhourormore.

Whenatentativeknockdisturbsme.“Khethelo!”

JesusChristitshim.Ilookatmyselfinthemirror

thentowardsthecloseddoorandthenthemirror

again.“Khethelo!”Herepeatsagain.Iopenand

closemymouthbutwordsdonotcomeout.“Iam

kickingdownthisdoor”Hesayssternlyand

immediatelyIunlockthedoor.Westandfaceto

facewithmychestrapidlyrisingupanddown.“Are

youokay?”

“Iamokay”Isayquickly.Silence.Juststaringin

eachother’seyes.“Areyou?”Iwasnotsupposedto

askhimthatespeciallysincehedidnotrespondto

mymessage.“Nevermind”Iattempttowalkpass

himbuthegrabsmebyhand.Mybreathhitches.

Iturntolookathimandexpectinghimtosay

something,anythingbuthedoesn’t.“Iamsorry”He

saysandslowlyletgoofmyhand.Arg,whatthe



hellactually?“Youcango”hestepsbackandIwalk

awayfromhim.Notevenoncelookingback.Ifhe

thinkshehasaneffectonmethenheisright,sadly.

Icanfeelhiseyesbehindmybackuntil

disappearingandshockinglythehouseisalmost

full.

Ohthequeerenergydancingintheatmosphereits

sobeautifulandthemomentYolokaziseesmeshe

givesmeadevilishgrinandIsitnexttoher,she

handsmeaglassofwine.“Justoneglass.How

wasit?”Sheaskswigglinghereyebrows.“Roughor

slow?”

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”

Shecomesclosertomyear,“Thequickie”shelooks

intomyfaceandwinks.“Iknowyouweredoingitin

thatbathroom.Iwantedtocheckonyouandhe

stoppedme”



“Wedidn’tdoit”

“Okayhefingeredyou?”

“No!”

“Eatyouout?”

“Yolokazi!”

“Frenchkiss?”

“No!”

“Blowjob?”



Ieruptwithlaughterandendupdrinkingfromthe

glassofwineIwasnotplanningonsipping.“No.

Wedidn’tdoanything”Itellherandshelooksatme

shakingherhead.

“Areyouguysnotdating?”

“Chabo.Ijustlikehimandhedoesn’t”

“Howdoyouknowhedoesn’t?”

“IsenthimamessagetellinghimhowIfeelanddid

notrespond”

“Iamcomingback.Ineedmorewineforthis”she

saysgettingupanddisappearing.Shehastakenoff

hershoesandwalkingbarefooted.



WhenshecomesbacksheisfollowedbyKayise

behindwhoislaughingandthenshetakesmyhand

andleadingusoutsidesincethemusicisloudly

playing.IwasnotplanningondrinkingbutIamon

mysecondglassalreadyaswesitonthechairsin

thebalcony.Heisoppositeme.Iignorehisgazeby

focusingontheglassinfrontofme.“Soyousaidhe

ignoredyourmessage?”ThetipsyYolokaziasks.I

grabtheglassandgulpitatonceandpouranother

one.Whatkindofdemonicworkisthis?

“Malumeiscallingyouinside”Kayisesaystoher.

“Areyouaskingmetoleave?”Yolokazi.

“Leave”Kayiselaughsandtheyfistbumpeach

otherbeforeshegetsupaftershekissedbothmy

cheeksandreturningbackinsidethehouse.

IcanhearYolokaziandThokazaniscreaming



together,thereisalsoloudlaughteraswell.IwishI

wasthatintoxicatedrightnowasaneerieeternity

ofsilencemovesalongwiththebreeze.

“Youlookbeautiful”Hecompliments.Something

tugsinmybellyandmyintimatepartsscreamfor

attention.

Itakeasiponawine,“Thankyou”

“Canwetalkbutnothere”

“Hereisfine”

Heclearshisthroat,“Youaremadatme?”

“WhywouldIbe?”



“Youcantellme”

“Youignoredmymessage.Ifyouarereferringto

thatthenno,Iamnotmad”IamfuriousandIwant

tograteyou.

“Youreyessaystheopposite”

“YoucouldhaverepliedKayise”Imurmur.

“IdidnotwanttohurtyouKhethelo”

“Hurtme?”

“Lookthingis...”Hepauses“Iamstilltryingto

moveonfromsomeone.AndbymovingonImeanI

amstillinlovewithhersoIamlearningtoletgo.IfI

saylet’strythisoutIwouldn’tgiveyouthebest



versionofmyselfthatyoudeserveandIamnot

goingtosaywaitformeeitherbecausethatwillbe

unfaironyou.Ihavesomuchgoingoninmylife

andIamstilltryingtoswiftthroughmythoughts”

“WhatifIwanttowait?”

Hetakesadeepbreath,“LikeIsaidthatwillbe

unfaironyousodon’t”

Buryme!
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2.

“wemeetstrangersinthemoststrangestplacesat

therighttime”



YOLOKAZI

Irunoutofthehousewithmyshoesinmyhand

whileontheotherhandIamtryingtofixthestrappy

knitmiddressthatIfoundinmywardrobe—itwas

thefirstthingthatIsetmyeyesonanddoesn’t

needironing.IamlatebyfourhourstoworkandI

waswokenupbycountlessphonecalls,shootme

fordrinkingwhenIhaveanearlymorningshift.

Icannotplaymusicbecausethemusclesinmy

headaretightenedandthrobbing.Itfeelsasifmy

brainiswearingacorsetandmystomachis

growlingloudlysoIhavenoanyotheroptionbut

startatthestoretobuysomethingtoeatand

painkillers,yes,IamlateforfourhoursyetIstill

havetimetopassbythestores.

Iwalkdownthecorridoratthestoregrabbinga

bottleofwaterandimmediatelydrinkingfromit

becausemythroatfeltlikeIhadbiltongstuckthere



ormaybedriedfruitandIhavebeenfeelinganurge

tothrowup.Thatiswhathappenswhenyoumix

alcohol.

LastnightIwasplanningonhavingatleastthree

glassesofwineifnotfour,orthewholebottle

obviously.ButIendedupdrinkingshotssincethere

weregamesbeingplayedandthenIopened

anotherbottle,guesswhowastwerkinganddoing

splits?Notme—butThokazani—youthoughtit

wasmeright?Iwasjuststandingasidespanking

hisbuttocksandhypinghim.

Igrabanotherbottleanddrinkfromit,gulpingitall

atoncewhenawomaninblackuniformwalks

towardsmeandshehasnicemaroonshorthair

withimpeccablemakeup.“Sawubona”Thewayshe

justgreetedmetellmeIamabouttothrowthese

plasticbottlesather.Ijustnodmyheadand

continuedrinkingwaterandtakinganotherbottle

thatIwilldrinkthroughouttheday.“Youarenot



allowedtodothis”shesayswithacheekytone

lookingatmefromheadtotoewithanastyattitude.

“Iamnotallowedtodowhat?”

“Tobedrinkingthatwaterbeforeyoupayforitand

thereforeifyoudonotpaythenyouwillbe

arrested”shesaysandIamwonderingifshereally

thinksthatIcannotaffordtopayforthethree

bottlesofwaters—shehasbeenlookingmefrom

headtotoe,towhat?Judgemeandcomeintothat

conclusion?Whatnextnow?DoIslaporpunchher.

“AndyouthinkIcannotaffordthesethreebottlesof

water?”Ismilesardonically,thattreacheroussmile

yougiveanenemybeforeunexpectedlyattacking.

Anothertrailingblazefrommywhitepaintednails

allthewaytomydreadlocks.IlearntfromKwanda

ofwhomIhavediscoveredthatsheismytwin



sisterthatIneedtomakesurethatmytoenailsand

handsarepaintedatalltimes,shepreachedthatall

thetimethatattimesshewouldforcemeintoitand

Iendedupnormalisingmakingsurethatmynails

arealwayslookingprettywithawhitegelorbright

coloursyoucannevergowrong.

Weusedtospendtoomuchtimetogetherwhen

theywerefamilygatheringsandwewere

inseparable,westillare.Wewouldwearmatching

outfitsandexcitementwoulderuptfromour

stomachswhenpeoplesaidwehadastrong

resemblancethatIendedupcryingtomymother

thatIalsowanteddreadlocks,shedidnotfightme

eitherbutshegrabbedawettowelandgreen

sunlightbarsoapthenshetwistedmyshorthair.

TheywerelookingliketinysausagesandIcriedmy

lungsoutbutIwastoldtobepatient.

Yes,Ihadtobepatientwithtinysausagesinmy

headandtheyweretakingtoolongtogrow.Iwould



comebackfromschoolandsitinfrontofthemirror

toseethegrowthandweep.Theneventuallythey

startedgrowing.Thicker.Longer.AndIfellinlove.

KwandaandIusedtostealhalfemptybottlesof

beersatthefunctionsandcigarettethenhideinour

backyard.Wewoulddrinkthosedropsandcome

outpretendingtobedrunk,stumbling,speakingin

riddlesandevendancingtotherhythmofthemusic

holdinghands.Herpresencefilledmewith

amphetamineandIfeltfull,thatIwasnotsurprised

norshockedthatwesharedawombbecauseofthe

connectionweshared.

“Youwordsnotminessisi”sheresponds.

Ichuckle.Ihavecompletelyforgottenaboutbeing

latetoworkandIdonotthinkIamstillgoingthere.

Ifeelsickinthestomachnottomentionthe

headachethatisbangingineverycornerofmy

head.Iamliterallytremblingfromthehangoverand



thenthisonestandinginfrontofme,sheismaking

meangry.“Iwouldlovetospeaktoyourmanager”I

sayandshetugsherheadin.

“Thereisnoneedforthat.Iwillpay”Avoicesays

frombehind.Itisnotdeepnorhusky.Butthereis

somethingaboutit,sosensual.Iturnaroundto

comefacetofacewithamanwearingnylonshorts

thatmatchesthetropicalshirtthatheiswearing

showinghisfirmandbowedlegs.Hisskinis

smoothandmattepitchblackifthatmakessense.

Andno,heisnotthattypewhomakesyouwantto

dropyourunderwearandspreadyourlegsapartat

firstglimpse.Nordoeshelookslikeacoverpageof

amagazine,okayhecouldbeonacoverpageof

magazinebecauseeventhenotsogoodlooking

onesareplasteredtherewithanamazingaesthetic.

Hisdreadlockslooksunkeptbuttheyareclean.No

beard.Justsmoothskin.Notgoodlooking,buthe

hasthatthing—heisattractiveormaybeitsthose

teethandthegapbetweenthemorthebushy

eyebrows?



Mostdefinitelynotmytypethough.

Helookslikethosemenwhowerewearingpurple

suitsinthefrontrowofBlackIsKingjumpingup

anddown—thatscenewassuchperfectionwith

nothingbutgorgeousblackmeninallshades.

Thewomaninablackuniformhaswalkedaway

leavingmewiththestrangerthatislookingdownat

mewithhishandsonhispockets.Andno,Idonot

findthischarming.“AndIaskedyoutopayforme?”

Iaskhim“Ukuphaphaizintozakho?”Noreally,heis

forwardjustlikehisgirlfriendthatjustwalkedaway.

“Ithinkshemighthaveassumedthatyoucannot

affordpayingforyourwaterbecauseoneyouare

wearingyourdressinsideout.Andthenyourshoes,

youarewearingrightontheleftandleftontheright.

Canyoublameher?Atyourageuphendukezele



ingubo”Ilookdownatmyshoesandmydress.At

thisage,hah.

IdonotevenwanttolookathimanymoreinsteadI

shovethebottlesofwaterathimsincehesaidhe

willpay.“Enjoyyourday”Iclickmytongueand

walkawayfromhim.Iwalkoutofthestoreand

explainedtothesecuritywhoaskedmeaboutthe

waterIwasdrinking.Idonothavetimetotalk

anymore.MakingmywaytothecarparkingIcallat

workmakinganexcuseaboutfamilyresponsibility.

“DrY.Ntuli!”Ihearsomeonescreamingfromme

andIturnaroundtoseetheuglybutattractiveman

walkingtowardsme,makingmewonderwhatdoes

mubizawantfromme.Ipausefromwalkingwaiting

forhimwalkingtowardshim.

WhenGodwascreatinghimhesaid“Iamgoingto

giveyoutheperfectbody,youwillbeslimbut

muscular,nottoomuchbrazoitwillbejust



damnablysexy,withfirmandbowedlegs.Andthen

youaregoingtohavethemostsmoothestskinwith

richmelanindrippingonyouandperfectteeth.

Bushyeyebrowstoobuttheface?Soze”Andthen

theangelsinheavenbeggedhimtogivehimthe

facebuthejustaddedoneteaspoonofthatspice

andsaiditwasenough.Thatiswhathappenedhere,

nootherexplanationorwhatsoever.

“Youdroppedthis”Hehandsmemybadge.

“Thankyou”

“You’readoctor?”

“Adentist”

“Dokotelawamazinyo?”



Haibowenja!

“Adentist”IrepeatwhathesaidbutinEnglishsince

hewantstogobackandforthaboutthis.

Hesmiles,“Enjoyyourdayaswell”thatallhesays

pushingthestrandsofdreadlockthatwasfallingon

hisfaceandhewalksawayfromme.Disappearing

somewhereinthecarparking.

Mxm,myheartisnotevenbeatingloudly—haha

whyshoulditbebeatingloud?

Igetinthecarandtakeadeepbreathbefore

startingtheengineasIamdrivingoff.Iseehim

againonhisphone,laughingloudlyasheiswalking

inbetweencars.Hislaughterisechoingthewhole

carparking.Ahootfromacarbehindmedemands

formyattention.



IshouldIhavetakenoneofthebottlesofwaters.I

amthirsty.InlessthanaminuteIamdriving

throughatKwanda’sapartmenthopingtofindher

there.KnockingtwiceOnalennaappearsbehindthe

door.“Comeinsoyoucanhelpwiththesetupand

tellmewhyareyoulookinglikeachildfromcreche”

shesayslaughing“Kwandacomeandseethis!”

Eruptingwithlaughter.Iclickmytongueatherand

Kwandaappearsinawhiteloosedress,sheis

alwayswearingthiscolournow.

HahaIamthejokehere.

IwearthedressthewayIamsupposedtobefore

joiningtheminthekitchenastheyarecookingand

chopping.Onalennapoursmeaglassofwine.

“Whathappenedtoyou?”Sheaskslaughing.When

shehandsKwandaaglassofwine,sheraisesa

glassofjuiceanddrinksfromit.

Webothlookather.WearepreparingforKhethelo’s



surprisecelebrationpartysinceshegotpromoted

atwork.

BacktoKwandashehasabowloffruitsnexttoher

eatingfromitanddrinkingjuice.ThesamepersonI

usedtostealtheemptybottlesofalcoholwithis

drinkingjuiceandeatingfruits.Herskinisglowing.

“You?Notdrinking?Eatingfruits?”Onalenna

“Actuallywhywereyouadmittedatthehospital?”

Theotherdayshewasthrowingup—wait,noways!

“Kwanda!”Isayfirst“Areyoupregnisto?”

“AmIwhat?”Sheroarswithlaughter.

“Pregnisto?”

Sheisstilllaughing,“Threeweeksbutdonottell

anyoneguys”



“Haiwenayouhadsexonceandgotpregnant

beforeknowingallthefunofhavingsex?Kwanda!

Uyabhayiza”Ilaughandchokingonwine.

“Igotpregnantwhilestillavirginfromoralsex.I

onlybrokemyvirginitylastnight”Ialmostfallfrom

thechairbecauseofthelaughter.Onalennais

runningaroundtheroomlaughing.Thistakesthe

cup.Youseethis—hehehe.“Thisisnotfunny”

shesaysalsolaughingandtearsspillingoutofher

eyesfromthesilentlaughter.

“Mongeziismyguythatone!”Onalennasays.

“Congratulationsthoughsweetheart,Icannotwait

toplanyourbabyshower”Isayfirstgettingoffthe

chairandembracingherwarmly.Weshareahug

togetherandthenshestartscrying.



Hormones,shame.

“Backtoyouwhathappened?”Onalennasaystome

afterwehavecatchourbreathsandcontinuingwith

thepreparations.

“WokeuplateforworkandIgrabbedthisdressand

woreitinsideout.Irealisedwhenastrangeratthe

storetoldme”Itellthem.Thinkingofhim.Whowas

he?“Hewasuglybutinagoodway.Inaperfect

way”

“Uglyinawhat?”Kwanda.

“Goodway”Irespond.

“Howisoneuglyinagoodway?”Onalennasays

laughing,shelaughsateverythingthisone.



“ItiswhenyouareuglybutwhenIlookatyoufor

atleastthreehoursyouautomaticallybecome

beautiful”Itellthem.

“HaiboYolokazi!”Kwandasayslaughing.The

laughterthatisfillingthisroom.Onalennacannot

standstill,sheisleaningonthekitchencounterand

tryingtocatchherbreath.

“Ishesexable?”Onalenna

“Yes.Heisperfectineverywayandhehasthose

unkeptdreadlocks.Youknowwhenyoudonot

combyourhairanditnaturallybecomesdreadlocks?

Heislikethat.Youjustneedtogivehimtimetosee

hisgoodlooksbutalsohehasthatthing”

“Youtookhisnumber?”Onalenna



“Whatfornina?Heisnotmytype”Isay.

Noreally,notmycurrythatone.

“Doesn’tlooklikeittome”Kwanda.

“LooklikewhatMariya?”

Onalennabangsthekitchencounterlaughing,“You

didnotjustcallherMary!”Hershouldersare

movingupanddown.

“Uyaphaphashame”Kwandasayswipinghertears.

“Tomeitlookslikeyoulikethisguy”

“Itlookslikeittometoo”Onalenna

“Justbecauseyouguysaredatingthatdoesn’t



meaneveryonewantstodate”

“Let’ssayhewalksinherenow.Whatwouldyou

do?”

“Haibonothing”

“Really?”Kwanda.

“Really.Heisnotmytype”
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3.

“Wemadeafire,wedowninflames

Wesailedtheoceananddrownedinwaves

Builtacathedral,butneverprayed



Wehaditallandyeah,wewalkedaway”

KHETHELO

Mybloodstreamhasabsorbedthealcoholandmy

it’sdramaticallyslowingdownmynervoussystem.

Iamfeelingbuzzedup,notevenneedingareason

tokickthebucketofwaterinmyeyes.Heisholding

meandleadingmetomyroomcarefullywithhis

handsaroundmywaist.Whenwefinallygetthere

hegentlymakesmesitontheedgeofthebed.“I

amgoingtogetyousomewater”Hetellsme

alreadystandingbythedoor.

“Iwantmorealcohol”Iblinkmyeyes.Icanhardly

keepmyeyesopen.Iswallowmysaliva“Idonot

wantwater”Hislipsspreadstoasmilebeforehe

leavestheroom.Actuallywatersoundslikeagood

idea.IdonotlikethewayIamfeelinganymore.My

headissuddenlyheavyandmybrainisslowly

becomingfoggy,Icannotthinkstraight.



Mybreathhitcheswhenthedooropensandhe

walksinwithabottleofwaterinhishandclosing

thedoorbehindhimthenheopensthecapand

handingmethebottle.“Thankyou”Isaynow

avoidingeyecontact.Myeyesfeelsswollen.Itmust

bethecryingthatIhavebeendoing.Evennowmy

brainisscreamingthatIshouldcry.Ichokeon

waterasmytearsinvoluntarilystartsfalling.

Hetakesthebottleawayfrommeandgently

pattingbybackthenhekneelsinfrontofme,taking

myhandstohisandlookingupatme.“Myintention

werenothurtingyou”Hesayssoftlyandmyheart

yellsthatheislying.Heknewexactlythathewas

hurtingme.

“Wellyoudid”Ilookbackathim.

“AndIamsorry”



Hishandsaresowarmonmines.“Thechemistry

betweenus,wasIseeingthings?”

“No”Heanswerssimply.“Icareaboutyou”

Ichucklesardonically,“Youareconfusingme

Kayise.WhatmakesyouthinkIamgoingtohurt

youthewayshedid?Iamnother.Youdon’teven

wanttotalkaboutthis.Howareyougoingtoheal?”

Ilookstraightinhiseyes.Hetakesasharpintakeof

breath,lettinggoofmyhandandsomethinginme

shatters.Hestandsonhisfeetattemptingtowalk

out.“Iamgoingtomoveonlikehowyouaskedme

tobutbeforethatIwantyoutotellmeifthatis

exactlywhatyouwantmetodo.Isthatwhatyou

wantKayise?”Ialsostandonmyfeet,hardly

standing.

Heleanshisforeheadontheroom.“Khethelo...”



“Isthatwhatyouwant?Idonotwanttohear

anythingelsefromyou”Ihavebecomeabrave,

bravegirlwhowouldhavekilledGoliathwithjust

onestone,standingtallintheroomwithanoff

shoulderdrapeddress—itissoshortandnot

somethingIwouldwearonanygivendaybutright

nowatthismomentIamgladIworeit.

Hestandsinfrontofmeandhishandstightly

grippingmyhairandhislipsaremines,andhis

tongueforcingitwayintomyangrymouth.Yes,I

wasangrybecauseheisconfusingme.Heplaces

hisonearmaroundmesothatIamtrappedinhis

embraceandafeelingofcomfortcoversmybody.

Whatthehellisgoingon?Wearesupposedtobe

arguingandhimgivingmeanswersnotindulging

eachother.Everypartofmybrainisfightinghim

buteverypartofmybodycannotgetenoughofhim.

IfeellikeIwouldstartmyownlittlewaterfallinthe

moisturebetweenmylegs.Hepicksmeupandmy

legsaretightlywrappedaroundhiswaist.Iwant



himbadly–sobad.Ihavenotdonethisinthree

years.Helaysmegentlyonthebedwiththebulge

inhispantsfirmlyagainstmykitten.Iwanthim

evenmore.“WhatareyoudoingtomeKhethelo?”

Hisbreathisragged.Weshareamindfuckingeye

contact.

Iarchmybackfromthebedtomeethisbulgewith

mymouthslightlyopened,tryingtogetenoughair

intomylungs.“Letmein”Isaysoftly.Ipulloffmy

owndressandthrowitacrosstheroomandhis

eyestravelallovermybody,everywherehiseyes

travelsomethinginmeburns,itfeelslikea

scorchingsunbeforehegrabsmythighandIgasp

forairbreathingheavily.Herunshisfingersdown

betweenmybreastsandpauseatmymatching

underwear.

“Wecannotdothisnotwhenyouaredrunk”

“Iamconscious”Ianswer



Hemoveshiseyesbetweenmines,“Khethelo...”

“Whatdidshedotoyou?”Insteadofresponding,he

placesakissonmythroat,anotheroneontherosy

tipofeachofmybreast.Iinhalesharplyathis

intimatetouchandItouchhisshoulderandsliding

myhandacrosshischestandpullingofftheknitted

topheiswearing.“Tellme”Isay.Hekissesme.

Thenhediphisheadtomybreastsoncemore

wrappinghistonguearoundmyhardenedtipand

pullingonitlightlyuntilIgasp.Hepausesandlooks

atme,justlooking,nowords,nothing.Iopenmy

mouthinsilentsurrenderandheteasesmewithhis

tongue,brushingmylipsbeforeexploringmy

mouth.Iboldlymeethistongue,mimickinghis

movesuntilheslideshishandsbetweenmythighs.

Inervouslylookathim.Hecupsmeandfindsme

alreadydampandready.Heshiftsuntilheis

kneelingbetweenmyknees.Ihavecompletely

forgottenaboutthepeopletalkingintheotherroom

andlaughing.



Hehastakenoffhisclothesandheslowlyease

himselfinsidemeandstop.“Areyouvirgin?”He

startstowithdrawasIwrapmyarmsfiercely

aroundhisneckandmylegsaroundhiships,

lockingmyankles.

“Haven’tdoneitinthreeyears”Imurmur.Thenhe

startstomoveagain.Iwhimpermeetinghis

succulentthrusts.HelowershimselfandImeethim

withastrongthrustofmyhips,wrestingcontrolof

ourjoining.Heunintentionallygoesdeeperuntilhe

isfullyseatedandscreamloudenoughtobeheard

ontheotherroom.

“Haibo!”Ihearsomeonesaysintheotherroom

clearlyshockedbymyscreams.

WhenKayisefeelsmeflinchingheholdshimself

still.“DidIhurtyou?”Heasks.Ishakemyheadin



disagreement.Herestshisforearmtoprotectme

fromhisweight.Heleansdownandgivesmea

quickkiss,histonguecirclingmylips.“IknowIdid

andIamsorry”Heplacestinykissesalongmy

templeandjaw.“Idon’teverwanttohurtyou

Khethelo”Igazeathimandheismorerelaxedthan

Ihaveeverseenhim.Hisprofilecouldbefoundon

manyGreekstatuaries.Ienvyhimthelong,black

eyelashesthatframedhisexpressiveeyes.

“Iknow”DoIreallyknow?Iswallowmysalivaagain

andagainandagain.Hisfingersflexaroundmy

hipsandthenheslamsintome,theforcerocking

meforward.

“Yesssss!”thesoundisrippedfrommythroatraw

andunedited.

“Iamleaving”IhearBongeziwesays.



“Rightbehindyou”Mongezi.Inthatmomentloud

laughterfollows.Wehearmovementsandthedoor

closingthenthehouseissilent.Andweareleft

alone.Kayiseswivelshishipsbeforewithdrawing

andtunnellingbackin.Mylidsfallsheavyovermy

eyes,asheenofperspirationslicksinmyskinas

mybodywelcomesthestretch.Hishandskating

aroundmyhipsontomysexandhisfingers

drawingcirclesonmyclitorismatchingitwiththe

rhythmonhislongmeasuredstrokes.Innotimeat

allthedesire’sescalatedtoknifeedge.ThenI

screamcoming.Loudwetandjoyously,rightalong

withhim.

Wecollapseonthebedandhimontopofme.He

rainsreverentialkissesonmyneck,cheekand

templewhilehegentlykneadsmyshouldersand

upperarms.

WakingupinthemorningIhaveexpectedapairof

handsaroundmywaistandbreathonmyneckbutI



wakeuptothesunblindingmeescapingmy

curtains.Igetupfromthebedgrabbingmyrobe

searchingaroundthehouseandthereisnoone

around–okay.

Ipreparemyselfforworkandaftergettingready.I

packmybagandgetgoing,gospelmusicfillingmy

carsingingalongloudlyanddrummingmyfingers

onasteeringwheel.Ihadpeoplewatchingme

wheneverIwouldstopaftertherobothasturned

red—Iaminagoodmood.

Hesurelyleftearlybecausehehadtowork.

GettingtoworkIwasintroducedasthenew

principalattheassembly,thekidsclappedtheir

handsjoyfullythenourdaystarts.

Iamseatedbehindthewoodendeskinmyoffice

thatneedsfewchangeshereandthere.Myphone



onthetable,waitingforhiscall.ImpatientlyandI

keepcheckingeverysecondandfinallywhenmy

phonerings,Ialmostfalloffthechairansweringit

quickly.“Khethelo”mymothersaysontheother

side.Disappointmentwrapitselfaroundme.

“Helloma”

“Yoursistertoldmeyouhavebeenpromoted”she

soundsdelighted.

“Iwasgoingtocallyou”

“OhIamsohappyforyoumntanami,youmust

comehomesowecancelebrate”shesaysthen

ululatehappily.IlaughbutourcalliscutshortasI

hearaknockfromtheoutside.Ihangup.Fixingmy

dress.Thatmustbehimmaybehewantstoseeme

afterlastnightwithabouquetofflowersorlunch

maybe?



“Comein”Ishoutfromtheoutside.

Thedooropensandshewalksinconfidently

wearinganolivegreenfemale,withlongbraidsthat

almosttouchesthefloor.Herscentssmellsfruits.

Lookingsophisticated.“MissNdlovu”shesmiles,

showingherdimples.“Youareyoungandbeautiful”

shesaystomewithasmilestillonherface.“Oh.I

amsorry.IamMissBhengu.Thenewteacher”

LOVEONDEMAND

4.

“Lovingactions.Lovingwords.Lovingreminders.

Lovingvibrationsandsolutionsthataredeeply

groundedinlove”

YOLOKAZI



Iamexhaustedofhearingoldmencryingand

screamingasItaketheirteethouttoday.Itis

mostlyooMzwanelewhositsatthecornerofthe

tuckshopeverydaywithabrownbottleof

intoxicatingliquidarguingabouthowmanywomen

theyhavesleptwithandalsoslutshamingthem.

Yes—theyaretheoneswhoscreamtheloudest

hereandcallingme“mysister”withswollencheeks

androttenteeththentheyaskformynumbersafter

theyhavebeenhelped.

“Next!”Thenursewhoworksalongwithme

screams,sheissuchasweetheartandmakessure

thatourpatientsarenotuncomfortablewhenthey

enterthisroom—wearebothnewaroundhere.I

preferworkingwithherthantheotheroldnurse

withgreyhairwhodrawshereyebrowsintoathin

linewithasaddeninghairline.Andsheisalways

wearingglassesandredlipstickwithagrumpyface.



WhenIpickmyheadupmyeyesareoutoftheir

ownvolitionwhenIseehimandhischeeksspreads

intoanunexpectedsmile.Hehassuchbeautiful

teeth,honestly—menwithamazingteethare

attractiveexcludinghimsinceheisnotmytype.

Maybewecanincludehimonthelist.“Whatareyou

doinghere?”Iaskhimpullingdownmymask.

“Ngizokhiphaizinyo”Heanswers,sayingheishere

totakeouthistooth.Hisfacialexpressionis

enoughtosendmyheartracinglikeasportcar.For

whatreason,IdonotknowmaybeIamhungry

becauseIhaven’twentonlunch,thatisavalid

reason.

Hiswearingdarkbluenylonshortswithmatching

shirtsandsneakers.LeBronreallydidsomething

withthisnewtrend.Isthislikeatwopiece?Maybe

butitlooksgoodonhimanddoesnothingtohide

thosefirmandbowedlegs,theyareshinning.



Hisdreadlocksarenotlongbuttheyjustlooklike

unkemptnaturalhair—afro—Ifindthislookreally

captivating.

Ilookathimandhelooksatme,welookateach

other.“OkayIamnothereforthatactually”Hesays

andhisvoiceissultryandlush.Thenurselooksat

mewithasmilebeforeshefocusesonthetall

framestandinginthemiddleoftheroomwitha

smileIwouldlovetowipeawaywithjustoneslap.

“Iamheretofetchmymoney”Haibo,haibo.

“Whatmoney?”Iaskhim.

“Leengikhokhengayoamanzi”No,Ididnotaskhim

topayforthosebottlesofwater,heinsisted.Ididn’t

runtohim.WhyisheactinglikeIwasonmyknees

withmydresswornoutsideoutbegginghimtopay

forme.



Ilookatthetimeandit’salreadymylunchtime.I

announcetothenursethatIamgoingonlunch

beforeaskingthisuglyattractiveducklingtofollow

me.Iwanthimtogetapieceofmymindandbythe

timeheleaves,hewillbelookable.

Westandoutsidewithhim.Hisscentdancingon

mynostrilsandIhopeminesdoesthesameandI

donotsmelllikesanitiserandvaccines.“Umuhle”

HecomplimentsmethemomentIwasaboutto

openmymouthandsaysomething.Hewillnot

defeatme.Noways.

“Angikubuzanga[Ididn'taskyou]”

“Ididn’tsayyouaskedmeeitherDrNtulibutIwas

justcomplimentingyouandifyoudon’twantto

takeitthenfine”

“Whatdoyouwant?”



“Isaidyouarebeautiful”

“Ngiyazi[Iknow]”Hesmiles,whatadangerous

smile,verydangerous“Again.Whatdoyouwant?”

“Mymoney”

“Ididn’taskyoutopayforme”

“Youlookedlikeyouneededhelp”

“WhybecauseIwaswearingbananaandmydress

wasinsideout?”

“Yourwordsnotmines”



Ichucklesardonicallyandgrabbingmywalletfrom

mypocketandlookingforanynotes.Andyes,Ijust

embarrassedmyselfbecauseIdonothavemoney.

Iamonlygettingpaidinthreedays.Whoneedsa

uniformtotheclowneryclub?Yes,me.

Iclearmythroatandlookupathimandhe

challengeshiseyebrowatmewithasmirk.Iwant

toslithisthroatrighthereatthismoment.Hemust

befeelingsuperior.“Iamgettingpaidtomorrow”I

murmurlying.

“Icangiveyoumybankingdetails”

“ForR50”

“MorethanthatactuallyincludingthemoneyIam

goingtouserightnowtobuyyoulunch”

“Ihavemyownlunch”



“Really?”Whyishesmilinglikethat?Ifmymy

cheeksdisappointmeandIsmilebackIamgoing

tothrowmyselfagainstthesewalls.Iswallowthe

smilethatwantstocrawloutofmymouth.

“Really”

Heshoveshishandsinhispocketandcomesback

withaphonethathasfourplatestoveandhalf

eatenapple.Andhesayshedoesn’thavemoney,

niceone.“CanIhaveyournumbersoIcansendmy

bankingdetails?”WithoutpayingattentionIsingthe

tendigitnumbersandthenheshoveshisphone

backtohispocket.Andstepsclosertomyspace

lookingdownatmeasIbravelylookbackathim

takinginastunningsightathimthenhesmiles

againbeforehewalkspassme,mxm.

Heisnotgettingacentfromme!



Ihadabrownpaperbagthatwasdeliveredtome

asIwasatthecanteenandithadanotewith

bankingdetailsandcalculationsofhowmuchIowe

him.Itooktimetolookatthecleanhandwritingon

awhitepapershakingmyhead.Ihavebeentrying

tofigureoutwhoisthispersonfromtheirinitials

butIcannotseemtotacklewhohemightbe.

HowdidheknowwhereIwork?

Thegirlsaskedmetomoveinwiththemattheir

apartmentsincetheothertwodatingarepretty

muchnotalwaysaround,Kwandaspecifically

becausehermanwantstomakesurethatsheand

thebabyareokay.Heistreatingherlikeafragile

adolescentandthatisbeautifulbutwhenitcomes

tocommitment,Iamnotcoming.Ihavetastedall

kindsofpenisesfromdifferentshadesandsizes.I

haveneverbeennaive.Ithinkoneofthereasonsis

becauseasIgrewup,Iusedtohangoutwithalot



ofolderpeoplethanmethatIendedupmissing

goingthroughthestageofbeingachildanda

teenagerbutIhavealwaysseenmyselfasa

“woman”andIendeduplosingmyvirginityat

fifteenanditwasjustaonenightstand.

Ihaveneverbeeninaseriousrelationshipbefore

probablybecauseIsawooZaneledownthestreet

romanticizingabusiverelationships.Theymadeit

looklikeanormtohaveablueeyeandbrokenlip.I

haveneverneverexperiencedaheartbreak.AndI

didn’tgrowuponanenvironmentwhereIwitnessed

loveblossomingrightinfrontofmyeyes.

Iwon’tstandhereandlie,sayingIhavebeenhurt

bymenandtheychangedme,no,missmewiththat

motivationalspeakingTedtalk.

Walkingthroughthedoorthere’sanaromahanging

thickintheroomandKhetheloandKwandaarein

thekitchenwhileOnalennaiswiththemtalking.



“Youareback!”Kwandasayssashayingherself

aroundthekitchen.Thetopicaboutourfatheristhe

onewehavenotbroughtup.Iwouldlovetotalk

aboutitbutshedoesn’tseemreadytotouchit.

Itakeadeepbreathandtakingoffmyshoes.“And

thenwhathappened?”Kwandaasksclosingher

potsandleaningonthekitchencounter.

“ItsMubiza”Idragmyfeetandthrowingmyselfon

thecouchgroaning.

“Theonewhoisuglyinagoodway?”Onalenna.

Ipickmyheadupandlookingather,“Isaidina

perfectway,whyareyouchangingmywords?”

“Yousaidgood”Kwandacommentslaughing.



“FineIsawhimindifferentlighttoday”

“Today?”Khethelo

“UnlessyouaredeafthenIamgoingtorepeat

myselfbutifnotforgetit”Ithrowmyselfbackon

thecouch.

“Whatdidhewant?”Kwandaasksandallthreeof

themcomeandjoinmeinthelivingroomwiththeir

eyesfocusedonnothingbutmeandlegscrossed.

“Hismoneythatheusedpayingformybottlesof

water.Imagine?Yaziumubiza”Onalennaisthefirst

onetoeruptwithlaughter.Beforetheentireroomis

filledwithroarlaughter.

“Butdidyoupayhim?”Onalennachokes.



“Withwhatmoneywhenmywalletwasempty”I

shouldtrystandupcomedy.Lookatthemwith

tearsglisteningintheireyesfromlaughter.

“Didheseethat?”Kwanda.

“Mariya”Ilookatherandtakeadeepbreath“Itook

outmywalletsoconfidentlyandIonlyhadcoins.

Hetookmynumberandhesaidhewillsendhis

bankingdetailssoIcanpayhimaftergettingpaid”

“Heissleek”Onalenna

“What?”Ifrown

“YouaresoslowYolokazi.Hewasindirectlyasking

foryournumberandyougavehimjustlikethat.

Giveumubizahiscrown”Kwanda.



“Youdon’tgettocallhimlikethat”Isay.

“Whoisthisguy?”Khethelo

LOVEONDEMAND

5.

“Everyoneissomehowconnectedtosomeone”

KHETHELO

Haveyouevermetsomeonewhosomehowmade

youfeellikeyou’recompetingforsomethingand

theysubconsciouslyplantthisfeelinginsideyouof

notbeinggoodenough.

Youarebeautifulbutit’snotenough.

Youdressimmaculatelybutit’snotenough.



Everythingjustfeelsnotgoodenough.

Thatsomedaysyoudragyourfeetandstandin

frontofamirrorafterchangingcountlesstimes

becausewhateverthatyouarewearingmaynotbe

quitegoodlooking.AmImakingsense?Iguessnot.

Thenyouenvythem.

Youenvyhavingthatperfectfigurethattheyhave.

Longlegsandneck—eventhecollarbones

althoughyouhavethembutyouprefertheway

theirsareshaped.

“Knock!Knock!”someoneknocksonmydoorasI

ambusywithpaperwork.Ipickmyheadupafter

shoutingfromtheinsidethatwhoeveritiscan

comein.InthatmomentIgetawhiffofherfruity

colognebeforesheappearsinblackpantsand

matchingblouse.



Iwatchherasshestridesfromthedooralltheway

tothechairoppositeme.Hersmileisdancingon

herlipsshowingherdimples.Shehasperfect

monolideyesthatmakesherlooklikeabeautiful

cartooncharacterthateverytoddleradmiresand

wishtolooklike.“MissBhengu”Isaysmilingbut

deepdowninsideIwishIcanstabherathousand

timesforlookingthatperfect.

Ohpleasedon’tgivemethatlook,youhavecome

acrosssomeonewhohaveplantedthissortof

feelinginsideyou.Thiswomanrightherewhojust

satoppositemeandcrossedherlonglegsalways

makemefeelasifIamnotgoodenough.

Hercomplimentssoundsverysardonicallythenshe

smirks,beforeshetrailsablazinggazefromhead

totoemakingsureyouquestionyourself.

Sheislikethosemeangirlsinteenagemovies.



Thereissomethingabouther—shelovesbeinga

centreofattentionthatIamquiteconvincedthat

herzodiacsignisvirgo.

“IhopeIamnotdisturbingyouma’am”shesays

andclaspingherhandsonherthighsleaning

backwards.

Ilookcloselyatherplacingmypenonthetableand

leaningforward.“Youdidactually”Isaywithathick

tone.

Sheclearsherthroat,“Icancomebacklaterifthat

isokaywithyou.Ijustwantedtodiscuss

somethingwithyouthatyoumightlike”Iwatchher

asshespeaks.Shehasaheavyupperlip.

“Iamlistening”



Sheshiftsonherchair.Notlookingasconfidentas

shealwaysdoes.Isitmytonemaybe?Ormyface?

ButIhavebeenreadingsomewherethatIneedto

beincontrol.IfeellikeIhaven’tbeeninthatmuch

controleversinceIhavetakenthispositionthat

somehowpeopletookadvantageofthat.

Toosoft?Yes.

AndthatissomethingIhavebeenworkingon.It

seemstobeworkingsinceIhavebeengaining

respectthatIbelieveIdeserve.Mostpeopledon’t

thinkIdeservethispositionbecauseIamtooyoung

—mostlytheadults.Whohavebeenteachinghere

foryears,whenIwasstillinmyteenageyears.

OnethingIcannotcontrolisthefeelingsIhave

towardsthemanwhohasn’tcalledmeoreven

textedsincethatnighthefeltthelockingofmylegs



aroundhiswaistandtheclenchingofmyhands

aroundhisback.Myscreamsclosertohisears.My

nailsdiggingdeepertohisskin.Andthewetnessof

myvaginaashewasthrustingdeeper,harderand

faster.

Iamstupidright?Forthinkingafterhehasdigmy

cavepinklikecrystalsthenhiseyeswillbeopened.

Maybehe’dseesomesortoflightandhealfrom

whateverthathurthiminthatverymomentandlet

mein.

Shame.

“Iwasthinkingthatmaybewecanhaveaschool

choir.Iheardsomekidssingingtodayduringbreak.

AndIthoughtwecandosomethingaboutthat”she

says,hersmileisbackagain.

“Oh”that’sallIcansayatthemoment.“Wehave



MissNgubaneworkingwiththat”

“Thatisgreat.IguessIcancommunicatewithher

andmaybeworkhandinandhandwithher?Ifthat

isokaywithyouofcourse”shesays.

ThesedaysIamfeelingverydistracted.Andoutof

place.Mymindkeepsdriftingintosomany

differentdirectionsallatonce.Myemotions.

Everythingandthentheunbearableheadaches.“If

youdon’tmindcanwehavethisconversationsome

othertime?Ithinkthisisagreatideareallybut...”

“Areyouokaysweetheart?”

“Iamfine”Isayimmediately.Andsheshakesher

headinagreementbeforeshesmiles.

“YouareremindingmeofthattimeIwaspregnant”



shesays,hertonesoundingabitsadden.

“Youhaveachild?”

Shetugsherheadin“Me?No.FoetusDeletusin

thishousesweetheart”Whatdoesthatmean?“I

meanIabortedthebaby”shelaughsslightly.

Ohthatwassupposedtobefunny?Iguessyes,ha

ha.

“Oh.Iamnotpregnantthough”Isayalmost

immediately.Icannotbe.“Whydidyouabortthe

child?Ifyoudon’tmindmeasking”

“Well.Iwasdatingthisguyforyears.Hewas

ambitiousyenashamebuthewasnotwhatI

neededatthattime.Helovedmeofcourse.Andhe

dideverythingformealthoughhecouldn’tafford



aroundthattimebuthetried”sheshrugsher

shoulders,thatsoundslikeagreatmantome.“He

wasjustnotwhatIwanted.Imetthisguy.Hewas

rich.Hedideverythingforme.Helovedmeandwe

gotmarried”sheshowsmethediamondringonher

finger.“WhenheengageditwasthedayIfoundout

IwaspregnantsoIhadtoabortandleavetheother

guy”Oh,Iamnottheonetojudgereally.Ihaveno

wordstosaytoherorwhatsover.Iamnotagainst

abortioneither.“Letmeleaveyou”shesaysandget

upfromthechairwithasmileandwalkingoutthen

shepausesasshestandsbythedoor.“Doyou

thinkI’mabadperson?”

“Huh?”

“DoyouthinkI’mabadpersonforkillingmychild?”

Idon’tknowreally.



“Ifyoufeelyouwerenotreadytohaveachildthen

there’snothingwrongwiththat.Itisyourchoice”

“Hebeggedmenottokillhischild.Heaskedmeto

keepitandaftergivingbirthhewasgoingtoraise

thebabyalone.Ipromisehimnottogoaheadwith

theabortion.Ididitwithouttellinghim.ThenI

movedtoanotherprovincewithmyfiance.Itold

himeverythingthedaybeforemywedding.I

wantedtostartmylifeonacleanslate”shetellsme.

Cleanslate?Wow.

Ourconversationisinterruptedbymycellphone

vibratingandOnalenna’snameflashesonmy

screen.

Tumelo—thatishername—shewinksandwalk

out.Iamstilltryingtoprocesswhatshehastold

me.Alottotakeontrustme.AsmuchasIamnota



veryjudgementalpersonbut–letmeanswermy

phone.“Iamknockingoffintwominutes,couldn’t

youwait”IsaythemomentIanswerwithachuckle.

“No”shesays“CanyoupleasedrivetoMongezi’s

house.Kwandaisgoingtoneedus”

“Whathappened?Isthebabyokay?”Iask

concerned.

“Thebabyisfine.Uhm...hermancalledmeand

askedthatwecomeover.Ireallydonotknowas

yetwhathappenedbutIamonmywaythere”

“AndKayiseisheokay?”Myheartdrumsloudly

againstmychest.Soloudandpainfully.

Arg,whydoIevencare?Hecangodie.



“Khethelo.Idonotknowwhathappenedbaby”

“Butheisfine?”

“Yes.IamstillpackingforNamisa”

“Whoisthat?”

Shetakesadeepbreath“Bongeziwe’sdaughter

whojusttoldmeminutesagothatshehatesme”

“Hehasadaughter?”

“Whohatesme.Lookwewilltalkallaboutitwhen

wemeet.DonotmentionanythingtoKwanda.We

don’twanttofreakherout.Iloveyouandbye”

Oh.
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KHETHELO

OntheroadIwasdrivingasifIhaveatenderfor

grovelandevenignoringthemanwhomisalways

standinginthemiddleoftheroad,sotalland

confidentlywiththreeeyesthathasdifferent

colours:red,greenandyellow,heissuchanirk

especiallywhenyouareinahurryhejustblinks,

andblinks.

Uponmyarrivalthemenleft,leavingusbehindwith

thousandofquestionsinvadingourmindsand

causingheavinessinourhearts.

Itbeenoverlyhourssincetheyleft.Ikeeplookingat



thewatchinmywristwithmyheartbeating

abnormallyfast.Iamhavingahardtimebreathing

itfeelsasifsomeoneknockedthethebreathoutof

mylungs.

Iexcusemyselfdisappearinginthekitchenand

pouringmyselfaglassofwater,gulpingfromit.

Andoneglassturnsintofourmorebeforetakinga

sitinoneofthechairsandclaspingmyhandson

thetabletakingadeepbreath.

Fine,nowIfeelbetterbutthatwasveryweird

becauseithappenedsorandomly.Itfeltalmostlike

apanicattackbutitwasn’tthat.ImeanwhywouldI

bepanicking?Hahaha.

Ilookaroundthekitchenpaintedinwhiteand

creamincludingthefurniture,itissosereneand

bringsasenseofcalamityandpeacefulnesslike

theownerofthishouse.“Ehwethuareyouokay?”

Yolokaziwalksintotheroom,sheiswearingdenim



shorts.Youseethosetheotherraceiswearingat

mallshowingtheheelsoftheirbuttocks?Thatone.

Theylookdamnablybeautifulonherassheis

showinghermilkythighs—sheiswhatyoucalla

naturalbeauty.JustlikeKwanda,onecouldthink

theyaresisterswhentheyarejustinseparable

cousins.

“Iamokay”Isayandsheattentivelylooksatme

clearlynotacknowledgingthelieIjustuttered

beforeshecomesandsitinachairrightnexttome.

“Iknowwearenotthatcloseforyoutotellmeyour

problemsbutjustknowIgotyoumntase.Itwillbe

liketalkingtoKwanda,wearetwinsistersafterall”

shetellsmewithaslightchuckle.

Twinwhat?

Veryfunny,ifIdidn’tknowbetterIwouldhave



believethatbecauseofthestrongresemblance.

Wehearvoicescomingfromthelivingroom,

soundsmasculineanddeepsowedon’tgetto

continuewithourconversation.

Theyareback!

Heisnotherethough.

Kwandagetoffthecouchtostandinthemiddleof

theroom.“WhereisKayise?”sheaskslookingat

hermanwhoisnowstandinginfrontofher,heis

lookingatherasifissheistheonlythingthat

inhalesandexhalesinthisroom.

Ienvythis,allofit.

“Heisfine.Hewenttohisplace”Mongeziresponds.



ThankGod!

WhyamIthankinghim?

WhyI’vebeenholdingmybreath?Forheaven’s

sakesIneedtostopdoingthistomyself.

“FinethenIamgoingthere.Ineedtoseemy

brother”Kwandasays.

“Atthistimeofthenight?No”Mongezi.

“Youwilldriveme,bhuti”Whythatsoundedcute?

Whatkindofapetnameisthateven?Buttheyare

beautifultogether.

“ChabomaMkhungo.Youwillseeyourbrother

tomorrow.Heneedsspace.Youneedtorest,



rememberwhatthedoctorsaid?”Hesmilesather

beforelookingtowardsme“Didsheeat?Didyou

guyseat?”Heasksme.

Heisvery,verycalm.

“Wewerestillgoingtoeat”Irespond.

“Haibo!”Heexclaimslookingathiswomanthenme.

“I’llmakesomethingforeveryone.Wanttohelpme

mfaziwami?”Kwandaiscoveredinarosyhue

beforetheybothdisappearinthekitchen.

Iamleftalone,Idon’tknowwheretheothers

disappearedto.

Ikeepfightingwithmyheartandmind.



Ifyoucallhimthenyouaregoingtoshowhimthat

youaredesperateforhisattention,isthatwhatyou

wanttodotoyourself?—mybrainaskswearinga

tasselsilverdress,lookingatmewithadisapproval

look.

Butwearedesperateforhisattention—myheart

responds.

Don’tbestupid.Ifweshowhimthatweare

desperateforhisattentionthenhe’sgoingtoplay

withherfeelings,hehasalreadystarted—my

brainssays,scowling.

Fine,Iamnotcallinghim.

Oops!

Hisphonejustwentstraighttovoicemail.



CongratulationsKhetheloyouareofficiallyaclown,

mydarling—mybrainsaysclappingherhands

together.

Afterwhatfeltlikeaneternityeveryonecomesback

andwegatherinthelivingroom.Theatmosphereis

lukewarm.Icannothelpbutfeelsomethingis

beinghiddenhere,somethinghuge.

Ihopenot.

LastnightIcouldn’tsleepawink.Iwasnauseous

probablythefoodthatwehad.Idon’tknowbutI

havebeenfeelingsickinthestomach.

MaybeworriedsinceIhavebeencallingcountlessly

andmycallshaven’tbeenanswered.



Idon’tknow!

LuckilytodayIamnotworking.Icanhearvoicesas

Iamwalkingthroughthecorridoritistheearly

hoursofthemorning.Thesunhasn’trisen.

ThemomentIappearsilencestartsloomingand

headsrotatesfacingtowardsme.

Heishere!

Wearingashirtthatiscoveredwithdrybloodand

alsolookingdusty.Oureyesmeet.Myheartstarts

dancingtango.Mymouthisnotproducingenough

saliva.“Youdidn’tseethisanddon’ttellKwanda”

Hesaysunbuttoninghisshirt.“Canwetalk

outside?”Hisfaceisstern.Nothisusualself.Heis

notsmiling.Thesweetnessthatalwaysroams

aroundhisfaceisnotthere.



Iswallowmysaliva,“Idon’twanttotalktoyou”

“Hawusiyacela”Bongeziwecomments.

Heh!

KayiseshootshimalookandBongeziwethrowshis

handsintheair.“Iwasjusthelpingmybrother”

Brother?Okay,thiskeepgettingconfusing.

“Khethelo”Kayise

“Hmm”Imurmur.

“Please”Iturnonmyheelsandwalkingbackinto

myroom.Icanhearhisfootstepsbehindandhis

scentsmixedwithsomethingsweaty.



Isitontheedgeofthebedwaitingforhim

impatientlycrossinganduncrossingmylegs.

Claspingmyhandsonmythighsandplacingthem

ontheeithersideofthebed.Flickingandtugging

mydreadlocks.

WhenhewalksintotheroomIamimmobileasa

statuebeforehelocksthedoorbehind.Standingin

themiddleoftheroom.

Nottalking,justintentlylookingintomyeyes.

“Stoplookingatmelikethat”Isayclenchingmyjaw.

“Likewhat?”

“LikethatKayise”



“Sorry”

“Whatareyousorryfor?Ignoringmeafterwe

fuckedandnotsendingmeanymessage?Or

ignoringmycallslastnightwhenItriedtocallyou”

“Foreverything”

“Fuckyou!”

“Doyouwantmeto?”

What?

“No.Yes.No!”Mysubconsciousnessslapsmein

theface“No”Ibreathe.

“Iwasarrested.Idon’tknowwhatBongeziwedid



butIwasreleasedthismorningandKwandahasno

clue”

“Arrested?”Heshakeshisheadinagreement“What

for?”

“Idon’twanttotalkaboutthisrightnow”

“Youowemeanexplanation”

“IknowthatiswhatIwanttotalkabout”

“WhywereyouarrestedKayise?”Icrossmyarms

againstmychest.

“Nothingserious”Hecontinuestakingoffhisshirt

andfoldingit.Holdingitfirmlyinhishands.



Ichallengemyeyebrowathim.“Whyyouwantedto

talktome?Causeclearlyyouarenotreadytotell

meanything.Igetityoudon’twantmeandyou

wantmetomoveonwithmylifeandthatisfine

Kayise.Iamgoingtodothat”

“Idon’twantyouto”

“Whatdoyouwantfromme?”

“Allofyou”

Oh,no,no—mybrainscreams.

Oh,yes,yes—myheartsayssoftly.

“Whynow?”



“BecauseIrealisedIwasholdingontosomething

thatnevermeantanythingfromthestart.Idon’t

wanttolosewhatwecanpossiblyhave”

“Bullshit!”Isay“Whynow?”

“HawuKhethelo”

“Whywereyouarrested?”

“Youdon’tbelieveanythingIsaywhyshouldI

bother?”

“Tellme”

“Fine.Thenightweslepttogether.Thefollowing

dayIhappenedtobumpedintomyex.Andwe

fucked.Wehavebeensleepingforthepastweek



andherhusbandfoundout.Soheattackedme,we

foughtandhealmostdiedthat’sit”

“You’vebeensleepingwithyourmarriedex?”

Thathurts!

Ithurts!

Thisactuallyreallyhurt!

“Soyousleptwithme.Youignoremeandthenyou

wentbacktoyourex?”

“Khethelo...”

“IssomethingwrongwithmeKayise?”Myvoice

comesoutshaky.“Tellme.Isshewaybetterthan

me?”Ipester.



“No.Khethelo...”Hepausesseeingmyeyes

gleamingwithtears.OhGod!IwishIcanhide.

“...Thereisnothingwrongwithyou”

“Youarelying!”

“CanIholdyou?”

Ishakemyheadindisagreementfacingdownand

mytearstouchingmychin.
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Ah!

IwakeuptoaloudyellingandscreamingandI



instantlygetoffthebed,followingthesoundofthe

femininevoices—maybethere’satsunami!

Whywouldablackpersonhaveabeachhouse

anyways?Wearethefirstpeopletodie.Thixo!

ItisthenwhenIfindAvulele—whoiscousinstothe

Ndamase’sbrothers—walkingoverBongeziweand

triestopunchhiminthemouth.Thepunchisoff

targetandweak,andBongeziwewrestleshimtothe

ground,Icannothelpbutwhistle.

Tjovitjo!

Thatwasverysleekandclean,wonderful.

InsteadofMongeziandKayiseseparatingthem

theyarejuststandingasidewatchingthebullock

andheiferfightinginthekraalandtheothertwo



womenarescreamingandshouting.Theyarejust

ruiningthefun.Thisremindsmesomuchofthe

highschooldayswheneverpeoplewerefighting

everyonewillbesilence,noshoutingorwhatsoever

sotheteacherswon’tstopthefightingandwewill

watchthefightuntiltheend,goodol’days.

AvulelestreamoffverbalinsultsandBongeziwe’s

angeriseruptingashekeepsclenchinghisjawline

andballinghisfistsandthatiswhenhepunches

himintheface,gettingontopofhim,violentlyhe

throwsthepunchesnotgivingtheperson

underneathhimachance.

“Ndamase!”Onalennashouts,“Bongeziwe

Ndamase!”shecallshimbyhisfullnameandthat

iswhenhefinallypauseswiththepunching,Avulele

isnothingbutapulpcoveredinblood.

AtleasthebrokeBongeziweslipwhichmeanshe

didthrowsomepuncheshereandthere,shame.



Iamstandingherebarefootedwatchingthedrama

unfoldsinfrontofmelikeIamanexecutive

produceronaseries.

BongeziweandOnalennaarefollowingeachother

insidethehouse,andshelooksupset.

“Avuleleyoucannowleave”Mongezisays.

Hewipesthebloodfromhislipandblinking“Ijust

cameheretotalktoyou”

“Idon’twanttotalktoyou”

“It’saboutourparents”

Mongezichucklessardonically“Idon’tcare,leave”



Avulelelooksathimoncebeforehewalkstohiscar

groaning.

“WhydidyouholdmewhenIwantedtostopthe

fightbhuti?Firstyoumademepregnantandthen

youkeptasecretfrommeandnowthis,what’s

next?”Thisissofunny,whatdoesthepregnancy

hastodowiththis.Ifinditveryadorablethateven

thoughtheyarearguingbutshestillcallshimbhuti.

“Mfaziwami”Mongezisayssoftly.

YohJesus!

Yeses!

“Don’tdarecomeclosetome,don’t!”Kwandaraises

herhandsandwalkinginsidethehouseandwe

followrightbehindthem,Ithrowmyselfonthe

couchwhiletheydisappearsomewhere.



Whatagreatmorningfilledwithfightsand

arguments.

Theywantustoleave,Idon’twanttoleaveifwego

backtotheapartmentthenwhatarewegoingtodo

there?Justwatchingthemwithgrumpyfacesand

mumblingundertheirbreathsabouthowangrythey

areandalsopacingupanddowntheroom,no.

Iamnotdoingthattomyselfwearegoingtostay

hereuntiltheycalmdownandhaveanamazing

afternoonwithscrumptiousfoodandgoodmusic,

that’sallIneedrightnow.

Weinthekitchenpreparinglunchwithsoftmusic

playinginthebackgroundandtheotherthreeare

stillmadatme;wellmytwinsisterisfightingwith

theonionsthatsheischopping.



“Pleasedon’tchopyourfinger”Ipleadtohertrying

tostartaconversation,thesilenceisuncomfortable.

Haveyouevergotexcitedoveraringingphone

becauseoftheeeriesilence,Ievenstickmytongue

outatthemandOnalennaistheonetoeruptwith

laughterbeforetheentirekitchenisfilledwith

differentlaughter,loudandtiny,wearegetting

somewhere.

Itakemyphoneanddisappearingoutsidebefore

answeringmyphone.“Hello”Ididn’tevencheckthe

number;thiswasmyescapesoIgotexcited.

“DrNtuli,sawubona”hisvoicedrawls,Ialmostfall

onthegreengrassasmykneesbecomeanover

cookedmacaroni.

“Sawubona”Igreetbackafterfindingmyvoice,he

nevercalledsincethatdayhecametomywork



place.

“ItbeenaweekalreadyandIhaven’treceivedmy

moneyntokazi”

“Oh,IdecidedIwon’tbepayingyousinceIdidn’t

askyoutobeagoodsamaritan”

“Muntuwesimameyoucangetarrestedforthis”his

tone,histone,histoneisvelvety.

“I’llbewaitingforyouandthepolicethen”

Icanhearasmileinhisvoice,“howaboutyoupay

mebygoingoutonlunchwithme,inanhourifyou

don’tmindandIcanfetchyou”

“AndifIsayno?”



“I’llaskyouagaintomorrow”

“AndifIsaynotomorrow”

“Thenthefollowingday”

Ibitethecornerofmylipasifhecanseewhatheis

doingsomethingIneverexpectedhimtodothatto

me,anddon’tgetanyideas,heisnotmytype

rememberthat.–clearsthroat–Ichucklesoftly

“HowaboutIinviteyouforlunch,onlyfairsinceI

oweyou”

“When?”

“Inanhour.Ifyouarenotbusyofcourse”Iam

suddenlynervous.



Weird

“Thatisperfect,sendyourlocation,andI’llseeyou

inanhourthen”

“AfterthislunchIdon’towe,soleavemealone”

“Icannotpromisetoleaveyoualone”

“Why?”

“I’llseeyouinanhour”hesayswithaslightchuckle

beforehangingup.

Istandherewithmyphonepressedagainstmy

chestandwaitingforasmilethatkeepscrawling

outofmymouthtogobackfromwhereitiscoming

from,Ikeeptryingtoswallowitbutitsnotgoing



anywhere.

Ireturnbackintothehousewithmylowerlipin

betweenmyteeth,“Doyouthinkyourmanwillmind

ifIinviteaguestforlunch?”IaskKwanda.

“Itdependsonwhoyouareinviting”sheresponds,

lessaggressive.

“Mubiza”Itellher.

“Mubizaasinyourmubiza?”Onalenna

“Isaidnoonegettocallhimlikethat”Idefend“And

alsoheisnotminessocanhecome?”

“Yebo”Kwandachimes.



Ihopetheydon’tmistakenlycallhimbythatname.

“Sowhatishisname?”Khethelo

NowIaminamoodforcookingandchopping“I

don’tknow”Ishrugmyshoulders.

“Youareinvitingsomeoneyoudon’tknow?”

Khethelosays,wearejustchoppingandsheisthe

chef.

“Wewillallknowhimtogether”Irespond“whatcan

Ido?”

“Justputthatsteakandveggiesinanoven”she

says.

Aftershovingthesheet-pansteakandveggiesinan



ovenIsendthelocationandpouringmyselfaglass

ofwine.

Myinsidesareshaking.

“Youseeminterestedinthisguybutyoudon’twant

tosayit”Onalennasaystakingasipfromherglass

andleaningoverthekitchencounter,thedifferent

spicesarehangingthickintheroomandKwanda

walksoutoftheroomsinceshecannothandlethe

smell.

“Heisnotmytype”Iremindthemagain.

“Isheugly,uglyorisheugly?”

“Attractive”Ianswer



“Youlikehim!”Onalennascreams.

Irollmyeyesatherdramaticallyandtakingalong

sipfrommyglass,Iwillbespendinganafternoon

withatotalstrangerwhosuddenlyjustbecame

attractivebecauseofhisaurathatdemands

authorityandattentionandhisinfectiousaccent.

Iwalkoutoftheroomjoiningthemenwhoare

watchingsoccer–strangehowmeneasilybondby

watchinganotherbunchofmenrunningand

chasingtheballuntiltheysweat,averyweirdsport

ifyouaskmethatonesomeonesaidit’slikea

religiontothemontheinternet.

AsIamabouttositdownadoorbellringsandmy

eyeswiden.“Thatisyours”Kwandasaysappearing

withtheyoungprincess.

Whyisthisonesmilinglikethat?



ShegoesandsitsnexttohermanandIam

guessingtheyarenolongerfighting;Igetupfrom

thecouchaftertakingadeepbreathstridingtothe

door.Isayaprayerunderneathmybreathbefore

swingingthedooropenandheappearswithasmile

onhiselegantboneandheiswearingapeachlinen

shirtandmatchingpants.

AmItheonlyonewhofindsjewelleryonaman

attractive?Apendantaroundtheirnecksand

maybearingontheirfinger,damn.

“Youarehere”Ismilewithabotoxsmile.

ThatiswhatImanagetosay.

“YouthoughtIwasn’tcoming?”hechallengeshis

eyebrowatme.



“It’sverybraveofyoutovisitsomeoneyouhardly

knowwhatifIkillyou?”

“It’sverybraveofyoutoinvitesomeoneyouhardly

evenknow,whatifIkillyou?”

“Ihavemyfriendsandfamilyhere”

“Introducingmetothefamilyalready?”Hesmiles.

Ilookathimmesmerizedandflappingmylashes

thenhehandsmeflowersandbottleofwine,“CanI

getahugDrNtuli?”Istepcloserandhewrapshis

handsaroundmywaist,ourbodiesrubbingagainst

eachotherandIgetawhiffofhisscent,buryingmy

noseonhisneck.

Istepbackandallowinghimtowalkinbeforehe



followsmebehind,doesn’tseemnervousatall.I’ll

beshittingeggsifIwasinshoesrightnow.

“Kungawo!”Kayisesaysthemomentheseeshim

andgettingupfromthecouch,hesoundsexcited.

Thatishisname?Ithinkit’sbeautifulandunique.

Theyarehuggingeachotherandlookinglikelittle

boysseeingeachotherattheparkandplayingwith

sand,“Man,you’reback!Lookatyou,whatareyou

doinghere?”Excuseme,Iamcarryingflowersand

wineobviouslyheishereforme.

Iwavemyhandbehindthem,“howdoyouguys

knoweachother?”

“Wewerefriendsinprimarybeforeheleft”Kayise.



Smallworld,

IhateDurban.

Heisnotaserialkiller,enkosiQamatha!

Kwandadragsmyhandtothekitchenandleaving

themenbehind,myguestslookscomfortableand

healreadyhasabottleofbeerinhishandwithhis

eyesfocusedonthescreen,hewinkedatmebefore

Idisappeared.

Mystomach,it’shunger,yes.

“Mubizaisnotamubiza!”Kwandasaysinthe

kitchentotheothers.

“Heishere?”Onalenna



“Yesandheisattractive,veryattractivenotthat

ugly”

“Soheisugly?”Khethelo

“Noteven”Kwanda

“Letmegogivethemsomestarters,Iamcoming

back”Onalennasayswithatinyvoicelikea

chipmunk,shegrabstheovalshapedtraywith

spicybakedfishtacosanddisappearing.Khethelo

iswigglinghereyebrowsatme.

Iamthecentreofattention.

Onalennacomesbackjumpinglikeakangaroo,“He

isnotugly!”



“Ialsowanttoseehim”

Icannotbelievethem.

“Takethebeerstothem”Kwandasuggests.

WhatdidIdotodeservethis?

Khethelograbsthebeersfromthefridgealso

disappearingthenshecomesback“Whydidyou

callthatonemubiza?Heisatype”

“Whosetype?”

“Mytypesinceheisnotyours”

“IthrowpuncheslikeBongeziwemna”Irespondto

her
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IamnotusuallythisquietbuthereIamsittingona

couchwithmylegscrossedinaladylikemanner

withaglassofwineinmyhandmakingsureIam

avoidingmakingeyecontactwithKwanda—sheis

annoying,yeses!

Okaywejustlookedateachother,andsheis

pointingherheadtowardsKungawoandlickingher

lips.

WhatisthatasignthatIshouldkisshim?



Ifrownmyeyebrowsatherbuthermancatches

oureyecontactgossipingifthatisevenathingand

shequicklylooksawayfromme,leavingmemaking

thesignlanguagesalonelikeanumbskull.

WhymeGod?IsitbecauseIdon’thaveaboyfriend?

Wewereforcedtosithereandwatchthesoccer

matchforfun,andIhavebeenlookingforthat“fun”

sinceIsatonthiscouchlookinglikeIamdoinga

photoshootforamagazinewithaminimalistic

aestheticorretro.

IthinkImightstealthisasymmetricdressthatI

tookfrommytwinsister—italwayssoundsbetter

wheneverIcallherlikethatthanusinghername.It

tastessweeteragainstmytastebuds.Especially

sinceourrelationshipisgrowingeverydaylikearat

hidingsomewhereinthehouseandonlycoming

outwheneverthere’sguestsrunningfromcornerto

corner.



Iamgladwhenthematchfinallyends,andnowwe

arelisteningtothesemenhavingadiscussion

abouthowtheotherteamscouldhavecoulddonea

betterjob.“Enoughaboutsoccer.Canweplay

musicandhavelunch.Iamstarving”Kwandasays

switchingoffthetelevisionscreen.

Ohyes!

Mytwinsisterismoreofanaestheticperson—my

twinsister,haha—sheismoreofacreativeoneand

veryartsyifIshouldputitthatway.Shewants

thingstolookacertainwayandthecoloursshould

blend.Food.Clothes.Decoration.Everything,

basically.

Outsidetheirgardenshesetupalaid-backbut

throughstlylishpicnic.Pileonthethrowofblankets

andpillowswithfreshflowers.



Theweatherisreallybeautiful.

Weallsitoutsideinacircleattheamazingfoodis

atthecentre.Khethelocookedthewiderice

noodlesandsoysaucewithshrimpscampi,and

steakandveggies.“Thistastesreallygood”

Kungawosaysashechewscomplimentingthe

food.

“Awwthankyou,Icooked”Isaystrugglingtouse

thechopsticksandwhyareweusingthemagain?

Isn’titembarrassingthatasevenyearoldisusing

themlikeshebelongsincartoonseriesandIam

herestruggling.

Thegirlsoglestheireyesonme.“Yeahshecooked,

sheisagreatcookeractually”Onalennasays

takingasipfromherglassofherwineasshewas



chokingfromthelaughterthatsheisswallowing

back.Hermancanseethisandhehashishead

bowedlookingatnothingbutthebowlwithhislips

pressedtogether.

Mongezichuckles,“that’strueshenormallycooks

foruswhenwearetogether”Wheneverhewantsto

lobolawewilldeductfewthousandsforthis,whata

man.

Iamcoveredinpinkglitterlikeanewwifesittingon

thestrawmatwithmyheadbowedandrespecting

myinlaws.

Kungawoglancesatmewithasmilethenhewinks.

WhenmyhearthitsabassIlookawayfromhim

quickly,ahno.

“HowdidyouandKayisekneweachotherin

primary?”Bongeziweaskshim.



Shiftingtheconversationandtakingawaymyshine.

“Ohwewerefriends.Hewasthesmartoneinclass

andIwasnotthatsmartsoourmathteachermade

mesitnexttohimsoIcanlearnfromhimandthat

ishowwebecomeclose.Eventuallymymarks

becamehigherthanhis.Butthathappenedforlike

amonthortwowhenhewasdistracted”laughter

erupts.AndIlaughtheloudest.Yesthesoundof

myvoicemustechoesinhisears.Notanyonebut

me.

“Andthenwhathappened?”

“MymotherfoundajobinCapeTownwhenIwas

goingtohighschoolsoIrelocated.Icameback

fourmonthsago”Heresponds.

Iamgladbecausetheyarenotaskinghimpersonal



questionslikewhatishedoingforaliving—Ifind

thosequestionveryoffensiveespeciallywhenyou

aremeetingsomeoneforthefirsttime.Itfeelsasif

youwanttoknowwhataretheydoingforaliving

beforeyoucanrespectthem.

Theconversationisflowingfilledwithagalesof

laughter.“Dessertanyone?Imadeit”Isayfirst

prayingunderneathmybreath.Thatthedessertis

made.

ButthemomentIgetthelooks,Iknowthere’sisno

dessertandIneedsomeonetosavemefromthe

drowningsinceIthrewmyselfinthemiddleofthe

ocean.

OrIamreadingtoomuchintothings,Ihope.

Wegrabthedisheswiththegirlsandmakingour

waytothekitchen.Themomentwegetthere



Onalennahasturnedreddishasatomatofromall

thelaughtershehasbeenholdingbackthenshe

explodeslikebombfinally.Laughingsoloud.That

hervoicebecomeshusky.Andshechokes.“You

cooked?Where?”Khetheloaskslaughing.

WhenIwaschoppinghereandhelping,shoving

pansintheovenwhatwasIdoing?

Iwasactuallysacrificingmylifebecausesomuch

couldhavehappeninthatsplitofsecond.Icould

havegotburntbyanovenanddiedorchoppedmy

fingersoffanddied.

Butkenotallheroeswearacap.

“Beforeweevengothere.Whereareyougoingto

getthedessertfrom?”Kwanda



“Youguysdidn’tmakedessert?”Iexclaim.They

justlookatmewiththeirlipspressedintoathinline.

“Hhayinininadon’tplaylikethat”

“Yousaidyoumadedessertwhereisit?”Kwandais

awizard.

Ilookatthemblinkingwithmymouthopened.“Yoh!

Yoh!Yoh!No”Khetheloishowling.

Arethesemyfriends?

Thankfullythedessertwasmade,Idon’tevenknow

whatisthisandIknowforsureIwillneverbeable

tomakeiteither.Butitlooksbeautifulwith

decadentcolours.

Ithasalayerofredvelvetcake,strawberriesand

blueberries.



“Hah!Yolokaziyoumadethisskhoskhosami?”

Bongeziweasksmebeforehefistbumpsme.

Ilookathimandnoddingwithsomuchconfident.

Yes,Ihavebeengettingalotofcomplimentsabout

“mycooking”skills.AndKhetheloactuallyaskedfor

someofmyrecipes.

Irony.

Everyoneisreturningbackinsidethehousesince

theweatherischangingandit’sgettingdark.

Kungawoholdsmyhandback,circlinghisarm

aroundmywaistafterIturntofacehim.

Idartmyeyesbetweenhis,haveyouevermet

someonewithagorgeousbonestructure?Ibetnot.



Hisfacelookssharpinamostbeautifulway.“Is

somethingwrong?”Iaskhim.Wordsarelikemy

thighsintightjeansonmythroat.

“Ihavetogo”Heannounces,already?

“Oh.Uhm,thankyouforcoming”Ismile.

“Yousaidafterthislunchyouwantmetoleaveyou

alone,doyoustillwantmeto?Becauseeven

thoughIdon’twanttobutIcantry”

Iclearmythroat,“followyourheart”

Hesmiles,intentlygazingatme.Itrytopullaway

buthisgripbecomestight.“Tomorrow”Hepauses

“CanIseeyoutomorrow?”Yes,evennextweek,

nextmonthandnextyear.



“Iwillthinkaboutit”

“Okaywithme.Andthankyouforinvitingmethe

foodwasamazing”

“Thankyousomuch.ShouldIwalkyouout”

“IwanttokissyouDrNtuli...”Ohthixo!“Butnot

today”

“Hehakesowhyareyoutellingme?”

Helaughs,“Doyouwantmetodoitnow?”

“Maybe”

“Icandoittomorrowifyouagreegoingoutwith

me”



“Adate?”

“Lunch”

“Date”

“Datekemuntuwesimame”

“Iwilltellyoutonight”Hekissesmyforehead.And

webothwalkinsidebeforehebidshisfarewellto

everyonewhowavesathimandhughimthenIwalk

himout.Watchinghimgettinginacarwavingat

him.HedrivesoffandIwaveathimuntilhe

disappears.Igobackintothehouse.

“Chef!”Bongeziwelaughs.



Thisisthereasonwhyheismyfavourite.
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KHETHELO

Iamcurledupinacouchlikeearphonesina

pockets.Idon’treallyknowwhatiswrongbutI

haveheavythrobbingbackpainsandmyuterus

feelslikeIambeingscissored.ItfeelsasifIhave

periodpainsyetIamnot.

Onalennawalksintotheroomwithabowlofsoup

andplacingitonthetable.“Iamleavingnowtosee

myparents.Youknowmamawantsmehomeevery

Sunday.Areyougoingtobeokayalone?”

Wecamebacklastnight,afterawonderfuldaythat



startedoncoldfrontandendedonahighnotefilled

withalotoflaughteranddrunkconversations,we

sharedalotofhugsandhandholdingsandstolen

kisses—Hmm,Ibetyouarelookingatmewithyour

eyebrowcreasedandyourhandspressedagainst

yourchest.

Wefinallygottomeetthestrangerthathasbeen

drivingYolokazicrazyandeventhreateningto

punchus,notforgettingtomentionhowshe

confidentlyliedfromherchestaboutcooking

whereasshespentmostofhertimerefillingher

glassofwineandstickinghertongueoutat

everyonesinceshewasbeingignoredforbeinga

traitor.

Andbytheway“mubiza”isnotanywaycloseto

beingugly—justamanwithsharpandbold

features,andveryattractivewithasmoothestvoice.

“IamnotsickIjusthavehangover”Ilie,Iknowhow



ahangoverfeelslikebutthisisnotone.MaybeIam

comingdownwithflu.Especiallysincemythroatis

soreandmynoseareblocked.Iwokeupfeeling

nauseousthough,thatfallsunderthehangover.

Nothingtoworryabout.

Sheacknowledgesmylieandtakingherbag,“Iwill

keepcallingyou.Bye,Iloveyou”sheshoutsover

hershoulderafterrubbingthesoftnessofherlips

onmines,closingthedoorbehindandleaving

lonelysilenceloominginthehouse.

Isitupstraightstaringatthetelevisionscreenwith

abowlofsouponmythighsandtakingonespoon

atatimeallowingittoburnmythroatbutthetaste

againstmybudsisnotsowelcoming,something

tastesoff.

IamswimminginboredomandthethoughtsIwas



notplanningonre-visitingever,comescrashing.

Iamgladwhenmymothercallsme,Ialreadyknow

shewantstoknowifIwenttochurchandifnotwe

aregoingtopraytogetheroverthephone—Imiss

home.Hermostly.Iwanttoruninherarmssoshe

cancomfortmewarmly.

Iwantmyheadtolayonhershoulderwhileshe

patsmybackandencouragingmetoletitallout

whileIsoakthefabricthatsheiswearing.

Ohmymother!

“Khethelo”shesayswithahighpitchedvoicethe

momentIanswer.Makingmesmile.Ialreadyknow

shehasthewidestsmileonherroundface,her

cheekbonestouchinghereyes.“Howareyoumy

baby?”sheasks.



IwishIcantellhowIambutevenIdon’tknow.A

manwhommyheartstillbeatsloudlyandrapidlyat

thementionofhisnameorwhenathoughtofhim

crossesmymindprettymuchdoesn’tfeelthesame.

Althoughhehassaidotherwiseaswestoodfaceto

face.EmotionsIdidnotexpectfromhimwerethere

inhiseyes.Isawthem.Asheplacedhishandon

thesideofmyfacebeggingmenottoleave.

“Iamokaymama.Ijustmissyou”

“Imissyoutoo,youmustcomehome”shesays“I

dreamtaboutyouandyoursistereatingthemost

beautifulfruitsIhaveeverseen”

“Oh.Whatdoesthatmean?Iseverythingokay?”

“Everythingisfinemybabybutisthereanything

youwanttotellme?”



“No,nobesidesthatImiss...”

“Youalreadysaidthat.Butistheresomethingyou

arescaredtotellmemaybe?Youcantellme

anythingyouknowthatright?”Aknockcomesfrom

thedoor.AsIamtryingtotacklewhatmymotheris

tryingtotellmesincesheisbusybeatingaround

thebush.

Ipressmyphoneinbetweenmyearandshoulder

whileflutteringthedooropen.

IblinkwithmymouthhalfopenedthenIcloseit.

“Mama,canIcallyoulater?”Iaskher.

“NoproblemmybabyandalsoKhetheloIknowhow

muchyoulovecoffeesostopdrinkingitnow,

caffeineisnotgoodforyouinyourcondition”What

condition?Termsandconditions?Whatisshe

talkingabout?



“Okaymama,thankyou”Isayanyways“Iloveyou

andbye”Ihangupmycallandgazingathim.With

abox.Andifitwasanyotherdayseeinghim

standingonmydoorstepwithamattewhitebox

withapinkribbonandbrownpaperbagwould’ve

exciteme—okayitactuallydoes.“Kayisewhatare

youdoinghere?”Iaskhim.

“IwastoldyouarenotwellandasadoctorI

decidedtocomeandcheckuponyou”

Ilookathim,“Idon’twantyouhere”WhoamIlying

toagain?

“Khethelo—”

“Pleaseleave”Ipester.



Hesighs“Fine.Iwillrespectthatbutpleasetake

these.Iboughtyousomethingtoeat”

“Icanmakemyselfsomethingtoeat”

“WhatcanIdotomakethingsright?”

“Resolveyourunresolvedissuesandstopstirring

meintoyourbusinessKayise”Oh,Oh,IthinkI

mightjustventhere.“Justleave”

“IamsorrybutIamnotgoinganywhere”What

the—hejustlethimselfin.Istandhereholdingthe

door.

Heplacestheboxonthetableandtakingthebowl

ofcoldsoup,lookingathimwhilechallenginghis

eyebrow.“Youhaven’teaten?”



“AndImustansweryoubecause?”

“Icareaboutyou”

“Ohcutitalready.Youjustgotcaughteatingthe

forbiddenfruitandnowyouwanttousemeasa

secondoption,psh”

Hechuckles,“Regardlessofhavingsomany

options.Iwillnevermakeyouanoption.Butyou

areachoice.Abetterchoicenowlet’sgetthatone

thingstraight”Hesaysdisappearinginthekitchen

withabowlandthepaperbaghecamewith.Ican

seehismovementfromhere.Shovingthebowlina

microwaveandunpackingthepaperbag.Igrabthe

boxonthetableandopeningit,it’srosesand

macaroons,thisiscuteactually.

Heboughtseafood,howdoesheknowIlikesea

food?Goodmove.



“Sotellmewhat’swrong?”Heasks,sittingright

nexttomeandsoclosely.Hetakesmyfeetand

placesthemonhislapmassagingthem.The

contactofourhandsandfeetfeelslikeasummer

scorchingsun.

“With?”

“Youaresickandyouhaven’teaten.Whatis

wrong?”

“ThesoupwasoffandIamnotsick.Ijusthavea

hangover”

“Hangover?Youliterallydrankthreeglassesofwine

yesterday”

“Ididnotsendyoutocount”



Hesmiles,“youarereallygivingmeahardtime”

Itakeaprawnandthrowitinsidemymouth.“Are

youawareofwhatyoudidKayise?Makingmefeel

usedandnotgoodenough?AmIsupposedtojust

movepastitbecauseGodtouchedyouor

something?Areyoureallyexpectingmetojustbe

okaywitheverything?”

“AmInotexpectingyoutobeokaywithanything.I

havenoexpectationsorwhatsoeverlikeIsaidall

youremotionsarejustified”

“ThenwhyareyouhereKayise?”

“ToprovethatIamaboutyou.Iwascominghere

whensheshowedupatmyplacethatnight.I

couldn’tcallduringthedaybecauseIwasinand

outoftheatre.AfterIsleptwithherIfeltsoguilty.It



feltasifyouweregoingtoseerightthroughme

whichiswhyIavoidedseeingyouatanypoint.I

knowIhavesaidthisbutIwillneverintentionally

hurtyou”

“Butyoukeephurtingme.Idon’thaveaproblem

withyousleepingwithyourmarriedex.Thatisall

onyou.Wearenottogether.Youcanevencallher

nowafterleavingIdonothaveaproblembutwhat

hurtmeiswakingupthenextmorningandfindyou

notthere.Notextmessage.Nophonecall.Nonote,

nothingjustanemptysideofthebed”Ibreathe

“Didn’tthatnightmeananythingtoyou?”

“Itmeanteverything”

“ThenwhydidyoujustleavelikethatKayise?”My

voicetrembles.Mytearsarealwaysonstandby

thesedays.



Hetakestheplasticbowlfrommeandplacingiton

thetable,crawlingallthewayinbetweenmylegs

andheholdsmythightightandhardagainsthim.

Andbendinghiswonderfulluminousfacetome.

“Kayise”Isayinastrongavoluptuousvoice.My

armsaroundhisneck.Heenfoldsmeandkisses

mesubtly,murmuringinasubtlevoice.

“Pleaseforgiveme”hepleads.

Westareineachother’seyes.“Iforgiveyou”

“But?”

“Resolveyourissuesifyoureallywanttobewith

me”

“Icandothat”Anunexpectedknockscomesfrom

thedoor.Andwebothlookateachotherbeforehe



movesawayfrommeandIgetupdraggingmyfeet

tothedoorandopening,IhateunexpectedvisitorsI

hopethisisnotoneoneofthem.

Iopenthedoor,“Tumelowhatareyoudoinghere?”

sheiswearingatracksuitandglasses.Themoment

shetakesthemoffhereyesarereddishandher

facelookspuffy.

“IneedsomeonetotalksoIcamehere.Oneofthe

teachersgavemeyouraddresstheotherdayyou

listenedandyoudidn’tjudgeme”shebreathes.

“Uhm.SoImetmyexandwesomehowslept

together.Idon’tknowhowmyhusbandfoundout

buthedid.AndthismorningIfoundoutthatIwas

pregnantsoIwenttoadoctorandhadanabortion

becauseIhavenocluewhoisthefather.Iregretit”

sherapson,tearsaredancinginhereyesandcries,

inahigh,recklesscry.

Somuchhasbeensaidalreadyatmydoorstep.



“Comein”Istepasideandallowinghertowalkin

butaswebothturnKayiseisalreadystandingtall

inthemiddleoftheroom.

“Again?”thereisaclangofangerinhisvoice

“AgainTumelo?”

“Kayise...”

Sheis?Heis?What?No.
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IreallythoughtIsawangerflashinginhisfaceand



flamesflowingthroughtheroombutIguessI

couldn’treadhisvagueexpressionright.“Kayise”

thewomanstandinginmylivingroomwithhersun

glassesclutchedonherchestandrecklesslycrying

says—Iamnotinvolvingmyselfinanyofthis.I

wasnottherewhentheyweremoaning,groaning

andsweating.

Hejustlooksathershakinghishead.Noemotions.

OkaytheyaretherebutIkeepreadingthem

incorrectly.

Idartmyeyesbetweenthetwo.“Areyouawarethat

everytimeweslepttogetherweactuallyused

protectionwhichmeanstherewasnowaythatchild

youkilledcouldhavebeenmines?”Kayiseasksher.

Apartofmesubconsciousnesslysighsinrelief.

Tumelowipesthetearsatthecornerofhereyes,

butanotherdropletsfallfromherface.“Iwasone

monthpregnant”shemumblesunderbreath.Likea



mankneelingdownatthepulpitandacceptingGod

asAlphaandOmegawhilethechurchsaysamen.A

revelation.“Iwasonemonth...”shepausesand

lookuptofindthemanshehasbeendoingungodly

ghastlythingswithlookingatherwithhisluminous

andwonderdfulfacekeptstraight.“Fuck!”sheisan

impeccableactress.Awonderfuloneatthat.

Somethingaboutherstoryjustdoesn’tmakesense

tome.Areyoutellingmethroughoutthewhole

abortionprocedurehermindwasnotworking?

Asshesleptonthatbedherlegsspreadapart,a

thoughtdidnotcomecrashinglikeatidalwavein

hermind?Nothing.

Thesoundofhercriesaresuddenlysoannoying

thatIwalkawayfromwhereIwasstandingand

takeasitonthecouchcontinuingeatingthesea

foodandwatchinghertouchingherknees,bending

andcrying—yawns.



ThenshegetsupandlooksatKayisesniffingand

sobbing.“Whatareyoudoinghere?”sheaskshim.

“ThathasnothingtodowithyouTumelo”

Shedramaticallygasps,Itoldyoushecanact.And

atthispointIamcomingwithsomanytheoriesin

mymindaboutwhysheishereandthis

“pregnancy”

Shefixesthesmallpurseinherhandandlooksat

meattentivelybeforeshewearsherglassesandcat

walkoutofthehouseandshuttingthedoorbehind.

“Sothisisher?”IaskKayise.

Heturnsaroundandnoddinghishead.“Howdo

youknowher?”

Iscoff,“weworktogether”Ohman,man,man.



MaybeIamoverthinking.“Didshesomehowknew

aboutus?”

“Ididtellheraboutyou”Onepuzzleconnects.

“Hmmm”Imurmur.

Hethenfurrowshiseyebrows,“Areyouonapill?”

Whatisthesuddenquestioning?

“No”Irespond.IcannotbelieveIamactinglike

therewasnowomanhystericallycryingandeven

bendingherejustminutesago.HowImysupposed

toreactanyways?

Hepickshischinup,“No?”ThatiswhatIsaid,right.

“No”Irepeat.



“Oh.Andyousaidthesoupwasoffdidn’tyou?”I

ambeinginterrogated,thatexactlyhowIfeel.

Ijustlookathimandthenlookaway.Hemustnot

annoyme,notnow.

Hechucklesunderhisbreathandstridingtothe

kitchenwarmingthesoupthatheshovedina

microwavefewminutesagoandthenhecomes

backsittingnexttomeandeatingfromthebowl.

“ThissoupisfineKhethelo”

“Thensomethingiswrongwithyourtastebuds”

“Minesoryours?”

“Kayisepleaseleave”Ifinallysay.ActuallyIam

angrynowthatIthinkmoreandmoreaboutthis.



“Youwantmetoleave?”

“Yes”

Heplacesthebowlonthetableandtakinghiscar

keys.“Okay,IamleavingbutI’llbebacklater”

“Don’t”

Hekissesmyforehead,“Later”Themomenthe

attemptstoopenthedoorIgetupfromthesofa.I

don’twanthimtoleave,Iwasjustjoking.

“Youarereallyleaving?”Heturnsbacktome.

“Youwantedmetoleave”



“Butthatdoesn’tmeanyoushouldactuallyleave”

“Khethelodoyouwantmetostayorleave?”

“Areyougoingtoher?”

“What?No,whatmakesyouthinkIamgoingto

her?”

Ishrug,“youtellme”

“Finethen,Iamnotleaving”

ThedooropensandYolokaziwalksinjumpingup

anddown.Trusthertodothat.“Haveyoueverbeen

onadatewena?Youcannotrelate”Hesaysto

Kayiseandcatchingherbreath.“Wena?Date?Wine

tasting?Extravaganza?Never”shesaystome.“Are



youleavingalready?”sheasksKayise.

“YesbutIwillcomebacklater”

“GreatbecauseIwasgoingtokickyouout.

Khetheloweneedwinesowecantalk.Onaand

Kwandaareontheirway”

“Khetheloisnotdrinkingalcohol”Kayise.

“Whynot?”Yolokazi“Wait.Areyouguyslikean

actualthingnow?Asindating?”

“Letmeleave.Khethelodon’tdrinkplease”Kayise

saysandthenleaveslaughingslightly.Ididn’twant

himtogo.

“Howwasyourdate?”Iaskher.



“Hah!Heboughtyouflowersandfood.Thisa

relationship.Youguysarerelationshiping”she

won’tanswermeIguess.

“Ineedtotellyousomething”

“Isitgoingtomakemeangry?”

“Maybe.ButIwilltellyouwhentheothersgethere”

“Ifit’sgoingtomakemeangrythenletmetake

theseoff...”shetakesoffherlashes.Icannot

believeher,hermakeupwasminimalbutbeautiful.

Thenshetakesoffhershoesbeforeshetakesoff

herbra.“NowIamgood.Let’swaitfortheother

two”

IreallyhopethepuzzleIhaveconnectedinmy



headisright.
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Icomeoutofthebuildingtofindhimstanding

outside,andtodayheiscladinablacksuitand

whitesneakers—Ifindthislookverysleek,formal

butalsocasualatthesametime,charmingtobe

honest.Thesightofhisthighsonwellfittedpants

makesmymindrunariot.

Themomentheseesmesashayingmyhipsleft

andrightlikeamodelinarunwayshowan

unexpectedsmileappearsonhisface,afullsmile

thatshineslikeatwinkle,twinklelittlestar.“You

lookbeautiful”hewinces,pullingmeclosertohis



chestandhisarmaroundmywaist.

Jeezos!

Somethingsomewhereinmybodycrawls,Icanfeel

thetinyfootstepsrunningallovermyarmsand

spineasIgettosniffhisscent,mybreathfanning

hisskinthatlooksmoisturizedandhealthybefore

hepullsaway.“Areyouokay?”Myabilitytospeakis

nowheretobefound.

Iamjoking,me?Outofwords?Speechless?No.

Iclearmythroat,“Iamgood”Ishouldhaveasked

himifheisokayright?Ohwellnexttime.

“YoulookbeautifulDrNtuli”Hesays,his

ungenerousmouthmovesinslowmotion.Ilook

downatmyblackpantsandmatchingtopwith



puffyandruffledsleeves—mytwinsisterstyled

meandsheisverygoodatthatdepartment,thatis

hercalling.Kwandatakesclothesveryseriously,no

matterwhattheoccasionisbutsheisalwaysover

dresseditcouldbeimmaculateoutfitbutshe

makessurethatsheshowsasmuchskin,people

whohavesmallbodypartsarealwaystheluckiest

becauseyougettowearanythingespeciallywhen

youhaveaflatchestlikeherofwhichshehatesby

theway.

Ihaveaspoonbodyshapemostlycallitpearshape,

aperfectbodytypeforsomepeoplethatis

characterizedbylargehipsthatarebiggerthanthe

restofthebody.Itcreatesaniceshapethat

ensemblesthenumbereight.ButIamnotthat

perfect,Ihavethunderthighsandpotbellythat

lookslikeafigureifyoulookatmeforthree

secondsbutlongerthanthatyouwillstartnoticing

mylovehandlesandthestretchmarksonmyarms,

stomachandbreasts.Ilovemystretchmarks,

madlyinlovewiththemespeciallytheonesthat



lookslikethunderlighteningsurroundingmybelly

button.

IfIcouldtaketimeandmaybeworkoutforthree

hoursI’denduplookinglikethosewhitegirlswitha

realityshowanddatingblackmen,tofeellikethey

belonginourculture.

“ThankyouMrK,youdonotlookbadyourself”He

chucklesopeningthedoortohiscar.

“Formalitiesreally?”

Ishrugmyshoulder,“Ithoughtthatiswhatweare

doingsinceyouarecallingmeDrNtuli”Hesmirks,

usheringmeinsidethecarbeforeheclosesthe

door.

Iwatchhimasheslidesbehindthewheeland



fasteninghisseatbeltandsuddenlyeachandevery

movementhemakesisattractiveeventhewayhis

nosemovesasheinhalesandexhales.“Noneed

forformalitiesnkosazana”hesaysturningthekey,

andinthatmomentthecarhumsfollowedbyloud

throbbingmusic.Heinstantlyturnsdownthemusic

andhecastsanunlicensedlookinmydirectionto

readmyreactionbutinsteadIeruptintoloud

laughter.

“Areyoudeaf?”Ilaugh,whoplaysmusicthisloud.

“Ngiyaxolisa”Heapologizeswithaverycharming

smirkthatIthinkIdislikebecauseofhowit’s

makingmefeel.Iswallowmyblushandfacing

forwardashemaonouvresthecarontheroad,with

justsilence.

Theonlysoundinthiscaristhemovingwheelsand

thewindthathasmanagedtoescapethroughopen

windows.



Iextendmyhandtoturnonthemusicandhe

glancesatme.BusiMhlongo’spowerfulvocalsfills

theentirecar.

Iglancetowardshim,“Wherearewegoing?”Iask

him,I’vebeenmeaningtoask.Iwanttotaketime

andstareathim,withoutblinking.Watchingthe

wordsleaveshismouthasifIcouldseeandtouch

them.Ohthewayhismouthslowlymovesallthe

waytohischeekswhenheisabouttosmile.

Isthishowthedevillookedlikewhenhewas

temptingJesustoturnthestonesintobread?

“Atoneofmyrestaurantsthere’sanevent

happeningsoyouaremydate”

Igasp,“Iamnotdressedforthatkindofoccasion,

Kungawono!”Iprotest.



Helooksatmewithacoysmile,“youaredressed

foranyoccasionDrNtuli”hesayssosoftly,so

velvety,soexotic,sointoxicating.

Ileanbackonaleatherseatpretendingtobe

sulkingandtappingmyfingersonmythighs

followingtherhythmof“Zithin’izizwe”.

Somethinghitsme.“Yousaidyouhavea

restaurant?”Iaskhim.

“Restaurants”

“Veryspicyofyoutocorrectme”Ichuckle.

“Ihavetomakesureyoudon’thavewrong

information”



“Howmanyrestaurantsdoyouhavethen?”

“Five.Alwaysbeenmydreamsinceyoungage”

“Sothatisyourfield?”

“YoucansaythatbutI’machefandawinemaker

sofoodalwaysbeenpartofmylife”

“Youarerich!”Ibluntlysay.

“Wealthy”Hesmiles.

Ieruptwithlaughter,“youaresococky”Ishakemy

head.



“Iamjokinghawubutyoucansaythat.Ihave

enoughmoneytomakesurethatmychildrennever

sufferswhenIdieandmywife”

“Youhaveawife?Andkids?”Didmyheartjust

shatterrightinfrontofme?Andmylungsstop

functioning,itseemslikeit.

Kids?Ihaveneverimaginedmyselfasamother,I

donotwanttohavekids.

“Sheisnotmywifeyet”

Keepbreakingmyheart,Ilikeit,continue.

“Ohsoyouareengaged?”

“Notyet”



“Dating?”

“ChaboDrNtuli”

“Sowhatisgoingon?”

“ShejustaskedmewhatisgoingonandIdon’t

knowhowtoanswerthatquestion”Ilookathim,my

mouthwantstopoutbutIholditback.Iamcovered

inarosyhuewithmyfacethathassuddenlysoften

up.Iblinkathimturningmybodyandfacing

towardshimandwatchinghimwithhisonehandin

asteeringwheelsorelaxedandtheotheroneheis

usingittochangegears,wellmyheart?Itis

pumpingcustard.

“Thereisnothinggoingon”



“Youeyessaystheopposite”

“Youarenotmytype”Ilaughathim.

“IsthathowyoulietoyourselfsayingIamnotyour

type?”Helaughsloudly,hissonorouslaughterfills

theentirecar.Hisshouldersaremovingupand

down.Thenherotateshisheadtolookatme.“What

isyourtype?”

“Tall,darkandstrongshoulders”

Wait,Ijustdefinedhim.

“Strongshoulders,thatisthemostridiculousthingI

haveeverheard”Wedrivethroughanunderground

parking.Hehashisownspot,fancy.



“Whatiswrongwithstrongshoulders?Youhave

them”Igrabmypurseaswebothgetoffthecarat

thesametimeandhegivesmeadisapprovallook.

“What?”

“YouweresupposedtowaitformeuntilIopenthe

doorforyou”Hesays.

Iscowl,“nexttime”Imurmur.Hecircleshishand

aroundmywaistlikeabrandedlogoaswetake

matchingfootsteps.

“YousaidIhavestrongshoulders?”

“Yes”

“AndIamtallanddark,sowhatdoesthatmean?I

amyourtype?”



“Seemslikeit”Hepauseswalkingandturnstojust

lookatme.Nottouching,nokissing,juststaring.

Thenwecontinuewalkinglaughingloudlyand

chucklinguntilwewalkthroughaglassdoortoan

extravagantrestaurantwithchandeliershanging

fromtheceilingilluminatingthebuildingwithall

shadesofbrowndesign,thisisimpeccable.

Hishandhasnotevenonceremoveditselffrommy

waist,“thiswaysir”awomaninablackdresssays

flickingherhairthattouchesherwaist.Thenshe

sashaysherbodyaswefollowrightbehindleading

ustoastalkwithdifferentbottlesofwinesand

glassesthathavejustdropsinside.“youstartwith

thetastingfirstthenIwilltakeyouwherethe

functionisbeingheld”shesmileswidelyandflirty

thenshewalksaway.

Kungawograbsaglassandhandsittomebefore

hetakeshis,bringingitclosertohisnostrilsfirst.



“Sowedon’tdrinkalcoholherebutwesmellit?”I

askhim,copyinghimandsmellingtheredliquidin

aglass.

Hechuckles,“Youneedtogetthearomafirstbefore

thetaste”hesaysbringinghisglassclosetohis

lipsandtakingjustonesipbeforeputtingbackthe

glassonthetable.Ohthatiswhatwedo?Ijusttook

onegulpandthatwasit.Igrabhisglassaswell

anddrinkfromit,wedonotwastealcohol.

Heglancesathimwithagrinhandingmeanother

glasswithdifferentliquid,redincolourbutthe

aromaisdifferent,verystrongbutIsmellpeaches

here.“Theyusedpeachesonwine?”

“Nowyouseewhywesmellaroma?Beforetasting

thetexture?”HeseemsimpressedthatIsmelt

peaches,anywaysthistimehetakesasipandthen

handsmehisglassofwhichIdrinkfromandputit

backonthetable.



“Whyarewedrinkingdropsanyways?”

“Unlessifyouwanttoleavethisplaceunableto

walkDrNtuliIcanpouryouafullglass”hesays,a

smilehasn’tbeenwipedoffhisface.

“Canyoucarryme?”Itease.

“Ihavestrongshoulders”

“Iseewhatyouaredoing”Itakeanotherglassand

justonesipbeforeputtingbacktheglass.“You

don’tlikethisone?”

“Iwanttowalkwithmytwofeetwhenweleaveso

youdon’thavetofall”Helooksatandunexpectedly

hecarriesmelikeasackoforangesinhis

shoulders,IeruptwithlaughterashewalksIthink



towherethefunctionisbeingheld.“Kungawoput

medown!”

“Iwanttofallfirst”Heresponds.

“Whatwillpeoplesay?”Ipunchhisbackweare

approachingoutsideandIcanseetheguests

outsidethegarden.Thefountainissobeautiful.

Finallyputsmedownandalleyesarecasttowards

us.

IglanceathimandhewinkswhileIfixmytopanda

ladywithlonglegswalkstowardsuswithasmile

onherface—amodeltype.“Thatwasagrand

entrance”shesayssardonically.

“Sawubona”Kungawosays.

“Itisgoodtoseeyou”shesays,“Ithoughtyou



won’tcomesinceourdaughtertoldyouIwillbe

here”sheemphasise.

“Andyouthoughtherrealfatherwasgoingtocome

instead?”Heaskswithsuchacharmingsmileand

theladyinfrontofustugsherheadinclearly

surprisedhesaidthat.Maybeshewasn’texpecting

he'dsaythat.

Sheflicksherhair,“newskirt?”shelookstowards

me.

“Pants”Ianswer,shemustnotdareme.

“Ithasnothingtodowithyou,excuseus”Wewalk

passherandthatiswhenhestartslaughing“New

pantsreally?”

“Whoisshe?”



“Wearenotheretotalkabouther,atleastnotnow.

Youlookreallybeautifulbytheway”He

complimentsagain.

“Thankyou”

“Comethisway”

Ohman!ThedayproofstobesomethingIhavenot

expected.IthoughtIwasgoingtogetboredtrying

toforceconversationswithpeople,butinsteadthis

manrightheremadeshowthatIamcomfortable.

Wesharedgalesoflaughtersittingrightnextto

eachotherandgossipingaboutpeople,whileI

shovedalcoholdownhisthroat.Thewinetastes

differentfromtheoneIamalwaysdrinkingmuch

richerandbitterbutnice.Thefoodexplodedlikefire

worksagainstmytastebudsandheistheone

behindrecipes.



HejustparkedoutsidemybuildingthistimeIlet

himopenthedoorforme.Hehastakenoffhis

blazerandlookingabitscruffysinceweareboth

tipsy.“Thankyou,Ihadfun”Iconfess.

“Hadfunforcingmetodrinkwine?”

“AnotherreasonbutIenjoyedyourcompany”

“Iamgladyoudid.Tomorrowareyoubusy?”

“Ihavework”

“Icanfetchyouafter.Thenwecangotomyhouse

andpreparedinnertogether”hesays.

Dinnertogether?OhshitIliedaboutcookingthe



otherday,hmm.

“SoundslikeagreatideabutIwillheexhausted”

“Youdon’thavetocookyouwilljustsitthereand

watchmystrongshouldersasIcookforyouthenI

promiseafterthatIwilltakeyouhome”Iwouldlove

tostareathimashemovesaroundthekitchen.

“Icanchoponions”

“Iknowyouareonlygoodatthatdepartment”

Igasp,“Icanactuallycookmina”

“Ibelieveyou”

“Good.Okaytomorrowthen”



“Thankyouandhaveawonderfulnight”Hesteps

closer,so,socloseandmybreathinghitchesbefore

hislipstouchesmyforehead.

Nokissagaintoday?

“Tomorrow”Isaywhisperyandwalkinginsidethe

buildingashewatchesme.

ThemomentIwalkthroughthedoorIamjumping

upanddownlikeakangarootofindKhetheloand

Kayise,thesetwoandtheirhideandseek.

ButshortlyKayiseleaves,heisnotneededanyways

becauseIhaveteatospillandthenafterhours

OnalennaandKwandaarehere.

Wegatherinthelivingroomandtheyarelookingat



melikeIselltripe.“What?”Ilookatthem.

“YouwokemeupfrommysleepYolokazidonot

bullshitme!”Kwandasays.

“Manjewhyareyoufighting?”Iaskherwitha

teasingtone.Onalennachucklespouringwinein

ourglasses.“Khetheloisnotdrinking”

“Whynot?”Onalenna

“Kayisesaidshemustnotdrink”

“Waitwhat?Areyouguysdating?”Kwanda.

“Whatno?Itiscomplicated.Hewasjustbeing

crazylikemymotherwhocalledmetotellmeshe

dreamtofmeeatingfruitsandIshouldn’tdrink



coffee”

“Wasitoralsexnawe?Orthecondombrokeor

maybeyouslippedonadick?”Iaskher.

Onalennaasalwaysisloudlylaughingandtaking

sipsfromherglassalready.

“Wharareyoutalkingabout?”Khethelo.

“Don’tyouknowwhensomeonedreamsaboutyou

eatingfruitsitmeansyouarepregnant?”Kwanda,

atleastsheknowssomething.

“Youguyscan’thavesexlikenormalpeoplewithout

gettingpregnant?Don’tyouknowyoumust

normalizedrinkingstamitaonceortwiceaweekor

Jik?”



“DoyoudrinkJik?”Onalennalaughs.

“Itdepends”Irespond.

“Howarewetwins?”Kwandalaughs,theroom

becomesdeadlysilence.

“Thisisthesecondtimeyouaresayingthis,whatis

goingon?”Khethelo.

“Wearetwinsisters”Kwanda.

“How?”Onalenna

“Mymotherwasnotmymotherandhermotheris

mymother.Alongstorywewilltalkaboutlaternot

now.AnywaysYolokazihowwasyourdate?”



“Youguysactuallylookalike!”Onalenna.

“Canwetalkaboutthepregnantonefirst.Whatis

wrongwithyouguysandwantingtobemothers?”I

say.

“Iamnotpregnant”Khethelo

“Iamnotamother”Onalenna

“Iamnotpregnant”Kwanda,whatanidiot.We

laughloudly.

“Onalennayouareastepmother,thatmakesyoua

mother.AndwenaKhetheloyouarepregnant”

“I’mnot”



“Isaylet’sgobuypregnancytestatthepharmacy

acrossthestreetandproveit”

Khethelowidenhereyes,“Now?”

“Nextyear”Kwanda“Ofcoursenow”

“Tomorrowmorningrathernotnow.Somuchwe

havetotalkaboutandIknowIamnotpregnant”

“Khethelodoyouhavegoodorbadnewsforus?”

Onalenna

“Bad”Khetheloanswers.“Yolokazitookoffher

lashesandshoes”

“Let’sstartwithyouthenYolokaziwillcalmuswith

herdate”Onalenna.



“Whenwegetbackfromfightingright?”Iaskthem.

“Whoarewefighting?Asambemanje”Kwanda.

“HaiboMariya,youwantbhutitokillus?”

“Iwillkillyoufirst”Igetoffthesofatoherand

wrappingheraroundmyarmsandkissingherall

overherfacewhilesheloudlylaughsandpushing

meaway.“Aveunesdina”shesaysIamannoying.

“Cutitnowguys,Khethelowhatishappening?”

Onalenna
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YOLOKAZI

Theroomissilence!

AsweareimpatientlywaitingforKhethelotoopen

hermouthandutteraword,Iamtightlyholdingmy

glassfilledwithwhitewine,gingerandbasil—a

greatcombinationanyoneshouldtryactually—I

keepcrossinganduncrossingmylegswhileshe

takesasharpintakeofbreath.“Khetheloareyou

goingtotalkorwhat?”Iaskherafterwhatfeltlike

aneternityofsilenceloomingintheroomandour

iris,pupilsjustfocusedonher.

“Rememberthatnightwhenwewerecelebratingmy

promotionandIgotdrunk?”

“ThenyousleptwithKayise?Ofcoursehowcanwe

forgetwhenyouwerepracticallysinging

harmonies?”Kwandajusttookwordsfrommy

mouth.



Thisgirlcansing,shesingswhilehavingsex!

Andthinkingaboutthatnightaloneissodisturbing.

Khethelochucklesanddramaticallyrollinghereyes

ather,“AnywaysthefollowingdayKayisedidn’tcall

meright?That’stotallyfinewithmebecausehe

alreadyexplainedwhathappened”

“Donotgiveushalfscoopwhathappened?”Iask

herleaningforward,ifwehavetohatehimthenwe

needafullstoryandmanyreasonsbehindthe

hatred.

“Letmefinish!”shesays“Thatdaytherewasanew

teacherwhowasintroducedhernameisTumelo

anditturnsoutthatsheisKayise’sex-girlfriend”I

tellthem.



“Iknowher”Kwanda

“Thisisgettingspicy”Onalennasaysrefillingher

glassofwine,thisismydrinkingmate,shehastook

overKwanda’spositionsinceshechosepregnancy

overfreedom.

“Thisonetimeshewalkedintomyofficeand

startedventingabouthermessyprevious

relationshipwhenshelefthermanwhowasn’tgood

enoughforarichguyandthenshediscoveredshe

waspregnantthenaborted”

“Waitsoshewastechnicallytellingyouabouther

relationshipwithKayise?”Onalennaasksherand

Khetheloshakesherheadinagreement.

Juicy.



“Thatisnotjustit.Todaysheshoweduphereand

tellingmethatshehasbeensleepingwithherex,

whichisKayiseandshegotpregnantbutsinceshe

wasn’ttoosurewhothebabybelongedtobetween

herhusbandandhimshedecidedtoabortagain.

Thenshewashystericallyandbeingall

melodramaticwhenshesawKayiseherewhothen

toldherthatifshewaspregnantthenthebaby

wasn’thisbecausetheyhavebeenusingprotection

itwasimpossiblebecauseshewasonemonthbut

they'vebeensleepingforthepastweek”

“Waitshehadanotherabortion?”Kwandaasks.

“Hmmm,wellshetoldmefeotusdeletuswaya

waya”

Ieruptwithlaughter“SouthAfricaaaaa!”Iclaponce

andchokingintheliquidIwasabouttoswallow.



“WhydoIfeellikesheknewaboutyouandKayise

themomentshewasintroducedtoyou.And

basicallyshehasbeenindirectlytellingyouabout

herrelationshipwithKayiseonpurpose”Onalenna.

“ThatiswhatIwasthinkingbecausewhensheleft

hereshegavemethemostdiabolicallook,itwas

dangerousthatIliterallyfeltshiversdownmy

spine”

“Thatwasn’tshivers,ubugwalanjelobu[youare

beingacowardthat’sit]”Isaytoherandplacingmy

emptyglassonthetable—I’vehadenoughalcohol

fortodayandIamfourfivesecondsfrombeing

drunk.

“Icanhearyoutalkingbutyouhaven’ttolduswhere

thiswomanstays”Kwandasays,Iamsurprisedshe

iseventhinkingaboutfightingbecauseherman



wouldmurderusnother,us.

“Canwenotjumpthegunalready?”Onalenna

chuckles“Isaylet’swaitforhertomakeamove

beforewedoanythingbutthisshouldn’tstopyou

fromdatingKayisebecausethatisexactlywhatshe

wants”

“Kayiseismybrotherright?AndIlovehimwithall

myheartbutIreallydon’tthinkyoushouldbewith

himifhecomeswithallofthisdramabut,hearme

out,andthisisabigbutifyoureallyloveandwant

tobewithhimthengoforit”

“DonotletKwandapoisonyou,shehasamanthat

lovesherandsheispregnantfromoralsexaswe

speak.Areyougoingtolistentohertellingyouthat

youshouldn’tdateKayisebecauseofonemistake?”

Iaskher—Icannotbelievethisone.



“Whatdoesmypregnancyhastodowiththis?”

Kwandachucklesandmakingherselfcomfortable

onasofa.

“KhethelodoyouloveKayise?”Iaskher.

“Therethingis...”Idonotwanttohearexcusesand

backandforth.

“Idonotwanttohearyourexcuses.Becauseif

you’daskmeifIhavefeelingsforKungawoI’dsay

yes.DoIsuddenlyfindhimvery—”waitwhatwas

thatagain?It’sprobablythewineIhavebeen

drinkingthisentireday.Iburp“Ididn’tmeanthat”I

say,IknowIsaidIamnolongerdrinkingbutone

moreglasswon’thurt.

“Iknewit!IknewitminaguyslikeIknewitthatvery

momentsheliedaboutcookingwhereasshecuts

onionsthatcouldchokeandkillyou”Kwandasays



laughingandsnorting.Ichopperfectlyfineonions

bythewayanddonotlistentoanythingcoming

fromapregnantwoman’smouth.

Avebenamangalaba,theyaresuchliars!

“Iamgoingtoignoreanyonewhosaysanything

relatedtowhatIsaidwhileIwasdrunkanyways

KhethelodoyouloveKayiseandbehonest,Jesus

iswatching”Ilookattheceiling,searching

somewhereforhisbigbuggedeyesstaringatus

butheisnowhereinsight.

“Ilovehim”sheconfess“but...”

“Keepittoyourselfwedonotwanttohearwhat

comesafterthat”Onalenna.

“Sinceyouactuallylovehimthengoforithoney.



Wearespeakingaboutfeelingshere.Remember

youcannotchoosewhatyoufeedyourheartwhen

italreadywantswhatitwants.Becauseitwillkeep

demandingforthatonething.Andifthingsdon’t

workoutthenwe’llfindanothermanforyou”Itell

herandanunexpectedsmileescapesherlips.

“Enoughaboutme,howwasyourdate?”The

conversationisbeingredirectedtomenow.

“Wewenttooneofhisrestaurantsbecausethere

wasaneventbeingheldthereand...”

Kwandaimmediatelypesters,“howmany

restaurantsdoeshehave?”sheasks,Iexpected

thisquestionfromherspecifically.

“Five,butwearenotthere.Anywayswegetthere

andIthinkthatwomanisfromhispastandshe

calledmeanewskirtthenItoldherIamnewpairof



pantsandnotskirt.Ah!Shethenpunchedme,I

kickedherhardandjumpedonher...”Icannot

believetheseriousnessontheirfacesasIam

tellingthemamadeupstory“Iamjokingshedidn’t

punchme”Iroarwithlaughter.

“Nxh!”Kwandaclickshertongueandeatingfroma

packetofchips.

“Iactuallybelievedherandthatwhatannoysme”

Khethelosayschokinginbetweenherlaughterand

hittingherchest.

“Ithoughtaseriousfighterupted.Yousaidhehas

fiverestaurantswhatdoeshedo?”Onalenna.

“He’sachefandwinemaker”Itellthemboldly.

“Asuccessfulblackman,welovetoseeit!”Kwanda



sayschewing.

“Soyouhavefeelingsforhim?”Onalenna.

“IjustrememberedIhaveanearlymorning

tomorrow,letmegotobed”Igetupfromthesofa

andstumblingbackwards—okaywearedrunk.

“SitdownYolokazi!”Kwandasays.

“Ihaveworktomorrow”Ilaughatthemandrunning

outtheroom,Ifeellikeasoldieratthemilitary

runningawayfrombombsanddodgingbullets

whiletheirlaughterchasesmeallthewaytomy

room.AndthemomentIgetthereIthrowmyselfon

thebed,withouttakingoffmyclothesor

whatsoever.

.



Iwokeupthismorningtuggedinbedandwearing

mynightwear,strangeenoughandmyphonewas

placeundermypillowsoIcaneasilyhearmyalarm

whenIwakeup.

Iamgratefulwakingupwithoutanythrobbing

headacheorsomethingdistastefulonmytastebuds,

doesn’tthathappentoyou?Whenyouwakeupthe

followingdayafterconsumingalcoholfeelinglike

youswallowedbile.

Iamrightontime!

IfindOnalennainthekitchenpreparingalunchbox

forherdaughterwhoisinthelivingroomwatching

cartoonswithherschooluniform.“Goodmorning”I

chimeandsheturnsaroundfacingtowardsmewith

agrin.



“Goodmorninglove”

“Whendidyoudaughtergethere?”Ilookoverher,

sheissoadorable,makingmyeggstremblebutI

amnotthereandnotabouttopunishmyselflike

that.

Amother?Me?No.

“Lastnight”

“Whotuggedmeinandchangedmyclothes?”Ido

notlikethatlookonherface,sheiswidelygrinning

andshovingthelunchboxinasmallbackpack.

“Kungawo”

Who?Whowhat?When?How?Where?Njani?



Ilaughloudly“Veryfunny”Isaypouringmyselfa

glassofwater.ImeanlastnightIwentstraightto

bedafterrunningfromthem.Yes,Iwasalready

drunkbutIremembereverything.

“WellIamnotjoking”

Ipauseandblink.Iopenmymouthandcloseit.I

takeasipfromaglassthenagulp.“Onalennado

notplaylikethat”Iwarnher.

“Youwenttobedandyoufellasleepforcoupleof

minutesthenwewalkedintoyourroom.With

anotherbottleofwine.Wedrankandwentbackto

thelivingroombutyouwerealreadydrunklapho

andyoucalledhimandaskedhimtocomeandtug

youin”No,thatisnotwhathappened.Oneofthem

tuggedmeinbed.Iknowforsurethatiswhat

happened.



Yohthixo!

“Repeatformewhathappened?”

“Youwenttobed...”

“No,nogettothatpartwhenyouguyswalkedinto

myroomandthenwhathappened?”

“Wedrank,itwasjustyouandmebecausethe

othertwowasn’tdrinking.Andsinceyouwanted

musicwemovedbacktothelivingroom.Then

BongeziwebroughtZendayahere,youtold

BongeziweyouloveKungawo”

“Youdidn’ttellmethatearlier”



“Iamtellingyounow.YousaidBongeziweisyour

bestfriend”It’sgettingworse.

Mixingalcohol,isneveragoodidea.

“OkayafterBongeziweleftIwenttobed?”

“YoucalledKungawo”

“Andyouguysjustletmecallhim?”

“Youfoughtus.YoupunchlikeBongeziwewena,

thoseareyourwords”thatissomethingIwouldsay.

“Okayandhecameherejusttotugmeinandleft?”

“Literally”



Wearedisturbedbyaknockandmyeyeslandson

thefloorprayingundermybreathitisnothim.How

amIevengoingtofacehimagain?

“Gogetit”IsaytoOnalenna.

“Yougetit”shelaughs.

Itakeadeepbreathanddraggingmyfeettothe

door.Isighinreliefseeingmymotheronthe

doorstepwearingatwopieceandmatchingshoes.

OnaMondaymorningIhadtostartmydaywith

thisdramaandherfringemushroomwig.“Ma”Isay.

“CanIcomein?”



“Iamgoingtowork”

“Manje?”Istepasideandallowinghertowalkin

thatmomentOnalennagreetsandtakeher

daughterleavingthehouse.

“MaIhavetogotowork”Isaytoher.

“HelloYolokazimntanami,howareyou?Iamgood

toobutverythirsty”Istillhavetodealwithlast

night’saftermath,Icannotdealwiththisrightnow.

“Canwetalktomorrow?”

“Iamnotheretostay”shesays“doyoueven

rememberthatyouhaveamother?”

“Hawuma”



“No.Iamaskingbecauseyounolongercallorsend

meamessage,whatareyoupunishingme?”

“No”

“Thenwhatisit?”

“Nothing”

“AndYomelela?”

“Whoisthat?”

“Thatisyoursister’sname.NokwandaYomelela

andNokubongaYolokazi”Thesenamesare

beautifulactually.



“Sheisfine”

“Bothofyouhaven’tforgivenme?”shescowls

sadly.

“It’snotlikethat”Itakeasitrightnexttoher,I

guessIamgoingtoendupcallinginsickagainor

late.

“Thenwhatisit?”

“Nothingmama”

“Itoldyourfatheraboutbothofyou”

“And?”

“Hewantstomeetbothofyoutonight”



“TonightmamaIhaveplans”

“Moreimportantthanthis?”

“Fine,IwillcomebutIdon’tthinkKwandaisgoing

toshowup”

“Whereisshe?”

“Idon’tknowbutIwillcallher”Iknowexactly,she

musthavewokeupintheearlyhoursofthe

morningandwenttoherman,theycannotlive

withouteachother,literally.

Shegetsup,“Fine.Tellmewhatshesaidandletme

know”shethenattemptstowalkoutofthedoorbut

pause“NdiyakuthandaYolokazi”



“Iloveyoutoomama”

Meetingmydadtonight?Iamnotready.

HavingtocallKungawoaboutlastnight?Iamnot

ready.

Goingtowork?Notready.

.
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YOLOKAZI.

Everythinggoessilentaroundmeafterspittingthe

bitterandsourwords,IkeepblinkingasIwatchher

openandclosehermouthwhilemyhandsare

tremblingonthesidesofmybody."Kwanda!"Icall

afterherasshewalksawayfromme,herstepsare

soperfectonthosehighheelshoes,everything

aboutherhasalwaysresembledperfection.My

heartisbeatingsoloudagainstmychest.Words

arestuckonmythroat,Iwanttosaysomething,

anythingthatcouldmakeamendsrighthereatthis

moment.

Iwatchherasshedisappearsonthestreetnot

knowingwhethertoreturnbackinsidethehouseto

amanIwanttoacceptmethatIamevenwillingto

changewhoIamtobetheversionofmyselfthat

wouldbemoreacceptableforhim.Hesaid



somethingaboutmoralcompass,thewerewolf

insidemewantedtojumpoffthecouchandsiphis

bloodfromhisneckbuttheyounggirlinmewho

wantsherfatherjustsatthereblinkingand

clutchingthesidesofthecouchandlisteningtoa

manwhowasintroducedasmyfather

disrespectinghowmymotherraisedme.

AmIthatdesperateforacceptance?ThatIspat

poisonouswordsagainstmysisterwhohasbeen

therewithmefromthemomentweswamasa

spermrushingandracingtogethertomymother's

egg.

Afterfewminutesmymotherwalksoutofthe

housestrugglinginthosehighheelshoessheis

wearing."Yolokazi,whereisyoursister?Come

inside"sheyellsallatonce.Ijuststandfeeling

everythinginsidemeslowlynumbing."Yeywena

khandakhulu,comeinsidehawu!"Thiswomanjust

saidIhaveabighead,ifitwasunderanyother



circumstanceIwouldhavelaughedcauseIknow

alcoholisalreadytravelinginhersystem.But

insteadIignoreherandwalkingbackinsidethe

housetogetmycarkeys.

Ifindhimdrinkingwaterwithasliceoflemoninhis

glassandwhenheseesmehepickshisheadup,

thensmiles."Youaredifferentfromyoursister"he

says,Iglanceathimoncenotutteringawordand

takingmybagandkeys.

AsIamabouttowalkoutofthedoorIpause

turningbacktohim."YouknowIwaslooking

forwardintomeetingyoutoday.Iwentouttobuya

newdress,neweverythingbecauseIwantedyouto

acceptmeasyourdaughter.Icouldn'twaittobe

wrappedaroundyourarmsandfinallygettocall

youmyfather"Isaytohim,andno,Iamnot

emotionalnorhaveatremblingvoiceoreventears

dancinginmyeyes.



"Wecanstillworkonthat"

Ichucklesardonically"Whatistheretoworkon

whenyouwalkedhereanddisrespectedmymother

andhowsheraisedme?Whenyouwerenotthere?

Whatistheretoworkon?"

"Iftellingthetruthcameoutasdisrespectthenwe

havealongwaytogo.LikeIsaidIamapastorand

Iwantmychildrentocarrythemselvesacertain

way"

"Youclearlyforgottenthatyou'reaapastortheday

yousleptwithmymotherthenightbeforeyour

weddingdidn'tyou?Andnowyouwanttositthere

anddrinkwaterwithasliceoflemonandtalkabout

moralcompass,msunuwakhoverymuch"Ispit

disrespectfullyandfeelingangerchokingmeat

eachwordsmoothlycomingoutofmymouth.



"Moyaoyigcwele!"Heexclaimsasifhe'sseeing

somethingdemonicandpowerful--Iamnotabout

tostandhereandlistentoanythingcomingoutof

hismouth.IhavetofindKwandaafterthedamageI

havedone.

Ireallymessedup,didn'tI?Especiallywhenour

relationshipwasjustbloominglikeaflowerin

spring.

ThosewordsIsaidtoherareunforgivable.

Mymotherclapsherhandsandburpingasshe

seesmegettinginthecartakingonelastsipfroma

smallbottleofvodkathatshecarrieswherevershe

goes.

Ihavebeentryingtocontactmysisterwhostraight

uprejectmycalls,immediatelyatfirstring.It'sclear

ascrystalsthatshedoesn'twanttotalktome,

whichisprettymuchunderstandableandwhenI



triedcallinghermanitkeepsringinguntilittakes

mestraighttovoicemail.

Sigh!

Iamstuckinthemiddleoftheroadwithmyhead

onthesteeringwheel,wishingIhadtearstrailing

downmycheekstoexpresshowIfeelbutthere's

nothing--Iamnotacrier,soIamnoteasilytriggered

intohystericallycrying.

Igraboutmyphone,takingadeepbreathfromthe

depthofmysoul,that'sabitofexaggeration,it

camefrommylungs.

IcannotbelieveIamdoingthis!

Inhaleslowly,

Exhalequickly.



"DrNtuli"hesaysthemomentheanswers,histone

soundssoprofessional.Itmakessomething

somewhereinmetrembleandshiverlikeIamstuck

inacoldroom.

"Yolokaziisactuallymyname"

Hechuckles,"Youhaven'tbeentakingmycalls"

Duh!

Heneverheardofawordembarrassment?AfterI

apparentlycalledhimtotugmeinthebedwhenI

wasdrunk.

"Iwasbusy"Ilieafterclearingmythroat.

"Ibelieveyou"hesaysthenpause"Ithoughtyou



werecomingovertoday"

"Somethingcameup"

"Andyoudidn'tbothertellingmeaboutit?"Idon't

likethesoundofhistone,soundsmoresternlyand

commanding.Itmakesyouwannadrapeablanket

aroundyourshoulder,wrapaheadwraparound

yourheadandtakeasitonareedmatwithyour

headbowed.

"Iamsorry"Iapologies.

Me,apologies,yes.

"Icanonlyforgiveyouifyoucomeoversoyoucan

tellmewhatiswrong,youdon'tsoundokay"Haha

ha,heknowsmelikethatnow?Thatisnotgood.



"Yourlocationplease"

"Iamcomingtofetchyou"

"Iamnothome"

"Sendmeyourlocationphela,Iamcoming"hesays

thenhangupinstantlyleavingmesmilingand

bitingthecornerofmylip.

Wearenotfallingforhim,arewe?Itcan'tbe.

ItrycallingKwandaonceagainaftersendingthe

locationandimpatientlysittinginthecarfeeling

ratherunsafe.

Shepicksupfinally!



"Ufunani?"sheanswersherphone,hertoneso

dangerous.

Wordsarenowheretobefound,unlikeme."Areyou

okay?"Iaskher,that'sallImanagetoask.

"Yolokaziwhatdoyouwant?"

"Iwantustotalk"

"Rightnowisnottherighttimetotalk"

"Tomorrow?"

"No"

"Followingdayafterthat?"



"No"

"Nextweek"

"No"

"Nextmonth?"

"Chabo"

Yoh!

"Whenthen?"

"Howaboutnever?"thatallshesaysbeforeshe

hangsuphercallleavingmestaggered.Iamstill



tryingtowrapmyheadaroundthisconversation

whenacarparksbehindme.

Ohheishere!
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YOLOKAZI

Isitupstraightonthecomfortableupholsteryseat

inamoreperfectpostureifIcouldIwasgoingto

evencrossmylegsinaladylikemannerismlike

thosemodelsinaphotoshootwithwethair.Icatch

aquickglimpseonarear-viewmirrorandwipingoff

thesaddenfacialexpressionthatwasplasteredon

myface.Pickingandchoosingaperfectsmilein

oneofmydrawersasIhearaknockcomingfrom

thewindowandhereheis,lookingleftthenright



beforeheknocksonceagain--hecannotseeme

fromtheinsidesincemywindowsaredimmed.

IpulldownthewindowandthesmileIthought

wouldbemoreuseableandimpressiveisnowhere

insightinsteadIgetoffthecarinjustablinkofan

eyeIamwrappedaroundhisarms,feelingshis

warmthandskinthatfeelssilkagainstmines,

colognesointoxicatingandhishairticklingmeina

veryexoticway.

IsaidIamnotacrierdidn’tI?

Givemearednoseandwhitepaintformyface,I

deserveitinfactI'veearnedit.

Hisarmsarelikeablanketaroundme,myheadon

hischiselledchestandIamintoxicatedbythe

richnessofhisscentandthewarmthofhisbody

againstthecottonfabricheiswearing.



"Whyareyouherealone?It’sunsafeDrNtuli"very

cutehowheisstillkeepingupwithhisformalities

evenwhenhehasawomancryinginhisarms.

Icannotseemtofindtherightwordstoutteratthis

momentandthetearsthatwereneededhoursago

areonlyshowingthemselvesnow,likewaterfallsin

aforest.Freshandclear.Thewaterbeadstastes

saltyatthetipofmytongue.Heinitiallytrytoget

metolookathimandarepressedsobshakemy

petiteformandgiveawaytoagood,hardcry.

"Talktomewhathappened?"

"Nothinghappened"Ianswerstillavoidingtolook

intothoseeyesasherubsmybacktenderlyand

feelingmyshakybreathsenterandexitmybody.

"Butyou'recrying"hepausesandtakeasharp

intakeofbreathasifheisdefeatedsincehehas



beentryingtogetmetolookintohiseyes.Iknow

exactlywhathewantstodo.Hewantstotravel

throughmypupilsandsearchforsomething,orany

kindofemotionvisiblethere,wanderarounduntil

heeventuallyfindsitandwhenhefinallydoeshe

findsaperfectwaytoconsoleme."Willyoubeable

todrivebehindme?"Hepressmyheadtohischest,

strokingmydreadlocks"Orwecandrivetogether

andIwillhavesomeonefetchingyourcar"

"Whymycarshouldbeleftbehind?"Isniff.

Hischestmovesupanddownwithalittlebitof

vibrationashechuckles,soundsverymelodic"we

cantakeyours"

"Iwilldrivebehindyou"

"AreyousurebecauseIamnotcomfortablewith

thatoption"hefinallygettoliftmyfaceandkissthe



tearsonmycheeks,thenchaseawaythestreaming

runnelswithhisthumb.Mybreathhitchesfeeling

thesoftnessandcoldnessofhislipsagainstmy

skinforthefirsttime.Myvoiceislodgedagainst

mythroat.

Youneedtosaysomethingorjustfaintallatonce

woman,mybrainyellsdramaticallyfillingherlong

nailspaintedinbrightred.

"Iwillbefine"Hisembraceissotender,notforced

orsexualbutaneasy,caringhold.Hiseyessearch

myfaceasthoughheistryingtolookpastmyskin

andbonetoseewhatisinsideme,staringdownmy

soulwhileopeninghissoIcanglimpseit.Hisvoice

somellow.

"Finethen"Icantellhisbodyiseagerformore.His

touch,lightandtender,solightagainstmyback

thatitissensualawakeningaswearestanding

underthestreetlights.Mycardooropenedandhis



keepflashinglightsfrombehind.Mybodyis

respondingtohiminawayIcouldneverimagine.It

liftsmeuponmytiptoesandmakemyheadtiltto

findhismouth,needingthewarmnourishmentit

offers.

Heisnotmytype,notmynyiffnyefftype,mybrain

grinsfixingherretrostyleglamourwaves--theyare

largeandthere'snottoomuchofthemjustlike

MarilynMonroe.

Iwatchhimclosehiseyesslowlyasmyownlids

eclipsedtheroomaroundthem.Hisholdtightens

ashistonguefindsmines,saltytearsmingling.One

long,gentle,probingkiss,nosoundbuthisbreath,

mybreath,hootingcarspassingby.Echoesinmy

mind,hisvoice.Hisbodyagainstmines,tall,hard,

notmovingasifheafraidhemightripoffmy

clothesrighthereandnow.Hisgentlecaressing

unravelingmysanityandallstresswithityet

addingnewlayerstothatreleasetension,peeling



awaypressures,concurringbuildingvolume

betweenmythighs,swellingme,wettingme,

spillingmeuntilIalmostcry.

Hebreaksofthekiss,cradlingmyface,hands

trembling."I'msorry"hesayslettingouthisbreath

hard.Ishouldbeapologisingright?Icanonlynod

lookingdown.Hisgazeisserious,toointenseand

releasingwhatIthinkiswhatyoucallbutterfliesin

mystomach.

"NoI'msorry"

"Youdon'tevenknowwhyI'msorry"

"Idon'twanttohearit"

Hesmiles,ahalfsmile"Areyousure?"



"Sure"

"ThenI'llletyoufindoutwhyIamapologisingbut

fornowweshouldgetgoing"Hemanoeuvresme

intothecarwithoutwaitingformyresponse.I

watchhimfasteningmyseatbeltasifIdon'thave

twohands,ourskincontactfeelslikeascorching

sun.Heglancesatmejustonceandwinks"weare

drivingtogetherandIamleavingmycarbehind"Oh

whatisitwiththechangeofheart.

"Kungawo..."

"Menofightwithyoulove"hesayssoundinglike

thosereggaemusicianthatmakesyouwonderwhy

youwerenotborninJamaicasincetheaccentis

justnaturallydrippingexotic.

Igetoffthecarmovingtothepassangerseatand

watchinghimslidingbehindthewheel.Helooks



uncomfortableinmysmallcarwithnoleatherseats.

"Youlookuncomfortable"Ilaughashemanoeuvres

thecarontheroadandwearemetbytrafficand

chaotichoots.

Heglancesatmeonceandchanginggearsbefore

heleansbackwardslookingrathercomfortable

nowthanfewsecondsago"Iamverycomfortable

DrNtuli"

"Yolokazi"Icorrecthim.

"DrNtuli"

Lordpleasehelpme,IcannotfallforhimwhenI

confidentlysaidheisnotmytypecountlesstimes

andsoboldly.Inthatmomentthecarinfrontofus

slamsit'sbrakesandhedownshifts.Myforearm



coversmyfaceandbothfeetstompsinvisible

brakes.

"Notmyfault"

AthinsheenofperspirationcoversmybodyandI

bitemyliptoavoidcommentaryandmyeyes

focusedontheoutsideandtakingadeepbreath.

"Iamstartingtothinkyou'reabaddriver"Isayas

thecarsfinallymovesmoothlyontheroad,trafficis

disappearinginfrontofmyeyes.Idon'tknowhow

manytimeshehascluckedhistonguebecauseof

thecarsinfrontofus.

"Iamnotbadatanything"hesaysconfidently

takingaquickglanceatmewithasmirkandI

watchaswedrivepasswhatwaslessopulentand

webegintodrivethroughwhatisasuburban

neighbourhoodwithalmostsimilarlook,same



curvingstreetsandsameculs-de-sac—

aestheticallypleasingdesignsthatledtosprawlbut

wecontinuetopassthrough.

"Oh,pulleaseandyouwantmetobelievethat?"

"Itshouldn'tbehardtobelieve"helaughsandgaze

outthewindow"wehavetimeI'llshowyou"

"Ifthatwomanfromtheotherdaydoesn'tkillme"

"Whichwoman?"

"Thatonewhocalledmeanewskirt"FinallyIam

adressingthis,wellIwantedtobringherupthe

otherdaybutrightnowseemslikeaperfect

momentandtime.



Heglanceatmeandsendshisgazebackonthe

road,"whywouldshekillyou?"

"Youguysseemtohavehistory"

"Wedo"hestates.

"Oh"

"LikeIsaidwehavetime,wewilltalkallaboutitDr

Ntuli,you'respendingthenightright?"

"No"Ichuckle.Rightafterfinishingutteringmy

responsetherainjuststartspouring.Heavy.

Thunderandlightningappearssomewhereinthe

sky.

Heglanceswithasmirk,"Seemslikeayestome"



hesayssmilingwidelywhileIclenchtheeither

sidesofmydress.

"Itwillstoplater"

"Donottrytofightdivineinterventionwoman"

Suddenlyhebecomesalllivelychatter.Hehas

jokesandconversation,huh.Iamfeelingratherout

ofplaceasifIamgoingtocrawloutofmyskin.

Maybeit'sthescaryroarscomingfromtheskyor

therainthatkeepsmakingmusicallysounds

againstthewindows.Spendingthenight?Doesn't

soundrighttomeaftershovingmytonguedown

histhroat.Thismanistoodamnablyattractiveand

sexytobespendingthenightwithunderthesame

roof!

Idonotrememberwearingamatchingunderwear,

outofalldaysIhadtospendanightataman's



house,whenthere'sahighpossibilityImightbe

wearingananimalprintlacepantyandorangebra.

Jesu!

Wepulluptothethreelockingthreeinterlocking

levelsthatshowsversatilityofcolourinatwo

storeymansion.Featuringlargepanelglassesand

evenwiderviewingplatforms,it'sopenplanform

createsaruraloasisthatnearlydrawsagaspfrom

me.Iswearnottogawkbutallthatgoesoutwhen

hemanoeuvresthecarintothedrivewaywhichis

litbysmallhalogenfootlamps.Thelandscaping

aloneisenoughtostealmyvoice.Whenhedepress

thegaragedooropener,fourbaysopentofleet.

AsIamabouttoclosemymouthheopensthedoor

formeandIgetoff,mycardoesn'tbelonghere

alongthesegleamingdifferentcolouredcars.



Ifollowrightbehindhiminsidethehousebuthas

weareabouttostepin,hestandsbythedoorand

kindlyaskmetotakeoffmyshoes."Doyouwant

somethingtodrinkwhileyouhelpmeonthe

kitchen?"Hesayswithasenseofhumourfloating

inhisvoiceashekneelsinfrontofmyfeethelping

metakingoffmyshoesbythedoorstep,hesaid

somethingaboutvibes.

Yes,youcannotenterthishousewithyourshoeson,

youhavetotakethemoffthenyou'llbegivenbrand

newslidesmadeoffoamandrubberwithearth

tonecolours.

"Helpyouinthekitchen?"

"Youwilljustsitthereandwatchmemovingaround.

Yourbeautifulfaceisamotivationenoughformeto

cookagreatmealforyoubesideIknowyoucannot

fryonionstosaveyourlife"



"Thefoodyouatetheotherday,whocookedit

Kungawo?"Iamstickingtomylies,boldlyand

confidently.

"Icansitandwatchyoucookthen"Uphambene

wethu.

"AmInotaguest?"ItugmyheadinasIamwearing

thebrandnewcomfortableshoesIhavebeengiven

too.AndthemomentwewalkinsidethehouseI

losemycapacitytospeakallatonce.

Themainlivingareaencompassesalivingroom,

diningroom,andkitchen.Thelivingroom,whichis

thecentralmeetingandrelaxingareainthehome,it

isdominatedbysoftleatherfurniture,includinga

largesofaandcozyarmchairwithsleek,cleanlines.

Oppositethesofaisagraystoneaccentwallthat

usesthegrainofthematerialtocreateachevron



stripe.

Theseshoesfeelsverycozyandcomfortable,

detailedwithsharkteethmidsoles.

Myeyeswanderaroundthefundetailsthroughout

thishousearenotable,fromthematchingspotlight

floorlampsinthelivingroomtothesplayedout

cowhidearearuginfrontofthesofa.Theseaccents

arefewandfarbetweenbutsocarefullychosen

andstylishthattheyreallymakethehome.

"Whyyouhaven'tcookedatthistime?"Iwatchhim

standinginthemiddleoftheroominanearth

brownmatchingoutfit.Ikeepmyeyesonhisface,

willedtodoso.

"IcookedbutIwantedyouseemeinthekitchen,

blanket?"



"Tomorrowisanotherdayandplease"

"Soyouhavegivenuponthatideaaboutthe

weatherchanginglater?"Hesaysdisappearingin

theroom.

"Getoffyourhighhorse"Ishoutmakingsurethat

myvoicechaseshimwhereverheisgoingandI

hearhislaughterechoing.Igetachancetowander

myeyesaroundthehouse,it'sbeautifulreallyand

verymasculine.

Hecomesbackholdingabrownblanket,Iam

startingtothinkthishiscolour.Hedisappearsonce

againandcomingbackwithaglassofwine."Thank

you"Isaymakingmyselfcomfortableonthecouch,

andtightlyholdingtheglassasifit'safragilething

thatmightbreak."Yourhouseisbeautiful"Isay,

honestlymarvellingatthewonderfulinteriordesign.

Ihavetolookatsomethingbuthim.



"ThisiswhereIgetmyheadright.Inachaotic

world,thisistheonlyplacewhereeverythingmakes

sensethemomentIenterthedoor,thepaceis

slower"thereissomethingwistfullnessinhistone

whenhemadethatstatementandslight

melancholyinhisvoicethatmakesmelookathis

sudden"handsome"face.

"It'sreallybeautiful"Isayquietly,sippingmywine

andreturningmygazearoundtheroom,heisnow

sittingoppositemeandIamglad.

"WhenIwasyoungIusestotellmymotherandmy

siblingswhenweresittinginthehuntaroundthe

threeleggedpotasIwashelpingwiththecooking.I

toldherhowIwantmyhousetolooklike.She'd

smilewidelyandsayshecannotwaittoseeit.She

believedIwasgoingtomakeit,neverdoubtedme

notevenonce.EvenwhenI'dcookfoodwithno

seasoningbutsheknewonedayIwasgoingtobe



anamazingchef,everyonewouldrespect.My

siblingswouldlaughbutmyyoungsistershe

believedinmeasmuchasmymotherdidbutsadly

shedidn'tgettoseemesuccessful.Ididn'tgetto

dothethingsIwantedtodowithherwhenIcan

finallyafford"

"Whathappenedtoher?"Iasksoftly,staringintohis

eyes.

Hesighs,"shewenttosleepandneverwokeup"

"Wasshesick?"

"Ubephilanjengosheleni"hetellsmethatshewas

verymuchhealthy,"itwashertime,shedieda

peacefuldeath.Funnyenoughshehadasmileon

herface,maybeitwasmeandmywildimagination

butmymotherdiedhappy"



"Iamsorry"

"Don'tpitymeDrNtuli"

"NoreallyIamsorry.Iknowyouhadsomuch

plannedwithher,Iamsorryyoudidn'tgettofulfil

someofthepromisesyoumadetoherbut

whereversheis,sheseesyou,sheisproudand

moreoverhappythatyounevergaveuponyour

dreams"hestaresatmeforamomentandthen

lookaway.

"Shewouldhavelovedyou"

"Ahauyayibaxangoku"

Webothchuckle.



Hecontinueschucklingandglimpseatmeonce

beforeleaningbackonacouch."Doyouhavea

maninyourlife?"

"You'reinmybusinessnow"

Helaughshard,"You'rewayintominealready,so.

Doyouhaveaman?"

"Whatman?DoyouthinkIwouldhavekissedyouif

heexisted?YouplaytoomuchKungawo"

Doyouhaveamaninyourlife?Suka.

"Letmegodishup"

"Icanhelp"



"Bystandingontheothersideofthekitchen?

Soundsperfect"

"IamnotaslazyasyouthinkIam"Ilaughaswe

perkupthecouchandIfollowrightbehindhimto

thekitchen.

"Youwillhavetoprovemewrong"

Iamprettymuchhelpful.He'dwalktothekitchento

fetcheverythingandI'llsetupinthediningroom,

thereissomethingnaturalaboutthewayweflowin

eachother'scompanythatItakemytimeto

familiarizemyselfwithmysurroundings.

"Idon'tknowhowmuchyouwanttoeat"Isayashe

walksintothediningroomwhileIamdishingup.

Thediningroomistuckedrightbehindthesofa,is

theperfectsizeforasmalldinnerparty.

Upholstereddiningchairsandadarkwoodtable,



highlightedbythecreativeoverheadlighting,are

simpleandstylish.Ofcourse,aformaldiningtable

isnottheonlyoption,withasubtlyreflective

breakfastbarprovidinganother,casualoption.

"Justenough"hesayssmilinganddisappearing

againthistimecomingbackwithabottleofwine.

Wemakeourselvescomfortable,braisedlamb

shanksandmashpotatostaringatusontable.It

smellsandlookedibleandscrumptious.

Weprayandthenstarteating.

"Youwerecryingearlierwhathappened?"Heasks

inalowertone,hisAdam'sapplebobbinginhis

throat.

"Yourfoodisreallygood"Isayfeelingfireworksand



pixiedustagainstmytastebuds.

"Thatisnotgoingtowork"

"IhadafightwithmysisterandIendedupsaying

somethingsIdidn'tmeantosay"

"Youwerenotgoingtosaythosethingsifyoudidn't

meanthem"

"Iwasangry"

"Sothatgivesyouarighttosaywhateveryousaid?"

"No,Iwaswrong.IknowandthatiswhyI'vebeen

tryingtoreachouttoherbutshe'snothavinganyof

it"



"Doyoublameher?"Hecreasehiseyebrowand

placinghiscutleryonthesides,grabbingaglassof

wineandbringingitclosertohislips.

"No"

"Whatdidyousay?"

"Soshewasraisedbyamanwhoisnotherfather.

Werecentlydiscoveredthatwearetwinsistersand

whoourfatheris.Allalongwejustknewthatwe're

cousins.Anywaystherelationshipthatshehadwith

herfatherwasnotaprettyone.Tonightourmother

introducedustoourrealfather,bythewayInever

hadafatherfigure"Ipauseseeingtheexpression

onhisface"SowhenIfoundoutIwasmeetingmy

father,Iwashappy.BecauseIfinallyhadsomeone

toruntowhenI'mintrouble.FinallyhadsomeoneI

cancallmyfatherbuthedisrespectedmymother

andthewaysheraisedus,hedisrespectedustoo

aswellnowthatIthinkofitbecauseheaskedifwe



paintourfacesreferringtoourmakeupbutI

overlookedallofthatbecauseIjustwantedhimto

loveandacceptme"

"What?"Hefrowns.

"Iknow.Anywaysmysisterscouldn'ttakeit

anymore,that'sjusthowsheisbythewayifshe

doesn'tlikesomethingshedoesn'tbeataroundthe

bush"

"Theonewhohasdreadlockslikeyouright?"

"Yes,anywaysshetookherbagandleft.Ifollowed

behindanddefendedourfather.BasicallyItoldher

thatIwasgoingtomaketherelationshipworkwith

himwhethershewaspartofthatornot,because

thatissomethingsheneverhadandIalsodragged

herrelationshipintothis"



Hewinces,"youdefendedamanyoumetinten

secondsoveryoursister?"

"Iknow"

"Whatdoyouknowexactly?"

"ThatIwaswrong"

"It'snotevenaboutthat.Thefactyouusedthose

cardssaysalotaboutyou.Itwaswronginsomany

levels.It'snotherfaultthattherelationshipshehad

withthemanshethoughtwasherfathernever

workedout.It'snotherfaultyouneverhadafather

figureaswell,ithasnothingtodowithherandfor

youtosaysomethinglikethat,hhayiDrNtuli"

"Ireallyjustwantedhimtoacceptme"



"Butthatwasnottherightwaytogoonaboutitand

toevendragherrelationshipintoitthataloneisa

lowblow.Whywouldyoudothatoversomeone

whodisrespectedyourmother?"

Ishrug,"Idon'tknow"

Hetakesadeepbreath,"Youneedtositdownand

talkwithyoursister.Apologisetoher,Idon'tblame

herfornotwantingtohearyououtbutlether

understandwhereyouwerecomingfromaswell.

Haveahearttoheartandsoultosoulconversation

withherbecausenomatterwhat,she'sthatone

personwho'llalwayshaveyourback.Anditclearly

showsthatmanisnotwillingtobuildarelationship

withbothofyouwhenhefailedatthefoundationof

it.Maybethingsmightturnoutdifferentlyatlater

stagebutyouneedyoursisterinyourcornerDr

NtuliandsecondlyIneverwannaseeyoucrying

again"



Ismileathim,"youthinkyou'recuteneh?"

Helaughs,"amancanneverbecuteespeciallya

Zuluman,never"

"Butthankyou"Ismile.

"Youdon'thavetonkosazana,justmakethings

rightwithyoursisterthat'sallandeverythingelse

willjustfallbackintoplace.Andbythewayyou

havemeinyourcorneraswellYolokazibutifonly

youwantmethere"
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Myheartfeelslikeitwillleapoutofmymouth,my

veinsaretighteningincludingmymuscles--they

feelliketheyhavebeendrownedinicecubes.

Ipaceupanddowninthelivingroom,wipingthe

sweatypalmsagainstthefabricthatIamwearing,I

takeasharpintakeofbreathwhenOnalenna

appearsfromthekitchenhandingmeabottleof

watertomeltawaytheanxietygrippingmearound

mythroat.Thetinydrumsagainstmychestmakes

ithardformetoutterawordthatallIcandoisnod

myhead,asignofthankingherandshesitsonthe

couchchewingonhernails,sheisnervousasIam

asifshewastherewithmewhenIspreadmylegs

apartforamantomoverhythmicallyinbetweenme.

"Doyouthinkweshouldgocheck?"Sheasks,ifwe

cangocheckthethreedifferentcolouredsticksI

haveurinatedon.

WhyamIsoscared?Ofjusttworedlines?



Igulpdowntheliquid,Icanfeelthethesaltywater

beadsonmythroat"Let'swaitanotherminute"my

mouthisnotproducingenoughsalivaasIstand

wingingmyhands.

"Itbeentwohours"sheremindsme"andyouhave

togotowork,andsodoI"shesaysflickingherlong

blondebraids.

Work?Iamnotgoingthere.

"Iamnotgoingtowork"

Shetugsherheadinbeforesheperksupfromthe

couch,"Iamgoingtocheck"everythinginsideme

shivers.

Iwatchherasshedisappears,Iamimmobileasa

statueandrapidlyblinking.



Shehasahugegrinplasteredonherfacewithher

handsbehindherbackasshewalksback.

"Ta-da!"Shewavesitatme,asifsheiscarryinga

magicstickthatwouldchangemylifeforever,

"you'repregnant!"Iamdeaf,IswearIdidn'thear

that.

"What?"

"You'repregnant,twolines"shesaysinahighpitch

voicelikethosewomenisshortdresses

announcingyou'vewonagrandprize.

"Twolines?"Iask

Shepressesherlipstogetherholdingbackher

laughterbecauseofmyreactionandhandingme



thewhiteandpinkstick,Istareatitandthered

linesstarebackatmewithadevilishsmirk

plasteredontheirface,yellingthey'rehereto

destroymylife."Icannotbepregnant"thatsounds

likearightthingtosayrightnow"Imeanthings

withKayisearecomplicated.Pregnancy?No"

"DoyouwanttoTumeloit?"Thehumourinthis,I

shakemyheadwithasmilethatcreepsoutofmy

mouth"thatsoundedwrong.Butyoucanmake

whateverdecisionandIamhereforyou"

"Iknowsweetcheeks"Ismileather.

"Andcongratulations!"Itfeelsasifhasbeen

holdingbackthosewords,clappingherhands

together.Jumpingupanddownbeforeshethrows

herhandsaroundme,wrappingmewarmly."Letme

gotoworkbeforeMihlalihangsme.Haveyou

spoketoKwanda?"



"No,herphoneisoff"

"Maybesheiswithherbrother,wemustgiveher

time"sheglancesatherwatchandquicklygrabs

herbagonthecouch,walkingoutandscreaming

overhershoulderbiddingherfarewellwithlaughter

inhervoice.

Theatmospherebecomesgloomy,staringatthe

stickinmyhandandtakingadeepbreath.

Pregnant,atthisstageofeverything?

Iamnotabouttosithereeitheraloneandstartover

thinkingaboutthis.Iwalktomybedroomand

staringatmyselfinthemirrorandpickingmydress

up--mystomachisflat,nothinghaschangedreally

sothereisapossibilityoftheresultbeingfault.I

meanthesethingshappenmajorityofthetimeor



halfofthetime.

Iamnotpregnant,Imeanpshme?Lookatthatflat

stomachwithsometautabs.

IamgoingtoworkandIamnotgoingtostress

myselfaboutsomethingthatisnoteventhere,the

wasamistakesurely.

HereIamstuckinmyoffice,goingthroughsome

workafterIgotherelateandIamabouttogetup

fromthechairsincewehaveameetingintwo

minuteswhenaknockcomesthroughmydoor,

pickingmyheadupIseeherwalkingthroughthe

doorlookingsophisticatedasalways,shehasa

cornersmileacrossherface.

IamgladthatKwandachangedmywardrobe,Ifeel

confidentstandinghereandwatchingherwitha

trailingblazefromheadtotoe."MissBhengu"I



keepahardandprofessionalface."HowcanIhelp

you?"

"BystayingawayfrommymanotherwiseIam

goingtomakeyourlifealivinghellaroundhere"

"Verybravetothreatenyourboss"Isaytoher"The

personwhocanmakeone'slifealivinghellhereis

me,youarehereTumelo"Ishowhermypalm"I

don'tthinkyouwanttogodownthatroad"

Shestraightenherself,"Canwetalkwomanto

woman"

"No,IamatworkandIhaveameetingtoattend.

YouareluckyIamlettingthisonegootherwiseby

theendoftodayyouweregoingtobeunemployed.

Idon'tknowwhatisyouragendanorplanbutabort

themission"



"Ilovehim,Khethelo"

"Thatisnotwhatyoutoldmedaysagowhenyou

werebloatingaboutabortinghischild.And

secondlyyouhaveahusband,youlefthimfor.

Thirdlywearenotgoingtohavethisdiscussion

again.Nothere,notanywhereandnotever"she

seemstakenabackbythewayIamthrowingwords

backather,Iamsuprisedaswell.Whereisthis

confidentcomingfrom?Ihavealwaysbeenaturtle

thathidesinashellwheneverastormcomesher

way.

Shehangsherheadlowandfiddlingwithhernails,

"Listen..."

"Idon'thavetimetolistentoyouTumelo,Ihavea

meetingtoattendandyoushouldbethereaswell"I

turnaround,pickingupmyfilesandflashinga

smileather"yougofirst"Ipointtowardsthedoor.

Shegivesmeascorchinggazebeforeturning



aroundonherheelsandwalkingout.Igetachance

tocatchabreatherandclutchingmyburningchest.

Themeetingwentsmoothlyastheteacherswere

planningaschooltrip,Ihadtokeepupwith

Tumelo'sgazeandunnecessarycommentsthat

shewasmakingtograballtheattentiononher,

yawns.Iwon'tallowmyselftobeintimidatedbyher

inawayanymore.

ThedayisabouttoendandIamnotfeeling

pregnant,atallsoyouseewhatImean?Thewasa

mistakehere.

GettinghomeIfindboxeseverywhereand

suitcases,Onalennaispushingeverythingaround

withherboyfriend."Whatishappening?"Iask.

"ThisisKwanda'sthings"Onalennaresponds.



"SheaskedmetopackallherthingsatMongezi's

placeandpretendasiftheyarenottogether"

Bongeziwesays,withadisapprovaltone.

"Andyouagreedtothat?"Iamsurprised.

"Ofcoursenot,Iamgoingtogivehertimetosee

howherplanturnsoutbutifitdoesn'tworkthenI'm

tellingNgezithetruth"hesaysbutourconversation

isinterruptedbyringingphone.Ifishforitinmy

backandmymother'snameflashesonthescreen.

"Mama?"Igreet.

"Khethelo,Ineedyoutocomehomenow!"Shesays

withapoisonoustone"therewasawomanhere

beggingmetotalktoyoubecauseyouaresleeping

withherhusband"



What?

"Iamnotsleepingwithanyone'shusband"

"Tomorrow,Iwantyouhere!"
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KHETHELO

Iwokeuptomymothercallingmethismorning

remindingmethatsheneededmehomebeforethe

sunevenset,shewasyellingandhurtingmy

eardrumssinceIamhumiliatinghernordidshe

wanttohearwhatIhadtosaytohersinceshe

madeuphermindabouttheshenanigansshewas

toldaboutme.Ithendecidedtojustswitchoffmy

phoneallatonce,Iamnotgoinghometoproveto



anyonethatIhaven’tsleptwithsomeone’shusband

andshecanswallowwhatevershehasbeenfed

aboutmethenguzzledownaglassofwaterafter.

“HaveyoutoldKayise?”Onalennaappearsfrom

nowhere,alreadypackingherbagsasalwayssheis

late—thisoneisneverontime,shecouldliterally

wakeuptwohoursearlyyetstillfindawaytobe

late.

“Tellhimwhat?”Ifindawaytomovearoundthe

kitchen,avoidingmakingeyecontactwithherand

shepausesdoingwhatshewasdoing,crossingher

handsonherchestwhilecreasinghereyebrows.

“Thatyouarepregnant,youarenotplanningon

hidingthisfromhim,areyou?”

“Ohthat”Mybreasthavesuddenlybecomefulland

sore,Iwokeupthismorningwithsomething



pressingintomystomachandfeelinganurgeto

speweverythingthatIateinthemiddleofthemight

aftersneakingintothekitchenwhileeveryonewas

sleeping.

“Yesthat”sheanswersandYolokaziwalksintothe

roomcarryinghersneakersinherhands,no

greetingorwhatsoevershegrabsthesandwichin

myplateshovingitinsidehermouthbefore

grabbingmylunchbox.

“Congratulationsonyourpregnancymotase,wewill

talkwhenIcomeback,fromwork,Iamlatebye”

shewavesherhandsintheairandrunningoutof

thedoorwithoutclosingitbehindher,weexchange

lookswithOnalennabeforewebotheruptwith

laughter.

Thatoneneverceasetoamazeyou!



“Issherunningawaybecauseshedoesn’twantus

toaskwhereshewaslastnightorsheisgenuinely

late?”IaskOnalennaandsheshrugsnonchalantly.

“Ihavetogo,Mihlalihasbeenextremelynicetome

Ithinkshewantstofireme”shesaystakingher

baganddramaticallytakingadeepbreath“And

pleasetellKayise,hedeservestoknow”

“WhatdoIdeservetoknow?”

Onalennaglancestowardsthedooroncetocatch

himstandingtherewithabouquetofflowersand

brownpaperbag,hehasasphinx-likeexpression

acrosshisfaceandhiseyesarefurrowed.“Iamso

sorry”shemumblesunderherbreathbeforeshe

turnsaroundgreetinghimandwalkingoutleaving

medrowninginapoolofdifferentemotionsallat

once.



Hewalksinandclosingthedoorbehind,“Whatis

thatIdeservetoknow?”heasksmeonceagain,

standingtallintheroom,hispresencedemanding

alltheattentionintheroom.

Igazeupathimthroughmylashes.Heisso

beautiful,Icouldstareathimforever.I’mparalyzed

withastrange,unfamiliarneed,completely

captivatedbyhim.“Youcannotjustshowuphere

allthetimeKayise”

“Mysisterstayshere,soIcanshowupanytimeI

want.IamwaitingforyoutotellmewhatisthatI

deservetoknowbeforeImakeyoutalkKhethelo”

hesayswithoutatranceofhumourthenheplaces

thebouquetofflowerstostridetowardsme.His

proximityisoverwhelming,exhilarating.The

familiarpullisthere,allmysynapsesgoadingme

towardhim.

Hegrabsmesuddenlyandyanksmeupagainst



him,onehandatmybackholdingmetohimand

theotherfistinginmyhair.“You’repregnantare

you?”Icanbarelybreathe.Hisexpressionissoft

andtender.Ifrownathim,perplexed.

“Apparently”Iswallowmymouthsuddenlydry.

Hegivesmeawickedgrin,theeffectofwhichtravel

allthewaydownthere.“Apparently?”

“Idon’tfeelpregnant”

“Youdon’thavetofeelpregnant,thesymptomsare

thereright?”

“Somethinglikethat.Sometimesthethoughtofyou

makesmewanttostrangleyouinyoursleepbut

wheneveryouarearounditevaporatesandIdon’t

wantyoutoleave”Hejustsmiledsoftlyandthen



hislipsrubagainstmines.Desireexplodeslikefire

workthroughoutmybodyandI’mkissinghimback,

matchinghisfervorandmyhandswrappedaround

hisneck.Hegroans,alowsexysoundintheback

ofhisthroatthatreverberatesthroughmeandhis

handsmovesupanddownmybodytothetopof

mythighandhisfingersdiggingintomyflesh

throughthefabricthatIamwearingbeforehepulls

apartwhenwebothneedtocatchabreather.

“Doyouwanttogoseeadoctorforassurance

aboutyourpregnancy?”hesmilesadazzling,

unguarded,natural,all-teeth-showing,glorious

smile.

“Yousoundhappyaboutthis”

“Canyoublameme?Iamgoingtobeafather,I

cameheresoIcandriveyoutoworkactually”



“Iamnotgoing”

“Whynot?”

“Yourgirlfriendthreatenedmeandaskedmetostay

awayfromyouthenshewentonandtoldmymom

thatIamsleepingwithherhusbandandthatisyou”

“Tumelo?”

“Hmm”Imurmur.

Heislookingdownatme,hisgazehooded,hiseyes

darkeningandhisbreathingharderthantheusual.

“Iwillsortthatout,don’tworryaboutit”hisgazeso

intenseittakesmybreathaway.Iwantedtospit

likeadragon.ButIcannot.“Ihavetogotowork”



“Youareleaving?”

“Iknowyoudon’tmeto.Iwillcallyouandthenlater

Iwillcomearound.Youwanttospendthenightat

myhouse?”

“No”

“Iknowyoudo,takecareofyourselfandtomorrow

we’reseeingthedoctor,noexcuses.Iloveyou”

“Mustbenice”

Hechuckles,“Iamleaving”Hekissesmyforehead

withhishandrestingonmystomachthenhewalks

out.

Whydidheleave?



Ispenttheentiredaysulkingandpluggedinfrontof

thetelevisionscreen,Iwasnotplanningon

switchingonmyphoneeitherbecauseIknow

exactlymybodywasgoingtohoverovermewith

countlessquestionsaboutthehusbandIhavebeen

sleepingwith—canyoubelievethatshestarted

prayingformeoverthephoneandevencrying

becauseIamgoingagainstthewordofGodall

becauseofabitterandpettywomanwhowantsher

breadbutteredonbothsides.

LateronYolokaziarrivedbackfromworkandshe

wasshoutingsinceeveryonehasbeentryingtocall

meaboutgoingtoBongeziwe’shousesincehe

plannedasmallgatheringuponourarrivalwefound

OnalennaandAzandetogetherinthekitchenloudly

laughing.

Ipersonallywouldn’tbeabletobeinasameroom

withamanwholeftmeonmyweddingtomarry



anotherwomanbutthatwasnotjustit,Mongezi

camealongwithanotherwomancalledLulubut

ratherthanthattheatmosphereiswarm,beautiful

andglorious.

“Luluwhatareyoudrinking?Ihopeyouarenot

pregnant”Yolokazisaystoherandshesmilesshyly

andleaningonthekitchencounter.

“Wineisfine”Luluresponds.

“Ohyouarenotpregnant,good”Yolokazi,Iknow

exactlywhatsheistryingtofindout.Shepoursher

aglassofwineandhandingittoher,“soyouand

Mongezi?”sheasks,andwealleyeballheratonce.

Azandeisactuallyreallynice.

Lulutakesasipfromherglass,“Whatno?Heismy



boss.AlthoughIfindhimattractivebuthenever

lookedatmelikethat”

“Thenwhyareyouhere?”Yolokaziasksagain

interrogatingher.

“Wehadalatemeetingthenheinvitedmehere,

nothingmuch”sheanswerandplacingherglasson

thetable.

“Enoughwiththeinterrogation,wearedonewiththe

potssoweshouldgotothelivingroom”Onalenna

comesintotherescue.

Kwandaisnowhereinsightortakingourcallsfor

thatmatter.

Wemakeourwaytothelivingroom,themusicis

throbbingloudly.Theguysarehavinga



conversationaboutsports,averyweirdwayto

connecttrustme.Aftersometimewehearaknock

andtheunimpressedBongeziweaboutLulu’s

presencegetuptogetthedoorandhecomesback

withahugegrinplasteredonhisfacewalkingside

bysidewithKwandawholooksmesmerizingly

beautifulinalongknittedloosenupdress.Mongezi

spillsouthisdrinkandgetsupfromthecouch

stridingtowardsher.

Theroomgoessilence,watchingthetwo.The

chemistrybetweenthemisundeniable.Itfeelslike

wehaveshrunkaroundthem,astheysharean

intensegazeandsmiles.

Eventhoughhelosthismemorybuttheloveinhis

eyesissovisible.

Wechoosetogogatheroutsidearoundthe

fireplace,theweatherischillybutsetsupthemood.

IamcurledupinKayise’sarmscoveredinablanket



withhischinrestingontopofmyhead.Weare

sharingagalesoflaughter.

“Isn’tweirdthateventhoughMongeziissuffering

frommemorylossbuttheystillhavethis

undeniableconnectionwithKwandawhichmeans

theyweremeanttobe?”Yolokaziasksburpingand

holdingherglassofwineclosetoherlips“youtwo

aregoingtobeamazingparents”andjustlikethat,

thehiddentruthisout.

Everyonehastheireyesout,holdingtheirbreaths

andtightlyholdingattheirbottlesandglasses.

IavertmyeyestowardsOnalennawhoisstuckin

betweenlaughingandrunningoutoftheroom.

Azandeisblinkingsorapidlythatthisfeelslikethat

unexpectedlighteninginthemiddleofthenight.

“Everyoneseemssocivilizedheretonightyabona



butwenaAvuleleIwillneverforgiveyouforleaving

OnalennaatthealterforAzandebutsincesheis

beautifulandtheyaregettingalong,Imight

consider”

Ichokeonmyownsaliva!

Kayise’sisjustgroaningherelikesomeonejust

stabbedhim.

Silence!

Onlythemusiccomingfromtheinsideisloomingin

betweenallofus.

“Whatdidyousayatfirstagain?”Mongezifrowns,it

isveryhardtoreadhisexpression.Butisstillcalm

asever,holdinghisbeerinhishand,chuckling

sardonically.



“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”Azande.

IamscaredtoeitherlookatOnalennaoreven

Kwandaatthismoment,Iamliterallyshakingon

theirbehalf.

Yolokaziburps,“Yohthixo!”shesayswhenshe

realisewhatshehasdone,“Iamdrunk.WhereamI?

WhoamI?WhatamIdoinghere?”sheblinks

rapidlyandgulpingdownherglassallatonce.

Kayisestillfindshumourinthis?

“Ineedaglassofwater”sheattemptsgettingup

butstumblesbackwardsandKungawotakesher

handmakinghersitafterinformingherthatshewill

getherwater.

“WhatisshetalkingaboutAvulele?”Azande’slips



trembles.

“Iamso...”Yolokaziwasabouttoapologisebut

insteadsheburpsandrunsoffsurelytothrowup.

ShehasbeendrinkingtheshotsBongeziwehas

beengivingherandwine,whatdidsheexpect?

Itissotenseinhere!

Mongezidoesn’tbothersayingawordinsteadhe

getsupfromwhereheissittingandgrabbinghis

carkeysthenhepausesrubbinghishandacross

hismouth.“Allofyouknewhere?”

“Hhayimina”IdefendmyselfandOnalennashoots

mealook.

Kwandagetsup,“Yolokazi!”sheyellsoutangrily

surelytopunchherfacebutMongezigrabsherby



herhand.

“Whydoyouwanttofighther?Fortellingthetruth

somethingthatyoufailedtodo?”Yoh,Yoh,Yoh!

Tearsfalloverhercheekslikeafretfulstreamover

bouldersandherlipstremblesasshecries.He

startschewingonhislowerlipandhiseyeswelled

upwithtearsthenhelooksaway,so,sobrokenlike

amaninanagonizingpain.Thenheturnstodart

hiseyesbetweeneveryone.Theyareburningwith

ragethatIholdontightlyonKayise’shand.

“Mongezi...”

“Youhadsomanychancestotellmethetruth

Kwanda.Ialreadykneweverythingcausemy

mothertoldmeafterIfoundthis...”heshoveshis

handinhispocketandcomesbackwithapictureof

ascanandanothervintagepictureofKwanda



smilingandholdingherstomachandhethrows

themather“...Iaskedagainandagainandyoulied

tomemaMkhungowhy?”

“Ngezi...”Bongeziwe.

“ThulaBongeziwe,thulanjebecauseyoualsolied

tome!”Mongezisays,howishesocalm?The

angerislacedinhisvoicebutbodylanguage?Calm

andcollected.

“Iwantedtotellyou...”Bongeziwe

“Thula!”hisvoiceissternandsonorous.

“Nokwanda”Heturnstoherandsheopensand

closeshermouth,swallowinghersaliva.Heclicks

histongueandwalksoutoftheroom,thenshe

followsrightbehindhimwipinghertears.



“Avulele,let’sgoweneedtotalk!”Azandesays,she

doesn’twaitforanotherwordfromhimasshegets

upandwalkingout.

“ButwecannotblameYolokazishewasn’tfilledup

aboutanythingandminaIamgladthetruthisout

becauseIcouldn’tkeepup”Kayisesaysandsips

onhisbottle.

Hectic!

[03/02,07:05] :LOVEONDEMAND

17.

YOLOKAZI

Iclingintothetoiletbeforepullingmyselfupwitha



groan,mystomachrumblesandIhavetobendover

againandthrowupwithmyeyesbecomingwatery.

Iamsuddenlyfeelinghot,asifIamunderthe

scorchingsun.Myheartispoundingandblood

thrumsloudlyinmyeardrums;thealcoholflowing

throughmysystem,amplifyingthesound.“Areyou

okayinthethere?”Hisvoiceisfollowedbyaknock,

“DrNtuli”herepeatedlyknockonthedoor.

Iwipeoffmymouthandcatchingabreather,sitting

flatlyonthecoldmarblefloorandhittingmy

foreheadwithmyhand.

“Leave!”Isaygroaning,attemptingtogetupbutI

stumbleandfallbackonmybuttockscausingme

towhimperinpain.

“Didyoujustfall?”Iplacemyfingersagainstmy

mouth,suppressingthelaughterthatwantstocrawl

outofmymouth.



Whathavegotmyselfinto?ButalsoIdidn’tknow

thetruthwasshovedsomewhereintheshelvesand

noonewassupposedtofindoutaboutit.

“OkayYolokazipleaseopensowecantalk”his

voiceiseerilysoft.

“Iwon’tbeabletogetup”Idragmyvoicefrommy

throatandIhearhimchucklingsoftlyontheother

side.

“Crawlallthewaytothedoorknob”Hisvoiceis

mildy.Isitherelisteningtothebeatofdrumsfrom

themusicthrobbinginthelivingroom.Thestingof

alcoholandmylegsthatfeelslikegelatin.Iclose

myeyestogainmystrength,mostsuperheroesdo

thisinmoviesbeforeveinsappearsontheirskins

andtheygainsomesortofsuperpower.



Iholdontotheslipperywallsandrapidlyblinking

whiletakingonestepatthetime.Itfeelsasthough

myfeetaredrowninginthemudateachstepthatI

take.

HowmanyshotsdidItake?Howmanyglassesof

winedidIdrink?

Imanagetoflutterthedooropenbutinthat

momentmybodycrashintohis.Iyelpteetered

backward.Myarmswindmilledandhandscatchme

bymywaistanddragsmeupright.Mybarefeetroll,

notfindingtheirfootingbutthishasnothingtodo

withalcoholandeverythingtodowiththegorgeous

manstealingmybody’ssenseofequilibrium—I

reallycalledhim“umubiza”,this?Withthatsilkskin,

so,sodark.Isurelyalmostfellbecauseofthe

dramathathaveerputedbecauseofmybigmouth.

“Areyouokay?”Igriphisarmsandstrugglingto

regainmybalance.Idartmyeyesintohisfaceand



instantlyfeelheatstainmycheeks.

“YaziumuhlewenaKungawo[Doyouknowyou’re

handsome]”hegrins.Dimplessliceshischeeksand

hiseyessparkle.Hishandscurleventighteraround

mywaistasiftheyweremeanttobelacedthere.As

ifheisratherenjoyingmyproximity“Atsomepoint

IsaidyouwerenotmytypeandIcalledyou

umubizacauseIwasindenial.Butkesanayou

turnedmyworldupside,jongangokuevenwhenI

trytosleepIthinkaboutyou.Whatdidyoudoto

me?”

“Youaredrunk”Hisvoiceisthickandthroatyand

sensual.IfIcouldIwouldswallowthesound.His

handsarehotandpossessiveagainstmywaist.

“Letmetakeyouhome”

“Letmefinishatleastbecausemysistermightkill

meandImightnotbeabletotellyouthis...”he

grinshumorously.Istareathisthicklipswithadip



intheupperonethatmakesmewanttobiteitand

knowinghowtheytasteandfeelmakesmymind

runsariot“IthinkIwanttogiveyouachance”

“Youthink?”

“Hehakeuvileukubanditheni[YouheardwhatI

said]”

“Iwantyoutobesure”hedrawls“Youthinkoryou

knowYolokazi?”mynameislikeapurrinhislips.

“Iknow”

“Letmetakeyouhome,wewilltalkaboutthiswhen

you’resober”Ohwell,Iamnottouchingthis

conversationanymore.WhenIamsober?Soze.



“Kungawo”

“Whenyou’resoberDrNtuli”Therumbleofhis

voicereverberateddirectlybetweenmylegs.Heis

makingmeshamelesslyhorny.Makingforgetabout

thetroubleIamin.

Myhandsthreaddeepinhisunrulydreadlocksand

heturnshisheaddeepeningmykissthatcaught

himbysurprise,hemadeakeeiningnoiseof

surprise.Hedeepensthekisswithabiteandgrowl,

oneofhishandsgrabbingmebythebackofmy

necktotipmeexactlythewayhewants,hisother

handsnakingaroundmywaistandliftingmeoffthe

floortodangleagainsthim.Itastethewaykisses

aresupposedso:vibrant,electricandvividas

candy.Eachkissexplosive,mytongueandIbitehis

upperlip.

Butweareinterruptedbyfootstepsaswepullaway

fromeachotherit’sKwandawithtearscoveringher



faceandmucusonhernose—shestanding

immobileasastatueandsobroken.

Kungawoclearshisthroat,“Uhm...letmeleaveyou

both”hesays,Ishoothimalook.Heclearlywants

medead.

HewalksawayandimmediatelyKwandatakesa

stepforward,Ifluttermyeyescloseexpectinga

punchthatwillthrowmebackinsidethebathroom

insteadshewrapsherhandsaroundmeand

nuzzlingonmyneck.“AhMoonie”Isaycomforting

her,Icanhardlystand.InthatmomentOnalenna

andKhetheloappearsdraggingthebothofusinthe

bathroomandlockingthedoorbehind.

“Yolokaziwhatwasthatabout?”Onalennaisthe

angryoneinstead.

“AttackmewhenI’msober!”Isayenteringthe



bathtubandmakingmyselfcomfortablethere.

“Doyouhaveanyideawhatyouhavedone?”

Onalennaagain.

“Justletitgo,Ona”Kwanda.

Iamnottheonlyonesurprisedhere!

Silence!

Shetakesadeepbreath,“Iwasthewrongonehere

andIshouldn’thavedraggedeveryoneintothis.

Andshehadnoanyideathatwewerehidingthis”Is

thisNokwandaYomelelaMkhungo?Itmustbethe

alcoholinmysystembecausetheoneIknowwould

beturningthisbathroomupsidedowntryingtokill

me.“Iwasselfishasalwaysandmakingthisabout

mewhenitwasnotaboutme”



Shecomesandsitwithmeinthebathtubandtakes

adeepbreath,wipingoffhertears.

“WhatdidMongezisay?”Khethelo

“Heaskedmetowalkawaybecausehedidn’twant

tosayordosomethinghemightregret.Itriedtobe

stubbornandhejustclamberedintohiscarandleft.

Bongeziweaskedmetolethimbebecausebeing

pushywillmakethematterworse.Hewarnedme

butIdidn’tlisten”

“Youweredoingwhatyouthoughtwasbestforhim

honeyandthereisnothingwrongwiththat”

Onalenna

“BylyingtohimOnalenna?Donotconsolemewith

liesnow.Imessedupandthatisthat”Kwanda.



“Youreallymessedupwethu!Youweresupposed

totellMongezithetruthfromthestart,fromthe

beginning,fromekuqaleni”Isay.

“Whenyousaidfromthestartthatwasenough

Yolokazi”Khethelochuckles.

“What’snext?”Onalenna.

“OhwenaAzandeisgoingtokillyouandwena

KwandaMongeziisgoingtokillyou.Twofunerals,

inoneday”Iteasethemandourlaughtererupt,

echoingthebathroom.

“Iwillgivehimtimeandthenseewhathappens

next”Kwanda.

“AndyouOna?”Khethelo.



“Mewhat?Iamnottheonewholeftawomanatthe

alter.Ineverliedtoanyoneeither”sheshrugs

nonchalantly.

“Ineedtothrowupguys!”Iwarn
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KAYISE

What’stheworst?

Havingtopulldownyourmother’slifelessbody

hangingfromthetreeandwatchinghernot

breathing,nottalking,notblinkingandnolonger

livingorfindingoutthemanwhotaughtyouabout

manhoodwasnotyourrealfatherbutyourfatheris

theonewhowasintroducedasyourmother’sboss



[ubasi]—thebosswhomwassogenerousthathe

sentyoutooneofthebestschoolsinthecountry

andyoufeltlikeyouneverbelongedthere,theone

whowaskindenoughtomakesureyourmother

comeshomewithbagsfullofexpensivebranded

clothestogetthefeelingofbelonging.No,no,no

thatisnotjustit.Thelittledollthatcamehomewith

yourmotherwrappedinawhiteblanket,eyes

closedandsmellingsopure.Theonethatwas

introducedtoyouasyouryoungersisterand

naturallybecameclosetoyourheartisactually

yourcousin,soundsfuckedupdoesn’tit?

Iknow!

Butthere’smore,theoneyouthoughtwasyoursoul

mateandpicturedwalkingdowntheaislewitha

smileonherfaceandapproachingtowardsyou

actuallysnatchedawayaspecialgiftfromyou,

becomingafatherandleftyouglueingyourhearts

togetherandlearninghowtobreatheagainright



aftershewalkedintoyourroomwavingadiamond

ringonyourfaceandannouncingtheyaregetting

marriedthefollowingday,awwnottoyou,nobutto

someoneelsewhoisabettermanthanyourare.

Sotellmewhat’stheworst?

Gettingacallwhileyouareinatherapysession

fromsomeonewhohastaughtyouhowtolove

again,madeyoutasteit,feelit,walkitandtalkit

tellingyoushecanlongerbewithyoubecauseof

yourunresolvedissues?

Yourpastmeddlingwithyourpresent?

Yes—Khethelojustmadeitcleartomethatshe

wantsnothingtodowithmewhileawomanfrom

mypastisstillinthepicture,theonewhowalked

awayfrommeisnowonherkneesandhereyes

cloudedwithtearsbeggingforanotherchance.Iam



notsellingchances.Andsheismostdefinitelynot

gettinganyfrommebutshehasanotherthing

comingsincesheisthrowingthreatsatKhethelo

andevenfeedinghermotherwithnothingbutdeceit

andlies.

Loseagemoverastone?Never.

Wecameheretohealspirituallyandmentallythat

isMongezi’sjourneythatcouldpossiblyhelphim

regainhismemoryandatfirstIthoughtitwasjust

awomantakingchancesabouthelpinghimand

justwantingmoneybecauseifsheishelpinghim

thenwhyareweneededhere?Beingtoldabouther

husbandwhoreadsmindsandenergies,theysaid

shecanseethefuture,communicatewithdeath

peoplemorelikeamediumandalsoshecanheal,it

allsoundedlikealowbudgetmovietomeuntilwe

gothereatfirstIwasmesmerizedbyhow

captivatingsheis,sostunningandIswearherskin

looksshimmeringlikediamonds,soradiantandher



smilesnatchesyouandtakeyoutotheworld

you’veneverbeenbefore,yournirvanaandthenI

methersovereignsidetoher.Andthat’swhenI

knewthatthisisnotamovie,nooneisgoingto

scream“cut”or“action”here.

SheintroducedherselfasHinataNaomiLisakhanya

KhuzwayoPalm,IwishIcouldseeheridentification

cardbecauseIamsurethosenamestakeenough

space.

Anywaysshetaughtmesomethingwhenshestood

inthemiddleoftheroominapinkdressthat

matchedhermakeup,shehadtearsinhereyesbut

shekeptaheartwarmingsmileonherfacehasshe

utteredwisdomwordstouchingforgiveness.Iam

notaforgivingpersonandIalwaysbelievedthat

whenonedomewrong,theyshouldsufferthe

consequencesonewayortheother.Itcouldbeat

thatmomentoninthefuturebutonethingforsure

is,they’llsuffertentimesworsethanwhattheydid



tome.Itmademesleepniceatnightandmostlyit

putmeateasebecauseseeingtheirpainbrought

mesuchjoy—Iamme,revengeismything,watch

thembleed,Ilikeit—butmyperspectivesaboutthis

haschangedandmostlymyviewsaboutfamilyand

howmuchitreallymeansmoreespeciallywhen

shementionedthataftershelosthermothershe

knewshestillhadmothers’wholovedherjustlike

hermotherdidinhercircleoffamilybecauseof

howunitedtheyare.

“Somepeoplearenotworthyofyourforgiveness

butforgivethem,doitforyourself.Butforgiving

thatdoesn’tmeanyouhavetosharethesametable

asthemordoesitmeansyou’reokaywithwhat

theydidtoyoubutalsoforgiveyourselfforallowing

themtotreatyourthatway”maybethosewerenot

herexactwordswhenshesaidthatbutIfeltthose

wordsknockingonmyheart.Theykeptechoingin

myheadthatitfeltasifslowlybutsurelyitwas

closinguparoundmychestandIcouldn’tbreathe.



Ithasbeenhardformetoforgive“myfather”for

howhetreatedmymotherbecauseIgotto

witnessedeverythingunfoldingrightinfrontofme,

ithasbeenhadtoforgivemyhypocriticalfather

whowassleepingwithhismaidbehindhiswife’s

backandIwastheresultfortheirungodlyhourbut

whenhiswifedidthesametohimandsleptwith

hisbrotherhethreatenedtokillpeopleandgoingas

farastakinghisownlifeatthatmoment.Iamnot

angryofhowhedied,Iamangryatthedouble

standards.Iamangryatmymotherwhochosean

easywayoutbygrabbingarobeandfindinga

perfectlongtreetotakeherlifeon,leavingus

behindwithunansweredquestions.Iwasangryat

thatwomanwhotookawaytheeuphoriathatwas

filledinsidemeafterfindingoutIwasgoingtobea

father.Oh!Shetookmyheartandcheweditthen

spatitacrossthestreetbutthatangerisnolonger

livingnorbreathinginsideme.

AndnowIwanttobreakthechainsaroundmy

heartandalsoforgivemyselfforhoweverything



turnedoutinmylife.Itwasnotmyfault.Noneofit

wasmyfault.Ididnothingwrong.Iwasjusta

spermlivinghisbestlifeinasackbutturnedinto

humaninawrongway.SurewecanpaintMihlalias

aantagonistallwewant,wellsheisonebutevery

womanhasabreakingpoint.

Whatifthismanhasbeensleepingwithdifferent

womenandshehadtobeokaywithit?Iamnother

apologistforwhateverdeedsthatshedidbutIam

againstallofit,Iamnottakingsidesbutevery

humanhereastheirbreakingpoints—Isurelysound

likeanactivist.

“Areyouokay?”Bongeziwecomesandsitwithme

outside,heisalsostuckinhisturmoilofemotions

whichisunderstandable.Thepersongrowingup

knowinghashisbrotherhasbeenstuckinaroom

formorethantwohoursnowsinceHinatasaidhe

washealinghim.IdecidedtogooutsidebeforeI

gotacallbeingdumpedbecauseIcouldn’twatch



Kwandalikethat.Thewayhertearsinvoluntarily

justfell.Howshebitesherlips.Howsheisso

restless.Howshewishesshewasinthatroom

doinganything,somethingtomakesureherman

comesbacktoher.

Ilookupathim,“Allgood”Isaywithagrinhiding

mytrueemotions.

“You’renot”attentivelyhelooksatmeandIhang

myheadlow“Irelate”hewincesandrubbinghis

handsagainsthispants“Forgivingishard”Idon’t

knowifhe’stalkingtomenoworhimselfbuthis

voicesoundedsoftlikesummernightbreeze“but

todayitseemedeasy”

Iamnottheonlyonewhofeltthat!

“Youfeltthattoo?”



“IwantedtokillAvuleleinfactIhavebeenplanning

ondoingitwithoutOnalennaknowingitwasmebut

today,heisnotworthitman”

“Whoabafo!"Ipause“youweregoingtokillhim?”I

creasemyeyebrow.

“Dead,gone,dudu”

“Whatchanged?”

“Hinata,whenshespokeabouttheimportanceof

family.Ofcoursewehavedifferencesbutbafo

minawhyshouldIholdontowhathappenedwhen

Onalennahasforgivenherandevenmovedonwith

herlifeandngaphaIambeingbitter?Iam

destroyingmyselfnothimandsecondlyiftheygot

marriedIwouldn’thavemetOnalenna”



“That’strue,youshouldbethankful”Ichuckleand

sohedoesandglancingatme.

“Andsodoyou.Ifyouwerestillwiththatothergirl

youweren’tgoingtomeetKhethelo”

Iscoff“Khethelodumpedme”Itellhimandhetugs

hisheadin.

“Why?”

“TumelowenttoKhethelo’smotherandtoldherthat

herdaughterissleepingwithherhusbandandIam

thehusband”

“Oh...”hemurmurs“whenwasthewedding?”Ishe

askingseriousorheisbeinganidiot?



“Wearenotmarriedslima!”

Helaughs“whywereyoudumped?”

“Tosortoutmyissues”

“Whatareyougoingtodo?”

“Sortthem”

“LetmehandleTumeloandyoucandealwithyour

woman,we’rebrothers”

“Whatareyougoingtodo?”

“Wearefamily,rememberweshouldunite?Thisis

thefirststep”hepatsmyshoulder“nowlet’sgo,

Kwandaneedsus”hepullsmeupsowecanreturn



backtothehouse.

“Bongeziwewhatareyougoingtodo?”Iaskhim

again,wondering.

Hechuckles,“hawudonotworry”

Uponreturningbackinsidethehousethetense

atmospheremakesmefeellikeIhavebeenshoved

inacoffinandIamsuffocatinginsideandinthat

momentHinatawalksintotheroomandIhear

gasps,everyonewasindeedsuffocatingunderthe

poolofemotions.“Isitdone?”Mihlaligetsupfrom

thecouchandfiddlingwithherfingers.

“NotyetbutIwantBongeziweandKayise,their

fatherwantstotalktothem”whereoverthephone?

Butheisdead.Ishenotdead?

“Myhusband?”Mihlali“Andwhataboutme?”



“Hespecificallywantstospeaktohissons,come

withme”

“Mongeziisnothisson”

Ahthiswoman!

Youdefendherandtrytostandbyherthenshe

doessomethingelse.

“Butheraisedhim”Hinatasmileswarmly“Boys,

letsgo”mybuttocksaregluedonthecouchandI

cannotperkup.

Hewantstotalknow?Asinrightnowormaybe

hourslater.

Ibreatheoutandfollowrightbehindher.
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WewalkintotheroomandIhaveexpected

somethingelseratherthanthis.Haveyouseenhow

divinersroomsareportrayedinmoviesandsoaps

withherbsandboneseverywherebutthisis

differentorisitbecausesheisnotadivinernora

herbalistbutaclairvoyantmostlysayamedium.

Whensheseemsmedawdlingaroundwithmyeyes

shekeepsherunflappablenaturewhileontheother

handMongeziisphlegmaticlayingdownonawhite

clothwithhiseyesflutteredclosed.“Areyou

scared?”sheasksmeinaserenetoneandIhave

nochoicebutrathershakingmyheadyes,Iam

scaredthisplacelookslikehowheavenwould’ve



lookedlikepaintedinwhitewithbrightshinning

scentedcandlesandwhatalmostlookslikea

waterfallbehindus,howdidtheyevendothat?

“Sodon’tbescaredwhenyouhearyourfather’s

voicethroughme.Theytakeoverme”Don’tbe

scared?Ha,ha,haIamalreadypetrifiedand

chokinginmyownwordsthatwantstoescapemy

mouthbutisinhorror-strickentobeuttered.

WhyisBongeziwepiqued?

“I’llneedyoutogetmeoneofthosecandlesand

placeitherethengetmewaterfromtherewiththis

bowl”It’saminimalistwhitebowlandIamthefirst

onetoperkuptofetchthecandle—thatwasn’tthe

planbutIenvisageonrunningoutoftheroomas

thoughIwaschasedbydemonswithoutlooking

backbehindme.



“Mongeziisnotpartofthis?”Bongeziweglimpseat

himwithhisshirtunbuttonedandshowinghis

chestandIcanseetinypieceofartaroundhis

shoulders.

“Don’tworryabouthim”Hinatarespondsmaking

herselfcomfortablewithherfeetbeneathherand

shestartswritingonthenotepadinherhandsbut

hereyesareunfocused“Yourfatherhewas

QopheloThembela?”Idon’treallyknow.

“Yebo”Bongeziweagrees.

“AndyouarehisfirstbornbeforeKayise?”Againwe

bothagreeandnoddingourheadswhileshe

continueswritingwhateverthatsheiswritinginher

notebook.“Theaccidentwasn’tsupposedtobe

catastrophic.Hedidn’tmeantohurtMongezinor

didhewanttodiebecausehewantedtobethere

whenthetruthcomesoutsohecananswerall

questions”Iguesstheconversationstartshere.My



palmsarenowsweaty.

“Whatwashisintentions?Heknewverywellwhat

hewasn’tdoing?”

“Iactedoutofanger.Iwasimpulsivefindingmy

wifeinbedwithmybrotheranddiscoveringthatthe

sonIwasraisingforyearswasnotmines”Ihearda

masculinevoice,Iheardit.Damnthisiscrazy.

“Yourfatherissayinghedidn’tmeantohurtanyone

butheactedoutofangertoscareyourmotherand

youruncle.HewouldneverhurtMongeziin

anyway”OhHinataisback.

“That’sfunnybecausewearehere!”Bongeziwe

says,hecanspeakforhimselfthatisonethingfor

sure.

“Mongezihasnothingtodowiththis.Iwantedyour

motherandyouruncletosufferandfeelmywrath



regardlessofwhathappenedinthepastIforgave

thembutpoisoningmysonintolosingmemory

afterwhathappened.Aha!Iwasn’tjustgonnasit

andwatchthem.Iwantedthemtoseewhatwould

actuallyhappenifhelosthismemoryseriously.

YouarenotherebymistakeIbroughtyouhere”Our

fatherspeak,youcanheartheragelaceinhisvoice

andHinatahashereyesflutteredclosedbeforeshe

opensthemquickly.“Youheardthat?Yourbrother

issufferingbecauseofhisparentssinandyour

fatheralsoneedsyoutoforgivehimforcausing

paininyourheartswhileyouwatchedyourbrother

sufferbutmostlyfromKayise”

“Whyme?”

“Youknowwhyyou...”Hinataresponds“Don’tyou

hatehimforbeinghypocriticalaboutthisentire

situationandnotbeingfullyintoyourlife?”

“Nottrue”



“Areyoucallingmealiar?”hereyebrowcreases

boringascorchinggazeintome.Haveyourheart

everdrummedsoloudthatyourearsalso

composesasaxophonetocreateasoundofwhat

youarefeeling?

“No”Iswallowmysaliva

“Youhatehim?”

“Yes”

“Thentellhimwhy,heislistening”Iclenchmy

jawlinerepeatedlyandblinkingwhatevertheliquid

substanceatthecornerofmyeyesthreateningto

spill.

No,amandoesn’tcrynomatterhowthepainfeels

whethermentally,spirituallyorevenphysically.



“Ideservedmorethanjustgifts.Ideservedtogrow

uparoundmybrothersandbetherewiththem.I

deservedmoreandmostlyIdeservedafather.For

himtojustjumpandthreateningtokillpeople

whereashedidthesamethingthattomeis

hypocritical”Ifinallyspeakoutburpingmytrue

emotions.

“Iwantedtobethefatheryouwantedbutyour

motherdidn’twantmetobepartofyourlife.We

hadarelationship.Ilovedhermaybeevenmore

thanmywifebutafteryouwereconceivedshe

pushedmefarawayatonepointIthoughtyouwere

notminesuntilyouwerefive,shemademebelieve

youbelongedtoherhusband”hecomesoutagain

andrespondsforhimself.

“Butthatdoesn’tmakeanythingright”



Hinatahasarunnynoseandshecleansthemwith

atissuepaper“Iamsorrythissymbolizesyour

father’stears.Heissorryanditsveryrarefor

ancestorstoadmittotheirmistakes.Hejustwants

youtoacknowledgehimasyourfatherandforgive

himforeverythingeventhedeathofyourfirstchild”

“Butthathasnothingtodowithhim”

“Ithaseverythingtodowithhim”Hinataresponds

“EvenyouBongeziwe.Youneedtohelpyour

brotherinthisandfindyoursisterandbringher

homewhetherdeadoralivesotheycouldbea

cleansingalreadybecauseshehasbarehis

brother’sfruitsandthat’sanincest.Yourancestors

arenothappyandifyoudon’tdothiscleansing

thenyourunbornchildwon’tsurvivebutyoursister

willbetheonewhowillsnatchyourheirfromyou”

Mysister?Theymight’vemadeamistakebecauseI

don’tremembersleepingwithMoonceres.



“Wedon’thaveasister”BothBongeziweandIsay

inunison.

“Didyouloseachild?”sheasksme.

“Yes”Irespond.

“Thatwomanwhowascarryingyourchildisyour

sister”

Ieruptwithlaughterandupheavallookingintoher

eyesbutIdon’tlastforaminute,thereissomuch

powerthere.“Thatisimpossible.Thatcannotbe

true”Iprotest.Iwouldhaveknown.Iwouldhave

seenit.Iwouldhavefeltit.

This—impossible.

Ha,ha,hanicetryactually.Itsoundedrealisticfora

momentbutImean—no.



“WearenotplayinggameshereKayisesoIam

goingtoneedyoutotakethisseriouslyandprepare

yourselffortheworst”

“Theworst?Whatistheworst?Iamgoingtolose

mychildagain?Mygirlfriend”

“No,butwhenithappensyouwillbeprepared”

Tumeloismysister?

“Wheredowegofromhere?”

“Ididsayit’sgoingtobelongthreedays”
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Theghostlysilenceinthishousewhileanaromaof

dumplingandsugarbeanshangsthickintheentire

apartmentisanindicationofhowIactuallyneedto

getalife.ThesmellremindsmeofthoseSunday

morningswhenmymotherusedtowakeupearly

andpreparesupperbeforewecouldgoto

church—ohwhatatime!

Speakingofmymotheritbeentwoweekssinceshe

wentforrehabilitationandshe’sprettymuchdoing

wonderfulbetterthanIhaveexpectedandnowher

smileismoreradiantandherskinisglowing.It’s

crystalclearlikewateratthelakenowthathow

muchofamesmerizingEmpresssheis.Everyday

whenIvisithershetellsmeaboutherplansand

howsheisgoingtotakeoverherlife—itfillsme

withsomuchjoyseeingherlikethatmorelikea

dreambecauseI’vedreamtofseeingherintune

withthatversionofherself.Ourrelationshipis



slowlygrowinglikeaflowerapproachingspring

includingmytwinsister.Thatonehasbeengone

andsuddenlybecomeaspiritualperson.Justdays

agoshewastellingmeaboutawakeningofchakras.

Idon’tevenknowwhatisthatbuttomeissounds

likesorcery.Likethosepeoplewhogatherina

circleburningcandlesandhummingamantra

beforetheysiponaglassofblood.Butalsoshe

makesitsoundsointeresting.Ithinkthatjourney

shehasbeentakingremindedherofwhosheis,her

rootsandancestors.Shesoundsdifferentunlike

thatpersonwho’dcallmeinthemiddleofthenight

drunkandburpingandcryinguntiltheyeventually

fallasleeponthatcall—nevermindI’mtheonewho

doesthatnother.

Iamnotthatmuchofagreatcookerwhenitcomes

tothosefancystrawsandleavesweeatwhenwe

havegatherings.Iamnotcookingforafivestar

hotelbuttomakesurethatmystomachdoesn’t

growl.



AndsinceeveryoneisnotaroundthesedaysallIdo

isgotoworkandstareatpeople’smouthandteeth

thencomebackhomeandcookthenthrowmyself

inbedfromexhaustionorsometimestipsyfrom

justamereglassofwine.Lifehasn’tbeenspicy

sinceI’vebeenrunningawayfromthatmanwho

makesmefeelsomethingso,so,sostrange.He

engulfswithforeignfeelingsandhisaura

consumesme.Isn’tscarymtakabawo?Thereis

somethingsocommandingabouthim.Icannot

lookathimintheeyefortoolong,itfeelswrong.

Evenutteringawordseemslikealaboredthingthat

Ionlyanswerwhathehasaskedandformeto

confessthosestrangelyfeelingswhenIwasdrunk

wasjustabashingandIhavebeenrunningaway

fromhimsince,since.

Stupid!

Whywouldyoutellsomeonethatyoupractically

thoughttheywereuglyatsomepoint?Andthentell



themwhatyoufeelforthem.Whatareyou

expectingtohappenwhenyou’reinyoursober

stateofmind?

Ithoughthewilljustshowupatmyworkplace

demandinganswershastowhyIamavoidinghim

butnothing,Iamsurehealsorealizedhecannotbe

chasingaround“uhlanya”—amadpersonthat

doesn’treallyknowwhatshewants.

Hmm!

Iammakingmywaytothekitchenwhenaknock

interruptsmeandIdragmyfeettothedoor

wrenchingitopen.Oh!Oh!Youcanneverreallytalk

aboutthedevilbecausehecomesknockingatyour

doorstep.

HestaresdownatmewhileIlookathim,whata

giant.Hehashisshirtinhishandsandthetanktop



lookslikehissecondskinwithbloodstains

splashedonit.Andheratherlooksscruffy.

“Kungawo?”myeyeswidensizinghimupanddown

“Whatareyoudoinghere?Didyouyoukillsomeone?

Arethepolicechasingyou?Youcannothidehere”I

raponnotcatchingmybreathandhestepscloser

tome.Ishould’veknowndearGod,he’saserial

killer.Otherwisehowdoyouexplainthoseblood

stains.He’sgoingtokillme.

“WhatarethosebloodstainsKungawo?”He’s

takingevenmorestepcloseruntilheclosesthe

doorbehindthenhecradlesmyfaceinhishands

deeplystaringintomyeyes.Igulpforairthathas

beenknockoutofmylungsstaringatthosedark,

darkeyesthatmatcheshisskintone.

“You’vebeenavoidingmeDrNtuli”Finallyheutters

awordsosmoothlyandalltheworryandquestions

thatwereoverhangingdisappearsinsteadmy

vaginathathasn’tbeenpenetratedinmonthshums



andbegstobeatleasttouch.“Ngenzeni?”heasks

whathehasdone.Nothing.Nothingbutyourtouch

isclearlydoingindescribablethingstomyveins.

“Lutho”Itryhangingmyheadlow.Heplaceshis

fingerundermychinsoIcangrazeupathim.I

cannotlookathim.Ohtodayheisintimidatingthan

heusuallyhishemakeseveryfiberandveinululate

witheroticfeeling.

“LuthoYolokazi?”hefrowns“Areyou’resayingit’s

nothing?”

“What’sthisblood?”Justincasehekillsme.Maybe

hekillswomenthatavoidhimafterweeksof

undeniableconnection.

“Kadengihlabaimbuzi[Iwasslaughteringagoat]”

hetellsmeandIimaginehimcarryingasharpknife

andholdingthegoatbyitshornsandslaughteringit



thatimaginationmakesmymindrunsariot.

“There’ssomethingatmyhouse”

“You’renotgettingmarriedtomorrowareyou?”

Icannotreadhisface,itstaysimpassive“Chabo”

heutters.Hedidn’ttakethatasajokedidn’the?“I

hadtoseeyouYolokazi”

“Iamsorry”mybrainglaresatmewhilemyheart

askswhatIamapologizingforbutmybodywhata

traitorousthingthatfeelsaneedtosubmittothis

man.“Icooked”Iwanttoslapmyownmouth.

Hislipscurlintoasmile“youwantmetostay?”My

motherusedtosayyourwaytoaman’sheartis

throughaplateoffood.He’sfrustrated?Makehim

food.He’smad?Makehimfood.He’swhatwhat?

Makehimfood.Evenwhenhedoesn’teatitbuthe’ll

knowyoumadeitwithlove.



Ijustrespondbackwithasmileandhestepsback

afterplacingakissonmyforeheadandtakingasit

onthatcouch.Andnowthathehassaidithe

actuallysmellsliketraditionalbeerandgoat.

WawuYolokazi!Youwerealreadyaccusinghimof

murder.

Imakemywaytothekitchen.Thisfeelsright

watchinghimsittingatthelivingroomwithhis

headbowedandrubbinghishandstogetherwhileI

sashayaroundthekitchenandpreparingfoodfor

him.

Itakeaclothplacingitovermyshouldersanda

bowlwithlukewarmwaterplacingitonthetray

alongsidehisfoodmakingmywaytohimandI

don’tknowwhatdemonicorsatanicthingthat

possessesmebutIkneelinfrontofhimandhe



looksdownatmewithhiseyespoppingoutofhis

headbutasmileIhaven’texpectedcrawlsoutof

hismouthandhedipshishandsinsidethebowl

washingthemthenIhandhimacloth.

Iamstillonmykneeswaitingforhimtoatleast

takeonespooninhismouthsoIcanseehisface

ashechews.“Areyounoteating?”heasksmeandI

shakemyheadno.Iwatchhimeatwhileonmy

kneesandhefeedsmehereandthereinsilence

untilhe’sdoneeatingandIgetuptakingthetray

withemptyplatebacktothekitchenandreturning

tohim.

Yolokaziisthisyou?You?You?

“Ngiyabongasthandwasami”Ohisthatme?Didwe

madeitofficialbyjustfourdumplingsonaplate

andsugarbeans?“ButIhavetogo”



I’msad,so,sosadandinagonizingpain.

“I’dsaycomewithmebutIknowyouwouldn’t

becausemyhouseisfullofmyrelatives.My

brothersandtheirwivesandmyparents”Ohno,no

I’llpass“Buttomorrowmorningbeforethe

ceremonycanevenstartI’llbehere”

“Here?”

“Toseeyou”

“Okay”

“FineI’llcomeinthemiddleofthenight”

“No,youdon’thaveto”



“IwanttoDrNtuli”

“Finewithme”

“Thefoodwasnice”hecompliments“I’dliketo

leavewithsome”Approvedbyachef?Yes,yes,yes.

“Youwilleatwhenyoucomeback”Itellhimandhe

standsonhisfeetagainsteppingcloserandevery

timewhenhedoesthisit’slikeI’vetookadrugand

it’sslowlymakingmedizzyasittravelsthroughmy

system.Againhekissesmeonmyforeheadand

looksintomyeyesexoticallybeforehewalksoutof

thedoorandthat’stheonlytimeIgettobreathe.I

amabouttocatchabreatherwhenhewalksback.

“Ngiyakuthanda”hesaysthathelovesme.
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Whattimeismiddleofthenight?BecauseIdon’t

knowhowmanytimesI’vestandbythedoor

impatientlytohearhisknockfromtheotherside

andhisvoicegentlycallingoutmynameand

pleadingformetoopen.EventhelipstickI

wen—yes,IwenttobedafterIdabbledalipgloss

andsprayedperfumeoneachsidesofmyneck.I

wantedtoputonmylashesaswellthenI

rememberedIwasnotwearingthemwhenhecame

hereeatingmydumplinglikeitwashislastplateon

earthwhileheglancedtowardsmesurelyhe

couldn’tbelieveIcookedthat,hehavethisideathat

I’dburnthewholecityifIcooked.

Igrabmyphoneandcheckingthetime,theclock

justblinkedfiveaminthemorningandIshimmy

towardsthewindowtoseethesunhangingoverthe



horizon,thecitylightsareslowlybutsurelydying

out,taxisarealreadyhootingandIcanhearthe

soundofscreechingcarsaswellthenthere’sa

whiteoldwomanwithherhusbandcarryingwater

bottlesintheirhandsandrunning.AndhereIam

stillwaitingforamanwhosaidhelovesmewitha

enchantingsmileplasteredonhisface.Iwasleft

staticandflappingmylashesathimbeforeheleft.

Myeyesaresuccumbingtosleep.Ihaven’teven

winkedwaitingforthatmanandIevenwornmy

favoritetwopiecepinksilkynightwear.NexttimeI

seehimIamgoingtorearrangethoseperfectteeth,

Ihatehimformakingmekneelinfrontofhimand

makingmewaitthewholenight,Iknewhewasone

ofsatan’sdisciplesandIhopethatgoathewas

slaughteringwhenhetriestoeatithechokes.

Nxarg!

Iamdeepinmysleepanddreamingaboutthe



grandmotherfrommyneighborchasingmewitha

broomstickuntilIlandonthefloorwhenIheara

knock.Whoeveritisclearlydoesn’tknowthe

meaningofpeace,Iwasupthewholenightwaiting

foranuglymantobeatmydoorstep.Iamusing

thisasconsolation,heisnotanywaynearthat

insultingword.Theknockinghasbecome

rhythmicallyandIamconvincedthatIambeing

pokedintheeyeonpurpose.“Iamcoming!”Idrag

myvoiceandlookingatthewatchthatjustblinked

twelvepm.It’snotthemorningbutfullbright

afternoonandIamdreamingaboutwitchcraft,

thankyouKungawo.

Heislookingame,he’swearinghisfavoritetwo

pieceandshowinghisbowedfirmlegsandwhite

sneakers.Iattemptclosingthedoorathisfacebut

heblocksthedoorwithhisfeetandintentlylooking

atme.Iregretmakingthatdecisionandstepping

asidesohecanwalkin.“Nomatterhowmuchyou

areangryatmedon’teverdothatagain.Weuse

words.Wecommunicatenotshuttingdoorsateach



other’sfaces”hissayswithsomuchauthorityand

commandingtone.Evenmyveryownintestinesare

scared.Hasyourintestineseverbeenscared?

“IamsleepingandIdon’twanttotalkyou”Isayto

himandfoldingmyhandsagainstmychest

pushingmybreastsupandhiseyesfocuseson

themthanmyface.Mxm.Ihangmyarmsonthe

eithersideandlookingoutsidethewindowandnot

him.

“Ihaveavalidexplanation”

“Surelyyouwerewiththatwomanwhooncecalled

meanewskirtandIdon’twanttohearanything

comingfromyourmouthKungawo.Nothing”Iwant

topointthedoorwithmyindexfingersoheleaves

butmyheartglaresatmeanddaringme.

“ThewholenightyouthoughtIwaswithanother



womanrightafterllefthere?”Ohpleasedon’tgive

methatlookmakingmyclitorisshiverandmy

nipplesperkwithneed.“DrNtuli”hecallsforme

andIignorehimsteppingonmyfeetandflaringmy

nostrils“Yolokazilookatme”onequickglanceand

that’sit,itwasenoughtoseehismarblefaceand

howitlightenupwhenIrotatedmyheadtolookat

him.“Igotcaughtuplastnightwithallthese

preparations.Ihadtofetchpeopleandrunaround

thehouselikeaheadlesschicken”OhpoorthingI

canimaginehimrunningaroundwithhishead

placedonthecoffeetable.

“Youcould’vecalledmeKungawo!”

Hetakesasharpintakeofbreath“Iknowbabyand

I’msorry”baby?yesthatme,mynameisbaby.Iam

baby.“Myheadhasbeenallovertheplacelately”

heexplains.AndIwanttowrapmyarmsaround

him,andtightlyholdontohim.



“It’sfine”

“Butyouaremadatme”

“Iforgiveyou”

Hebreathesoutandthenpullsmeclosertohim

wrappinghisarmsaroundmywaistandit’sonly

nowwhenhiscolognefillsmynostrilsIremember

thatIsurelysmelllikearmpitsandmymorning

breathisgoingtokillhimnowthatwearesoclose.

“Everyoneisleavingtonight,canIcomeover?I

decidedtocomeherewhenmymothersentmeto

buymoreice”hechuckles.“Orcanyoucomewith

me,you’llsitinthecarandyoudon’thavetomeet

anyone.I’llbringyouanythingyouwantinacar”

Doesn’tsoundlikeagoodideabutIwanttospend

timewithhim.Iwantbenearhimevenifit’sthree

minutesinacarwithhimbeingcalledafterevery

second.“Iamgoingtoleaveyouwithcarkeysand

wheneverItaketoolongtocomebackyoucan



driveback,I’llunderstand”

Ihadtovideocallmydearsistersoshecanhelp

mewithwhatIcanwear,Icannotdressmyselfto

savemylifeandherservicesalwaysworkwonders,

shesaidshe’llbewaitingforabanknotification.Ifit

wasmeIwouldhavewornananimalprintunder

wear,dressandshoes.Icannotbebotheredabout

whattowear.Ispentalmostanhourdigginginto

mywardrobeandshowingYomelelaeverysingle

clothingsoshecanmatchthemup.Thepoorman

hasbeenshoutingformeandcomplainingthathis

familyiswaitingforice.

AndnowhereIaminasilversatinmiddressand

sandalsthatI’llbestuckwithforhoursinacar.

“Youlookbeautiful”hislipscurlintoasmilewhenI

appear.Hegazesdownatmeasifhe’stryingtosee

intomysoulandthenheurgentlykissesmyeyes,

mynoseandchastelymylipsleavingthelipsin

betweenmylegsululatingandalsoneedingtobe



touchedandkissedandcaressed.“Weshouldgo”

hesaysandwewalkoutwithmelockingthedoor

behindandourscentscollidingperfectly.

Myeyesareoutoftheirownvolitionseeingso

manycarsinandoutofhisyard,nottheToyotaand

Yarisyouseeatyourneighborshousewhenthey

areslaughteringachickenoronegoat,no.I’ve

nevereverdreamtofseeingthesecarsratherthan

ontelevision.PrincessMagogoissingingloudlyas

themusicthrobsfromthebeautifulmodernwhite

tent.“Isthisawedding?”Iaskhimlookingaround

andheshakeshisheadchuckling.NowIcansmell

acowboilinginathreelegspotsurelywitha

dumplingandthatjuicysoup.

“Iamcomingbackokay”hesayspullingoutthekey

fromtheignition,handingittomeandgettingoff

thecarandalreadyIamleftinagonizingpainand

missinghispresence.Wehavebeenlaughingfrom

ourbellybuttons.Ithinkhefindsmefunnybecause



Imakehimlaughquitealotinfact.Hewastelling

meabouthisbrothers,Ihaveforgottentheirnames

buthespokehighlyabouttheolderone.

IcanseealmosteverythingfromhereandIamglad

noonecanevencatchaglimpsebecauseofthese

tintedwindows.Myphonehasbecomesuchabore

alreadytextingbackandforth.Ithoughthewas

goingtoleavetheiceinsideandcomeback,nowI

amherealoneinthiscar.Ishouldhavejuststayed

backandwaitedforhimtocomebacktonightafter

everyoneleft,Ihighlydoubtallthesepeopleare

leavingtonight.

Icanseesomeonewalkingtowardsthecarand

wearingatailormadeumbhancothatismadeof

pantsandoffshouldertopbutherbraidsare

flowinglikewaterfallsoverhershouldersand

walkingbarefootedwithwhitepaintednails,she

looksyoungyetbeautiful.



Sheknocksonmywindowandshehasatrayinher

hand—ohno,no,no—hesaidIwouldn’tmeet

anyonesowhatishissisterdoinghere?Iam

sayingsisterbecausesheisaspitimageofhim.

“Aunt!”sheshoutsfromtheoutsidewithasweet

voiceandIhavenochoicebutopeningthedoor

reflectingthesamesmileonherface.Herbig

buggedlazyeyesarejustperfectonherovalface

andshemakesMarilynMonroeturnredwith

jealousbecauseshemakesredlipstickmore

attractive.IwishIcanaskforskinroutinebecause

ofhowflawlessherebonyskinlooks.“uTatasaidI

shouldbringyouthis”sheflashesaravishingsmile.

Whoisthat?Whoisutata?Thecouldonlybeone

personwhoknowsthatIaminthiscar.“Hesaid

he’scominginfewminutes”sheinformsme

handingmeaplatewithsamosasandsausagerolls,

younameit.Itlooksappealingandverydelicious.

“Thankyou”Ismile



“IamCataleya,hisdaughter”shetellsme.Icanfeel

somethingkickingatmysolarplexus.Ihaveaheart

burnonmyearsifthatisevenathing.“CanIsit

withyouforfewminutes,I’vebeenrunningaround”

shechucklesslightlyandthengetinacarbeforeI

cansayanythingandclosingthedoorbehind

wincing.Iontheotherhandwanttodriveandleave

thisplaceimmediately.“You’remorebeautifulthan

utatadescribedyou”shetellsme.

“Thankyou”VerysurprisingthatIhavenowordsto

utteratthismomentintime.

“Wellherecentlyjustfoundoutaboutmeandthis

ceremonywasforhimtointroducemetohis

ancestors.Myoldersisterwho’sapparentlynothis

realdaughterhatesmyguts”shesaysandwincing,

she’ssurelyventing.Hehasawholedaughterand

she’sateenager?Ahumanthatspeaksandrun,not

withfuroranythingbutaperson.NotwhenIwas

laughingatOnalennabeingastepmother,



NokwandabeingamotherandKhethelonowImust

bepartofthemommyclub?Forwhat?Forwho?No,

thankyou.

“Whyshehatesyou?”AtleastIamcreatinga

conversationandeatingfromthisplatetogetridof

thisbitternessonmytastebuds.

Sheglancesatmeonceandshrugshershoulder

nonchalantly“Idon’tevenknowandshe’sjustthree

monthsolderthanme,imagine”shedramatically

rollshereyes.

Kungawo!!

Threemonthsapart!!

Notonethreeyearsnottwoyearsnotoneyear

threemonths!!

Iamrunning,running,runninglikeBeyoncéwhen



shewasrunningfromherself.

Ichewslowly“shedoesn’thateyou,she’sstill

gettingusedtoyoubeingpartofherlifeaswell

rememberandalsoshefeelsyouaregoingtotake

herplace”

“Idon’twanttotakeherplace”shebreathesout“I

wantustobesisters,bloodornot,utatatreatsher

likehisown”

“Givehertimeeventuallyshewillcomearound”I

tellherandsheglancesatmeonceagainandsmile.

“Howoldareyou?”Iaskher.

“IameighteenyearsoldbututatatreatsmelikeI

ameight”Howoldisherfather?“Ishouldgo,itwas

nicemeetingyou”shewavesherhandandgetting

offthecar.Shekeepsturningbackwatching

towardsmeandwavingherhand,shecannotsee



mebutIcan.

IamleftaloneandnowIwishshedidn’tleave,I

somehowenjoyedlisteningtoherventingwhile

she’sindirectlyspillingallthebeanstome.Ican

longereatthesestartershere,theyarescrumptious

buttheytastelikesandpaperatthemomentwithall

theinformationthathasbeenshoveddownmy

throat.IcanalreadyseeOnalennalaughingand

runningaroundthelivingroomaftermakingthe

announcementorKwandamakingmockeryoutof

me,butno,Icannotbewithhim.

Drama,drama,drama!—andbabymamadramais

theworstdramaalreadythatwomanthatcalledme

anewskirtisgoingtogivemeahardtimeeven

thoughthey’reanolditemandsheliedaboutthe

paternityofherdaughter.Idon’tknowthefullstory

asyetbutfromthescoopsI’vebeenhearing,Ican

seeaclearerpicture.



Idecidetoswitchseatsandshovethekeytothe

ignitionstartingthecar.Thishouseisbuzzing.I

reversebackwardstowardsthegateandthis

electronicthingdoesn’twanttoopenasIpressall

thebuttonsthatIhavewithmeandstillIamstuck.

FinallyafterpressingandpressingitopensandI

amoutofhere.Iamabouttoturnaroundthecorner

wheretiresscreechesandasportcarliketheoneI

amdrivinghaltsinfrontofminesanddoors

dramaticallyflyingopens.Iholdontothesteering

wheelfrozenandmyeyespoppingoutofmyhead

seeinghimwithanotherduplicateofhimleaningon

abonnetnarrowinghiseyebrows.

Heforcefullytriesopeningmydoorbutit’slocked

thenhebangsonthewindow“Yolokazi!”Iamnot

thedoctortodayhuh?“Yolokaziyoubetteropen

thisdoororJesuswillgostraighttohellbegging

satantocomebacktoheaven!”Hedoesn’tknow

meverywellthisoneinsteadofcomingoutIpress

theacceleratorandreversingbackwardsandhe

stepsaside.Theduplicateofhimisclearly



surprisedtakingouthishandsfromhispocket

watchinghoweverythingunfolds.Ihootatbothof

themafterreversingandusingtheotherdirection

leavingthemstandingwiththeirjawsjagging.

IcannotwaittoseeJesusbeggingSatan!
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IthinkImight’vemadeamistakerunningawaynot

thatIregretit,no—let’sgetthatonestraightor

maybeIdo.Thethoughtofhavingtofacehim,eye

toeyemakesstresschewsmybrain.

Ithinkrunningtoanotherprovinceprettymuch

soundslikeagreatideabutthenagainhe’lltrack



hiscarormaybemovingtoanothercountry?Hmm

that’sabitextremeandexaggerated.

OkaywhyamIactinglikeIamscaredofhim

becauseoneIamnotandsecondly,Iamnot

bothered,notatall—ImeanwhywouldIbe?

Themoreandmorethethoughtandscenariosof

whatisgoingtohappenscatterinmymindthe

morethedeniminmythroatstranglesme,needing

gintosmoothenitup,didyougetthat?Ibetyou

didn’t.

Idrivethroughthegateandhootingatoursecurity

guardthatcomesoutfromhissmallwoodenhouse

withasmilethattoucheshisbigbuggedeyes,as

alwayshe’smistakingmewithKwanda,she’s

friendswitheveryonearoundherethatone.

“Kwando!”hesmilesandIhaltthecarandpulling

downthewindowandasalwayshechucklesand

rubbinghishandstogetherapologizing“Ithought



youareKwando,niyafana[youguyslookalike]”he

saysandflappinghislasheswithhiscapnow

clutchedagainsthischest“ningabosisivele?[are

yousisters?]”AtthispointIdon’tevenwantto

createthisconversationbecausemymindandsoul

arenothereit’sjustmyphysicalbodyholdingonto

thissteeringwheel.

WhatifheshowsupwhileIamstillflashingallmy

teethtoasecurityguard?

“Yebo”Irespond.

“FromnowonIwon’tbemistakingyoutwo”he

saysgrinningandthenhewentonandtellsmehow

muchmydearsisterhelpedmeinatimeofneed

andthathetrulyadoresher,thisisgreattohearbut

notnow,nottoday.AfterourconversationIhoot

andcontinuedrivinginparkingandmyfeetpropels

metotheapartmentwhereIfindpeopleputtingon

anewdoorandBongeziweisstandingoutsideon



hisphoneshoutingandyellingatsomeone,what

happenedhere?

Whenheseesmehemumblesandthentakeshis

phoneshovingitinhispocket“Yolokazi”hegreets

me,Icantellthatthesmilewasforcedtocreepout

ofhismouth—he’snotinacoldfreezerandturned

intochickenfeetlikemebuthe’slikearagingbull

seeingred.

“IsOnalennahere,whathappened?”Iaskhimand

standingwithhimsinceIcannotmakemyway

insidethehouse.

“No,noshe’snotherebutIamhereforyou”

“Hereforme?”Itugmyheadin.

WhatIhavedone?Idon’trememberhavingany



argumentorafightwithhisgirlfriendandsecondly

Ifearthathemightpunchme—ohthismancan

punch,hehasthemostpowerfulfiststhatsends

youflyingintheair.

OurconversationisinterruptedwhenIhearhis

voicegreetingfrombehindandit’sthismomentI

feelahardpressonurethraneedingtourinate,my

breathebeingsnatchedfrommylungsandmy

voicebeingstolenfrommyvocalcords.

IthinkIamshaking—no,Iam.

Igripthesidesofmydressandthedenimhasbeen

sewedonmythroatonceagain.

“Kungawo,unjani?”Bongeziwesaysgreetinghim

andheappearstomyfaceastheyshakehands.He

glancesatmeonceinamosthellishwaythat

makesmystomachstutterirrationally—Iamin



trouble,troubleandtrouble.

“Ngiyaphila[I’mgood]Ihaven’tseenyouinawhile”

hesaysshowingthoseivoryteethandfromthere

ontheirvoicesfadesandallIampayingattention

onisthemovementofhislipsandhowhislips

wereartfullysculptured.Ithinkhe’sfullyawarehow

hethissummertwopiecewithashirtandshort

looksgoodonhimshowinghisbowedandfirmlegs

andalsohistautarms.“Yolokazicanwetalk?”he

saysastheybothcatchtheirbreathesfrom

laughingwithBongeziwe—Ididn’thearwhatthey

werelaughingabout.

Ican’tbreathe,Ican’ttalk,Ican’tmove.

Talk?—hewantstotalk?FinebecauseIamwell

preparedforthisdamnconversation.

Wemanagetowalkinsidethehouseandstriding,



followingeachothertomyroomandclosingthe

doorbehindwhileheshoveshishandsinhis

pockets,thisfeelslikedejavuwhenhewasherein

themorninganddwarfingeverything.“Hereareyou

keys”Imanagetoutterfirstinatenseatmosphere.

“Youdecidedtorunawayandyouwantedmeto

chaseyouaroundlikeatoddlerwhyisthat

Yolokazi?”Ohsuddenlymynameisnolongerbaby?

Iambaby,notthis.“Iamtalkingtoyoubaby”asif

hehasreadmymind,allmysensestospeakand

breathecomesbacktolife.

“YouliedtomeKungawo”Iseethe“Andthere’s

absolutelynothingIwanttosaytoyoubecauseyou

liedtome”hisfacechanges,it’spalpable,hehasno

righttohavethatexpressiononhisface.Iamthe

onewhowasliedtoherenothimandallIdidwas

justrunningaway.“You’relair!”

“OkayenoughDrNtuli”ehIwentfrombeingcalled



tomynametopetnametoprofessionaloninjusta

blinkofaneye“WhatIwontstandisyoucallingme

alairbecauseIneverliedtoyouaboutanything”his

sterntoneechoes,alltheargumentandhowI

preparedmyselftopointmychubbyfingersathim,

itallhasbeenformattedinmybrainandallIcando

isfiddlewithmyfinger.“HowwasIsupposedtotell

you?Themomentwefirstmeetyouwantedmeto

introducemyselfas“sawubonaIamKungawo

ThembelaandIamadivorceewithtwodaughters

andoneson”isthatwhatyouwanted?Becauseyou

haven’tbeentalkingtomesincethatdayyouwere

drunkandtoldmeyoulovedmethencalledme

umubiza.Ifyou’renotcallingmedrunkandwanting

metotugyouinbed,youdon’tcallmeatall,so

whatdidyouwantmetodo?”hehasthreechildren

intotal?Ohno,nothisfeelslikebeingpunishedfor

laughingatthemommyclub.

“You’redivorced?”myvoiceisraspy.



“Yes”

“Whathappened?”

“Wewerebothunfaithfultoeachotherbecause

whatwehadwasnotenough.Arrangedmarriage

thateveryoneexpectedtoblossombutitneverdid”

drama,drama,drama.

“Didyouloveher?Doyoustillloveher?”

“Iwouldn’tbehereandleavingmyfamilybehindto

pacifyyouYolokazi”he’snotcalmingdown,not

now,notever.

Iclearmythroat,“everythingcaughtmeoffguard.

OneminuteIaminacarandthenextIamhavinga

conversationwithyourdaughter,ateenageratthat”



“Andthatscaredyouoff?”henarrowshiseyebrows

andIshakemyheadnodding.“Ididn’tmeanfor

thattohappenandngiyaxolisaDrNtuli”ohhe’s

apologizing.Wejuststareineachother’seyes,a

wholemindfuckingeyecontactthatmakesmyvery

ownvaginathrobsupanddown.

Iwanttosexhim!

LordknowshowmuchIwanttosexhim!

Argwhoisthatchosetoknockonmydoorright

nowwhenthemostsensualityatmospherewas

wheezingintheair,Iwrenchthedooropenand

Onalennaisstandinghere“Bongeziwewantsto

speaktoKungawo”shesaysandwinksatme,she

surelythinksIwasscreamingalready.

Kungawowalksoutoftheroomafterpressinghis

lipsonmyforehead—thesekissesalwaysmakes

mefeellikeIbelongtohim,himonly.



IamfollowingbehindtothekitchenwithOnalenna

whoispreparingsomethingforherdaughtertoeat,

shemakesthisbeingamotherthinglookslikea

breeze.“What’sgoingon?”Iaskseeingthe

seriousnessonthosemenfaces.

“Somepeoplecamehereandpointedagunat

KwandalookingforKayise”

“Watergun?”

“Agun,realgunYolokaziandtheygotphysicalwith

her.Mongeziisbreathingfire”

“What?”Thissoundslikeamovie,“isKwanda

okay?”

“Ihaven’tspoketoher.Iamseeinghertomorrowat



thefamilymeetinghappeningatBongeziwe’s

home”

“ButwhereisKayise?”

“Noonehasheardfromhimsincetheycameback

fromthathealingjourneyandwesomehowthinking

hewenttolookforKhethelo,Idon’tknow”she

shrugs“it’smessy”

“Howmessy?”

Onalennaglancesupatmeandthenthemen“Guns

messy”

What?

“Gunsmessy?”Iamslow,slow



“Kungawoistakingyoubecausewecannotbein

thishousealoneuntilKayiseislocated.Butfornow

youarenotsafe,Iamnotsafeandeveryoneisnot

safe”

What?
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OnemorningIwokeuptoathreatthatIwasgoing

getharmedandmyunbornchild,they’rethingsthat

canbeignoredbuthavingarippeddollwithaheart

thatwasdrippingblooddeliveredinaboxinmy

officewasjustanailinacoffin—Iknewthatthis

wasn’tjustsomethingtoscaremeoffsoIcould



stayawayfromKayise.I’veseenthatwoman,the

wayshedevilrylookatmethatshemeantevery

singlewordwritteninthatletter.

IcouldfindanotherjobbutIcannotgetanother

chancetolife,breathe,seesunrisenorraisemy

childandIhadtopackmystuffandgofar,faraway

beforeKayisecouldevenreturnfromwherehewas,

Iknowhewasgoingtohypnotizemelikehealways

doesandIwould’vedonestayedthentheworst

could’vehapped.Ididn’texplainmyselftoanyone

andjustleftdrowninginturmoilofemotionsand

mymothersentmetogostaywithmyaunt

[umamkhulu]inCapeTownandshe’salsoateacher,

Ineverknewanythingaboutmyrelativesbutwe

hadtoactsincethispsychopathknewwheremy

familystays.

I’dbespittingnothingbutliescoatedwithsugarifI

saydon’tmisswhathasbecomehomeandbothmy

bestfriendsandYolokaziwhoalsohasbecome



apartofmylife.

ImisswakinguptoKwandawhohasalreadycame

upwithanoutfitformeforadayandOnalenna

makingfoodforeveryonewhileYolokazimakes

sureweallstartourdaywithgreatlaughter.

Andthenhim—Iwanttobesoangryathimso

muchbecauseofhimmylifeturnedintoanight

mare.Ialwayspinpointeverythingathim.IfIdidn’t

sleepwithhimnorfellinlovewithhim,Iwouldn’tbe

hereeatingpomegranateandbrushingmystomach

thatisnowslowlygrowingwithathindarkline.I

wouldn’tbeherelookingattheseashoresandtears

meetingatmychin.That’sallIeverdothesedays:

cry,eat,sleep,cry,eat,eatagain,sleepandcry,didI

mentioneating?Isurelydid.

SometimesIwanttoopenupmystomachand

snatchoutthisbaby,putitinabottleandletitgrow

there,pregnancyisnotasgloriousastheymakeit



lookinthoseexpensivebabymagazinesIbought

daysagonorlikethosetelevisionprograms.

ArgIdon’tknowhowmanytimesIfindmyfingers

circlingmybeanbyjustthinkingabouthim,Icould

wanttokillhimanddrinkhisbloodbutalso

arousedandmoaninghisnameallinonesecond,

justnonsense,nonsense!

“Can’tyouhearaknock!”myauntsaysdraggingher

feettowardsthedoor“youneedtostopcrying

Khetheloenoughalready,stressisnotgoodforthat

baby.Justyesterdayyouwereatthehospital”she

lecturesonceagainbeforeshetakesadeepbreath

andwrenchingthedooropen.“HellocanIhelp

you?”Ihearhersaying.Icannothearthevoicethat

responds.Wealwaysgettheseknocks.Noone

doesonlineshoppingasthiswomanhere,shesays

it’saddictive,fromshoestohair.“Yes.No.She’s

here”thensheeruptswithlaughtersuddenlyshe

hasturnedscarletfromblushingassheglancesat



meandsteppingasideallowingwhoeveritisto

walkin,surelyoneofherguests.I’veseenallkinds

ofrichmeninthishouse,mostlyaremenasking

herout.Theycomehereeverydaytowooherwith

giftsandflowers.Idon’tblamethemthough,sheis

thatonewomanwhodancestoherowndrum.I

wouldn’tsayshe’smindblowingbeautifulbutshe

knowsherstyleandwalksaroundwith

confident—thiswomanrightherewearshighheel

shoesindoorsjusttobebehindherstovecooking.

Igetupleavingtheroomasalwayssoshecanhave

herprivacybeforeherguestwalksin“Khethelo”his

voicetravelsthroughmyeardrumstomyheartand

mybreathhasbeenhitched.Ipause.Iamimmobile

asastatue.Notknowingwhethertoturnandrunto

hisarmsorcontinuetojustwalkaway,soIdon’t

havetolookintothoseeyes,he’dslaymeandI’ll

returnbackwithhimsurelyhappilymarriedafter

listeningtohissweetnothings.“Khethelo”hecalls

meagain.Mybodyreactstohimbeforemymind

andheartcould,turningaround.Andthereheis



althoughheisstillprettygoodlookingbuthelooks

likealltheweightofthisworldhasbeenplacedon

hisshoulderslikeJesuswithacross.Thehairon

hisheadisgrowinginwaves—howmendothat?I

don’tknow.Hehaseyebagsunderhiseyes,

standingtheregazingatmelikesomesortofrelief

aswashedoverhim.Iwanttorunintohisarms.I

wanttotellhimImisshim.Iwanttopunchhim.I

wanttoholdhim.Iwanthimtotouchmystomach

andtellhischildtogivemeabreakfromheart

burnsandbackpains.Iwanttokillhim.Iwantto

unlovehim,butIcan’tdothat.Iamjustlikeatree

plantedhereandnotmoving.

Myauntlooksathim,hernameisLondiwe,then

shelooksmeandsmile“isthishim?Thefatherof

yourchild?Nowonderyou’recryingeveryday”she

shouldn’thavesaidthat.Nowthismanfurrowshis

eyebrowsandlooksstraightintomyeyesandIam

notwellpreparedforthequestionsthatwillbe

thrownatme.“Letmegetyoubothsomethingto

drink”shesays“it’ssotense”thenwalkstowardme



“he’sfine,fineashell”shewhispersbutloud

enoughforhimtohear.Ifitwasanygivendayhe

would’velaughedIknowbutnow—he’simpatiently

waitingtothrowmeinaninterrogatingroom.

“Kayise—Kayisewhatareyoudoinghere?”

“You’reevenstutteringwhichshowswhatyoudid

waswrongKhethelo”heflareshisnostrils,hands

onhispockets,intentlylookingatmethenhiseyes

traveltomystomach,theregretofwearingasport

braandleggingswashesoverme.Butthesunis

leavingonesweatingandsmellinglikearmpits

today.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”

“Lookingformotherofmychildren”Ishesaying

he’sstillgoingtomakemepregnant?Ihaveone

children—Imeanbabyinmystomachnotchildren.



“Webrokeup”

“Youbrokeupwithwho?”

“You”

“Whoaskedwhoout?”

“Youdid”

“Thenwhatmakesyouthinkyoucanbreakupwith

mewhenyouneveraskedmeout?”Whatthehell?

Whatdoesthatmean?

Icannotanswerthatquestion!



“Soafter“breakingup”withmeasyousay,you

decidetorunawaywithmychild?Didyoumake

yourselfpregnant?”

“No,Ididn’t”

“Youdidn’taskyourselfout,youdidn’tmake

yourselfpregnantandyoujustranawaynje

Khethelo”

“Ihadtoprotectmyself”

“WhatIamherefor?Towatchpeopledoasthey

pleaseintoyourlifeandnotprotectyou?Isthat

whatyou’resaying?ThatIcannotprotectyou?”

HowcomehehassomanyquestionsthatIcannot

answerwithgreatconfident.Imean—whatthehell

isthis?



“No,that’snotwhatImeant”

“Tellmewhatyoumeant,Iamlistening”

“Youcouldn’tsortoutyourlife”

“Don’tgivemethat,youweretherewhenImadeit

straighttoTumelothatIwantedtobewithyou,you

outofpeopleknoweverything”

“Butshewantsyou”

“DoIwanther?”

ComeonemanKhethelo,haveacomebacksay

something,bemad!

“No,youdon’twantherfromwhatyou’vesaid”



“Whatwasthereasonforyoutopackyourstuffand

go?”

“Shehasbeenthreateningme”

“Andyoudidn’tseeaneedtotellmebecauseI

cannotprotectyouright?”hecameheregunblazing.

“Thosearenotmywords”Isnap“AndIamnot

goingtohaveyouaskingmequestions”

“WhatareyouyellingforKhethelo?”

Arg!

Iamleavingthisroom!

“Whenyou’rereadytotalk,I’llbeoutsideinmycar



andwaitingforyoucauseclearlyyouwantto

runawayagain”hesayswhenIattemptwalking

away.

“Kayisedon’ttalktomelikethat”

“Iamsorry”ohno,no,nottheresponseIexpected

fromhim.Heshouldalsobespittingfireandyelling.

Whyishenotyellingbuthistonesowarmand

polite.

“OneIhateyou...”

“Youdo?”hesmirks,mxm,sonofathing—Icannot

callhismotherbynames,shewasamazingandI

lovedhersomuch.

“Twoyouneedtoleave”



“She’smysister”hesayssadden“IfoundoutthatI

onceinlovewithmysisterandevensleptwithher”

“Who?”

“Tumelo!”

Thatallittakesformetofaint!
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Ihaveawomanwhojustfaintedonme.Idon’t

knowwhattodoatthismoment.Idon’twantto

splashwateronherfaceitmightgothroughher

noseormaybegiveherakissI’veseenthatin



movies—IamdoctoryetIdon’tknowwhattodoat

thismoment,funnyisn’tit?

Ipickherupfromthegroundandplacingheronthe

couchcarefullybeforecallingoutforherauntwho

runsinhighheelshoesandheavilybreathing“what

happened?”sheasksme.

“Pleasegetmeabowlwithlukewarmwater”Idon’t

needtomakeexplanationsnotnowwhenIam

gazingatabeautifulunconsciouswoman.Inno

timeshe’sbackwithabowlandtowelthenshesits

onthecouchoppositeagitatedasItakecareofthis

womaninfrontofmewhothenslowlyopensher

eyeswithhereyelidsmovingsidebyside.Ididn’t

knowIhavebeenholdingmyveryownbreathuntil

sheeyeballsmeunderneathmethenfrowns.

“Andthen?”that’sthefirstthingsheuttersbefore

sheholdsherheadandgrunting.Herauntwhowas

onthecouchgetsupandstridingtowardsusto



kissheralloverthefaceandlookingattheceiling

mumblingsomethingunderneathherbreathand

leavestheroomafter—thatwas,okay.“Whyareyou

stillhereKayise?”

“BecauseIloveyou”

Whoa!

Iactuallymeanthosewords,Iamnotsellingher

dreamsinaplasticbagorwhatsoeverbutIloveher,

asinloveher.

“Iloveyou”Irepeatagain.ThesameemotionIfelt

whenIwasutteringthesewordsatfirstdanceson

topofmyheadagain.Neversawmyselfuttering

thembuthereweare.“AndIknowIshould’vedone

thingsdifferentlythanhowthingsstartedbetween

usandIamsorry”Iapologizeandshescrutinize

me.



“Howissheyoursister?”ohsheremembers,sigh.

“YouthoughtIhitmyheadandforgotteneverything

didn’tyou?”wellthatwouldn’tbeabadidea.

Itakealongandsharpbreath“No”sheflapsher

eyelashesasifshehasexploredmymindandsaw

mythoughts“samefather”Ifinallytellher

“apparentlymydadwaswildbackthen”Ichuckle.

“Howwild?”onethingaboutwomen.Iamgoingto

tellherhowwildwasmyfatherandthenshe’llstart

comparingmetohim.Thenitwillbemyfaultthat

myfatherwaswildbackthen.Itdoesn’tendthere,

she’llnowthinkIamwildashimandyouknow

whathappensnext?Youguessedright,an

argumentwoulderuptandshe’llfindreasonstobe

madatme,nowthat...that’swomenforyou.

“Thatdoesn’tmatter”



“Doessheknow?”

“No,notyet”

“Yousleptwithyoursister?”

“Ididn’tknowKhethelo”Idefend,shemakesit

seemlikeIamsomepervertwhosneakedintomy

sister’sroominthemiddleofthenightwhileour

parentsweresleepingandhadsexwithher.

“Idon’tknowwhattosay”

“Youdon’thavetosayanything”Idartmyeyes

betweenhersbutshedropsthemandlookingather

growingstomach.“Howyou’vebeen?”

“Allovertheplace”sheshrugsnonchalantly“Iwas



scaredmostly.Ineededyou”

“Youleftme”Iremindher.

“Ihadreasons...”shedefends“validreasons

Kayise.Iwasbeingthreatenbyyoursister”ohsure

she’llrubsaltintomywounds.

“Iamsorry”anapologyseemsmorelikeit.Before

I’llgetremindedaboutsleepingwithmysisteragain.

Thenthere’ssilence.Iplacemyhandonher

stomachandpickingupthefabricshe’swearingto

kisswheremyhandwas.Andlookingupather

thinkingshemightfightmeinsteadshesmiles,a

warmandserenesmile.“Doyouforgiveme?”Iask

her.

“Hmmm”shemurmurs“I’mgladyou’rehere”



“Mygrandfatherwantsyoutocomehome,wehave

aceremonyandwewantyouthere”hereyes

almostpopoutofherhead“yourfriendswillbe

theretoo”Ihopethiswillbelessscaryforherbut

beforeshecouldsayanythingmyphonestartsto

ringandshegivesmeagoaheadlooktoanswerit

beforetakingitoutofmypocket.

“Hello”Ianswerimmediately.

“Didyoufindher?”Bongeziwedoesn’tgreetor

beatsaroundthebushbuthegetsstraighttothe

point.

“Yes”Ianswer.

“Areyoucominghome?”

“Yes”Khethelogivesmeathreateninglookasif



maybeIamgivingtheseonewordresponsetothis

personbecauseIamcheatingonherorsomething.

Again—that’swomenforyou,alwayslookingfor

reasonstofight.“Wemightcomebacktomorrow”I

tellBongeziweandshetugsinherhead.“Istillhave

totalktoKhethelo”thefrownthatwasonherface

disappears.

“Bambathaishere”that’sourbrother.Wehave

manysiblingssurely,acrosstheworld.Idon’tknow

whatkindoflifeourfatherswerelivingbuttheyhad

nosenseofrespectforwomenorwhatsoever.

“Buthow?”

“Imanagedtotalktohiswifewhohelpedmeget

throughhim.Andheeventuallyagreedbeingpartof

theceremony”hepauses“Kwandawasattacked”

“Whatdoyoumean?”



“Tumelo’shusband”IglanceatKhetheloand

ignoringherintenseglarebeforeperkingoffthe

couchandexcusingmyselfandwalkingoutside.

“Whendidthishappen?”

“We’vesorteditout”

“Issheokay?”Isigh“Kwanda,issheokay?”

“Whenyoucomebackandtalktohershewillbe”

“OkayI’llbetherefortheceremony”

“Takecareofyourselfandourwife”Ilaughbefore

hehangsupthecall.AndIreturnbackinsidethe

house.Istandinthemiddleoftheroomwithmy



handsinmypocketandlookingatherasshewalks

intheroomwithatrayoffoodinherhandsand

placesitonthetable.

•

Intheearlyhoursofthemorningtheceremonytook

placeandwewereattheroundvelwhereeverything

tookplacewithaburningcandlesthatrathershone

brightlyholdingagoatwithitshorns—imbuzi

makeseverythingright.Mywristsarenowdonina

hairywatchandthewholeyardisbuzzingwith

jubilation.Theysaideverythingwillnowfallback

intoplace.Andmysurnamehaschanged.Ihaven’t

gotachancetoactuallyhaveaconversationwith

Kwandaasyet,maybesayingI’vebeenrunning

awayfromfacingherwouldsoundbetterrather

thansayingIamavoidingher.Thisisallalotto

takein.

“Kayise!”mygrandmothercallsformestanding



distanceawaywhileIambusyhelpingwith

slaughteringacow“hurryup!”sheyellsformeand

herhandsagainstherhips.Thewholeyardsmells

likebloodandnicearomaandtraditionalbeer.

There’ssingingfrommensittingaroundincircle.

“GoandtalktoKhetheloshe’scrying”shetellsme

andthensmilewithawink.Iamtheonlyonewho

seemstounderstandheraroundhere,she’slikea

newbornbabythat’scriesandyouhaveabsolutely

noideawhat’swrong.AftershepatmyshoulderI

walkpassherasshecallsforoneofhergrandsons

again.

Ohtheresheis—behindtheroundvelorshouldIsay

hutthatwasdesignatedformeandsilentlycrying

andsittingonawoodenbench.Istridetowardsher

afterprayingthatIdon’tgetkilled,nottodayatleast.

“Baby”shelooksupatmeandthenaheadwiping

hertears.Isitbesideherandplacingherheadon

myshoulder.“What’swrong?”



“I’mhungry”Ittakessomuchfrommenottoerupt

likeavolcanoandlaughuntilIturnintoatinyinsect.

“Whatdoyouwanttoeat?”

“Avocadoandwhitebread”Ihavenochoicebut

makingmywaytothemainhouseandmakingher

somethingtoeat.IalsohavetoignoreBongeziwe

who’sleaningonthecabinetsandlaughingatme.

Mxm.WhenIamdoneIreturnbacktoherand

handingaplateofwhatshewantedandjuiceand

shethankmewipinghertearslikeatoddlerand

eating.Yesthisiswhyshecamehidinginthe

backyardandnoweverythingisbacktonormal.I

watchhereatuntilshe’seventuallydonethensmile

andkissme.Isavedtheday,Iamahero.

Nowshe’sbacktowalkingupanddownserving

peopleandhelpinginthekitchen—shelooks

gorgeoustoday.There’snowomaninthisworldas

beautifulasher.Iamtalkingnaturalbeauty.Nooil



onherlipsandcrayonsonhereyelids.Icanlonger

keepmyeyesoffherfromthedistanceuntilIam

interruptedbyacallfromsomeoneIhiredtolook

forTumelo.Itbeenweeksoflookingforheralready.

MyheartthreatenstocomeoutofmymouthasI

callforBongeziweandMongeziwhothencall

Bambatha,he’stheelderbetweenthefourofus,the

rightfulheir.AndAvulelejoinsusamomentlater

andwestanddistanceawayfromeveryone.“What

happened?”Mongeziaskedcalmaseverand

holdingaknifeinhishandoozingblood.

“Iwaslookingfor...”

“Justgetstraighttothepointdon’tnarratethe

wholestory”Bambatha.

“Tumeloisnomore”Iannounce.Idon’tgetany

reactionfromeitherofthem.Justimpassive



expression.Iwaitforoneofthemtoutteraword

yetnothing.

“Idon’tknowwhattosay”Avulelefinallyspeaksout

andshrugs.

“Iguessweshouldcallforfamilymeeting”Mongezi

“buthowareyoufeeling?”heasksme.

Iammeanttofeelsomething?

“Idon’tknow”

“Metoo”Bongeziwe

Themeetingiscalled,wehadtocallour

grandfatherandtellhimfirst.Noweveryoneis

gatheredinthelivingroom.Justsilenceuntilhe



startstospeakinhiscalmtone.Andmakesan

announcementaboutthedeathofoursister.

Womenareweird—theyconnecttosomeone

withoutknowingthem.Youshouldseethem,all

gloomyandsombre.Eventhatonewhowas

threatenedtobekilled,yes,thatonewhowascrying

forwhitebreadandavocado.ThemoreandmoreI

amfallinginlovewithherit’sthemoreIlearnyou’ll

neverunderstandwomen,ever.

ThenyouhaveMihlali,sigh,that’sall.

“MkhulucanItalktomybrothersprivately?”

Bongeziweasksduringthemeeting.Ihavetold

everyonehowTumelodied,shewaskilledbyher

husband.TheonewhoattackedKwanda,Istilldon’t

knowhowtofeelaboutthedeathbutIknowhowI

feelaboutthemanbehindit.

“Pleasedon’tallowthemmkhulu”Onalennaspeaks

outfirstandBongeziwe’seyeswidenbeforeevery



womeninthisroomagreeswithher.Icannot

believethatonewhowascryingforwhitebreadand

avocadoisalsoagreeingtothis.

Whatthefuckiswrongwiththesewomen?

“WhatifIamdyingandmybrotherswantstotalkto

me?”IaskthemandKhethelogivesmealook.

“You’renotdying”sheresponds.

Imadeyoubread!

“WhatifIhavecancer?”

Shedramaticallyrollshereyesandtheroomis

filledwithlaughter“you’renotdyingandyoudon’t

havecancerandyou’renotleavingthisroomand



that’sthat”

Icannotbelievethis!
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Itbeentwodaysunderthesameroofwiththisman

basicallyitbeenletmecalculate,wait—fortyeight

hoursofbreathingthesameairandsharingthe

sameatmospherebutwehaven’tdoneanything

evenhighschoolkidssleeponthefirsttimethey

meetsomewhereatthepartybutnotthisman.He

hasn’ttouchedmenotevendugwithhisfingersin

betweenmylegs.Isurelysoundlikeahornydog.

Isitrespect?



Iamstartingtothinkthatmaybewearereally

confusingasKayisealwayscomplains,noone

complainsaboutmygenderlikethatone.

Apparentlywearehardtounderstand.

Hmm,aswomenwesometimeswanttostayina

relationshipforatleastthreemonthswithout

havingsextoseeifit’srealwhichbythewayIfind

ridiculous.What’sdifferenceisitgoingtomake

afterthreemonths?Willyourvaginahavea

strawberryflavororcranberrythen?

Whetherit’sthreesecondsorminutesthemomentI

realizedIamsexuallyattractedtoyou,Iamreadyto

outstretchedlikeaneagleandcallyouwithawrong

namejusttobruiseyouregowhilemoaning.

Likeanyothermorning,hmm,thesemorningshave

beendifferentthough.BecauseIhavetobethefirst



onetowakeupandwashmyfaceandteethsoI

couldpretendlike“Iwokeuplikethis”.Ha,ha,ha

haveyouseenpeopleonsocialmediawithmakeup

andpajamaswiththatcaption?

Anywayswehavesomuchsexualattractionand

tensionbutwearesleepinginseparateroom.What

ifit’ssmall?ForGod’sgracehehasthreechildren.

ButIcannotreallysaythatbecausemymothersaid

myfatherhasasausagerollyetIhavetwinsister.

IpadtothekitchenandusuallyIfindhimthere

busyinghimselfandmakingthosehealthydrinks

thatlooksdisgustingbutyoufindthedrinkers

enjoyingthem.Whoontheirrightmindsdrink

spinach?Icannotstandthatthingwhenitcooked

eventhatonethatwenttoaprivateschoolwith

creamandeverything,no.Itremindsmeofpoverty.

Weallhavethosemealsthatthreatensyourtears

andspinachistheoneformeandtinfish.



IfreezewhenIaminvitedbyloudlaughterinthe

kitchenandasIappearIfindhimwithduplicatesof

himallsweatyandwearingtheirgymgearswhile

theotheroneshouts“baba”andshakinghishead

repeatedlysurelyatwhathisfathersaid.

Okaysotheyworkout?Allofthem.

Hmm...okay...hmm.

“Ohbabyhey”hesmileswhenheseesmeshowing

allhisteethandmyvaginastartstoriotwitha

boardinherhandsyellingshewantstobetouched,

Ithinksheneedsdeliverancenottouching.

Hemeetsmehalfwayandgrabsmebymywaist

beforehislipsgentlyandsucculentlytouches

mines.Haveyoumetagoodkisser?Thatknowhow

tousetheirtongueattherighttime?Yousurely

don’tbecauseyou’redatingThabowhodrinksbeer

onweekdaysandusesAuqafreshandknows



nothingaboutSensodyneandhecallsevery

toothpasteColgate—yourmen.

WhenhepullsawayfrommeIcanhardlybreathe

becauseairhasbeendeprivedfrommylungsandI

keepgulpingforit.“Goodmorningyoulook

beautiful”hecomplimentsandhishandundermy

buttocksalmostbymyhummingvagina.Icannot

helpbutthinkhe’sdoingthisonpurposebecause

hehasasmirkonhisface.Iambeingtortured.He

hasbeendoingthis.Ilookathimandflappingmy

lashesfeelingdrumsrightthere,justhmmthere.

“You’vemetCataleya.ThisisWanelemyfirstborn”

heintroducedmetoayoungmanwithwelltoned

bodyandcharmingsmileonhisfaceandabottleof

greeneryjuice.

“Youdrivebetterthanmyfather”hesaysand

laughs.Ohyes.It’sthatonewhomhadhiseyes

landingonthefloorasIdroveoffthatdayrunning

away.Ithoughthewasabrother.Theygrowupso



fast.

Ichuckle“I’lltakethatasacompliment”Iamreally

astepmother.

Me.

Yolokazi.

AsinI.

Iamastepmother.

“Youshould”hesmilesandplaceshisbottleonthe

counterandleansonit“greattofinallymeetyou”

heextendshishandforahandshakebutinsteadI

pullhiminforahug.Idon’tknowwhy.Thesedays

somethingverydemonicjustpossessesmeandI

dothingsImyselfdon’tunderstand.



“Greatseeingyouagain”myforwardstepdaughter

chimesandthrowingherarmsaroundme.

Iamastepmother,me.

Aftershepulledapartshelooksatmewithasmile.

IcannothidehowghastlygreenI’veturnedbecause

ofherabsbutatleastIhaveafigureitjustneeds

sometime.Youshouldn’tstarefortoolong

becauseyou’llseethingsyou’renotmeanttosee

butonequickglance,you’llseenomanthisone

actuallyhasafourpack.

IlooktowardsKungawoandheseemshappyabout

something.Idon’tknowwhatbuteuphoriais

movingaroundhisface.“Iammakingeveryone

cereal,babyareyouokaywiththat?”Kungawoasks

meexcitedly.Yes,nowIambeingcalledmoreby

myfavoritepetnamethanthatprofessionalone.

“Ormaybeweshouldallgooutandhavesome

lunch?”



“Thatsoundsperfectmaybeatyourrestaurant”

CataleyasaysandIlooktowardsheragain.How

canIgetthoseabsinthreehoursagain?Andthose

firmlegsandthighs.

Ihadnochoicebutagreeingtothis.Andeveryone

isclappingtheirhandstogetherbeforewescatterin

theroomtoprepareforgoingout.Iamebullient,I

don’tknowforwhatreasonbutIamelatedthan

agitatedthatduringthatlunchoneofthebaby

mamasmightwalkonusandcausesdramaorthe

kidsmighttalkaboutthemorImightbringthemup

inaconversationbecauseIamsomessy.

ThatwassarcasmwhenIsaidIamrapturedbythe

way,Iamnowherenearthat.

AsalwaysIhadtocallmylovelytwinsistersoshe

canhelpmewithanoutfitandvideocalling



becauseshe’sawonderfulstylistandIgot

somethingtowear,notoverlydressingbutdressed

tokillofcourse.

Wewalkthroughthetablesattherestaurant,his

handisgluedonmywaistandIloveitthere.It

belongsthere.Thestaffisnowpacingupanddown

surelybecausethey’reseeingtheirbossandweare

takenattherooftopwherethere’satablebeingset.

It’sbeautifulhonestlysurroundedbypotplantsand

youcanseetheperfectviewofthebusycityand

it’sserene.

Wegatheraroundthetabletogetherwithsmiles

andchuckles.Teenagersthesedayssurelyknow

howtodresslikethey’reinacoverpageofsome

expensivemagazinewithwonderfulaesthetics.

Anywaystheafternoonprovestobesomethinga

lotofdifferentthanIexpected.Iwasn’tawkward

eitherbutwehadagreatconversationandIlearnt



thatthesekidsareactuallysmart.Ithoughtwe

weregoingtotalkabouthiphopmusicvideosand

fashionandwhatsoeverbuttheytouchedan

importanttopicwithwhat’shappeninginour

countrywhichisgenderbasedviolenceandit

saddenedmehearingCataleyasayingshe’sliving

herlifeinfear.Andthat’ssomethingrelatablefor

everywomenreally.Itdidn’tcomeasasurprisethat

they’reraisedwell.

Thewasalotofpicturetakingtooandgalesof

laughterandmaybethisstepmotherthingisnot

thatbadwhenweallhavethesameamountof

respectforeachother?Anditalsodependswith

howthekidswereraisedandiftheirmothers

poisonthemwithsomethinggoodorbad.

Wearegoinghomeandit’sturningdarkalreadyand

onourwaybackKungawogetsacallandhepicks

itup.Theconversationstartsperfectlyseeinghis

facethenitchanges.“Nothat’snotthecase.What?



Idon’thavetimeforthis.Yes.Okay.Whatdoyou

wantmetosay?Hmmm.Hmm.Mxm.Yey

anginandaba[Idon’tcare]”thenhepausesand

changesgears.Thismanisreallydrivingand

talkingonhisphone.“Whateveryoudecide,sho”he

soundsmad.Youknowwhenyou’resomadand

youwanttheconversationtojustend.“Weh”Idon’t

knowwhythosetwoatthebackseatlaughing

underneaththeirbreathsandwhenIlooktowards

themtheykeeptheirfacesstraighttoholdback

theirlaughter.“They’remychildrenandshe’smy

girlfriendsowhatmusthappen?Nothat’snoneof

yourbusiness.LikeIsaidthat’snoneofyour

business”hepausesagainthenhesays“Weh!”

thesekidsstartstolaughalloveragain.Iamalso

laughingtoobecauseofhowhesaysit.Whenhe

glancesatmeIswallowmylaughterandlook

ahead.“Haibodowhateveryouwant”hesaysand

pause.Thethreeofusinthiscararewaitingforit.

“Weh!”thereitgoes!

Icanlongerholditbacksoaremystep



children—thisplural,sigh.Anywayswearelaughing

withsonorousvoicesfillinginthecarandKungawo

looksatusshakinghisheadwithasmilebeforehe

dropsthecall.

“Weh”Wanelelaughs“WasthatNomahlubi’s

mother?”hethenasks.Iguessthat’shisexwife.I

amgoingtohaveabigproblemwiththisone.

“Yes,apparentlyNomasawourpictureson

instagramandnowcryingthatwedidn’tinviteher,

oneshehasbeengivingmeattitudesinceLeya

cameintoourlivessowhatmustIdo?”hesounds

pissed.

“Youmustcallherover.Ifshedoescomethentalk

toherwithallyourchildrenthereandmakeher

understandyoudon’tloveherlessnomatterwhat’s

thecasebutyouarehisfather.Butalsohermother

shouldn’tuseherdaughtertofightyou”Ifind

myselfsaying.Iampossessed.Ineedprayers.In



myrightmindIwould’vesaidsomethingtotally

differentfromthis.Maybethatheshouldforget

aboutherbecauseshe’snothisdaughteranyways.

Iwould’vesaidsomethingmeanandhurtfulthough

maybemorebitter.

Helooksatmeandifhewasn’tdrivingitwould’ve

beenlonger.Themomentwegethomethekids

thankmeforthegreattimeasifIpaidforthebill.

OrmaybeIamtheonewhotookthemtothe

restaurantbutItakeallcreditsandtakethe

invitationtothemorningjogtoconsiderationas

well.TomorrowIhaveworkthat’sagreatescape

becauseIamnotkillingmyselfbyrunning.

“DrNtulicanwetalkinmybedroomplease?”he

asksmeafterthekidsdisappearedsomewhere

aroundthehouse,they’respendingfewdayshere.

Waithewantstotalkinhisbedroom?



“Wecantalkhere”

WawuYolokaziyouarestupid!

“I’dpreferthisconversationinmyroom”
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Herunsthetipsoffingersdownmycheekandhis

proximity,hisdelicioussmell.We’resupposedtobe

talkingbutmyheartispoundingandmyblood

humming.OhJesus,Icanhardlyinhaleorexhale.

Afterhesaidwehadtotalkinhisroomheleftme

standingthendisappeared.AsImademywaythere



IrememberedthatIamnotshaved—embrazzing.

IquicklywenttotheguestroomIamusingandsoI

canatleastcutmypubichairshortsinceyoucan

evenbraidcornrowswiththembutguesswhat?He

justwalkedinbeforeIcaneventakeoffmyjeans

andstrugglewithshaving.

“Weshouldtalk.”Iwhisper.

Thepinkcontainerofnohairhasjustfellbecause

ofmytremblinghands

“Later”

“There’ssomuchIwanttosay”

Iamnotshaved,that’swhatIwanttotellhim.

“Metoo”heplantsasoftkissundermyearlobe



whilehisfingerstighteninmyhair.Pullingmyhead

back,heexposesmythroattohislips.Histeeth

skimmychin,andhekissesmythroat.“Iwantyou”

hebreathes.Imoanandreachupandgrasphis

arms.“You’renotshaved?”Hecontinuestokissme

andIcanfeelhissmirkagainstmyskin.

Thetruthornotthetruth?

“Yes”Iwhisper,embarrassed.

“Istillwantyou,doyou?”

“No”Iflush.

OfcourseIwantyou.

I’mtoplessstandinginfrontofhim.Nottakinghis

eyesoffmine,hereachesaroundandundoesthe

topbuttononmyjeansandthezipper.“Iwantyou



here”Leaningdown,hekissesmyneck.Imovemy

headtoonesideandgivehimeasieraccess.

Hookinghisthumbsintomyjeans,heslowlyslides

themdownmylegs,sinkingdownbehindmeashe

pullsthemandmypantiestothefloor.Graspingthe

edgeofthesink,IstepoutofmyjeansandIam

nownaked,staringatmyself,andhe’skneeling

behindme.Hekissesandthensoftlybitesmy

behind,makingmegasp.

Iamhavingsexinabathroomandnotshavedwith

amanwhomakesmegodownonmykneeswhenI

servehim?Tellwhat’smorewilderthanthis?Hmm.

Wait—Iamalsoastepmother.

Ohno,no,no.

Thismanismakingmeexperiencenewthings,

foreignthingsI’veneverimaginedinmylifeever.



Hestandsandstaresatmeoncemoreinthemirror.

Itryhardtostaystill,ignoringmynaturalinclination

tocovermyself.Hesplayshishandacrossmybelly,

thespanofhishandalmostreachingfromhipto

hip.“Youaresobeautiful”hemurmurs.Ifeel

beautiful.Iamfeelingbeautifulwithmyhairy

vaginastaringrightbackathim.Mypubichair

looksrelaxed.

Hegentlystrokesmynippleswithhisthumbsover

andover.

Imoanbetweenpartedlipsandarchmybacksomy

breastsfillhispalms.Hesqueezesmynipples

betweenhisthumbs,pullinggentlysothatthey

elongatefurther.

Hishandsmovesdownthesidesofmybody,past

mywaisttomyhips,andacrosstomypubichair

andIgulpandgulpandgulpforair.



Heslideshisleginbetweenmine,pushingmyfeet

furtherapart,wideningmystance,andrunshis

handsovermysex,onehandatatimeinturn,

settinguparhythm.Itissoerotic.Hetrailskisses

andsoftbitesalongmyshoulder.Igroan.Suddenly

heletsgo.

Hepullshisshirtoverhisheadandquicklytakes

offhisjeansandwrapshisarmsaroundmeagain

andtakesmyhandsoncemore,continuingthe

sensualcaressacrossmysex,overmyclitoris.His

chesthairscrapesagainstme,hiserectionpresses

againstme.

Thiswasworththewait!

Hebitesthenapeofmyneck,andIclosemyeyes,

enjoyingthemyriadofsensations;myneck,my

groinandjustthefeelofhimbehindmeHestops



abruptlyandspinsmearound,circlingmywrists

withonehand,imprisoningmyhandsbehindme,

andpullingatmyponytailwiththeother.Iamflush

againsthim,andhekissesmewildly,ravagingmy

mouthwithhis.Holding,meinplace.Hisbreathing

isragged,matchingmine.

Andthenhe’sinsideme.Skinagainstskin,brave,

movingslowlyatfirsteasily,testingme,pushing

me.Igripontothesink,panting,forcingmyself

backonhim,feelinghiminsideme.Withsweet

agony,hishandsclaspmyhips.Hesetsa

punishingrhythm–in,out,andhereachesaround

andfindsmyclitoris,massagingme.Icanfeel

myselfquicken.

“That’sright,baby.Doyoulikethat”heraspsashe

grindsintome,anglinghiships,andit’senoughto

sendmeflying,flyinghigh.

Itwasaworthawait!



Bathroomorbedroomorgarage—worthit.

Icome,loudly,grippingfordearlifeontothesinkas

Ispiraldownthroughmyorgasm,everything

spinningandclenchingatonce.Hefollows,

claspingmetightly,hisfrontonmybackashe

climaxesandcallsmynamelikeit’salitanyora

prayer.

“Fuck!”Hisbreathingisraggedinmyear,inperfect

synergywithmine.“Youfeelsogood”hewhispers.

Willitalwaysbelikethis?

Sooverwhelming,soall-consuming,sobewildering

andbeguiling.Iwantedtotalk,butnowI’mspent

anddazedfromhislovemakingandwonderingifI

willevergetenoughofhim?

Wesinkslowlytothefloor,andhewrapshisarms

aroundme,imprisoningme.Iamcurledonhislap,



myheadagainsthischest,aswebothcalm.Very

subtly,Iinhalehissweet,intoxicatingscentand

thenhepicksmeup,myeyesareflutteredclosed

asIamstillcatchingmybreath.

WhenIwakeupIaminluxurybedroomwhichis

alivewiththeheavilymarbledpatternofan

illuminatedheadboardfeaturewall.Twodesigner

bedsidetablelampsaddstothelightingscheme,

thisbedroomisbreathtakinglybeautiful.

Ireallyfellasleepaftergettingsomeatthe

bathroomandwokeupinbed?Foraloudmouth

likemeIamsuchadisappointment.Ipickmyhead

uptolookaroundandthere’sawatchbothsticks

pointingattwelveam.

What?

IlookaroundtheroomandIcanseehewasright



besidemebutnowhe’sgone.Iamdoninhiscrispy

whiteshirtemanatedwithhisscentandIquickly

getoffthebedattemptingtosneakoutoftheroom.

“Whereareyougoingbaby?”Ihearhisvoiceina

darkroombeforealampflickersontoseehimona

bedroomcouch,shirtlessandleaningbackwards.

Whatonchickenfeetisthis?

Whyishesittinginthedark?

NowIamstandinghereconsciouswithhisshirt

andmycreamythighsondisplay,theoncehehad

madetrembleinabathroomasIheldasink.“What

areyoudoinginadark?”Iaskhimspooked.

“Thinking”

Inthedark?



“You’rethinking?”

“Yes.Andwherewereyougoing?”

“Backtomyroom”

Isaidmyroom?Iamgettingtocomfortablenowif

youaskme.

Thatresponseimpressedhim,youshouldsee

smilinglikeanidiotstillleanedbackonthatcouch

andwearinghissexypredatorylook.“Iwasn’tdone

withyou”

“Done?”

“ThatwasastarttowhatIamyetstillgoingtodo

youDrNtuli”



“Iampleasedtoyouhearthat...”Ipauseandsmile

athim“MrThembela”Isayplayfullyandhegetsup

fromwherehe’ssittingandpaddingtowardsme.

Ohno,themorehegetscloserhiseyesbecomes

moreintenseuntilhehaltsrightinfrontofmebut

nottooclose,Iwishhewas.Weshareaninferno

eyecontactandIamdrowninginhismalenessand

sovereignty.“Kungawo”Ibreatheoutandsquirming.

He’snotsayinganythingbutIcanseeallmysexual

desireandhorninessmirroringonhisfaceashe

juststandsandgazedatme.Ireachouttotouch

hisfaceandhegroanssilentlyandhisjaw

tightened.“Whatwereyouthinkingabout?”

“You”hischestheavens“thethoughtofyouinthe

darklightensupthewholeroom”Ohhe’sapoethuh?

Myclitorisisnowhummingandjumpingupand

downriotingonceagain.“Idon’twanttomakelove

toyouYolokazi”hedartshiseyesbetweenmines

“AndIambutsayingthisinabadway.Don’tgetme

wrongbutIwanttohearyouscreamlouderthan



youdidearlier.Iwanttoseeyourunningoutof

breathwhileIpoundyouhardandfastandI’ve

beenfeelingthiswayfromthemomentIsetmy

eyesonyou”

“Youwanttofuck?”Ibreathe.

“No”herunsthetipsoffingersdownmycheek“I

wanttoripyouapart”hepauses,hiseyeskeeps

darkening“I’mfallingforyou”

“That’swhyyou—youwanttodothat?”

“Youmeanthat’swhyIwanttoripyouapart?”this

makesmesoundlikeIampairofjean.Butitturns

meon.Thejuicesinbetweenmylegsareover

flowing.

“Yes”Isaybreathlessly.



“No”

“No?”Icreasemyeyebrow.

“No”herepeats“It’sformypleasureandyours.It

hasnothingtodowiththefactthatIamfallingfor

youYolokazi”

“Okay”Idon’tknowwhattosay“Doyouwanttodo

itnow?”

“No”

Ah,sohejustwanttomakemehornyandhaveme

draggingmyvaginaonthefloorfornothing?For

nothing?



Menwantsusdead.

“IneedyoutotrustmefirstbeforeIcandothat.I

wasn’tplanningonhavingsexwithyouanytime

soonbuttoday...”hebreathes“Icouldn’thold

myselfseeingyouinthosejeans”Hisfaceisstill

cuppedinmyhandsandhisbreathingisragged“I

needyoutotakemywordwhenIsayIloveyou”

“Ido”

“Youdon’t”

Ohsoyoucanreadmindsnow?

Hestepscloserandhishandsucculentlymovesin

betweenmylegsandIlookathimandholdontothe

bladdersofhisshouldersandinvoluntaryopening

themwiderasheplayswithmypubichairanda



complacentsmirkappearsonhisface—attractive

face.“You’resoresponsiveDrNtuli”hecupsmy

sexthistimeandIburymyselfonhisneckandbite

himthere,agroaneruptsfromhim.“Letmein

baby”histhumbispressingagainstmyclitoris.Not

moving,justpressingmelikeI’maredbutton.I

swallowandgasp.Iglanceathimandnuzzleonhis

neck.Isharplyinhaleandexhale.Myhipsrotate

andmybackarches.He’spressing.“Lookatme”I

dobutnottoolong.Hewaitsformetolookathim

againandIwhipmyheadathim.“Letmein”Iam

grindingagainsthim.

“Hmmm”Imurmur.

Words,Icannolongerusethem.

“Isthatayes?”

“Hmmm”



“You’regoingtoletmeloveyouthewayyou

deserve?”

“Yes”Unexpectedlyhethrustsafingerinsideme

andhisthumbisyetstillpressing,thisistorture.

“Fuck!”Icryoutandfeelingmyowntearsprickling

atthecornerofmyeyesashepullsouthisfinger

slowlythensmirksmischievously.“Kungawo”

“Baby”

“Whyyou’retorturing?”

“Soyoucanfeelhowfrustratedyoumakemefeel

sometimessthandwasami”

“But—Againhethrustsanotherfingerinsidemeand

Igaspfeelingmyentirebodyquiveringlikealeaf



andIstandonmytippytoesstrugglingtocatch

enoughoxygen.“Kungawo”Icalloutforhim.

“Sthandwasami”

“Pleasestop”

“Stopwhat?”

“This—torturingme”

“Wearejustgettingstartedbaby”
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Iwastortured,torturedandtortured!

Fromthewayheplacedmeonthebedwithmylegs

overhisshoulderswhilebitemythighsleaving

smudges-Iwasvibratinglikeemptyvesselsand

whenIwassoclosetoexplodingallmyjuicesto

nirvanahe’dstoppoundingmewithhismagical

tongueandthenlookupatme,layingthere

grabbingsheets,catchingmybreathandunableto

scream.Andyes,withallthehairsandeverything

hestillatemelikeIwasthelastsupper.After

feelingmybodycomingbackfromtheeuphoric

travelingandstartingtobreathenormallyagain

he’dtrailhistongueonthewetnessofmyslick,his

thumbstillpressingmybuttonbeforehe’denterme

inandout,slowatfirstthenhe’dgofasterand

fasterandharder.Myscreamwouldfollowhispace,

theyweresoftatfirstbeforetheyfilledtheentire



roomechoingwhileImaneuvermysexually

hummingkittenandmyhandpullinghimwithhis

dreadlocks.Againwhenhefeltmybodyjerkinghe’d

pause.Andwhenhecomesbackthepleasure

wouldbetwotimesworse.“Kungawoplease”I

beggedandtearsstarttoprickatthecornersofmy

eyesfromfrustration“Iamgoing—Iwouldn’tfinish

mysentencebecausehe’dstartkissingmyinner

thighssucculentlyandmovingallthewayupwith

hiswarmtonguetomybellybutton.Mybackwas

archingtowardshimandheheldontomythighs

likehandlesanddigginghisfingersthere,that

mademymindrunariotashemovesallthewayup

totheaisleofmybreastwithhiminbetweenme

andhisgrointouchingmymound.Movinghiships

witharhythmandIcouldjustfeelhismushroom

headtouchingmytipasmynippleswereinhis

mouthandhe’dviolentlybiteonthembutthat,that

bitemademescreamfrommydearlifeand

flutteringmyeyesopentomeethimlookingdown

atme,lookingasbeautifulasIrealizethat“noman,

thisoneisactuallybeautiful”andhehadlust

wanderinginhiseyesandasmilethatmademy



veryownbeanscreamtobetouched“Kungawo”I

calledoutforhim,hedidn’twantmetospeakthe

momentwordsrolledoutofmymouthhe’ddo

somethingtodistractmeandrememberhow

sexuallyfrustrateforhimtoletmecome.Hekissed

thenapeofearbeforeinsertinghistonguethere.It

wasnotdisgustinglikehowyourboyfriendThabo

doesitjustinsertinghistongueandsalivainyour

ear—argstopdatingmenwhocannotsexniyezwa.

Ibegged,pleaded,criedbuthewasnothavingit

afterwhatfeltlikehoursofcontainingmyjuiceshe

letmewaterfall,hischinwasdrippingwhenhe

lookedupatmeandlickingandsmirkingasthough

hejustwonanaward.“Iloveyou”helookeddown

atmeasIcatchmybreathwithnonexistence

salivainsidemymouthanddriedtearsatthe

cornersofmyears.Iwasparalyzedandspeeches

and...dead.AndthenagainthismorningIwokeup

tohimalreadyinbetweenmylegsandhistongue

startingtomovedoinghissorcerymovements.



TodayIamenjoyingdoingmyjoblikethefirsttime

Ienteredthisroomasanintern.Iamwavingand

greetingatpeople.IfIcouldIwould’vestoodinthe

middleofthehospitalanddancedtoJerusalem.

Iwalkedintomyofficeandfoundbouquetsof

flowerstherewaitingformeandhomecooked

food—hemadelunchformeandtherewasanote

“justlikehowyou’lleatthisrememberthat’showI

amgoingtoeatyoutonight”everythingstartedto

humasexualmantrathenchantandIstarted

devouringthatfoodlikeitwasmylastmealinthis

world.ButIneedtoshave,Iheardthere’sthisplace

thatwaxyouandthendecorateyourvaginawith

diamondsandalsogiveyouamassage.Yes

mandoda,yourwomengetvaginamassages

becauseallyoudoisjustroughlypoundthemfor

yourownpleasuresotheygolookoutforit

somewhereelse,ooThabokodwa.

IthoughtwhenIreturnfromworkI’llhavetolayon



thebedandstarttoscreambutmysisterjustsent

meamessagesayingthatshewantsuscomingto

herhouse.They’renowbackfromdoingthe

ceremonyofsurnamechanging—Iwasalsocalled

bymyuncleaboutthat,apparentlyIamusinga

wrongsurnamesoIhavetobeaMkhungo.The

wholesurnamechangingbusinessistheleastof

myworriesrightnowbecauseIamdeflatedballoon

aswearegettingreadywatchinghimmoving

aroundtheroom,wesharethebedroomnow.

AnywaysitmakestotalsensewhyOnalennaand

Kwandaarepracticallystayingwiththeirmen.

Thejoyofwatchinghimjustmovingaroundthe

roomandstealingglancesatmewithan

indescribablesmirkonhisfaceandalsoourscents

collidingintheair,creatingagreatcombination

bringsmejoy.

Afteranhourwearealreadyleavingthehouseand

myteenagekids—Hmm,Iamreallyastepmother.



TheythrowcomplimentsabouthowIlookandask

whenarewecomingback.“Thathasnothingtodo

withyouandIwanttofindmyhousestillinplace”

theirfathersaytothem.

“Weh”Wanelesaysandeatingfromabowloffruits.

Thisoneisavegan,youshouldseehisfacewhen

he’slookingatyoueatingmeatit’slikeyou’re

sinning.It’slikeyoujustslaughteredtheanimaland

eatingitrawwithbloodatthecornersofyour

mouth.It’sthelookthatmakesyouquestion

yourselfabouteatingmeat.

Onourwayhehashishandrestingonmykneeand

glancingatme.“Youlookbeautifulbaby”hesays

withasmileonhisfaceandIamdrowningin

crimson.

“ThankyouMrThembela”



“It’sgoingtobeinterestingnighthavingtotakeoff

allofthat”hesmilesandthelookaheadfocusing

ontheroadasifhedidn’tjustsaidthat“I’llhaveto

startwithtakingoffyourunderwearinthiscaron

ourwaybackhomethenfingerfuckyou,howisthat

DrNtuli?”helooksatmeandcreaseshiseyebrow.

“DrMkhungo”Iamchangingmysurnamenowso

heneedstogetthatoneright.ButIamalsotrying

topressmylegstogetherwithmybreath

accelerating.“You’dbesurprisebecauseyoumight

betheonehavingtotakeyourpantsoffinthiscar

onourwayhomeandhavingyourmanhoodinside

mymouth,wouldn’tthatbeinterestingMr

Thembela?”Icreasemyeyebrowandagroan

escapeshismouthbeforearesponseandsmile

whileheshakeshishead“Interestingnightindeed”I

winkathimandthenlookoutsidethewindow.

“Itwouldbeinterestinghearingyousayingmy

namelikeasoulfulmusician”hepauses“Dr



Mkhungo”heemphasizewithalasciviousgrin.

“LikeIsaidinterestingnightMrThembela,

interestingnight”Ismileandwebothchuckleunder

ourbreatheswithsexualtensiondancingintheair

untilwedrivethroughthegateandtheseabreeze

dancesonournostrilswhilegettingoffthecarand

hebrandshishandonmywaist.Ittakesthe

physicalcontactformetoloseallmysensesand

lookupathimashesmiles.

Kwandaappearsbehindthedoorinwhiteasusual

andlookingbeautifulwithasmileonherface“I

missedyou!”that’sthefirstthingshesaysbringing

meintoherarmsandkissingmyfacethenshe

pullsaway“Kungawo,hello.Imissedyoutoo”she

takesastepbackandallowingustowalkinandI

havebeensmilingfromthemomentshebrought

meintoherarmswarmlyembracingher.

Wemakeourwaytotheterraceleavingthemen



togetheralreadylaughing.Iglanceathimandhe

winksthenturnawaywhilewedisappearwith

Kwanda.Wefindtheotherthreealreadyand

Khetheloiseatingavocadounprovoked.Iamso

happyshe’sback.Icannotcontainmyjubilation.“I

havenews!”Iannounceandpouringmyselfaglass

ofwineandtheyalleyeballmeincludingAzande

who’sdrinkingjuicewithherstraw.

“What’sisit?”Onalenna

Ilookatthemandthenbreatheout“Iamamother”

theylookatmeandgape.Noreactionor

whatsoever.

“You’repregnant?”Khethelo

“No,Iamastepmothertothreeteenagers”YesI

knewOnalennawillbethefirstonetoeruptwith

laughterandthrowherheadbackwithher



shouldersmovingupanddown,shehasthecutest

laughterthenshepausescatchingabreatherasthe

othersarestilllaughingatmeonlyAzandedoesn’t

understandwhat’shappening.

“You?”Onalennasnorts“Awholestepmotherto

threeteenagersthat’salie”

“IwishIwaslying”Idon’tknowifit’sthe

seriousnessofmyvoiceorthefactthatIamastep

motherthatcausesthelaughtertobecomeeven

moresonorousandcausingmetolaughatmyself

—thisisunbelievable.

“Areyouserious?”Kwanda.

“Dead”Irespondtoher.

“WaitKungawohasthreechildren?”



“Twoandtheotheroneisastepdaughter,wellhe

thoughtshewashis”

“Thisisveryhectic”Kwanda“Butlikeareyouguys

gettingalong?”

“Unexpectedlyyes.Iftheyweregoingtotroubleme

Iwould’vefedthemrataxmnaIamnotcannabis”I

tellthemtakingasipfrommywine“Iactuallylove

them”

“Ohno,she’sinlove”Khethelosmilesatme.What’s

thatsupposedtomeanbecauseIampossessed,

insteadofthemprayingformethey’resayingthis.

Can’ttheyseeIneedsomesaving?“Whathehas

donetoyou?”

“Hegavemeabestorgasm”Ishrug.



“Youaregone,goneandnotcomingback”

WhenwehearaknockKwandagetsuptogetitand

comesbackwithaguest.AhthisshouldbeGod’s

bestcreation,IamtellingyouandIamturning

ghastlygreen.Whatkindofbeautyisthis?Andshe

hasathemostbeautifulgappysmile,she’sa

magnanimousangelstandingtherewearinggrey

nylonpantsthatholdsherandmatchingcroptop,

hercornrowstouchingherkneesandstandingtall.

Thepatcharoundhereyeisuniquelybeautifuljust

liketherestonherhands.Wawu.Wawu.Wawu.

Haveyouevermeetsomeonewhoseemsthinbut

thick?

WhataluckybitchforbeingGod’sfavorite!

“OkayguysthisisLulamaGumandshe’smysister

inlawandmnakwethuthat’smytwinsister



Yolokazi”Kwandapointsatmeandshesmilesand

wavingherhandwithaweddingringbeforeshe

comesandpullmeinwithahugtantalizingmewith

herscentthenshepullsaway.

“It’snicetomeetyou”shehasthemostsweetest

tone.OkaymaybeIamfawningbutthiswomanisa

walkinggoddess.

“NicetomeetyoutooLulama”

Wegathertogetherandchattingupthestormand

sheblendssoperfectlybutIsenseabitofjealousy

fromAzande.Idon’tknowbutshekeepsmaking

remarksandthere’snothingIhateaswomanon

womanhate.Themencomesoutsidetojoinusand

IamintroducedtoanotherMcelubrother,

BambathaandIamdraggingmyjawonthefloor,

he’sthemostexoticcreature.Howcometwo

walkingperfectionsaretogether?Iamsurethesex

isbombtoo,hah!



Butthere’ssomethingabouthimman!

YouseewiththeMcelubrotherswhensomeone

walksintotheroomandsayMongezikilled

someoneI’dstandwithmyheaddenyingand

protectinghimbecausehedoesn’tseemtobe

capableofmurderandthenwithBongeziweyou’d

say“Ohnothat’sunlikehimmaybehewasjust

punchingthatpersonandbymistaketheydied”Do

Imakesense?Youcanjusteasilydefendthemand

comeupwithexcusestojustifytheiractionsas

wellasKayiseandAvuleleyoucaneasilydefend

them.

AndthenBambatha,firstthingfirstyou’dbescared

tospeakoutabouthimmurderingsomeone,sitting

inthedarkroomwithalightontopofyourhead

andadetectivestranglingyouwithquestions.No

matterhowmuchyou’dwanttospeakasawitness

butyoucan’tbecauseatthebackofyourmind



you’rethinkingifIactuallyspeakoutthatmeansI

amalsogoingtodiesoyouchoosesaying“noI

didn’tseeanything”

AmImakingsense?Yeshe’ddropdeadgorgeous

andhassovereigntyoozingbutthere’ssomething

abouthimman—scary.

Weareoutsidenow,drinkingandlaughingandhe’s

standingfromthedistancewatchingmeintently

andIwalkuptohimandlacingmyhandsonhis

chestleaningclosertocapturehislipsandthen

lookingintohiseyes“youneedtostoplookingat

melikethatwe’rearoundpeople”

“Likewhat?”hesmiles.

“Likeyouwanttodevourme”



“WellIwantto”

“Wanttowhat?”

“Devouryoubaby”

“Thenwhyarewestillhere?”

“It’saninterestingnightDrMkhungo,interesting

night”

“IndeedMrThembela”Ichuckle“Iwanttogohome”

“Areyousure?”

“Ishaved”Iamdrunkhah!



Helaughssilentlyandleaningforaquickkiss“I

prettymuchlovetheforestitsmellslikemangoes”

“It’sdecoratedwithdiamonds”

Ineedtostopdrinkingalcohol!

“Youdecoratedher?”hisgazedarkensfulloflust.

“InterestingnightMrThembela”

Wearegoinghome!

ThemomenthepausesonatrafficlightIleanover

andlookupathimbeforeunbucklinghispantsand

Ipilotshismanhoodinsidemymouth,thepleasure

immediatelycanvasedonhisfacelikeanerotic

pieceofPicasso.“Yolokazi”hegroansandhitthe



steeringandthecarstarthooting.

Nowlet’sseehowhesurvivesthis—ifwedie,we

diewewillexplaintoGodwhathappened.
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IamsexuallyrapturedbecauseofthesexIhadina

carsincewecannolongermakeithome—my

diamondsshoneinacarandheturnedonthelights

lookingatmewithwhathasbecomemyfavorite

smirkbeforeshakinghishead.Althoughhewanted

itushomeandonthebedbutIcouldn’tmakeitthat

farsincemythighsweretremblingfromjusthis



fingertipsmakinglovetothem,diggingandgripping.

Doyouguysknowsexualattraction?Hah,the

momenthetouchesmeIswearbreathisknocked

outofmylungs,myspeechbecomesparalyzedand

allmysenses.Ifluttermyeyesandfeelhishands

worshippingmeinawaynoonehaseverdone

beforeandso,so,sogratefully.

Idon’tknowwhatkindofnecromancyisthisbutit’s

powerful.

Upongettinghomewefindthekidsintheliving

roomandtheireyesfixatedonthetelevisionscreen

butIrealizedthatthere’ssomeoneelsehere.Ohno,

howaretheysayingshe’snothisdaughterwhen

shelooksexactlylikeKungawoandrestofhis

children?Itdoesn’tmakesenseatalleventhe

ebonyskinandshehaswidelips,hermakeupis

thereasonwhyIamalwayswatchingtutorialson

theinternetwiththickshoulderlengthbraids.



“Nomahlubi”thismanrightnexttomewhosmells

likesexandsweatwithamixtureofcolognesays

andsurprised.“Whendidyougethere?”heasks,

youshouldseethedelightdancingonhisfaceupon

seeingher.

Waithowisshenothisdaughterwhentheyeven

havethesamefacialexpressionsandsmiles?No

mansomethingiswrong.

“Igotherehoursagotata”shesmilesbackathim

andthenquicklyglancingtowardsmethenavert

hereyestowardsherfather.Thatlookwas

indescribable,alrightmaybeIamexpectinghernot

tolikemesowecanfightandhaveherfatherinthe

middlechoosingwhoshouldstayandnotstay.But

Iamnotbitter.“Leyacalledmeover”shecontinues

sayingandthatsmilehasn’tleftherface.

“Ohthat’sgreat,areyoualsostayingforamonth?”



They’restayingforamonth?Haibo

WaitthisisnotmyhouseandIamjustagirlfriend

soImightaswelljustshutup.

Amonth?OhwelltomorrowIamleaving.

“Ifthat’swhatyouwanttata”sheresponds

respectfullyatotaloppositeofwhatthey’vepainted

inmymind.AndKungawotakesmyhandholdingit

tightlyforherdaughtertoseeitandmaneuvering

meintosittingonthecouchandIbreathelongand

sharp.

TheothertwowhomIgetalongwithsoperfectly

arelookingatmewiththatgossipinglook—weare

actuallyhavingaconversationaboutwhatis

happeningherewithoureyes,thesetwothinksIam

theirfriendnowhuh?Butthat’sgreatrightbecause

they’renotmakingthisstepmombusinesshardfor



meotherwiseI’llbesenttojailformurder.

“I’dlovethatbutwehavetotalkNomahlubi”he

sayswithacommandingtonethatonethatmade

mekneelwhenIservehimfood.It’sthatverysame

onethatpossessesme.“I’vehadaconversation

alreadywithyourbrotherandsisterandthey

understandthatthere’schangesthattookplacein

mylifeandIamhappy”hesaystoherandshe

hangsherheadlowfiddlingwithherfingers.

“Youmeanyou’vereplacedmymother?”

HaibothislittlebeautifuldevildoIlooklikemy

nameisreplacement?Hehake.

“Ididn’treplaceyourmotherbutIhavemovedon

withmylifeandfoundsomethingbetterandIam

notgoingtotalktoyouabouttherelationshipyour

motherandIhad”shewhipsherheadupnervously

andlooktowardshersiblingswhoarehellishly



lookingather,myvoodoohasworkedonthosetwo,

they’reundermyspellIamtellingyou.

“Don’tyouwanttatatobehappyNoma?”that’s

WaneleandhisBarryWhitevoiceshowinghis

wonderfullysculpturedarms.Afamilythatworks

outtogether,lookgoodtogetherbutIamnotjoining

theclub,sorryshame.

“Ido”shebreathes“Butwithmymother”

Ohshametoobadthat’snothappening!

Shemustbedrinkingfivelitregin.

Iamtooquiet,tooquiet.

“ImagineifIalsowantedhimtobehappywithmy

motheraswellLeyathenwhatwould’vehappened?

Everyonedeservesaperfectfamilyasmuchasyou

thinkyoudobutwecannotforceutatatobeinan



unhappyrelationshipbecausethat’swhatwewant.

Whetherhe’swithmymother,yours,hers,himit

doesn’tmatterreallyattheendofthedayhe

doesn’tloveusanyless.Whateverimagesyouhave

ofauntYoloformatthemandgettoknowhershe’s

anamazinghumanandIamgladutatafinds

happinessinherotherwiseyou’regoingtobe

miserablefortherestofyourlifeandthatanger

you’veplanteddeepinsideyouwilldestroyyou

alone”WanelesaysandIamleftheredraggingmy

jawlineonthefloor.Athisage?Thatwasbeautiful.

Nomahlubihastearsprickingatthecornersofher

eyesthenshewalksoutoftheroomandCateleya

looksatuswithascowlandthenshrugher

shoulders—sigh.

“Didyouguyseat?”Iaskthem.Thealcoholinmy

systemiswearingoffandIamnowtipsyand

perturbedwithallthathappenedinthislivingroom

withinanhour.Theybothshaketheirheadsin



agreementandIgivethemawearysmile.

“Switchoffeverythingandgotobed”Kungawo

saysandwalksoutoftheroom.Idon’tknowifhe’s

angryorsadorhurtorbrokenorhe’sallatoncebut

he’snotokay.

“Wearestillwatchingseriesma”Wanelesayswith

abeggingtoneandIalmostfaintbeingcalleda

mother.Ah,ah,ah.Thatmadeeverythingevenreal.

IfitIwasn’tpossessedIwould’vescreamedyou’re

notmychildbutit’sunderdifferentcircumstances.

“Watchonemoreepisodeandgotosleepandifyou

watchmorethanonethenyou’lldealwithme

beforeyourfather”theychuckleandnodtheir

heads.Iperkupthecouchandfollowbehindtheir

fatherwhomIfindfoldinghisclothesandwalking

aroundtheroomnakedwithhiseyesnarrowedthen



disappearsinabathroomwhereIhearwater

runningandIpeeloffmyclothesandfollowuntilI

aminthebathroom.Theuniquebathroomsinkisa

blackglasspedestaldesign,pairedwitha

freestandingtap.Atallvanitymirrortowerstothe

ceiling.Ablacktoiletbalancesouttheblackbasin.

Greymarblebringstexturetotheshowerenclosure,

whichisfittedwithasquarerainfallshowerhead

andambientlightingforarelaxingshower

experience

“Kungawo”Iwrapmyhandsaroundhiswaistunder

thecascadeofwater,thisisnotamoviesothe

waterischokingmeandIplacemyheadonhis

shoulderthenheturnsaroundcuppingmyfaceon

hishands.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”

“Takingashower”



“Iamokay”hequicklysays.

“You’renot”Isayinawhisperyvoiceand

unexpectedlyheturnsmearoundandclaspmy

handonamarblewallsandbreathesdownmyneck.

“Partyourlegs”heorder,andputhislegsbetween

mines,andholdingmyhipswithhisfreehandand

pushmyrightlegtotheside.

Hereachupandgentlystrokemybackand

breathesashebenddownandkissmealongmy

spine,gentlefeather-lightkisses.Atthesametime,

hishandsmoveroundtomyfront,palmingmy

breasts,andashedothishetrapmynipples

betweenhisfingersandtugthemgently.

Istiflemymoanasmywholebodyresponds,

comingaliveoncemoreforhim.Hegentlybiteand



suckmeatmywaist,tuggingmynipples,andmy

handstightenonthemarbletryingtograbthe

slipperywallbutIamtrappedinhis.

Hishandssmoothandshapeeachofmybuttocks,

thenmyfingersglidedown,andhesliptwofingers

insidemeandgrabbingmyhipspositioningmyself,

andhestandbehindmeandgraspsmyhips,and

thenquicklyliftmybackwardsoI’mbending

forward.

Hereachovermeandgrabmydreadlocksnearthe

endandwinditroundhiswristtomynapeholding

myheadinplace.Veryslowlyheeaseintome,

pullingmyhairatthesametime.Hefillmeuptothe

brim.Heeaseoutofmeslowly,andhisotherhand

grabsmyhip,holdingtight,andthenheslaminto

me,joltingmeforward.

“Canyoutakethat?”heasksthroughclenchedteeth.



“Hmm”Ipushbackagainsthimashecontinuehis

mercilessassaultonmeoverandoveragain,his

fingersdiggingintomyhip.WhenhefeelsI’m

gettingweakerwiththenewbuildupofyetanother

orgasm.Hecontinuetomoveroughlyagainstme,

insideme,hisbreathingharsh,moaning,groaning.

Mybreathingisgettingharsher,andmymoan

peakswiththeinevitabilityofanothershattering

peak,reachingown,andIstill,slammingreallydeep.

“Comeon,babygiveittome”hegroanwhichhis

encouragementsendsmeovertheedgeasIreach

formines.

Hetakesmeinhisarmsandwrapmewithatowel

andgentlyplacingmeonthebedandgettingontop

ofme,myhairistrapinsideatowelandIamstill

tryingtocatchmybreath.Sexinthishouseisfire.

Anywhere.Anytime.Whenever.“You’reokay?”he

trailshisfingersonmycheek.



“She’syours”Imumbleandhefrowns“Nomahlubi

she’syours”Itellhim.

“Whatdoyoumean?”

“I’msayingshe’syourdaughter,yourrealdaughter”

Iseehisfacechanging“andhowdoyouknow

that?”

“Icouldseethat.Nowimaginefindingoutyour

husbandimpregnatedanotherwomanwhenyou

wereonlytwomonths,don’tyouthinkI’ddo

anythingtohurthim?”itseemsasifwhatIam

sayingtohimisslowlysinkingin“Aftershetoldyou

thatNomahlubiisnotyoursdidyoudoDNA?”heis

rigidnow.

“No”



“AllI’msayingisyourexwifehasalltheanswers

butIbelievethatNomahlubiisyoursorImightbe

wrong”Hegetsoffthebed“Whereareyougoing?”

“Ihavetogoandseeher,weneedtotalk”

“Atthistimeofthenightandleavemealonehere?

AreyousmokingglueKungawo?”hegazeatme

andtheneruptwithlaughterwithhisshoulders

movingupanddownwhilehismanhoodisstillhard.

“Mymomusedtoaskmethatwhenshe’saboutto

beatmeup”

“Iguessshecouldseeyousmokeglue.Youarenot

leavingmealonewithourkids...”wait,Ijustsaid

ourkids?Iamtheonesmokinggluehere.“Atnight,

that’snothappening.Youwilltalktohertomorrow”



“Iloveyou”

“Yohtshin’thizaKungawocometobed”heis

laughingsosonorouslyandsocarefreewithallthe

musclesaroundhisface.

“Onlyyou’dsaidthatbecauseyou’rescaredtosay

youlovemeback,IamnotrushingyouDr

Mkhungo”

“Mescared?You’dseeasnakeinanocean”

“NotwhenasnakewasfoundinanoceanDr

Mkhungo”

“YourhumorMrThembelaisthereasonwhyit’s

easytobelieveyousmokeglue”



“I’mstillhardyouknow”

“Iamsleeping!”

Thisonewantsmarriagesexnow,eh?Ifyou

haven’tpaidacentyousupposedtogetoneround,

mensometimesyeses.

Heislaughingsoloud!
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RememberwhenIsaidfollowingdayIwasgoing

homewithmyfistagainstmychest?Hehehethe



confidenceIhadmurmuringthosewordsundermy

breath.

Itbeenaweekalreadybeinghere—everymorning

wewakeupprepareforworkandhemakesme

lunch,drivemethereandgivesmehiscardwhichI

thinkbelongstomenowbecausehehasn’ttookit

eversincebutinsteadthere’smoneyalways

cominginfollowedbyamessagesaying“youwill

seewhatyoucandowithitbutIwantitfinished”.

AndalsoIamnotoneofthosewomenwhofights

whentheirmengivethemmoneybecausethey

don’twanttofeellikethey’reinarelationshipfor

money,never,ever,ever.Iwilltakethemoneyand

useitthewayhewantedmetobecausethatmakes

himhappy.

OntheotherhandI’vebeenspendingtimewiththe

childrenwheneverKungawoisfetchingmefrom

workthey’realwaystherebesidestheotherone

whothinksI’manantagonistinherfairytalestory.



WhenIentertheroomsheexitsandwhenIexitshe

enters.Iamnotgoingtoforcehertolikeme

honestlybecauseItriedinmynormalsensesifher

fatherdidn’tpracticeblackmagiconmeIhonestly

wouldn’thavebotheredbutfeedherrataxandmove

onwithlifebutIwantwhat’sbestforher.Apartof

mestillfeelsthatshe’sKungawo’sdaughter

becauseshelookssomuchlikeheryoungersister,

infactthey’retheirfather’sduplicates.Theman

whowassupposedtogothefollowingdayand

seekthetruthhasbeencaughtupwithworksohe

keepsreschedulingmeetingwithhisexwifebut

alsoIfeellikehe’srunningawaybecausehe

doesn’twanttoregisteritinhismindthat

Nomahlubiishissincehefeelshemightbe

disappointed,helovesherhonestlymorethanthe

othertwoifIcouldsaymyself.Maybebecauseof

howthingsunfoldedbuthelovesherandIwishshe

couldseethat.

ThemoreIspendtimewiththesekidsI’vestarted

speaking“is’America”forinstantIdidn’tknowwhen



you’resaying“you’recapping”thatmeanssomeone

islyingand“nocap”doesn’tmeansomeoneisnot

wearingacapornocapsallowedbutitsimply

means“you’renotlying”butmyfavoritewordhas

tobe“fam”Idon’tknowifit’sanabbreviationof

familyorwhatbutWaneleuseitquitealotonhis

friends—wegetalongsoperfectlywithhim.Maybe

itbecauseIamnaturallyafunnypersonandImake

himlaughsohealwayswantstobearoundmeand

Cataleyawellsheseesmeashertherapistthatone,

whenevershehasproblemsshecomestomeand

she’sahugger,shealwaysthrowsherhands

aroundmegivingmegigantichugs.ButalsoIfeel

it’sbecauseshehasfoundamotherinmebecause

herrealmotherpassedaway,monthsago.

Ijustwokeupsittingonthebedandgathering

somestrengthandthesedaysworkhasbeen

takingatollonmemaybebecauseIamnow

sexuallyactivebutwakingupeverymorninghas

becomesuchadragandbythegraceofGodtoday

Iamoff.



“Baby”hewalksintotheroomdoninasuitandI

alwaysfindhimcomelywhenhelooksformal

maybebecausehe’sashortandshirt—twopiece

likeandsneakerstypeofperson.Andthenjeans

andshirts.“Weonlyhaveanhoursogetreadywe

aregoingtochurch”

Tochuuuuuuuuurccccchhhhh?Whatnoways,I

knowmyfatherisapastorandhehasnointerestin

meandmytwinsisterbutIamnotachurchgoer.

ThelasttimeIwasatchurchIwasaSundaySchool

teacherandthentheydemotedme,mxmtheyhad

noexplanationorwhatsoeverandtillthisdayIdon’t

wanttoattendchurchandnowthismanwantsto

standinthemiddleoftheroomwithhishands

insidehispocketsandlookingsobeautifulandtell

methatwearegoingtochurch.

Church?Church!Church?!



“Ican’tgotochurchbaba”Idon’tcallhimbabalike

howyourmotherdoesbutIcallhiminasweetest

toneandinasingsongtone,almostlikeamoan.I

normallydothatwhenIwantsomethingandhe

lovesit.

Asmileetchonhisfacethenhewalksaroundthe

roomtograbhiswatch“WhyDrMkhungo”heputs

onhiswatchandhisgazehisfixatedonme.

“I’msick”

“Ohtheywillprayforyoubaby”

Eh!

Iclearmythroatandgetoffthebednakedwithmy

breastsaggybutmynipplesperkingupathim

walkingtowardshiminslowstepshopingto



seducehimbutinsteadhesmirksandhishands

returntohispocketwatchingmestridingtowards

himuntilIhaltinfrontofhim,lookingupathimand

breathingheavily.“I’dlovetogiveyoupleasure.I

havesomanywaysonhowtodoitinmymindbut

notnowbaby”hishandsareinhispocketsmaybe

restrainingthemfromtouchingme“andIknow

you’redoingthisbecauseyoudon’twanttogoto

church”

“Touchme”

“No”

“Please”

“NoYolokazi”hesmirks

“I’mgoingtotouchmyself”



“AndI’mgoingtowatchyouwithmydickhardbutI

knowyouwon’tgiveyourselftheamountof

pleasureIcouldgiveyousonowpleasegetready

we’regoingtochurchIdon’twanttochangemy

mind”hesaysinawhisperyvoiceandintently

lookingdownatmewhileIstandherelikea

sculptureinItalyanddartingmyeyesathim“you’re

sobeautiful”hesaysbreathlessly.Iknowhe’s

havingahardtimeresistingme.

Butchurch?AhGodcanforgiveme.

“Thenshowme”

“There’snothinginthisworldIenjoyasshowing

youhowbeautifulyouarefromyourtoestothe

follicleofyourhair,worshipingyouandmakinglove

toyouwithmyfingertipsbutnotnowbaby”I

swallowmysalivamyeyesstillonhim.Butmy



handshangingonthesidesandhisonhispockets.

Mywaxedvaginahumming.Myswollenberry

chanting.Mybreaststandingupforattentionand

mytonguekeepsmymouthmoistandthenhe

takesoutoneofhishandandtrailhisfingersonthe

contoursofmylipsandIfluttermyeyesclosed

“Don’tcloseyoureyesbaby”Iopenthemandlook

athimwithmyheartviolentlythrobbingagainstmy

chest“wearegoingtochurch”

“Okay”Irespondunderhispowerfulgazeanditjust

hitmethatheusedhissorceryformeintoagreeing

comingalongwithhimtochurchandmybreathis

caughtonmythroatthenhesmilesatmerealizing

thathehaswonthebattleofsensualityand

spirituality—okaythatdoesn’tmakesense,Ijust

wantedsomethingthatcouldrhyme.

“WhenyougetreadyI’mgoingtogetahaircut

acrossthestreet”



“Haircut?”No,Ilovehishair.

“I’mshaving”

“Why?”

“I’veoutgrownhavinghairbaby”

“ButIloveyouwithhair”

Hesmiles“Iknow”hepause“Ihaveto”

“Iknowyou’lllookgood”

“Thanks,getready”thenhepauseagain“Iloveyou”

“You’lllookgoodwithyourhaircut”Irespondand



helaughsloudlyshakinghishead.

“You’rethemostfunniestpersonI’veevermet,let

megetgoing”

Whew!It’ssohardsayingthosethreewords.

Iamwearingananimalprintdresswithlongpuffy

sleevesandaslit.MydreadlocksarebraidedandI

decidedtokeepitnaturalandputononlyabrown

lipstick.Itseemsit’sonlyWaneleandIwhowere

draggedherebutthegymfreakandspoiltbratare

ratherexuberancetobehereaswegetoffthecar

andwalkingtothetallnakedbrickswithacrosson

topbuildingandhishandaroundmywaist.

“Yofamwewerereallydraggedhere”Isaytomy

fellowAmericanandhelooksatmeeruptingwith

laughterandhelooksabsolutelycharmingina

sheerturtleneckwithsomeartisticdetailsandgrey



pantsandjewelry—he’safashionistaandhe

dressesliketheoldvintagedaysbuthemakesso

stylish,trendyandclassy.Waneleisoneofthose

youngsterswhothinksthey’reinAmerica.

Kungawoglancesatmeandsmileswhileshaking

hishead.Andohman,helookssobeautifulwithhis

newhaircut.Notbaldbutit’sawavefadeandhe

looksgodlike.I’vebeenstaringathiminacarwith

disbeliefandIthinkheenjoysseeingmegawkingat

himbecausehekeepssmirkingandwinking.

Uponwalkinginthesinginghasstarted.Ohthisis

unlikethechurchesIamusedtobuteveryoneis

sittinginbenchesandsingingsoftly.Nodramatic

screamingandprayingjustvibesasWanelewould

say.

OkayIneedtostopspendingtimewithKungawo’s

son,what’svibeseven?Hehe.



I’veyawnandyawnedandyawned!

There’snodramahere,nooneisfightingovera

microphoneandsinginglouderthantheotherbut

it’salljustloveandpeace.ButIamactually

enjoying.Thesereneatmosphereandhowyoucan

clearlyhearthepastorsincehe’snotscreaming

andjumpingmaybeit’sbecausehe’syoungand

beautifulandcharming.

Okaythatwasactuallyagreatserviceandso

refreshingwegetupshakinghandsandflashing

ourteethbeforewalkingout.“Tata!”IhearNoma

screamingfrombehindaswearewalkingbackto

thecarparkingasweturnbackshe’swalking

towardsuswithhermotherdoninanemeraldboob

tube,longsleevedressandheelslookingbeautiful

withafringeandredlips.Shewalkssoperfectlyin

thosehighheelshoesassheapproachestowards

usandshowingherteeth“Ijustbumpedtoumama”

youbumpedintoheroryouinvitedher?Thisone



thinksshe’ssmartheh?

Kungawosternlylooksathisdaughterthenthe

motherwho’sshowingallherteethbeforehelace

hishandonmywaistbringingmeclosertohimand

flashingasmile“Palesagreatseeingyou”hesays

greetingherandsheholdsontoherpurse.

“Greatseeingyoutoo,youlookdifferent”

“I’msureyou’remeetingheragainbutthisismy

girlfriendYolokazi”andyoucalledmeanewskirt

firsttimewemetandLordshouldsaveyoutoday

becauseifyoudaresaysomethingIamgoingtokill

you.

Sheextendsherhandwithnicelydonemanicure

andasmile—wellshe’snotbitchytodaybutpretty

muchmatureunlessifshe’suptosomething“Nice

meetingyouandaboutourfirstencounterI’dlove



toapologize”notherbeingnicewhenIamtryingto

fight.

Ismile“It’sokay,nicemeetingyou”

“YoulookhappyKungawo”shesaysobservingand

she’sgenuinelysmilingwhileherdaughteris

standingnexttoherlookingatherparentshoping

theycouldkissrightinfrontofme.

“Iam,doyoumindifwetalk?”

“Now?”shegape.

“Now”Kungawosternlyresponds.

“We’llbeinthecar”Iannounce.



“Don’tgo”Kungawo

“Thisisbetweenthebothofyou”Ismileatherand

thenwalkawayfollowedbytheothertwowhile

Nomahlubiplantsherfeettherenotmovinguntil

herfathersayssomethingtoherthenshewalks

away.

Wegetinacarandtheothertwowhomareunder

myspellarenothappyseeingtheirfatherwiththe

otherwomanandWanelehasbeenaskingifIam

okaycountlesstimesandthentakingadeepbreath.

Ikeeplookingoutsidethewindowseeinghisstern

expressionashespitswordswhilePalesais

standingstaticwithtearsnowstreamingdownher

face,thatconversationisheatedup.

“What’sgoingonwhyismymomcrying?”

NomahlubiasksandCataleyadiabolicallylooksat

herthenahead“I’mgettingoffthecar”



“Wedon’tcare”Cataleya“Whatwereyoutryingto

achieve?hopingtohurtauntYolokazimaybeby

bringingyourmotherhere?”

“Ididn’tknowmymotherwascomingtochurch”

shedefends.

“Weallknowthat’salieandthemomentyougetit

throughyourheadthatutataishappywithaunt

Yolokazithebetterbutratherthanthatyoucanget

offthiscar,noonecares”youseetodayIamnot

meddlingintotheirfightstheycanstrangleeach

otherforallIcarebutIdon’thavetheenergytobea

referee.

“Okaybothyouthat’senough!”Isternlysay.Yeah.

Thesamepersonwhosaidisnotmeddlinginto

theirbusinessistalkingwhatdoyouwanttosay?

“Enough!”Irepeatthenlookaheadandtheneerie



silencerevisits.

“AhauntYolokaziyoualsohaveabirthmarkjust

likeours,almostshapedlikeamapofAfrica”

CataleyasayschangingtheatmosphereandI

glanceatherandsmile“doyouknowwhatthat

means?”

“No”

“Dadhasn’ttoldyou?”Wanele

“Tellmewhat?”

“Youhaveabirthmark?”Nomahlubiasksmethen

getoffthecarcrying.

What’sgoingon?



“You’rethechosenonetositwithutataonathrone.

WellourgrandmotherisumXhosafromCapeTown

kwaLangathenshemetumkhuluwhoisaking

KwaZulu”Whatinthebibleisthis?“Rightnow

malumeissittingonthethronebecausehe’sthe

heirbutwhenhefinallyretiresutataistheone

who’llbetakingover.Andhewastoldthattheone

who’llsittherewithhimwe’llhavethesamebirth

mark”

“You’reroyalty?”Iaskthem.

“Yes”theyanswer.

Yougottobekidding!

Beingastepmotherwasokay,havingtocometo

churchwasfinebutfindingoutthatKungawois

fromroyalty?Nofam.



Aftersometimehegetsinthecarandclickinghis

tongue,hisdaughterisleftbehindsurelywithher

mother.He’sgrippingintothesteeringwheelashe

drivesoffasthoughwearebeingchasedby

demons“Bothofyouneedtotellmewheredidyou

learntohavesuchbigmouths!”heglancesathis

childreninthebackseatwhoareshakingontheir

boots“Ningijwayelakabinina”Thatmeanshe’s

surelygoingtobeatthemupuntil,until.

“Wethought...”Waneleopenshismouth.

“Shutupwenayezwa!”Ohshamehe’sangry,he’s

angry.Andweareallgoingtofeelhiswrath

“Nxarga”isheangrybecausehischildrentoldme

whathe’sbeenhidingfrommeortheconversation

hehadwithhisexwife.“Ifit’snotPalesalyingto

meit’sbothofyounikhulumaindabazami

(meddlingonmybusiness)”heaggressively

changesgears.“Nomahlubiismydaughter!”he

says



Iknewit!

Itakeoutmyphoneandtextbothofthem“When

wegethomeimmediatelygetoffthecarandrunto

yourroomsandlockthedoors”mymessagereads

beforeIsteallooksatthemandtheynodtheir

heads.

Upongettinghometherascalsgetoffthecar

quicklybeforewecanevenparkproperlyand

alreadythey’redisappearinginsidethehouse.I

wanttolaughsomuchbutIcan’tbecauseIhaveto

keepastraightface.Iunfastenmyseatbeltand

whenIamabouttogetoffheholdsmyhand“Can

wetalk?”hepleads.

“Whydidyouhidethisfromme?”

“Iwasgoingtotellyouwhenthetimeisright”



“Whenthetimeisrightyouwilltellmethennow

pleaseletmego”

“Yolokazicanwetalk”

“No”Iseethe“AndifyoudarebeatupCataleyaand

Waneleyou’llhavemetodealwithMrThembela”

“Areyouthreateningme?”hesmiles.

Whyishesmiling?

“Itseemslikeit”

“Iwasgoingtotellyou”



“AreyouwithmebecauseIhaveabirthmarkand

thatmeansyoucanfinallytakeoverthethronenot

becauseyouloveme?”

“Yolokazi...”

“AnswermyquestionKungawo”hejustdartsinto

myeyeslookingbeyondmybonesandsoul“You

knowwhatIamleaving!”
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It’smysister’snegotiationstoday!

Iswearitfeelslikethosemenwhoareoutside

shoutingourclannamesarehereforme,Iamalso



officiallyaMkhungowithahairywristbandonmy

hand.Theululatinghasbeendrowningeverysound

inthishousesincetheweekstarted,goataftergoat

isbeingslaughteredandit’sameatgalore.

Thatdayafteraskinghimthatonequestionand

himjuststaringintomyeyeslikethey’remadeof

rosequartzIdecidedtogetoffthecarandpackmy

bagsthenIleftwhilehesatinthebedroomcouch

andwatchedmenotsayinganything.AndIamglad

hedecidedtodothatbecauseIwasgoingtoinsult

hismother,hisgrandmother,hisgreatgreatmother

andevenhisancestorsbecauseclearlyhewas

takingmeforgranted.

Nxarghathatbloodyuglything!

Ah,he’sbeensendingcountlessmessagesand

tryingtocallmebutI’vedecidedtoblockhimallat

once.Andthenhischildrenbeencallingmeondaily

basistoaskwhat’sgoingonandifIwascoming



backjustdaysagoCataleyapostedapictureofus

oninstagramwithaheartasacaption.Idecidedto

stalkherthereandthen,she’soneofthosepeople

whomyoudon’tknowwhataretheyfamousforon

socialmediabutshegivesagreataesthetics—you

seethosepeoplewhoshowsyouwhatsoftlife

lookslikeonsocialmediahuh?Thosewhopost

picturescarryingaskinproductintheirhandsor

makeup.Thosewhopostpicturesoffoodwitha

perfectviewandwearingawhiterobeandtowel

aroundtheirheadsandsunglasses,picturesin

swimwearthatleavesyouwonderingwhyareyou

stilleatingjunkfoodhuh?That’smydaughter,I

meanexdaughter,Iamnottheirstepmother

anymore,itwasshortlivedhuh?

FromstalkingherfeedIgottoseehergrandmother

whomisKungawo’smotherandohboywhata

beautifuloldlady,shelookssosweetandwarm

andinthatpictureitseemsitwasthatdaywhenI

wasleftbehindinacar.Theywerebrightlysmiling

withhergranddaughterandthatpicturewas



followedbyavideoofthefamilysingingand

clappinghandstogether,they’reperfectlyblended,a

closeknitbeautifulfamily.

Ididn’tsleepthatnightitstartedoffasaninnocent

stalkinguntilIfoundmyselfinKungawo’sbrother

accountandthey’rereallyfromroyalty.Youshould

seehiswife,shelooksunrealIamtellingyou

almostdolllike.Ohnoandthat’sjusthisfirstwife

andhissecondwifeisjustasbeautifulandthey

seemtogetalongsincetheyhaveajointaccount,

couldneverbebutalsopicturesdoliedon’tthey?

Kwandaisnotcatchingabreather,agitateddraped

inablanketandwearingfullonumbhancopacing

upanddown.Ihavebeeneavesdroppingforher

andupdatingheronwhat’shappening.Thenmy

motherontheotherheadisrunningaroundlikea

headlesschickenbutexuberance,shecameback

fromrehabsometimeagoandshe’sdoingjustfine.

Iamhappyseeingherbeingabetterversionof



herself.

FinallyKwandaisbeingcalledtothelivingroom

andIamaccompanyingherwesitonthefloor

beforetheMcelufamilychoosestheirflowerthen

wereturnbacktothebedroomwhereshescreams

celebrating—Iamdancingalongwiththem.Nowwe

havetoservetheinlaws.“Welecanwetalkaside?”

Kwandasaystomeafterwehavebeenserving,

washingdishesandallthatdomesticbusiness.I

grabatableclothwipingmyhandsfollowingher

behindassheleadsmetothebedroom,shehas

removedtheblanketthatwasdrapedaroundher

shoulders.Icannotbelieveshe’snowsomeone’s

wife.

Aftershehasclosedthedoorshesitsonthebed

eatingfromapacketofsweetandherotherhand

restingonhernowvisiblestomachunderthatwhite

dressshe’swearing“what’sgoingonwithyou?”



Itugmyheadin“there’snothingwrongwithme”

“IknowyouYolokazi”she’sveryobservingthisone.

Ipretendtobeokayandjustfrownather“yesthat

face,what’swrong”

“Doyouhaveabirthmark?”Iaskher.

“Hmmbehindmyneck”

“Ohmetoo”Ichuckle“howisitshaped?”

“UhmIdon’tknowlikeamapofsomesort”

“Great”that’sallIcansay.Ihavebeenlookingat

minesinthemirrorforsometime.Andindeedthat’s

theshapebutthere’snothingspecialright?It’sjust

abirthmarkandmysisteralsohasit.Itgotnothing



todowithbeingachosenoneforsoandso

otherwiseeveryonewiththiskindofbirthmarkwill

marryKungawo.

“I’mlistening”

“Okayso...”

“Sowhat?”

“Eishthisishard”

“Areyoupregnant?”

“Whatno!I’moninjection”

“Okaythat’sgreatthenwhat’swrong?”



“Kungawoisfromroyalty”

“What?”

“Kingandqueenmntase”

“Getout!You’regoingtobeaqueen?”Inyour

dreamsthatcouldneverbeme,ever.You’dseea

snakeinthesea.They’reprosandconsinroyalty.

Andme?I?couldnevereverbepartofthat.

“Webrokeup”

“Whatnoways?Justdaysagoyoutwowereall

overeachotherheseemstolikeyou.Ilikehimfor

you”



“Ithinkhedoesn’tloveme”

“Hasheshowedyouthathedoesn’tloveyou?”

“No,notreallybuttheopposite”

“Thenyouhavenorighttodoubthim”

Ibreatheout“yeahsure”

“Whatcausedthesedoubts?”

“Apparentlythewomanorletmesayhissoulmate

hasthisbirthmark.I’veseenitbeforeonhis

stomachbutIneverpaidattention.Theymatch”

“That’ssomesupernaturalstuff”



“Somewildshitfam”nowIamspeakinglike

Wanele.Imisshim.Ineedtocallhimsomedayand

makehisdayfilledwithlaughter.

Kwandalaughsloudly“you’respeakinginternet

languagenowstepmom,mustbeennicebeinga

mothertoteenagers”shemocksandIshowhermy

middlefinger“Isaytalktohimandseewhathehas

tosaybutifhedoesn’tgiveyoutheassuranceyou

needthenyoucanwalkaway.Youhaveeveryright

tobabyandI’mgoingtofindyouanewboyfriend”

“HehakeDrLove”

“Iwantyoutobehappy”

“AndsodoI”



“Nowgo”

“Gowhere?”

“Gotohimandtalktohim”

“Asinnow?”

“Now?”

“Hawungeke!”

“Takefourshotsandgo”shewinks.

I’vetakenmyfourshots!

Okay,whew,Ineedtobreathe.



WhenIparkthere’ssomanycarsoutside,theylook

expensiveandgleaming.Ishehavingaparty

maybe?NotthatIcareIjustwanttotalktohimand

leave.Iwalkinsidethehouseshoutinghisname,I

thinkImightbetipsy.What’sthepercentageinthe

bottleofginbecausewhuu!Icanfeelthisthing

alreadytravelingthroughmysystemandIcanalso

hearvoices.“Mongamelithinaasinababaandyou

knowthat,I’mthefatherhere.SincehediedI’ve

beenyourfather.Idon’tunderstandwhatdoyou

meanyoudon’tseeyourselfinathroneafterMelusi,

who’sgoingtotakeoverkewhenIstepdown?”I

hearabaritonevoiceaskingandalreadyIam

standinginthemiddleoftheroomfullofmenand

theonewho’stalkingisbaldheadedwithagrey

strandsonhisbeard.It’stheoneIwasstalking.

Theyalllooklookingalike.It’sfreaky.It’screepy.

It’sweird.TheyturntheirheadstowardsmeasI

standhereblinkingandmyheadspinningaround.

WhyaretheycallinghimMongameli?



“Baby”Kungawosaysthemomentheseesme

whiletheotherfivemenaregawkingatme“What

areyoudoinghere?Areyouokay?Iloveyou”he

saysallatonceasifhecannotbelievethatIam

standinghereinhislivingroom.“Iloveyou”he

repeatsonceagain.“Yolokazi”hecallsmeonce

again.Idon’tknowwhattosay.Takingfourshots,

thatwastheworseadviceever.

“Iloveyoutoo”Isay.ForthefirsttimeIsayitwith

menlookingatmelikeIampieceoffullchicken.

WawuYolokazi,wawu!

Stopdrinkingalcoholsisi!

Iseesmilesontheirfacesbeforetheyleavethe

roomonebyoneaftergreetingmeand

disappearingaroundthehouse.Thereheis

standingthereasifhe’stakinginwhatIjustsaidto



him.“FromdayoneI’veneverwantedtositona

throne”hetellsme.

“Thenwhyyoucouldn’tanswermethatday”

“Iwaslookingattheloveyou’realwaystryingto

hidefrommeinyoureyes”

“YouarenotapoetKungawo”Ichucklesoftly.

“I’mserious”ohhe’sactuallyserious.“That’swhy

whenIlefthomeIdecidedIamgoingtousemy

mother’ssurnameandmysecondnametoavoid

beingnoticedassomeonefromroyalty.Idon’tcare

aboutitYolokazi.Thebirthmark,Idon’tevencare

aboutit.AllIwantisyou.Fromdayone.Fromthe

timeImetyouatacorridoratastoreIwantedyou.

Mostlymakelovetoyou”



“Ohsoyouwantedtohavesexwithme?”

“Forweeks,days,minutes,seconds,monthsand

years,foreverYolokazi”

“You’renotmakingthiseasierformeKungawo”

“I’mnottryingtobaby”

Ibreatheout“I’mtipsy”

“Icanseethat”hesmiles“comehere”

“No”

“Iwanttoholdyou”



“What’syourname?”

“MongameliMthabela”

“KungawoThembelaisthemanIfellinlovewith

butIcanconsideryou”

Helaughs“comehere”Istepclosertohimandhe

wrapsaroundinhisarmsandkissesthetopofmy

headthenIlookupathim“youlookbeautiful”

“IfIbecomeaqueendoesthatmeansI’llhaveto

stopdrinkingalcohol?”

“No,nothingwillhavetochange.Iloveyoumore

whenyou’redrunk.Youspeakyourmind”

“Youshould’vetoldme”



“IknowandI’msorryDrMkhungo”

Ibreatheout“Wherearemychildren?”

“Intheirroomsnottalkingtome.Imissedyou”

“Imissedyoutoo”

“Thosearemybrothers”

“Theylooklikeyou”

“I’dlovetodisagree.I’mgoingtoquicklycheckup

onthemthengetbacktoyou”

“I’mgoingtocheckonmyfams”



“Wanelereallyputyouonhuh?”

“Itseemslikeit”

“Wehavealottotalkabout”

“Soundsserious”

“Itis”heleanscloser“ourbodieswillbedoingthe

talking”

•

Iseriouslyneedtostopdrinkingbecausetheplan

wasnotspendingthenighthereandalsonottolet

himshagmewholenightwhilewebothmoanand

groanabouthowmuchweloveeachother—that



wasn’ttheplan.Ever.Justlikeitwasn’ttheplan

acceptingbeingastepmothertothosetworascals

whojumpedofftheirbedsthemomenttheysaw

walkingintotheirroomandgavemehugs,theother

oneisbacktoosurelyaftersheheardI’veleftto

plotmoreplansaboutgettingherparentsback

together.Butlastnightsheactuallygreetedand

huggedmewithasmile,strangehuh?

Thismanjustannouncedthathisbrothersare

comingoverforlunchandhe’sexpectingtocook,

me!

Ithoughthewasthechefinthisrelationship.

Idon’tuserosemaryandparsleyandotherspices

likehimbuthesaidhisbrothersprefersthatsoIam

makingsampandroastedchickenandifanyone

hasanythingtosaytomeaboutmycookingthen

theyhaveanotherthingcoming.NowIhavetobea

“makoti”andIhateeveryminutesofitbecause

thesepeoplealwaysactlikeyouneedsomesortof



approvalfromthemfortheirbrothertobewithyou,

everyfamilyactslikethat,it’sweird.

NomahlubiandCataleyaarebeinghelpfularound

thekitchenandIamonlytalkingwiththegymfreak

thespoiltbrathasn’tsaidawordtomeandit’s

betterthatway.

Icanhearcarsoutsideandclosingofdoorsbefore

sonorousvoicesfillstheentireroomastheylaugh

loudlyandchuckleandcallingeachother“bafo”

thenKungawoorshouldIcallhimMongamelinow?

Hecomestothekitchenandleansagainsttheentry

way.“Itsmellsgoodhere”hesaysandIwanttoroll

myeyesathimbutdecidetosmile.“Theywantto

seeyou”heannouncesandItakeofftheapronand

followingrightbehindhimthenheunexpectedly

spanksmybuttocksandIgigglesoftlybeforehe

pullsmeinforaquickkiss.“YoulookbeautifulDr

Mkhungo”



“ThankyouMr...”Iteasehim.

“Mthabela”

“Thankyou”Iwinkathim.

“Areyouokay?”

“No,notreally”

Hefrownsandattentivelylooksatme“what’s

going?”

“We’lltalklaterwhenwe’realone.Lastnightwe

endedupnottalking,talking”

“Isitabout...”



“No,notthat”

“Thenwhat’sitbaby?”

“NotnowMongameli”

Hesmiles“Okaylaterthen”

“Hmmm”

“Mkhungo,Sodi,Langa,Nqumela,Magangesiqunga

esihleesingahlalinyoningobasizalelaamazinyane

amasakabuli,Mnjonjo”ThemomentIwalkintothe

roomoneofthemispraisingmewithmyclan

names.I’dlovetosayIhateitbutthis...thisis

ticklingmeinalltherightplaces.They’regathered

togetherinalivingroomwithgreenbottlesofbeer.



Againthisisfreaky!

Itakeasitrightnexttotheirbrotherastheygiveme

approvallooks.

Iamintroducedto:

Menzi(firstbornandking)

Melusi(theonewhowaspraisingmewithmyclan

names)

Mongameli(theoneIamsleepingwith)

Mnotho(Wellhejusthasasmileonhisfaceand

nottalkingmuch)

Muzi(theinterestinglookingone,surelythemost



attractiveoneinthisfamilywearingiziqhaza

earringsandprettymuchstylish)

Mpumelelo(thelastborn.Ithinkhe’ssameageas

Wanele.Buthe’salsothesecondattractiveone

afterMuziandImustsaytheirparentswerehaving

themostfreakishsex)

“NicetofinallymeetyoumaMkhungo”Menzisays

tomewithasmileandleaningforward.“Mybrother

toldmethatyouwerenotawareaboutwherehe

comesfrom”

WhatmustIsay?Obviouslywhathisbrothertold

himwastrueorheneedsconfirmation?Thisisthe

partIhateinarelationshipmeetingfamilyand

relativesandhavingtoactlikeyou’renotalunatic.

“Yebo”Ismile.



“I’dlovetoapologizeonhisbehalfandthankyou

forallowingustocometoyourhouse”Whose

house?Idon’thaveahouse.

AnywaysthedayprovestobeamazingI’vebeen

laughingandservingthesepeopleandtheyenjoyed

myfoodandundercookedchickentoobutnoone

daredtosayaword.Theywould’vedied.Butrather

thanthatthey’renormalpeoplenothingspecial

aboutthemhonestly—okaythey’reroyalty.Weare

havingabraainowandagainIhadtomakepap.

AndIsawMnothohavingaconversationwith

Nomahlubi,heseemsverystrictanddoesn’ttake

shit.Afterhespoketohershewascryinghereye

ballsoffandthensherantome.Ihuggedher.Yes,

that’swhatIdid.Insteadoflettinghercry,choke

untilshediesIdecidedtowarmlyembraceherthen

Igaveheraglassofsugarwaterthat’swhenI

heardanapologycomingfromher.

ThisdayisabouttoendwhenPalesaappearsfrom



nowherefollowingbehindKungawoandweare

calledtothelivingroomagainbyMenzi.Andbythe

graceofGodIhopehewon’tpromotethat

polygamybusinessthathe’sbeendoingbecause

someoneisgoingtoeitherendupinmortuaryor

hospital,there’snoinbetween.Iamnotcannabis.

Theywon’tdaredisrespectmelikethat.

“I’msurebothofyoudon’tknowwhyyou’vebeen

calledhere”canhegetstraighttothepointsoIcan

gocrazynow,now.“MaDubeIamgoingtoneed

youtoapologizetoMaMkhungo”

Palesahangsherheadlowandthenlooksupatme

withsincerity“I’msorryfordisrespectingyou.We

bothdon’tknoweachotheranditwaswrongofme

tocomeatyoulikethat.I’vealreadydidapologize

whenIsawtheotherdayandIhopeyou’llseethatI

genuinelymeanit”

Youcalledmeanewskirt!



“Noit’sokaybutIhopewedon’thavetorevisitthis

conversationagain”Isaywithathreateningtone.I

don’tcare.KingornokingshemustknowI’mgoing

torearrangeher.

“Great.Ihopebothofyouwilllearntorespecteach

other.MaMkhungoIwantyoutorespectMaDube

becauseshe’sinMongameli’slifeasmuchasyou

are.Theydivorcedyesbutshe’samotherofhis

child”

“Butthatshouldn’tgivehertherighttodisrespect

meorevenuseherdaughtertofightherbattles

that’sonethingIamnotgoingtolerate.Ihave

nothingagainstanyone.Ineverbrokehermarriage.

Iwasnotthere,sosheshouldn’ttreatmelikeI’ma

homewrecker”

“Andsheapologized”Mnotho.



“AndIacknowledgethatbutIamsayingifit

happensagainI’mnotgoingtofoldarmslikeIdid

beforebecauseclearlyitwillbeshowingthatshe’s

disrespectingmesinceshe’sapologizingnow”I

canhearsoftlaughtercomingfromMuzi.

“I’msureitwouldn’tgetthatfarrightMaDube?”

Menziasksherandshenodsherheadrespectfully.

Wonderful.

“WhatdoyouthinkofpolygamymaMkhungo?”

that’sMenziagainandIlooktowardshisbrother

whogazebackatmeindicatinghehasnothingto

dowithwhathisbrotherisasking.

“Nothing”Ianswer.



“Nothing?”hecreasehiseyebrow.

“Idon’tthinkaboutitsoIcannotanswerthat

question”Iamgunblazing.

“Wouldyouconsideritinfuture?”

“No”

“Why?”

“Idon’tunderstandwhatyoumeanwhybecause

mynoisafullanswer”anotherlaughterfromMuzi

eruptsthenhegrabshisbottlefromthetable

drinkingfromitbeforehewinksatmewithan

impressedsmile.

“NohaseverstanduptoyoulikethisMthabelaI



likeher”Mnothochuckles.

“She’sgoingtomakeagreatqueen”Menzi

responds.

“Mongamelimadeitclearthathe’drathernottake

overthethroneifhe’dhavetotakepolygamy

becausehe’safraidoflosingyou.Ofwhichwe

understand.Iunderstandbuttraditionalhehasto

takeasecondwifeandthat’swhywecalled

MaDubeandyouaswellMaMkhungotohearwhat

youthink”

“ThingsbetweenKungawoandIneverworked.He

doesn’tloveme.Hewillneverlovemeasmuchas

helovesYolokazi,I’veseenthemtogethersoIam

notgoingtobepartofthisifthat’sthereasonyou

calledmehere.I’mmovingonwithmylifeandI’m

happywiththedirectionI’mtaking.Icanco-parent

withbothofthemwhenitcomestoNomahlubibut

notbethereasonthey’llbeunhappyintheir



marriage”ohshe’snotthatmuchofabitchafterall.

“Mymotheriscomingdowntomorrowandshe

askedmetoinviteyouovertomorrowMamkhungo

andyouMaDube”wenodourheads“Youare

excuse”wewalkoutoftheroom.WellPalesa

wantedtoleaveallatoncebutIaskedhertostay

forsomestrangereasons.

“Icookedbutmychickenisundercookeddoyou

wantmetodishupforyou?”Iaskwithlaughterin

myvoice.

“I’lljustputitinamicrowave,thankyou”shesmiles

sweetlyandafterplacingaplateoffoodandglass

ofwineshethanksme“Itsmellsnice”shesays.

“I’mnotgoodatthatdepartment”



“Weareinthistogether”shelaughsandstartsto

eat“Hlubitoldmethatyou’reanamazingperson

andIagree.You’refiercetootheywererightyouare

goingtobeagreatqueen”Ohsotheydiscussme

withherdaughter.

“She’sanamazingchildtoo”

“AndI’msorryifshehasbeendisrespectful

towardsyou,shehasbeenhavingahardtimewith

acceptingmydivorcewithherfather”

“It’sallgoodhoneydon’tworryabout.Howisthe

food?”Ichuckle.

“I’llsayit’seightoutoftenyou’renotbadasIam.I

don’tevercookIbuytakeaways”

“Kungaworeallyhasatasteinwomen”Ilaughat



her“wewould’vebeenthemostworsesisterwives”

whatthefuckamIsaying?Thisisabadjoke.

“Right?Buthewould’vecookedforus”shefoundit

funnyokay,shecontinuesswallowing“Ihopewe

canhavearelationshiplikethis.Ihonestlyhave

nothingagainstyouYolokazi”

“Doyoulovehim?”

“Shouldbehonestorliebecauseyoumightkillme

ma’am?”shesmiles.

“Behonest,it’sasafespace”

“Ineverlovedhim.Itwasmoreaboutstatusforme

thananythingelsebutIlearnttolovehimeventually.

IcareforhimmaybeIdolovehimbutit’stoolate”



“Hmmm”Imurmur“Whydidyoulieabout

Nomahlubi?”

“Itwastohurthim.FindingoutwhenIwasonlytwo

monthstherewasanotherwomanIwasshattered.

Wehadsexbecauseeventuallyitwasboundto

happensincewestayedinasamehousebutwe

wereunfaithfulanddishonesttoeachotherlikeI

saidsubconsciouslyImight’velovedhimand

realizedwhenitwasallover”

“Helovedyou”Idon’tknowwhyIamtellingherthis

buthereIam“Icanseeinhiseyesthathedid”

“Buthewasn’tinlovewithmeYolokazi”

Deep!

Itakeasipfromaglassofwine“haveyoumet



someone?”

“Ohnowomanyouaretryingtomakemespillsome

beans!”shelaughs.

“It’sasafespace”Iwink.

“No,notyetbutI’monthemarket”shewinksback

atme“Ihopeonedaywecanbefriends”

“Idon’tmindatallasalongaswehavemutual

respectthat’stotallyfinewithme”

“Ishouldgetgoinghoney,seeyoutomorrowwhen

youfinallymeetyourmotherinlaw”

“Okayletmewalkyouout”shefirstbidsfarewellto

themeninthelivingroombeforewewalkout,share



ahugthenshegetsinhercarandwavingasshe

drivesoffwhenIturnaroundthereheisstanding

behindmeandwatchingme.

“Youscaredme!”Isay.

“Iloveyou”

“What’sgoingon?”

“Nothing”heshakeshishead“youjustsurprised

metoday”

“I’mfullofsurprisesbaba”

“You’renotawarehowhardyoumakemewhenyou

callmelikethat”



“Icannotkeepupwithyourhighsexdrive”Itakea

deepbreather“she’snotthatmuchofabadperson”

Isaytohim.

“Iknowthat”

“Yourbrothersaidyouneedtotakeasecondwife

foryoutobeonathrone”

“I’mnotobligedtoYolokaziandIdon’tlikethe

directionofthisconversation”

“There’snodirectionI’mjustsayingeventually

they’llforceyouintoit”

“I’mnottakingoveranytimesoon.Melusineedsto

sittherebeforemeandthat’smanyyearsfarbefore

Icaneventhinkaboutbeingaking.Idon’tcare

aboutit”



“YoucannotrunawayfromwhoyouareMongameli”

“IfItakepolygamythatmeansI’mgoingtoloseyou.

Idon’twanttoloseyoubutbesidethatyouarealot

totakeonalone,imaginehavingtwoormore

womeninmylifeIcannotdothat.Canwenothave

thisconversation”

“I’mscared”Iconfess.Iamhonestly.Andissurely

thefirsttimeIamshowingmyvulnerabilityto

anyone,amanmostly.“Ialreadycreatedourperfect

worldinmyheadandthisisaworsescenario

Kungawo”

Hisbighandsengulfmyfaceforcingmetolookup

athimwithmyglossyeyesandIattempthanging

myheadlowbuthisgripistightagainstmyface

“whateverpictureyou’vepaintedinyourheadI’min

lovewithitandit’sgoingtostaythatway,youhave



nothingtobescaredabout.Forgetaboutallthese

titles.Iamstillthesamemanyoufellinlovewith

muntuza”

Itakeadeepsigh“Okay”

“Nowstopcrying,Iloveyou”
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WedriveintoamodernIslamic-styleexteriorthat

makesaroomlighterwhilesheddingmosaiclighter

patternsonthecarpetinside,it’sbeautifuland

giganticandIalwayssayIdon’tunderstandpeople

whobuildssuchbighouseswhenthere’sonlythree

orfourpeoplestayingthere—Imeanwhat’sthe



pointhonestly?

ButIguessweallhaveourpreferencesright?

Gettingoffthecaramodellikewomancomesout

ofthehouseandshehasalongcurledweavewith

blondetintsitlookslikeherrealhair,theedgesare

perfectlylaidandshe’stallwithwarmbeige

emollientwearinganasymmetricboobtubepolka

dotdressandheadscarf.Asshegetstousshe

givesmeagigantichugbeforeshepullsawaywith

asmilethenhugsKungawonexttomewhosweeps

heroffherfeet—what’sthis?—anywaysthisisthe

secondwifethatIwasstalkingonsocialmediaand

shelooksevenunrealinperson.

“MaMkhungonicetomeetyouhoney,I’malsoa

Langa”shesaysandhervoicesoundslikeshehas

blockednosebutbecausewordsrolloutsmoothly

outofhermouthitsoundsserenading,shedrawls

whenshespeaks.“AhImissedyou”shepokes



Kungawowhochucklesandlacedhishandonmy

waistwitharosytingecoveringhisface.

“ImissedyoutoobutI’mbacknow.Anywaysbaby

thisisSarahandSarahthisismywifeYolokazi”

Whendidhesendcowsatmyhouseforhimtocall

mehiswife?Notevenchickensorgoats?Hehake.

“Nicemeetingyou,you’resobeautiful,comewith

meandleavethisone”sheextendsherhandwitha

diamondring,thisisarockI’mtellingyou.“Areyou

okay,youseemnervous?”shechucklessoftlyas

wemakeourwayinsidethehouseandIlosemy

speakingcapacitylookingaroundtheinteriorwith

calmingtonesmeetingwoodtextureinamodern

livingandinthedecorthroughoutthismodernluxe

home.Asectionalsofaarrangementandambient

lightingglowsaroundtheceilinglineandafloor

lampshedsbrighterlightoveroneendofthe

modernsofadesign,creatingsomesortoflike

dedicatedreadingspot.Thenthere’samodern



fireplacesblazesinthediningareaofthehome,

flickeringfromaglassbedontopofmodernunit.

Thediningroompendantlightsspreadoutat

differentheightsacrossthecontemporarytableand

chairsset.

“I’mokay”Ismileather.

“Ohdon’tworrynothingbeatwineinamug”she

winksatme“theothersisterwivesareinthe

kitchenalreadycooking,let’sgo”myhandisstill

intertwiningwithhersasweenterthemodern

kitchenthatstandsdirectlyoppositethediningarea

withitsowncasualdiningspotsetupalonga

marbletoppedpeninsula.Fourblackkitchenbar

stoolslineupsolidlybeneaththechunky

countertop.Darkenedglassisusedasanaccentin

manyareasofhomedesign,usedtoattractively

encasestructuralcolumnsortoformsmokedglass

doorsandpartitions.



“LookwhoIhavewithme”Sarahsaystotheother

womeninthekitchenwhoallturnaroundfacing

towardsuswithfakeandrealsmilesandtheyjust

lookhasclassyassheis.

Iwavemyhandatthemwithasmilewhilemyother

handisstillintertwiningwithSarah’swhomisnot

willingtoletmegoanytimesoon.“Okaysothat’s

Unathiandshe’smysisterwife”shesaystome

pointingtowardsthewomanwithabobcutweave

butalsoasilkyheadscarfonherhead.

Youseethatonewhowastalkingaboutpolygamy

lastnight?Thatattractivepieceofthingwhogets

finelikewinehuh?Yeshehasbeautifulwivesand

they’reyoung.

“Andthenthat’sAmandaandshe’sMelusi’swife

first”she’sverysimpleandyoucantellshedoesn’t

reallycareaboutglitzandglamourbutjustwears

tailoredmadedresseswithtraditionalelementsinto



it“Andwellthat’sZakithiandshe’sthesecondwife”

herheadiswrappedartfullyandshe’sbeautiful

withherebonyskinandbigearringshangingfrom

herearlopes,wellsherecentlyjustgotmarried.

“AndthenrighttherewehaveElimthawho’s

Mnotho’swifeshewasourlastbornbeforeyou

came”ohshehasthispureandinnocentaura

aboutherbutshe’svivaciousandcharming“Okay

thisisYolokazi,MaMkhungoandI’llhopewe’llbe

kindtoeachother”Sarahfinishesoffthe

introduction.

“Hmmm”Amandasaysandthencontinueswithher

chopping.Ohthatwas—nevermindI’mnothereto

causedramanorthrowspoonsandforksatanyone.

WithinasecondI’malreadyhandsonwith

choppinganddrinkingfromamugandhonestly

speakingIhateallofthis.Havingtocookforpeople

ratherthanmyman.Ipreferburningandfrying

myselfknowingthatIamcookingforKungawonot



hisfamilyIhavetoimpressalongsidesome

grumpywifewhohasaproblemwitheveryonein

thisroom,AmandaisaspittingdragonI’mtelling

you,shehasbeenthrowingremarksateveryonein

thisroomeventhetwoqueensshedoesn’tcare.

Andshe’sdrinkingherwinelikeafishchopping

everythingaggressivelyandbangingpotsand

whateverthatisbang-able.

Andtheothertwowiveswhomarelikesisterskeep

stealingglancesateachotherandhidingbehind

theirglassesaftercommunicatingwiththeir

eyes—I’mwonderingwhatkindofsexisMenzi

givingthemforthemtogetalongsowell.

“WhatdoyoudoYolokazi?”Zakithiasksmemaking

herselfcomfortableonastoolanddrinkingfrom

herglassofjuice.

“I’madentist”Irespondbacktoher,thearomaof

thefoodwe’recookingisnowhangingthickinthe



roomanditdon’tsmelllikecurrypowderand

knorroxbutrosemaryandalltheseotherspices

andherbs.

“Ohthat’sgreatnowI’mgoingtohavemyown

dentist”Sarahrespondsandwinks,shehas

beautifulalignedteeth.

“Hmmm”that’sAmandaagainthensheturnsaway

andcontinueswithwhateverthatshewasdoing

eventhoughnooneislongertryingto

accommodateherintoaconversationshe’sstill

makingtheseremarksandonemore“hmmm”from

herI’mgoingtotellhershe’sthenotsogood

lookingoneinthisroomsoshemustshutup,okay

I’mnotgoingtosaythat.

GhostlysilencevisitsuswhenKungawowalksin

withhismotherwhohasasweetsmileand

listeningtowhathe’ssayingbuttheirconversation

dieoutastheyentertheroom.“Ma!”Sarahsmiles



andalreadyshehasherarmsaroundher,so,so

tight.Alrightsothisoneisahuggerofthisfamily,

veryaffectionateI’venoticed.

“MaLangaIcannotbreathesana!”thegrandmother

saysandchucklingbeforetheypullawayfromeach

otherthenshekissesbothhercheeks,shegoes

fromonewifetoanothergreetingthemandcupping

theirfacesinherhandskissingtheircheeksuntil

shegetstome“MaMkhungo,awusemhle”she

complimentsmethenglancestowardshersonwho

hasasmileonhisface,anindescribablesmilebut

it’stouchinghiseyeswithhishandsonhispockets

andwatchingusliketwounicornsdancingto

amapiano.“Goodtofinallymeetyou,Iheardso

muchaboutyou”whatdidshehear?Ihopethey

didn’ttellheraboutmyrawchickenbecauseI’m

goingtofaintrighthereandnow“howareyou?Are

youokay?Ishegivingyoutroubles?”shewhispers

inmyearthenlookintomyface,maybetosearch

fortroublesthathersonmight’vecaused?Aw

shamenotyetbesidehimhidingthefactthathe’s



fromroyaltyandhischildrenatfirst,no,nothing.

Youjustgavebirthtoahiderma.

“No,notatallma”Ismile.

“Ifhedoesdon’thesitatetocallmeeveninthe

middleofthenightandI’llcomeandhelpyouhide

thebody”shewinksatme“Sarahpourmewine

please”Haibo!Haibo!Haibo!“AndMongamelileave

theroomyouhavenobusinesshere”

“IwanttotalktoDrMkhungo”nothimcallingme

likethis.

“Aboutwhat?Whatdoyouwanttosaytoher?”she

smirksthentakesaseatafterElimthahaspulled

outachairforher.“Wherearemygrandkids?”

“Theychosetostaybehindandtheirmotheris



spoilingthem”Kungawolooksatmethensmiles.

HowamIspoilingthem?Iftheywanttostayhome

becausetheyfeelthey’llgetboredthentheymust

stayhomeandMpumeleloiswiththem—he’sjust

likeWanelethey’remyslimes.That’sanotherword

tomynewdictionaryanditmeansfriends.Icannot

keepupwithteenagersshame,Icannot.“Andeven

yourlastbornisthere,hedoesn’twanttoleave

now”

“What’smaMkhungofeedinghim?Mpumelelo

nevervisits”

“Mpumeleloisatyourhouse?”Amandagasps,oh

she’sthefirstonetoevergetmarriedintothis

family.Andshegetsaresponseshewantedher

facefalls,forwhatreason?Idon’tknow.“Ithought

PalesawascomingMongameliwhereisshe?”she

asksandeveryoneeyeballsmelikeI’msellingcow

intestines.



“Iaskedhernottocome”

“Whybecausemawantedtoseeher?”Amanda

asksandpauseswhatevershewasdoing.

“WhosaidIwantedtoseeher?”Kungawo’smother

frownsandthenstartsdrinkingfromherwine.I’m

goingtolovethisoldwoman.Yourmotherinlaw

willneverdrinkwinewithyou.“Ifmysondoesn’t

wantherherethenwhoamItogoagainsthisword?

ShehasnobusinesswithMongamelinowdoesshe

Amanda?”sheasksher.

“Nobut...”

“Holditrighttheremychild.Youwillrespect

MaMkhungobecauseIseeyouhavesomeproblem

withher.Havewebroughtyourhusband’sexes

here?”



“Chabo”

“ExactlynowMongamelileavetheroom”Idon’t

wanthimtoleavebuthewinksatmebeforehe

disappearsatthecorridorandleavesilence

betweenus“Didanyoneforceyouintopolygamy

Unathi?”

“Nomama”Unathiresponds.

“AndyouSarah?”

“Noma”shealsoresponds.

“Zakithi”sameresponse“Amanda”anotherno

comesfromhermouth.Wellit’sonlyElimthaandI

whomaregreedyandnotsharingaman.“Exactly

nooneforcedanyonetobeinpolygamyhereso

Amandastopactinglikeyouwereforcedandtaking



yourangeroutonwrongpeople.Palesaand

Mongameliaredivorcedbecausetheirmarriage

didn’tworkoutandthereforetheymovedonwith

theirliveslet’srespectthat.MaMkhungoishere

andnotgoinganywhere”shesoundssosurethen

shetakesanothersipfromherglass“HhayiSarah

thisoneisbittermangivemethatsweetone”she

complains.

Okaynowtheatmosphereisnotthattenseand

maThembelawantsmerightnexttoherwithher

handcoveringmineswhileweallsharegalesof

laughter—shelovesmyhumortooandshehas

turnedintoatinybugfromsonorouslylaughing

untilwehavetogotothelivingroomtoservethe

menthere.Onebyonethewivesplacestheceramic

bowlsonthetableandkneeling.I’muncomfortable

withthat.AgainI’mokaywithdoingthatformyman

butnottodoitbecauseIwanttolooklikeaperfect

wife.IgazetowardsKungawowhenit’sabouttobe

myturnandhedeeplystaresatmebeforehegets

upfromthecouchtakingabowlofsaladfromme



andplacingitonatablethentakesmyhandleading

usoutsidewherethere’swarmbreezeandhe

standsrightinfrontofmestaringintomyeyes.

“What’swrong?”heasksme.

“Nothing”

“Icanclearlyseesomethingiswrongandyoucan’t

tellmeit’snothingNokubonga”Ehsincewhenhe

callsmebymysecondname“Youknowifyou

didn’twanttokneelyoushouldn’thavedoneit

right?”

“Iwasgoingtolookdisrespectful”

“Towho?”

“Yourbrothers”



“Areyoudatingthemorme?”

“You”

“Thenwhydoyoucare?”

“Becausethey’reyourbrothers”

“Andso?You’remygirlfriendandifsomethingis

makingyoucomfortablethenI’mgoingtofightand

standforyou.Idon’tgiveafuckwhethertheythink

it’sdisrespectfulornot.Theyhavewivestokneelin

frontofthemnotyou”

“Stopshouting!”

“I’mnotshouting.You’renotheretoimpress

anyonebecausetheiropinionsdon’tmatter.It’syou



andIherebaby”heleansclosertomyfaceand

skirtinghisfingersonmylips“whatdidyoucook?”

“Imadesalads”

“Whichone?”

“PestoSaladwithGrilledChicken,Isawitinyour

recipebook”

Hesmiles“I’mgoingtosurviveonasalad?”

“There’sfood”

“Butyoudidn’tcookit.Ilovefoodcookedbyyou”

“You’rechef”



“It’sdifferent.YoucookformewithloveDr

Mkhungo”

“Mxm”Iplayfullyslaphisshoulder“let’sgoback

insidethehouse”Isaydragginghishandandhe

walksbehindmethenpauseandIturntohim

“What’swrong?”

“I’mlookingatwhat’smines”hepullsmeback

causingcollisiononhischestandmyhandslaces

therelookingupathim“Tonight”hemurmurssoftly.

“What’sgoingontonight?”

Hegrabsmybuttockssoftlyandplayswiththemas

theybounceupanddowninhishandswhilehis

fingersarealmosttouchingmykittenthenhe

spanksmequicklylookingintomyeyes“Iwantyou

fromhere”



“Behind?”

“Hmmm”

“Never.LastnightIfeltlikeIwasgoingtothrowup

andIalmostfarted.Iwassocloseandifyoudidn’t

comethattimeIwould’vefart”Hewasrough,very.

NotthatIdidn’tenjoyitbutIheardmyancestors

callingme.Grippingatthesheetsandmyeyes

tearyandsecondlyIcannotkeepupwithhishigh

libido.

Helaughssoloudandalmostchoke“whyyou

didn’tfart?”

“That’sembarrassing”

“Towhocausenottome?I’llbegentlethistimeI



promise.Butyoubeggedmetogoharder”

“Iwasclose”

“Okay,oneroundfromthebackwhileyou’restillin

thisdress,deal?”

“No”

“Please”

Ilookathimandshakemyhead“what’sthesudden

obsessionwithmyass?”

“I’vealwaysbeenobsessedbaby.Youhavethe

mostbeautifulass”NotmeblushingbecauseIhave

abeautifulbuttocks.“Iamobsessedwith

everythingaboutyou”



“Mxmlet’sgo”

Wereturnbackinsidethehouseandthey’realready

eatingwellwhenhesaidhewasgoingtoonlyeat

thesaladImadehewasnotkidding.Their

stomachsarefullandI’mhelpingElimthawith

washingdishes,she’ssodowntoearthandquite.

Afterwearedonewithalldomesticstuffweare

calledintothelivingroomwhereMuziisholdinga

guitarandsittingonachairwhileeveryoneisfacing

towardshim.

What’sgoingon?

WegatheraroundandKungawotugsmeintohis

armsaseveryonestaretowardsthesamedirection.

There’ssomethingaboutMuziman!



He’snotoneofthosepeopleyoucomeacrossand

secondintoityoufindhimgoodlooking,gorgeous

orwhateverbuthe’sattractive,nothandsomebut

attractive.There’ssomethingsobeautifulabout

howhewearsthoseiziqhazaearringsandawhite

tanktopthatholdsmelikehissecondskinandhigh

waistedjeanswithanklebootswithblockheel.

There’sjustsomethingaboutthewayhesmilesso

beautifullyandhowhespeakssocalmly,hetakes

histimewithliterallyeverythingandcarefulwithhis

words.

There’ssilenceandhismotherhasasmileonher

faceclutchingherchestthemomenthisfingers

touchesthestringsoftheguitarandinstantlythe

roomisfilledwithasombreyetbeautifulsound

beforeheopenshismouthandwhatcomesout

afterthatismindblowingsultryandsucculentand

soothing.



Therawemotionsinhisvoice,itsoundslikeneo

soulwithatouchofmaskandi,Idon’tknowhowbut

itsoundssosensual.Iammesmerizeduntilthelast

notehesingsandhismotherhastearsinhereyes,

actuallyeveryoneherehastearsintheireyesand

whenhefinishessingingflutteringhiseyesopen

hisveryowneyesareglossyandhewalksoutof

theroomwithoutsayingaword.IcanseeMenzi

hanginghisheadlowandhisshouldersmovingup

anddown.

What’sgoing?

IlookatKungawoandhehasthesameemotions

beforehelooksawayfromme.

Iperkupthecouchandfollowrightbehindandhe’s

inthekitchenandhavingaglassofwater.“That

wasbeautiful”Icomplimenthissingingandallhe

doesisnoddinghisheadandtakingalonggulp

fromaglassofwater“Areyouokay?”



“I’mfinesis’Yolokazi”hesmiles.

“Ahem,alright”whydidIcomehereanyways“have

youthoughtaboutpursuingitasacareer?”

Hesmiles,“I’mnotpassionateaboutsinging.Ising

tohealsis’Yolokazi”

“Youcanhealtheworld”

“Iunderstandbutit’snotsomethingIwanttodofor

aliving.Youcansingtoo.Everyonecansingbut

withmeit’sdifferent”

“Noteveryonecansing,Ican’tsing”

“Youcansing.Yourancestorscouldsing,theywere



singersandyouareyourancestor”

What?

“I’mnotanancestor”

Hesmilesandplaceshisglassonacounter“think

aboutitwhenyoucomeintothisearthasaspirit,

youneedabodyandeverybodyinyourfamilyhas

acertainbloodlinesoit’slikethere’sagatekeeper

orthere’sthispeopleandtheseadultsthat’scarrya

certainbloodlineandthey’reresponsibleforitand

soit’slikeoursoulshavethisagreementwithour

eldersthatI’mgoingtousethisbodybasicallyyou

areyourancestors,theygiveyouthisbody.Andit

comeswithallthegiftstheyhadandpassittoyou”

he’sanintellectualandIdon’tknowwhathejust

saidbutokay.

“Igetyou”ActuallyIdon’t—thatwastoodeep.“That



songwasemotional”

“Itwasmyfather’sfavorite,thedaybeforehetook

hislastbreathheaskedmetosingitforhimandhe

movedhisfingersuntiltheystoppedmoving”

Somethingtugsinmybelly.

“I’msorry”thisisheartbreaking.

“It’sokay.TelleveryoneI’veleftformeplease”

“Areyouleaving?”

“YebosisiYolokazi”hesmilesonceagain“Itwas

lovelymeetingyouonceagain”

“NicemeetingyouandagainI’msorryaboutyour



father”

“Thankyou”Istridetowardshimandunexpectedly

hugsmeandhewarmlywelcomesmethenpulls

away“you’retheonlypersonwho’vehuggedmein

thisfamily”

“WhatSarahisahugger”Ichuckle

“Idon’tlikephysicaltouch,personalreasonsbut

youwerenotawaresoit’sfine”hesmilesthenwalk

outusingthebackdoor.

I’mleftdraggingmyjawonthefloor!

ReturningtothelivingroomIhaveajugofwater

andglassesforeveryoneandtheyallseem

emotional.ThenIreturnbacktowhereIwassitting

nexttoKungawowhotugsmeonceagain.“Howis



heYolokazi?”Mnothoasksme.

“He’snotokay”That’swhatIsawhedidn’thaveto

sayit“Andheleft,Igavehimahug”thisismore

likeabrag.

“Heletyouhughim?”theyalleyeballmeasif

maybehewould’vemurderedmefortouchinghim.

“How?”thatsMenzi.

“Itwasunexpected”

“Andhedidn’tfightyouafterthat?”theirmotherask

mewithdisbelief.ThisseemsdeeperthanIthought.

Ishakemyheadnoandthenshesmiles“Youknow

whattodoMongameli”

“Ihaveasuitready”Melusi



“Thecowstooinakraal”Mnotho

Andthen?

[03/02,07:15] :LOVEONDEMAND

31.

YOLOKAZI

UNEDITED

Wearedrivinghomeandbothofusdrowninginour

ownsilenceandlisteningthesoundofthewind

escapingthroughthewindowmenacingandthe

movingwheels.He’sholdingmyhandwhilehe

driveswiththeotherandhekeepskissingtheback

ofmyhand.Idon’tknowwhat’swrongbutI’mgoing

tofindoutwhenwegethome,he’shardlytalking

thoughorsayinganything.



Themomentwegethomeheparksrightnexttohis

othercarstakingadeepbreathandstridingtomy

sideopeningthedoorformeandIgetofftakinghis

hand.Iholdhimandsqueezeassuringhimfor

whateverthat’sgoingthroughhismind.

Wewalkthroughthedoorandhedisappearstothe

kitchenwhileIthrowmyselfonthecouchthenhe

walksback“Mihlayami!Nomahlubi!Mpumelelo!

Minenhle!”hecallsallofthembythenamesthey

weregivenbyhimandtheywalkdownthe

staircasesfollowingeachother“whatdidyour

mothersayaboutthedishesinthesink?”that

shouldbeme,I’mtheirmother.Allfourofthem

includingMpumelelowho’shisyoungerbrother.

HowoldIamagaintobeamotheroffour?Ohyes

I’mturningtwentyfourintwomonthsandI’m

datingathirtyfouryearoldman,wonderfulhuh?

Theylookatmeonce“shesaidwemustwashthe



dishesbeforegoingtobed”theyrespondsinunison,

mypoorthings.

“Andwhat’sthatIseeinthesink,cars?”theyshake

theirheadsnoallatonceandnoonetellsthemto

disappearinthekitchen“DrMkhungolet’sgoto

bed”hetakesmyhandleadingustothebedroom

wherehemakesmesitontheedgeofthebedthen

hekneelsinfrontofmeandtakingoffmyshoes

slowlyandsensuallywhilehemassagesthemwhile

atitandgazingintomyeyeswithrapidfirethat

burnsthroughme.“IfIaskyoutomarrymewould

you”Ihadmyeyesclosedandenjoyingthe

massagebutnoweverythinginmehasbecome

staticandIamnotblinkingjustgazingbackathim.

“Whatmakesyouaskmethat?”

“Iwanttoknow,Iwantayesorno”



“Yes”Ispeakwithmyheartandnotmybrainand

mymouthistinglyfromtheexcitementsoItightly

gripontotheduvetsandfeelinghisbighands

engulfingmysizefourfeetslowlyandtenderly

beforehesucksonmytoesandmybreathing

hitchesthenhepauseandlookupatme.

“Whenyourealizethatonedaythisisnotwhatyou

wantwillyoubehonestwithme?Andtellmethat

youdon’twantmeanymore?”

“I’llalwayswantyouMongameli”

“That’snotananswer”

“That’smyanswerandI’mstickingtoit”myvoice

comesoutasawhisperthenaknockcomesfrom

outsideandhelooksatmenotmoving,notblinking

juststaringandtakingmeallin.“Hmmm”Imurmur

respondingtothedoor.



“We’vewashedthedishesmama,uxolo”that’s

CataleyaandwellherfathercallsherMihlayami.

“It’sokaybaby,goodnight”

“Alright,goodnight”there’sapause,Icanhearthat

she’sstillontheoutsideandshewantstosay

something“goodnight”sherepeatsagainthenher

footstepsfades.

Hetakesoffmyothershoeandprettymuchdoes

thesamethingkissingmyfeetandsuckingmytoes

thenhegetsup,he’sallovertheplacetonightI

don’tknowwhy.Afteramomenthedisappearsto

hisclosetandcomebacktakingasitonabedroom

couchandbreathesout.“I’mfallingforyou

Nokubonga”hesaysandburyhisfaceonhishands

thenhewhipshisheadupleaningforwardand

balancinghisarmonhiskneewithhiselbow“andI



keepthinkingofyouwalkingawaybecausethisis

alltoomuchforyou.Thekids.Myfamily.Me.

Everything.Igetscared,Ididn’tknowIwasn’tliving

untilImetyou”

“I’mnotplanningonleavingyou”suddenlymy

vowelsarelimitedandmyvoiceislodgedonmy

throatwatchinghimsittingthereallvulnerableand

notsogodlike.“IloveyouKungawofromthetimeI

invitedyouoverandliedandsaidIcookedIloved

youthen”Iseeasmileetchonhisface,helooks

beautifulwiththishaircut.He’sbeautifulandIlove

him.“Ofcourseit’salltoomuchbutwhateverthat

youcomewithI’mwillingtomovewithit”

“Wozala”Igetupfromthebedstridingtowardshim

tositonhislapandhishandscirclesmywaist

whileminesarearoundhisneckashelooksupat

methenheremovesoneofhishandfrommeand

diggingintohispocketsandcomingwithabox

openingitandabeautifulovalshapedrosegold



ringsmilesatme.“Rememberthatdaywhenyou

kneeledservingmefood?”

“Hmmm”

“Iboughtthisfollowingdaybecauserightatthat

momentIknewIwanttobewithyouforevernot

becauseyoukneeledbutbecauseIsawitwas

somethingwayoutofyourcomfortzonebutyou

stilldiditformebutI’vebeenkeepingthisbecause

Iwaswaitingfortherighttime”

“Youwanttomarryme?”Ilaughslightly.

“Itseemslikeit”hebreathesoutandsmilethenI

takeaboxfromhimlookingattheringandthenat

himbeforeclosingit.

“IwanttomarryyoutoobutIdon’twantyouto



marrymebecauseyoufeelI’msomesortofholy

spiritthat’sheretosaveyouoryourfamilyor

maybethechosenoneforyou.Imightbethatsince

that’swhateveryonebelievebutIdon’twanttobe

treatedthatway.Iwantustobehappyandbe

ourselveswithouthavingtooverlythinkabout

anythingandanyoneandroyaltitles.Istillwantyou

tolookatmewiththatsamelookyougivemewhen

we’rearoundpeoplelikeyouwanttofuckmethere

andthen.Istillwanttogetoverlyexcitedattheidea

ofgoingtogetwaxedandgetdecoratedwith

diamondsforyou.Idon’twantthatfeelingtodie

out.Iwanttheloveburningbetweenthebothofus

tostayburninguntilwetakeourlastbreathes.But

whilewe’reatthatIdon’twantustorusheverything

becausepeoplearoundusfeelsyouneedtomarry

me.Iknowyougenuinelywanttomarrymenot

becauseofwhosaidwhat.Andyouwanttoknow

whyIknowthat?Becauseofyourlovethat’salways

searingthroughmewhenyoulookintomyeyes.

Rightnow,wearebothnotreadytogetmarried”I

cuphisfaceonmyhands“andthat’sbecauseIfeel

youhaven’thealedfromyourpastmarriageand



that’swhyyouaskedmethosequestionsearlier.I

needyoutobelieveandtrustmethatIwillnever

leaveyou.I’mnotreadytogetmarriedwellbecause.

..therearesomanylayersweneedtopeeloffeach

other.There’smoretousthanwhatweseenow

Mongameli,somuchmoreandI’mgoingtokeep

thisringwithmeandwhenIfeelI’mreadythen

you’llseemewearingit”Ismile“Iamstillthatgirl

youfellinlovewithwhenyoumetherwithaheavy

hangover”

“Pleaseletmemakelovetoyou”hesayswitha

breathytone.

“BeforewegetthereIwantyoutoknowthatifever

youtakepolygamyI’mgoingtogetmyselfaside

boyfriendandI’llmakesureithurtsuntilyoutake

yourownlifebecauseI’mnotcannabismna

Kungawo”

“Hawubabyweweredoinggreatandwhat



happened?”helaughssoftly.

“I’mjustsaying”Ismile“Iloveyou”

“AndI’mgoingtowaitforyou”hewhispers

lasciviously

“Iknow”

“NowcanI?”hisgazeisdrinkingmein;desirous

andhungry.Hegraspmylegabovemyknee;gently

andsensuallystrokemyleg.Asharpintakeof

breathiscaughtonmylips.

“Hmmm”

Webothgetupandstandfacetoface,gazinginto

eachother’seyes.I’mactuallyinlovewiththisone



heh?LikehereallysweepmyfeetandIactually

wanttogrowoldwithhim,shameyeses.

Heleansdownandkissme.Hishandslidesdown

tomyback.Andhecupsmybuttockshishandand

pushmeintohisgroin,deepeningourkiss.Oh

damn.MyhandsareonhisheadandImisshishair

andclumpingit.Heliftsmeoffthegroundwithmy

legsaroundhiswaistandforamomentwestand

herelikethisandourtonguesmovinglikeaperfect

orchestra.

“I’minlovewithyou”Ilookupandmygazeis

lockedontheavidwantongleaminhiseyes.I

swallow.Myleftarmwrapsaroundhisneckwhile

myrighthandcaresseshisbiceps.Hewalktowards

ourbedwithsurestepsanddepositmeontothe

mattressthenloomoverme.Theweightofhiships

pressintomethenexpertlyangulatehishipsover

thejunctionofmythighsandIcanfeelhowhard

hiserectionhasgrownandIwanthimdeepinside



me—maybeahardfuckthenmakinglovesounds

perfectfornow.Itremblebeneathhimwithdesire

andhetiltmyheadanglingittoperfectlycapture

myfulllips.

Themomentourlipstouch,fireengulfsmyveins,

joltingmeintoawareness,makingmedesirehim

evenmore.

Whenheleandowntomergeourbodies,myfingers

aretryingtounbuttonhisshirtinahurry.WhenI

can’t,Isquirmunderhimwithimpatience.WhenI

finallymanagestounbuttonone,Ican’tmanageto

unbuttonthenextone.Withfrustration,Ipullhis

shirtapartmakingthebuttonsscatteronthebed

andaroundtheroom.

“Wantitrough?”hewhispersandInod.

Idon’tknowhowothercouplescommunicate.But,



we’renotlikeotherpeople.Wecommunicatebetter

throughsex.Myintensepassionandcravingfor

himexplodesinleapsandbounds.

Whenheleandowntokissmeagain,mynipples

tighteningundermydressgrazingoverhischest

sendingjoltsofelectricity.,

Hislipsaresoftanddemanding.Iwhimperwhenhe

suckonmylowerlip.Mybody’sinstantreaction

makeshimgiveoutadeepgutturalgroan.Hehold

historsoupusinghisforearmandpushmydress

upfeelingmydrenchedsex.

“Howlongyou’vebeenwetformebaby?”he

murmursintomylips.Ahsinceyousaidyouwantit

fromthebackandI’vebeenimaginingit.

Andheswallowmylittlemoansthatweremy

response.Iarchmyheadandmyback



automaticallyhelowerhiseyestomeperfect

moundspushingthroughmydress.Hislipsgraze

overthefabricofmydress,andcaptureapucker

nipplebetweenhisteethandtugitnotsogently,

makingmegroanwithpleasure.Myhipsliftup

tryingtofindhismanhood,hungryforfriction,

tryingtomeltintohim,mergewithhim.Myhands

traveltohisback;anddiggingmynailsintohis

backandscrapesdownandmyhandspushtheir

wayunderhiswaistbandbutrestrictedbyhisbelt.

Whatthehell.

“Pleasetakethemoff”

Heunbucklehisbelt,unbuttonandunziphispants.

Istickmyhandintohisboxersfreeinghiserection.

Mythumbrunsoverthecrownofhiserectingin

rhythmiccirclesandinternallyhescreams.“Hmmm

baby!Fuck!”Hishandrunsfromhilttoachingtip,

slowlyyetgreedily,lickingmylips.Heunwrapmy

dressopeningitup.



Hispatiencehasbeenthrownoutgingerlyhepulls

offmypantiesandinserthisindexandmiddle

fingerundermypantiesandhisfingersrunoverthe

foldsofmysex.Thenhegroansatmywetness.He

swiftlyturnhishandoverandpokehisfingerinto

thelaceofmypantiesandripitintoshreds.That’s

thefirstFentyxSavageIeverboughtwithhis

moneyofcourse“AhKungawothat’snew!”

“I’mgoingtobuyyouawhiletruckfullofthem

Nokubonga”Iwantthatbloodytruckparking

outsidewithawholecollectiontomorrow,hemust

bethinkingwe’replayinggameshere.

Hesituponhiskneesandopentheflapofmy

dress.Mybreastsarepushingthroughmyblack

lacebra.Heleansdownandrunhisnosebetween

thesoftpeaksofmybreasts.Herunhisindex

fingerbeneaththelacycupofmybrafreeingmy

leftbreast.Then,leaningdowntomymoundand



greedilysucklemynippleintothewarmwetnessof

hismouthwithdeep,achingpulls.

“Kungawo”

Hegrinbetweenpulls.Hishanddartsdowntomy

pulsingsex,swollenwithdesire.Withhisother

hand,hefreemyrightbreast.Myneglectednipple

perksandtightensbeggingforattention.Helicks

andniphiswaytomyotherbreast.Capturingthe

areolainhismouth,Helickmynippleleisurely,in

deepsensualstrokes.Iraisemyhipstomeethis

withalasciviousgrin,pleasedtofinallygetwhatI

want.Hepushmylegsapartwithhisknees.

Holdinghisheavyerectioninhishand,herunshis

handupanddownoverhislengthsandfeelingthe

throbbingveins.Heleandownandrunthecrownof

hispenisoverthewetnessofmysex.

“Now,please!Fastandhard!”



“Whateveryouwantbaby”feedinghiserectioninto

thedepthsofmysex.OncehehiltdeepIwrapmy

legsaroundhistorsotryingtopushhimineven

deeper.Heexpertlyangulatehishipstryingtorub

andlocatethatsecretsweetspotinsideme.He

grabsmebythebuttocks,andliftmeup.

Heholdsmeup,andrearinguppushupwardsashe

descendhisweightdowninrapidfashion,

continuallydrillingintome.

Ashemovemeupanddownonmymanhood

slidinginandoutofmysex,mybreastspush

forwardbythewireofmybracups,intimatelyrub

overhischest.Ashepushmeup,mynipplealigns

withhismouth,andhecaptureit,suckingindeep

pulls.Whenhedrillsintomeagain,mymuscles

insidemysextighteninside.



“Kungawo!”Itrytoscream.

Hecapturemyothernippleinhismouth.Suckit

hard.Ipushmyheadbackasheshovehisdick

hardintome.HolyMotherMary.

Hemovetheangleofmybuttocks,tiltingthem

upwards,androllhishipsonceheentermeand

locatinghisfavoritespot,herubandmassageitin

circleswithhismanhoodstimulatingusboth.My

handsfindhisback,nailsrunningthroughhim.

Finallyherearagain,andpushhimselfintomefast

andhardinrapidsuccessionasheraisemy

buttocksanddescendmeontohisconquering

erection.

Ishoutmypleasureasmyteethlatchesontohis

shoulder.



“Fuuuuck!baby!Yes!”hehissashespurtintomy

sexthickandhardandmewashinginhissemen.

Myeyeslosesfocusduringthepeakofmyecstasy,

mymouthopensandthenmyteethclampshut,air

hissingthroughwithamixtureofpleasureandlust.

Thejoltsoforgasmscanbefeltinthetipsofmy

toes.

Finallyourlipsmeetandfeelingofwavesof

orgasmtransferintoeachother.

“Ilove,loveandloveyou,baby!”finallyhepulls

himselfoutofme,barelytamed.

•

Iwakeupthismorningandflutteringmyeyesopen

andtheymeetwithrosesontheemptysideand

onlyhiscologneisleftbehind.ArgIhavetogoto

work?Noways,I’mgoingtogotheretomorrowwith



asicknoteorsomethingbecauseI’msoexhausted

fromthebottomofmyheartIam.MaybeIshould

havemyownpracticeandworkonmyownhours,

soundsperfect.

IgroanbuttherosesbringasmileonmyfaceandI

grabthemtakinginthescent—andwelltheyjust

smellflowerythisisnotamovie.There’sanoteon

asidetableandhisbankcard.“Gobuyyourself

newlacynumberssoIcanripthemoffagain,Ilove

you”thenotereads.ArgIamgoingtobuymyselfa

truckofunderwears.Ilovehimtoo.Hewantsto

marryme,that’salottotakeinandI’mgladhe

understoodmewhenItoldhimwearebothnot

ready.There’sstillalotofsextobedone,westill

needtogettoknoweachothermorebutIloveallof

himandIwanttomarryhimandhusbandhimjust

notnow.Andalsohisfamilyneedstostoptreating

melikeI’manangelthatwassenttotellMarythat

she’spregnantorlikeI’msomespecialalien,not

thatIdon’tenjoymakingAmanda—thatsatan—not

thatIdon’tenjoymakingherjealousandseeingthe



bitternessonherfacewhichiswhyImentioned

huggingMuzibythewayandspeakingofhim,that

onehassomethingpowerfulabouthim.Not

authority.Notpower.Notmoney.Maybethatispart

ofthattoobutthere’ssomethingsupernatural

abouthim.Hissinging?Whathesaidabout

ancestors?Hisintellectualmind?Whateveritis,but

he’saspecialforceinthatfamily.Hemanagedto

makeoldmenandwomencrybyjustsinging,

powerful.

WhenI’mdonegettingdressedIdecidetogofora

whileleggedandopenbackjumpsuitwithmy

dreadlockstiednotsoneatandshowingtheshape

ofmyfaceandjustlipglossandearrings.Ilook

beautifulandI’mnotgoingtowork,insteadI’m

goingtotakeoutthekidsandhavefunandbea

teenagerforadayandforgetallaboutbeingan

adult.

GettinginthelivingroomIfindthemcomingfrom



theirmorningjogallsweatyanddancingtosome

songwhenIwalkintheyquicklyturnoffthemusic

andturntome“mamacanwegoseemalumeMuzi

performingtonight”Cataleyaisthespokesperson

whenevertheyneedsomethingtheysendher.

“Whereisheperforming?”

“AtafestivalOppiKoppiandhe’slikeoneofthe

specialguests”Mpumelelorespondssoundingas

elated.

“Ohishelikeaperformer?”

“No”theyallrespondatonce.

“Wellheperformsonceinawhilewhenhewantsto

beonstage,thisismorelikeahobbytohim

regardlessofahugefansbasebuthetravelstoo



overseasandstuff”

“Okaywe’regoing”

“We?”Wanele

“Yesallofusaregoing.Andyourfather”

“Idon’tthinkhe’llagreewe’vetriedhimbeforeand

hesaidit’steenagers’event”Nomahlubi,I’malso

friendswiththislittlebeautifuldevilnow,she’s

undermyblackmagic.

“Wearegoing”

I’vecalledeveryoneinthisfamilyandtoldthemwe

wereattendingthisevent,festivalwhateverthatyou

callitandwellsomedisagreeintoitbutSarahwas



thefirstonetojumponthetrainandhersisterwife

andwelltheothertwowiveshaveleftforCape

TownwiththeirhusbandandI’mgladbecauseI

wasgoingtokillAmandaifshedares“hmmm”me

again.

I’mnotsureaboutMnothoandhiswifethoughbut

thatonethatjustsaidhehatesnoisesyethe’sthe

loudestone,Ithreatenallofthemandthey

succumbedtocomeexcludingthekingofcourse

whichisunderstandablebutheaskedforvideos.I

don’tknowwhybutI’msoelatedaboutthis,thatI

eveninvitedtheMcelufamilyandmybestfriend

thatshouldbeBongeziwebythewayhesaidhe

wascomingbecauseIpromisedtopunchhimand

thatonemarryingmysistercannotsaynotome.

Andratherthanthatweareallgoingtothefestival

andmychildrenareexuberanceasIamandthey

cannothideitmoreespeciallyaftertakingthemfor

shoppingfortheiroutfitstonightandIboughtbran

newlacenumbers,it’swastebecauseKungawojust

ripsthemoff.



Weparknexttoothercarsandthisisactuallyafull

blownfestivalinfact.There’scarseverywhere—it’s

vibrantandbeautifulandeveryoneseemsebullient

parkingtheircarsasweare.Wehaveaspecial

accessthoughbecauseOnalennapulledsome

stringsforusandspeakingofhertheysurprised

herwithpeopleshoutingherclannamesoutside

hergateandshe’smarryingBongeziwesoon.Iam

filledwithgleeontheirbehalfandIstillhavetotell

themthatmarriagehasknockedonmydoortoo.

WhenKwandaseesusshescreamsandjumping

updowninherwhiteminimalisticdressalongside

hernowhusbandmatchinginallblack,they’reare

thestylishonesanyways—whatdoyouexpecta

designerandstylisttogether?

Iintroducehertomychildrenwhomaregawkingat

herbeautyandthrowingcomplimentswhileweare

waitingforothersandinlessthanasecond



everyoneishereandSarahgivesmeoneofher

gigantichugswellthepersonweareheretosee

doesn’tknowwearecoming.

Okayeveryonewhosaidiscomingishereandwe

looklikeonebigbeautifulfamilywalkingthrough

thegateandwearegivenwristbandsthen

Kungawolaceshishandonmywaisttheteenagers

arealreadyoutthereandsurelythisiswhatthey

wanted,theyhavetheirphonesoutandtaking

videosandpictures.

Wemakeourwaythegazebobecausewehavean

accessthere—veryimportantperson—andalready

thesemenaregatheredtogetherbythebarand

havingbeer,wellmybrotherinlawwillonlyseeus

aftertheperformance.

“Youlooksohappy!”Onalennasaystomeand

wigglinghereyebrows.Wecannotdothatmuchof

talkingandgossipingtodaybutshewarmly



embracesme“youdeserveallofitbaby”shesays

thewinksandpullingaway,shealsohasaringon

herfingerandminesiskeptsomewheresafe.I

don’tthinkIwanttotellanyoneaboutitbecause

they’llpressurizemeintoit.Everythingwillhappen

whenthetimeisrightandnowweareenjoyingthis

phaseofourrelationship.Iglancetowardshimand

Icatchhimstaringandhesmiles.

WhatIthoughtweremykidsseemstolikemysister

moreitmustthetattoosonherbodysotheythink

she’scoolerthanme,bloodyhypocritesandmaybe

it’saswollenstomachbutratherthanthatI’m

happythateveryoneisgettingalongandhavingas

muchfunasI’mhaving.

FinallytheyannouncethatMuziisgoingtobeon

stageinthreeminutesandscreamseruptsand

peopletakingouttheirphones.Wehavethe

backstageaccesstoo.“BabyI’mgoingbackstage!”

Iwhisperinhisearandkisshischeekandhetells



mehepreferswatchingfromherewhichI

understandbytheway.

ButI’mgoingtherewithorwithouthimandKwanda

isherewithmealongsidethenowdrunkSarahand

Onalennawhoareholdingeachother’shandsand

wellUnathiandguesswhatKhethelohasapacket

ofchipswithher.

Don’tgetpregnantman!

Bythetimewegetbackstagehe’sthereandthe

lighthavebeendimmed,everyonehastheirphones

outandtowardshimthat’swhenweseethe

candleslightingonstage,they’rewhiteandthey

illuminatehimandwegettoseehim.Icanseehim

fromhere,screamseruptswheneveryoneseeshim

onthatstagewearinghistanktopandhighwaisted

jeansasalwayswithhangingearringsonhisears.



“Yessssss!”KwandaandSarahscreamswhenthe

guitarstartstoplaysoftlyandheburnsanincense

onstage,thisissobeautiful.

“Sisondelakuwewenophezulusicelaukukhanya

(wearecomingclosertoyoumosthighandweare

askingforlight)”hesingsvelvetyandsoulfuland

thebandstartsplayingandthecrowdisquiet.

That’swhathismusicneedstoyoutodo,stay

silentandlistentothemessage.

Thatsongwasaopeningprayerandafterthat

momentthelightsareonandthecrowdlosestheir

marbleswhenhestartssingingsomethingthat

soundslikeagroovymodernsoulfulmaskandiand

I’menjoyingeverymomentofituntilIfeelhands

wrappingthemselvesaroundmywaistIturnaround

readytofighttoothandnailbutit’shim.Ohhe

camehere!Ikisshimgentlybeforewebothdance

alongtohisbrotherwho’shavingthebesttimeof

hislifeonstagemovingalongtotherhythmohhis



veryownmellowvocals.“That’smybrotherinlaw!”

Iscreamandclappingmyhandstogether.I’mgoing

tolosemyvoiceshame.Kungawotakesmyhand

andwedance.Thisisit.Thebestnightofmylife.

OkaynotreallyImeanI’vehadgreatnightsbuthere

withhim.

Afterhisperformancehethanksthecrowdthat’s

stillscreamingtakingabottleofwaterwavingand

drinkingfromthebottleandhesmileswhenhe

seesusbackstagewithhishandsbroughttogether.

“Whatareyouguysdoinghere”he’sstandingfrom

adistancemakingsurethere’snophysicaltouchor

whatsoever.Iwonderwhathappened.Hashe

alwaysbeenlikethis?

“Wecameheretosupportyouthatwasbeautiful

bafo!”Kungawosays.Welltherestofuswearestill

heavilybreathingfromallthescreamingwewere

doingandthere’speopleaskingtotakepictures

withhimitseemshisfansknowsabouthimand



respecthimnotwantingtomakephysicaltouchbut

atleastheshakestheirhandsthenweallmakeour

backtothegazebowhereanotherscreamerupts

andpicturetakingbutwedecidetoleaveandmy

rascalswanttostaysoIbegtheirfatherandthey’ll

comebackhomewithadriver.Theonlyperson

they’resadthatisleavingisKwandabuttherestof

ustheydon’tcare,wellarenotasfunhuh?

Wedecidetogotomyhouse,myhouseyesand

wellthequeen,youseethequeen?SarahLangais

intoxicatedwithhernewlyfoundedfriendOnalenna

aswedriveindifferentcarsbackhome.Thatwasa

greatnight,weshouldhavemorenightslikethis.

Wearehostingbasicallyforthefirsttimeand

Bongeziweishavingfunannoyingmeandjokingly

askingifIcooked,toomuchforabestfriendhuh?

WehavemusicplayingloudlyandMuziisfilledwith

gleebecausetheonlytopicisabouthis



performancetonight.

“Thatwasreallyabeautifulperformanceyou’rein

tunewithyourancestors”Mongeziandwellthey

getalongverywellbecausethey’rebothintothose

spiritualitybusinessandastrology.Iknow

absolutelynothingaboutthatandthat’sfinewith

mereally.Idon’tmeditate.Idon’tknowchakrasand

I’mgood.

“DrMkhungo”Kungawocallsmeasideandwe

makeourwaytothekitchen,todayhe’sthefirstone

togettipsythenheplacesmeonthekitchenisland

gettinginbetweenmylegswithhishandsonmy

thighsandburningmewithhiseyes“whatyoudid

formybrothertoday,thankyou”

“It’snothingbaby”

“It’severythingbaby.Ineverattendedanyofhis



performancesuntilyoudraggedmetheretoday.I

hadfun”

“Weshouldattendthemmore”

“HaslongasI’mgoingtoseethatanimatedlookon

yourfacethenI’mgood”

“Muzi...”Ipause“whyhedoesn’twanttobe

touched?”

“Thishappenedafterwelostourgrandfatherhe

diedinhisarmsandatthattimehewasjusta

teenager,welearnttolovehimfromthedistanceall

theseyearsandafterourfatheralsodiedinhis

armsitmadethematterworse”

“Doyouthinkit’sbecausehedoesn’twanttofeel

comfortedbutjustsuccumbingtogrief?”



Helooksatmewithoutanyresponsebeforehe

says“Ineverthoughtaboutitthatwaybutwe’ve

triedgettinghimprofessionalhelpthough.

Emotionallyhe’sinabetterspacenow”

“Hesaidhe’sahealerandIbelievehim”

“Heis,hisvoicehavethatpower”

“What’syoursuperpowerthen?”Ichuckle.

“Makingyouscream”

“What’swrongwithyou?”Ilaugh.

“YouaskedmeandIanswered,let’sgobackto

others,Iloveyou”



“Iloveyoutoo”

Youwon’tbelieveit!

ThismorningIwokeuptomypictureswith

Mongamelibecausethat’showtheycalledhim,

splashedonnewspapers.Asinme,Iwasona

newspaperonafrontpageandalsoamagazine

withboldfontswritten“Hastheprincemovedon

alreadyafteramessydivorce?”andthenanother

onewaswritten“theroyaltywasseenlastnightata

festivalhavingfunwiththeMcelufamilyandprince

Mongameliwaswithanewwoman”

It’sshockedthateventheMcelufamilyisas

famous,IguessinthebusinessbutI’monthefront

page.

I’vebeenherestuckinthisroomholdingthese

papersthatCataleyabroughthere,shameshe’sjust



ateenagerwhojustsawherstepmotherandfather

onamagazineandgotexcitedwhileherfatherhas

beenonhisphonesincethismorningpacingup

anddownshoutingateveryoneandeverything.

“No,no,nodon’tgivemethatshit,don’t!”heshouts

onhisphoneandglanceatme,flaringhisnostrils

“I’moutwithmyfamilyandyoudecidedtoinvade

myfuckingprivacy?Idon’tcare.That’smywoman

andyouhavenofuckingright,wedon’twanttodo

anyinterviews,no!”

I’mactuallyacelebritynow!
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Idon’tknowwhyiseveryonemakingthissuchabig

dealbecausecelebritieslikemealwaysmakeitto

thefrontpageofnewspapers,magazinesand

sometimesjusttrendonsocialmedia—thisis

actualpartofourlivesbasicallyourdailybread.

Journalistsalwayswantsomethingtowriteabout

butthismanrightherehasbeenpacingupand

downthisroomshouting,yellingandscreaming

andturningdownsomeinterviewsfromradio

stationsandtelevisionshows,Idon’tknowwhybut

everyonefromhisfamilyhasbeencheckingtosee

ifI’mokayandKungawohasprettymuchmade

surethatnooneleavesthishouseaswespeak

outsidethegatewehavejournalistsparkingand

waitingforanyonetocomeout.

Whenheturnstowardsmeheseeshisdaughter

whohasfallenasleeponmycreamythighswhile

I’mplayingwithherhairthenasmileetchonhis

facebeforehequicklyturnsawayandcontinues

speakingonhisphonewithacalmertonenowthen

hebreathesoutbeforehethrowshisphoneonthe



bedroomcouchandsinkthere,leaningbackwards

andrunninghishandonhisface,he’svex“you

cannotgotoworktoday”heannouncesthentakes

anothersharpintakeofbreath.Okaywonderful

news.Andtomorrowandfollowingday?

“Okay”Irespondnonchalantlyandhenarrowshis

eyebrowsandleaningforwardsclearlysurprised

thatthiswasjustawalkinaparkforhim,didhe

thinkIwasgoingtofighthim?

“DrMkhungo”hecallsmewithhiseyebrows

narrowingfurtherandrunninghisfingeronhis

lowerlip“yesterdaydidyougotowork?”

Ilookathimonceandthendowntothesleeping

forwarddaughterofmineswhomispeacefully

sleeping,shame,theycamebackintheearlyhours

ofthemorningandintoxicatedandwhentheir

fatherwantedtohangthemonadoorhandlewitha

wettissueIhadtointervene—I’mjokinghewanted



tobeatthemupwithabelt.“No,Ididn’tgo”

“Areyougoingtomorrow?”

“Idon’tknow”Ishrugmyshouldersandhe

chucklessoftlyandshakinghisheadbeforehe

standsonhisfeetattentivelylookingatme.

“Whyyou’renotgoingtoworkthesedays?”

“Iwakeupexhaustedfrom...”Ilookdownatthe

sleepingangeltoseeifshe’sreallyasleep“fromthe

nightactivitiesandIwishtheworkinghourswere

notasdraining”Iwhispertohimandhegrins

lasciviouslysurelyproudofhimselfandthattail

danglinginbetweenhislegs.

“Andhowaboutyouopenyourownpracticewith

yourownworkinghours?”



“Thatsoundsperfectbutitwilltakemeyearsto

actuallybuildoneformyself”

“I’mhereforthatDrMkhungo,I’lltakecareof

everythingjusttellmewhatyouwantandwhenyou

wantitandI’lltakecareofit.You’vegavemewhat

moneycannotbuythisistheleastIcando”

“Thatsoundsperfect”AgainI’mnotfightinghimas

hethoughtIwould.NomanIdon’thavetimefor

thatnonsense,ifhewantstospendmoneyonme,

fineandifhewantsmetospendhismoney,again

that’sgreat.I’mnotgoingtofeelbadforitbecause

heknowsmygenuinefeelingsandheknowsI’m

nothereforhismoney—wellhimbeingwealthyas

heoncesaidisabonus.

“You’renotfightingmetoday,areyouplanningon

killingme?”



“Whatno?Iwouldn’tgiveyouthesignsifIwantto

killyouyou’lljustseelighteningstrikingyou”my

favoritelaughtereruptsandfillstheentireroom

whilehisbroadshouldersmovesupanddown.Oh

manhe’sgorgeous,tenyearsolderthanmeyethe

getsfinelikewine.Yeytheysayageisjustan

alphabet,I’mjokinganumber.“Itseemslikeabig

dealtoyouthatthejournalistssplashedusallover

socialmedia,why?”

Hetakesadeepbreath“newstravelfast

Nokubongaandnextthingbackathomethey’ll

knowaboutusandquestionswilleruptthenwe

mightfindourselvesinasimilarsituationIwasin

beforewhenyou’vemadeitclearyoudon’twant

marriagerightnowwhichIunderstandbutthey

won’t”

“Whatsituation?”



“UhmIhadmyfirstbornwhenIwassixteenbuthis

motherpassedawaygivingbirthandthat’swhen

wemetwithPalesa.Iwastaintedatthattimeand

empty,justteenagerswhowerebeingteenagers

andshegotpregnantformyfamilytohidethat

disgraceastheysaidIhadtomarryher.Whichwas

somethingshedidn’twantuntilshelearntaboutmy

family.AtseventeenIwasmarriedandafatherof

two”hehake.

“Andyouwerenotcondomising?”

“Thethingisbaby...thatthingispainful”haibo,

whatisthis?Ishelisteningtohimselfrightnow

standingthereshirtlessandshowingthathoned

andchiselledstomachishehearinghimself.And

whenheseesthelookonmyfacehelaughssoftly

“I’mjoking.IwasyoungandrecklessbutI’mclean.

Icanshowyou”andahislipsformabroadsmile“I

loveyou”



“Whatwillhappenwhentheyfindoutaboutusback

home?Andwhatiftheycannotacceptmehasyour

wife?”

“Asmywife?”hecreaseshiseyebrowandthe

cornersofhislipsstretchingonceagain.

“YouknowwhatImeanMongameli”

“Asyousaidhasmywifenottheirwife,Idon’tcare

aboutwhattheysay,wearegoingtocrossthe

bridgewhenwegetthere”healwaysknowwhatto

sayattherighttimethenhestridestowardsmeand

sittingonasidetablelacinghishandonmyface

andtrailinghisfingersonmycheek“youhave

nothingtoworryaboutbutfewthingsaregoingto

changeafterthatarticle,foryou,mediawillwantto

knowmoreaboutyou,usandthey’llinvadeinour

privacywhichissomethingIhateaboutthisbut

nothingisgoingtochangehere”



“What’sotherfewthings?”Iaskconcerned.

“Uhmsecurity”

“Idon’tunderstand”

“You’regoingtohavebodyguards”

“I’mnotcomfortablewiththat”Imeanitsounds

temptinghavingpeopleinallblackfollowingme

aroundmaybeforfewdaysbuteveryday?I’mnot

okaywiththat.Istillwanttobethatgirlwhoruns

intoastorewearingtheleftshoeontherightand

rightontheleftwithaheavyhangoverbut

suddenlymylifeistakingadrasticchangeall

becauseofaman,hah.

“Okaythisissomethingwecannotnegotiateabout



babyyoursafetyatthismomentiseverythingtome.

Iunderstandthisallnewtoyoubutweareinthis

together”

“OkaydoesthismeanI’macelebritynow?”hecan

seethemirthinmyeyesandhechucklesand

lookingdeepintomyeyes,beyondmysouland

bonesandwhat’sundermybones—what’sunder

mybonesanyways?

“AndthisiswhyI’malwaysfallinginlovewithyou

everydayyou’rewitty”

“I’mjustwonderingthat’sall”

“Itmeansyou’remarryingtoaroyaltyandoneday

you’regoingtobeaqueenandmywifeanda

motherofmychildren.ButyouarestillDrMkhungo,

nothinghaschange”



“IfyousaysothenbutI’dlovetorevisitthe

conversationaboutbodyguards”

“I’lltakethatI’mgoingtomakeussomethingtoeat

now,whatdoyoufeellikeeating?”

“Granola”

“That’snotfood”

“I’mondietMongameli”

“Andsincewhenyou’reondietandwhy?You’re

perfectthewayyouaresowhat’sthisbaby?”and

thenwhythesuddenchangeoftone.

“CataleyasaidmybodyislikeKhloeKardashianI

don’tknowwho’sthatbutsinceshe’snotKim



KardashianshemightbetheoppositeofhowKim

looks”andthewayhejustfrownedIknowhe’s

thinkingI’mslowlygrowingapenisonmyforehead.

“GooglethatpersonthenandalsoIdon’tcareabout

anyofthat,IloveyouthewayyouareandI’mnot

makingyougranolawearegoingtohaveafull

breakfastandthat’sthat”Ohshamehe’sgetting

angrybecauseIsaidI’mondietandhejustleftthe

roomafterputtingonhisshirtandwellhisdaughter

issnoringhereonmylapwithhermouthslightly

opened.Iamlefthereallalonedrowninginmy

thoughtsandthinkinghowitmight’vebeenhardfor

himnotbeinganormalteenagerbuthavingto

becomeahusbandandfatherinashortperiodof

time.Butthenagainhisrecklesslandedhimthere.

Whythinkingaboutallofthisismakingmeheart

heavy?Thisissuchastupidorgan.

Iwasactuallyenjoyingmytenminutesfameand

nowIhavetostayafloatinagitationandhisfamily



thatmightnotlikemeandcomeupwiththousands

ofexcusesandrulesforusnottobetogetherand

nowI’mgoingtohavebodyguardsfollowingme

around?Thedaymymotherfindsoutaboutthis

she’sgoingtodragherjawlineonthefloor.Ah

worseI’mdatingsomeonealmostherage—this

timeIdrankonebottleofciderandstayeddrunk

foreverI’mtellingyou.

Ah!

AsIamstridingdownstairsinashortdressthatis

holdingmesotightandshowinghowmybodywas

sculpturedwhenGodwaselatedIfindhisbrothers

there,theyjustarrivedandmakingthemselves

comfortableonthecouchesthere’snowayIcan

turnbackbecauseMnothojustsawme,“Mfazika

mfethu”hecallsmehisbrother’swifewithabroad

asmile“wecameheretoseeyou”heannounces.

Myfeetareplantedonthespotimmobilenot

knowingwhattodobutjuststaringbackatthem.

“MaMkhungocomehere”hesaysandIhaveno

choicebutwalkingintotheroomandsittingnextto



amanwho’ssulkingbecauseIsaidI’mondiet.Eh

thisoneisdramaticI’mtellingyou.Igrabacushion

andcoveringmythingswhenheplaceshishand

thereunderneathandcatchingaglancetowardsme.

InananosecondIfeelhishandtravelingalltheway

upandliftingmydressbutItightlyclosemylegs.Is

hecrazy?Nowonderhehadchildrenwhenhewas

ateenager,whatkindofasexdriveisthis?

“We’vecometocheckifyou’reokayafterthe

newspaperswroteaboutyou”I’macelebrityI’m

goingtolearnhowtohandlefameeventually,thisis

mylifetheyshouldn’tbotheraboutme.

Hahaha,Iwishitwassoeasyshame.I’mactually

drowninginsorrowaftertheinformationIhadto

takein.

“I’mokay”Itellthemhonestlybutguesswhat?

Theirbrother’shandisattemptingonseparatingmy

legsandhiswarmthisspreadingthroughme.I

pressmythighstogetherharderandheglancesat



mewithhiseyessearingthroughmeandaroguish

smirk.

“Okayaslongasitdidn’taffectyouinanyway

becausewewereworriedaboutthatbutfromnow

wewillmakesurethatwekeepyousafe,weare

sorryaboutthismaLanga,Sodi”noonefindsjoyin

praisingmyclannameslikeMelusiandnoone

findsthesamejoyinmakingmesquirmlikehis

brotherinmakingallattemptstofingerfuckme

hereandnow.Ishiftawayfromhimandhecomes

closer.Itryremovinghishandandheputsitback

ontopofmythighandgivesmealookonceagain

dancingwithlustandneed.“Andwewantedto

thankyouforwhatyoudidlastnightmybrother

hasbeentalkingaboutit”hecontinuessaying.

“Wearefamily”Ismileandthenclearmythroat

becauseKungawo’shandsarenowrestingin

betweenmythighsonemoveandhe’llhaveall

accessheneeds“doyouwantsomethingtodrink?”



Iaskthemandtheynodtheirheadsatonce.Thisis

myfinalescape.Igetupfromthecouchand

walkingoutoftheroomandpullingmydressdown.

Mybreathinghashitched.I’mshamelesslyhorny

andthiswantonbehaviorsisabsolutely

unacceptable.

OkaybutwhydoIwanthimsobad?—Theinjection

wasactuallyagreatidea.Whenismydateagain?I

don’trememberbutsoon.

I’mopeningthefridgewhenIfeelhisgroinpressing

againstmeandmyhandsnowclaspedagainstthe

fridgethatlooksliketherestofthecabinetsandI

turntosmirkathimbeforehesniffmyhairandtrail

hisnosefrommyhairtomyneckandgentlystartto

suckthere.Icannotmove.Buthe’sdryhumping

againstmecausingadeepmoantoelicit.

“Mongameli”Icallhimoutbreathlessly.

“Nokubonga”



“Stopit!”

“Ineedyousobadbaby”hesaysstillmoving

againstmybuttocksandhisbreathfanningdown

myneck.

“Befast”Iinstructhimandheananosecondby

dresshasbeenliftedupandheseparatesmylegs

withhis,massagingmybuttocks,strokingbeforea

slaplandstheremakingmegaspforair.

“Kungawo!”Icallhimasmybodyjolts.

“Hmmm”

“Insideme,now!”heentersintomysexinoneswift

move.Warm,wet,tightandsoft.Heholdmyhands

forafewsecondsandmyeyesareclosed,

completelylostinourecstaticconnection.Ipush

againsthimurginghimtomovewithmybody.He



withdrawsandspearsintome,firstslowly,then

pickingupmyrhythmandbendingmeoveruntilI’m

touchingmypaintedtoes,movingwithhim,pushing

againsthimandcounteringhismovements.

“Babystop,I’llcomewaytoquickly!”hehisses.I

cannotstop.

Hisheavyballssmackagainstmynowswollenclit

repeatedly.Eventhesoundofitrenewsmyarousal,

anintimateconnection,soundofourrhythm.Then

therimofthecrownofhiserectionscrapeandkiss

mytenderspotburieddeepinsidemebringingme

tothebrinkoforgasm.

“Fuck!”hehissthroughhisgrittedteethand

spreadingmylegswider,poundingdeeperintome,

caressingpleasurepointandthrustingintothe

embraceofmytightsextogetlostinamind-

blowingpleasure.Iarchmyheadbackandmybody

tenses,tautundertheassaultsofhisrelentless



stormofmydrives.

“Siyahambakenizosalalaphonamafuck!”Ihear

Mnothosayingthatthey’realreadyleavingandwe

shouldstaybehindwithour“fucks”andatthis

momentIdon’tcarewhetherthey’reawarethatwe

arehavingsexornot.ButIwanttolandinaworld

onorgasmandpleasure.

Iholdontotomytoesandtheyalmostfalloffwith

mybodytremblingandmyinnermusclesofmysex

envelopeshimharderthenIfeelhisbodyjerksand

adeepanimalisticshoutcomes,forgottenthereare

peopleinthishouse.ThenIfeelhismanhood

tendingashisejaculationreleaseawrenching

orgasm.Whenthelastjoltscomeshepullsoutand

pullmeuppressingmeagainstthefridgeagain

afterheturnedmearoundwrappingmyoneleg

aroundhiswaistandthistimethrustinghisfingers

insideme.“Lookatme”hesaysafterpausinghis

necromancyandIlookathiseyesthenhesmirks



beforehepoundsmewithhisfingersfasterand

harderandmyonelegaroundhiswaistsuccumb

andfallstothecoldtilesyetI’mstandingonmy

tippytoes“Nokubongalookatme!”hesayswhen

myeyeswereclosingagain.Isnapthemopenand

hecirclesmyclitwhenI’mabouttoclosethem

againhepauses.Whatthefuck!“Lookatme!”Ilook

athimandnowhe’spoundingharderthanbefore

andsohardmakingmymindrunaroundariot.Our

eyesconnectedandthistimeIdon’tdareflutter

themclose.Thenoneofhishandcirclesmearound

mynecktighteninggently,chokingmewhilehis

fingersaredoingmagicinbetweenmylegs.I’m

beingchokedandfingerfuckedallatonceandI

cannotclosemyeyes.“Iloveyou.Allofyoufrom

thefollicleofyourhairtoyourtoes,uyezwa

Nokubonga”Icannotutterwords.Myspeaking

capacityisnotworkingandallIcandoitrapidly

noddingandfeelingawaveofpleasureattacking

meatonceandwaterfallsrundownmylegs.I’m

staringdeepintohiseyesyethe’snotstopping.My

heartisbeatingbeyondmyribcage.“IfIdarehear

youtalkingaboutdietI’mgoingtofuckyouworse



thanthisdoyouhearme?”

“Hmmm”Thenhepauseandbringsmyshuddering

bodyagainsthis,wrappingmearoundhisarmsso

tightandIstarttocry.Grippinghimsoclosertome

andnuzzlingonhisneck.Idon’tknowifI’mcrying

fromtheamountofpleasureIjustreceivedorwhat

hesaidtomeorbecauseeverydayit’sanew

revelationthatnothingKungawowilleverdothat

willchangehowIfeelabouthim.

•

Iwantedtotakethistimeandapologizefora

mistakeImadeinmyuneditedinsertyesterday

regardingtoKungawo’sage.

Iloveyou,besafe,we’llmeetinMonday

[03/02,07:16] :LOVEONDEMAND
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YOLOKAZI

IthoughtIwasgoingtowakeuptowhatIcallmy

manandmychildrensinginghappybirthdaywith

adorablesmilesontheirfacesmakingme

hystericallycrylikeIjustlostahusbandwhilethey

placeagiganticcakeonmylapbutwellIwokeup

toanemptysideofbedandthesunraysescaping

throughthewindowsandblindingme.

Myphoneisbuzzingwithnotificationsthoughfrom

differentpeoplepostingmypicturesoneverysocial

mediaandbrandswho’vesentmegiftstobe

delivered—I’vebecomethatperson.AfterIwason

frontpages,wedecidedtojustpostonsocialmedia

makingthingsofficialandnowIgetinvitedto

eventsinclusivelyasaguestandsomebrands

askingmetobetheirbrandambassador,therewas

alotofnegativitybeingthrownmywayaswellnot



thatIgivechickenaboutitwhentheysaidI’mthe

reasonbehindKungawo’sdivorce.

WellsomeweresayingI’minthisformoneyandI’m

oneofthosenarrowmindedwomenthatwasuntilI

postedapictureinmyworkuniformandlooking

stunningthatwasalsocontroversial.Ilearntthat

socialmediaisaverynegativespaceandnowit

madesomuchsensewhythewholefamilywas

fussingaboutitandendlesslycallingtocheckifI

wasokay.Ofcoursetheideaofbeingonfront

pages,havingmyfollowersincreasingevery

second,havingtalkshowstalkingaboutmeand

complimentingmylookswaselatingthat’swhatwe

alldreamofasyounggirls.Tobefamous,tobe

known,tobeonamagazineblahblahblahit’san

endlesslistbutwearenevertaughtaboutthe

consequencesofbeinginalimelights.Everyone

wantstoportrayitlikeit’sonlyglitzandglamour

butnoonewantstotakeastandandtalkabout

howithasaffectedsomanypeopleemotionally.

Moreespeciallywhenyou’rebeautifulwomanin



thiscountrypeoplealwaysfeelforyoutobe

successfulthere’salwaysamanbehindit.A

blesseroranythingbecausewehavethismentality

thatwomanneedsamantomakeitsridiculous

honestly.

Butwithmethough,Idon’tcarewhosayswhat

aboutme,itdoesn’tbothermeanditdoesn’ttake

awayanymoneyfrommyaccount.

IstridetothelivingroomtofindSarahlooking

sophisticatingasalways,she’ssuchperfectionand

she’swearingawhitedresswiththinstraptied

leggedheel“youbettergotakeabath,wehavea

makeartistonthewayandgetyourselfready”she

announcesandsuddenlyI’mbubblingwithelation

butwhereismyhusbandandkids?

Ialreadyknowsomethinghasbeenplanned

becauseforoneI’mwearingallwhiteasifI’mmy

twinsisterandIlookextremelybeguilingunlessif



they’regoingtosacrificemesincewearelooking

likeangelsthatitwillmakeperfectsense.Wearein

abackseatwithamyqueenwho’sextremely

exuberantlikethisisherbirthdayandshegaveme

diamondearringsandnecklacelikearealthingthat

IcouldsellformillionswhenIgobroke.

I’vebeenwarminguptothisbeingdrivenaround

andhavingbodyguardsfollowingmeidea—Idon’t

likeitallandmostofthetimethat’sonethingwe

arealwaysfightingaboutwithmymanwho’s

nowherearoundonmybirthdayandhewantsmeto

marryhim?Hehehe.

Wedrivethroughabeautifullushgreenerygarden

andthere’salreadycarsallovertheplaceandwhen

wegetoffthecarmydearesttwinsisteralsogets

offonanothercarandlookingexquisite,she’s

givingbirthjustnextmonthandIamplanningto

surpriseherwithababyshowereventhoughshe

madeitclearthatshedoesn’twantone.“Ohmy



lookatyou”Isaytoheraswestridetowardseach

othermeetinghalfway,shehardlygoesoutnow

andalwaysinherhouseandstaringintoherman’s

eyes,they’reinlovereally.

“Youlooksobeautiful,doyouhaveanideawhat’s

happening?”shewhispersinmyearandIshakemy

headindisagreementbeforeLulamacomes

towardsmegivingmeagigantichug.IknowI’m

alwayssurroundedbybeautifulwomenallthe

damntimebutthisone,shetakesthetrophyforme,

she’sthemostgorgeoushumanI’veevermet

almostunrealandshelookabsolutelygorgeousin

thisasymmetricwhitedressandanimalprinthigh

kneebootswithdramaticgoldearrings.

Whenwewalkthroughafloralgateeveryone

shoutsatonce“surprise!”andlookingabsolutely

gorgeousinwhite.

Ohmy



NotthatI’msurprisedthattheythrewmeabirthday

partybutI’mmoreastoundedbyhowbeautifulit

looksandhowtheymadetheseintotwoparts.On

mysideisacherryblossomthemewithaatreeand

everythinglookingsosimpleyetelegantandonthe

sidethatbelongstoKwandawhomIshareda

wombwithit’sallwhitefromtheflowerwalltothe

balloonsandeverything,wearecelebratingboth

herbirthdayandbabyshoweratonce,damn

Mongezibeatmeatit.

Thisisabsolutelybeautifulandthisisthefirsttime

I’mhavingabirthdaypartyinmylifewherepeople

singformewithbeautifulsmilesontheirfacesand

soundingsohorriblewhileatitbutitmakesme

happy.WhenhewalkstowardsmeIcompletely

forgetthatIwasangrybecausehewasnotonmy

sideofthebedthismorningandIthrowmyselfin

hisarmsashewelcomesmewarmlywehave

camerasflashingonourfacesasIlookupathim

withasmilewhilehewipesmytears.



“Youcryalotthesedayshuh?”OhwellyesIdofor

unnecessaryreasons“happybirthdaymuntuza

wami”hisdelicatefingersarebrushingagainstthe

bottomofmyeyes“yourmakeupisnotcoming

out”thisman,thisiswaterproofwhat’shethinking?

Webothchuckleunderourbreathesashekisses

bothmyeyesandtakingmyhandwhereeveryone

elseishuggingandkissingmeandleadingmeon

thechairwhilemysisterisontheotherside,we

facingeachotherwithoureyeballsdrowningin

saltywaterbeads.

Mymotherismakingaspeechandshelooks

impeccableandnothingwarmsmyheartasseeing

herinsuchagreatspacewellshehasaglassof

champagneinherhandshewinkstowardsmethen

Kwandaafterthatwhatcomesoutfromhermouth

isnothingbutembarrassmentandeveryoneis

sharinggalesoflaughter—It’sallbeautifulseeingall

ofusheresoblendedandI’mglad“hmm”isno



whereinsightbecauseIwasgoingtokillher.

They’realotofpresentsthereunderthecherry

blossomtreethat’susedaspartofmydecoration

theybelongtomeandthenKwandahasahuge

teddybearwithpresentsnexttoit.

FinallyIgettoperkupfromthischairandengage

witheveryonewithaglassofalcoholinmyhand

andthat’suntilMuzistandsonstagewithhisguitar

andmicrophonestandandclearinghisthroat

immediatelyweallpausedoingwhatweweredoing

andturntowardshim.

Thisshouldbemyfavoritepartoftheday!

Whenheopenshismouthandstartssingingso

beautifullyandheartsoothingandsultryKungawo

takesmyhandleadingmetothedancefloorlacing

hishandaroundmywaistandIlookupathimas



wemovetotherhythmoftheperfectmelodyour

bodiesinsync“Whatdidyoubuyformeasagift?”I

askhimdeeplystaringinhiseyesandhelooks

downbetweenhispantsthenatmewitha

mischievoussmirkandIlaughslightlyandshaking

myhead“you’rethemostnastiestmanI’veever

metinmylifeMongameli”

“Ican’tgetenoughofyou”hesmiles“andwhen

you’reunwrappingyourgiftsyouwillfindmines

hopefullyyou’llloveit”

“IknowIloveitandthankyousomuchforallof

thisitmeanssomuch”

“YouhaveOnalennaandKhethelotothankaswell

becausetheyhelpeduspulledthisoneotherwiseit

would’vebeenadisaster”hestatesandIlook

towardsmyfriendswhomaredancingwiththeir

men.Everyoneisonthedancefloormovingtothe

rhythmofthemusicandhavingfun.“Iloveyou”he



says.

“Yes”

Hefrownsatmebewilderedandwellifhedidn’t

leavemealonethismorninghewould’veseenmy

fingerorifhe’spayingattentiontomyhandsand

notmyfacewhenthesongendsIstepawayfrom

himandwinkingleavinghimstandingtherebaffled

andwalkingtowardstheladieswe’vegatheredall

togetherasweclapwhenthesongendsand

honestlyspeakingI’mnotthatmuchofaperson

whocaresaboutthiskindofgenrethatmybrother

inlawsingsbecausesometimesitmakesyou

drowninyourthoughtsandyoufinallyfindyourself

inadarknessbutwithhim—there’ssomething

healingabouthim.

IlooktowardsMongameliwhohasbeerinhis

handsandheseemsdeepinthoughtssurely

thinkingwhatImeantbymy“yes”I’llleavehimto



figuringitoutalone.

Themusicisthrobbingloudlyonthesoundsystem

andI’mhidingmyringfingerbecauseIdon’twant

anyoneknowingaboutthisuntilthatmanwho

keepsstealingglancestowardsmewithasphinx

likelookandnarrowinghiseyebrowsfigureitallout.

Lulamagetsupsoquicklyfromherchairscreaming

thisherhusband’ssongandinstantlywhen

Bambathaseesher,hesmilesbroadlyandtaking

herhandanddancingasBlaqDiamondsingsloudly.

Wewatchthemdancinganddryhumpingeach

otherandthey’resuchanamazingcouple.

“Bhuti!”Kwandajustscreamedandstandingonher

feetwithhereyesallout“Idon’tknowifIjust

spilledmydrinkorIurinatedmyselfIdon’tknow

what’shappeningandI’minpain”shesaysand



thenshestartscryingandMongeziholdsherhand

“I’minlabour.Whatthefuck?Noways”she

screamsattemptingongoingbacktotakeasit.For

whatreason?Torunawayfromgivingbirth.Now

weareallfussingoverher.“Idon’twanttogive

birthMongezi.Ididn’thavesexwhileconceiving

thisbaby.I’msoscared”AtthismomentIshouldbe

laughinglikeBongeziwebutIcan’tbecausethismy

sisterwhoseemstohavelosthermindbecauseof

fear,ofhavingtopushaheadoutofhervagina,

maybe.

“MaMkhungo”

AndKwandastartshystericallycrying“that’showI

gotpregnantyoucalledmelikethatMongezi,you

calledmeexactlylikethat”Icanlongerholdback

mylaughteratthismomentIjustexplodeaswe’re

takinghertothecarandMongezilooksatusand

shakinghishardpressinghislipshardfrom

laughing.



“Iwantyoutostaycalmbaby,wearegoingtobe

justfine”Mongezisaystoherastheygetonthe

backseatofthecarandweallrushonseparate

carsfollowingthembehind.Basicallyeveryoneis

leavingnow.AndI’mwonderinghowismysister

screaminginthatcar.I’vechosetobeinthe

backseatwhilewehaveMuziinthefrontand

Mongamelikeepsstealingglancesateverychance.

That“yes”reallylefthiminturbulenceofthoughts

I’mtellingyou.

Inlessthanamomentwearefillingtheprivate

hospitalandpacingupanddownnothearing

anythingfromthedoctorsoranyoneforthatmatter.

Mongeziwentwithmysisterinthelabourwardand

mymotherisprayingunderneathherbreath,

basicallythere’sdramahappeninghere.Everyone

demandinganswersfromthedoctorsandwehave

beenwarnedmorethanthreetimetokeepitlow

becausethesemenaresonorouslyshoutingin

angerandthey’regoingtoturnintoSamsonany



timefromnow.

AfterwhatfeltlikeaneternityMongeziwalksinto

theroomwearingbluescrubsIcannotreadhisface,

he’salwaysimpassive“there’stwoofthem”he

announces“thedoctorscouldn’tseethesecond

oneduringscansbutwehavetwoboys”he

announcesandIjustopenandclosemymouthin

totalshock“Ihavesons”hewincesunderhis

breath.

You’resayingallalongKwandawascarryingtwins?

That’scrazy.

OmgIhopethisdoesn’tmeanonedayI’malso

goingtogivebirthtotwinsbecauseI’llsliceoffmy

ownvagina.

Theroomeruptswithcelebrationandnoisesand

clappingofhands,theywerebornontheirmother’s



birthday—they’resuchmommy’sboysandI’mso

excitedwithbeinganaunthonestly.

“Canweseethem?”Bongeziwe

“NonotyetandincludingKwanda,buttomorrow

sureyou’llmeetmysons.I’mafatheroftwoboys”

wewillneverheartheendofthisbragI’mtelling

you“Ihavetogobacktomywifeandmysons,

thankyouguysforbeinghereitmeansalot”Oh

he’ssuchabraggartthisone.

WhenwegethomethemomentIclosethedoor

behindushepinsmeagainstthewallandlooking

deepintomyeyesandhisareglossy,what’sgoing

on?Thenhepinsmyhandsontopofmyheadand

whenheseesthediamondonmyfingerhischest

heavenupanddownbeforeavertinghiseyes

towardsmeagainwithhisbreathingragged.

“Mongameli?”Icalloutforhim.



“Youweresayingyesyou’llmarryme?”hisvoiceis

lodgedonhisthroat.Icannotunderstandhis

emotionbutIcanseeabitoflustthereinhiseyes.

“You’regoingtomarrymeNokubonga?”

“Yes”Irespondtohimandbreathe“Iwanttomarry

you.IthoughtaboutitandI’vemadeupmymind.I

choosetoloveyoufortherestofmylifeifyoudon’t

fuckthisupofcourse”Thesmelloflustfillsthe

roomandbouncingbetweenthebothofus.“Andso

yesMongameliI’mgoingtomarryyou”

Hisnostrilsflare“youwanttomarryme?”andwhy

itsoundslikehedoesn’tbelievemewhenIsaythis

“sometimesIfeellikeI’mnotworthyofyouwhichis

whythatdaywhenyousaidyoudon’twanttomarry

menowitwaseasilyacceptablethanhearingyou

sayingyouwanttomarryme”



“Why?”

“BecauseI’mfuckedup.I’vefuckedupsomany

timesinmylifeandI’msoscaredofdoingthe

samewithyou.IknowIloveyoubutsometimesI

don’tknowhowtobetherightmanforyou”

“Idon’twantperfectionfromyou.Iwantyouas

fuckedupasyouare.Idon’twantyoutopretend

thatyou’reperfect.You’retherightmanformeand

I’mgoingtomarryyou”

“Youwillmarryme?”

“Yesbaby”

“Iloveyousomuch”



“Iloveyoutoo”

•

WearegoingtoseeKwandaandhersonstodayat

thehospitalandIstillcannotbelievethatallalong

shewascarryingtwins.

Iamactuallyengagednow.

IcheckmypursetoseeifeverythingI’mgoingto

needishere,I’mplanningonunwrappingmygifts

todaywhenIcomebackfromthehospitalwhenmy

cardfallsoutofmypurse.Igrabitquicklyand

checkingmydateanditwasactuallytwomonths

ago.Wait,wait,wait.What’sthissupposedtomean?

Imissedmyinjection?

Myheadstartstoscreamallatonce.Okayletme



calculatewhenwasthelasttimeIusedcondoms.

Youdon’tusecondoms,mysubconscious

responsetomeandmyheartisnowthundering

againstmychestthreateningtocomeoutofmy

mouth.Okaybutthatdoesn’tmeananything.I

meantheinjectionstaysinyourbodyfortoolong.

“Babyareyoureadytogo?”Kungawoaskscoming

outoftheclosetandIquicklyhidemycard“what

wasthat?”heasksme.

“Nothing”Iquicklyresponse.

“What’sgoingonyoulookpale”

“Pale?Hahno,noteven”Ichuckle“I’mfineperfectly

fineandnotpregn...andnotpale”heattentively

looksatmeandIwanttothrowthispurseonhis



faceforobservingmesomuch,nxah.Whyishenot

listeningwhenIsayI’mfine.

I’mgladwhenhisphonerings“Mama”heanswers

thecallbuthiseyesarestillfixatedonme“Ohshe’s

here,letmeputyouonloudspeaker”

Iswallowthedenimonmythroatandsmilingupat

himasheputsthephoneonspeaker“mama”I

smileasifshecanseeme.

“Wewereeatinggiganticmangoesinmydream

maLangadobothofyouwanttotellmesomething

withMongameli?”

“Ohnomamathere’snothing”Irespond

“Okaymaybeit’stheotherwives,didyougetmygift

nanaandsorryIcouldn’tbethereyesterday”



“EwemamabutIhaven’topenedit”

“Okaykesanalwami,bye”shesaysthenhangup

andKungawoislookingatmewithrapidfiregaze

beforehethrowshisphoneonthebed.

“You’repregnantNokubonga”hefurrowshis

eyebrows.

Whatthefuck,no!

“NoI’mnot”

“IwasnotaskingyoubutI’mtellingyouthatyou’re

pregnant”

“I’moninjection”Idefend



Hetakesmypursefrommeanddiggingfromitand

comingbackwithmycardlookingatitbeforehe

looksatme.“You’repregnantNokubonga”hetells

meagain“Isthiswhyyouwanttomarrymenow?

It’snotbecauseyougenuinelyjustwanttomarry

me”

“I’dreallyappreciateitifyoucanaskmethatagain

soyoucanseewhatwillhappentoyouKungawo”

“Havingchildrennowwasnotpartoftheplan”

“Whatwastheplanthen?Fuckingmeeverysingle

nightandexpectsomemiracletohappenafterthat?

Isthatwhatyou’resaying?DidIfuckmyselfand

mademyselfpregnant?WearenotevensureifI’m

pregnantforheavensake”

“Youmindyourtone”



“Ohfuckyou”Iseethe.Hewantstostandthereand

tellmeI’mtryingtotraphimwithababy?DidIlay

onthebedwhilehewatchedmeusinghispenis.

“Youcantakeyourring,Idon’tgivechickenshit”I

throwitathimandithitshislipandstartstobleed.

Helooksatmeandtouchinghisbleedinglipthen

hewalksoutoftheroom.

Ididn’tmeantodothat!

What’swrongwithme?

Buthestarted.

Igrabmypurseandwalkingoutoftheroomtofind

therascalsinthelivingroom“whereisyourfather?”

Iaskthem.

“Ohhejustwalkedout,hedidn’tspeaktousand



lookedlivid”Waneletellsme.

Mxm!
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YOLOKAZI

Ireallywantedtogoandseemynephewstodaybut

thesuddenthoughtofhavingtoholdababyand

lookattheiradorablefaceslookingsoserenelike

theywillneverchewontheirtoesonedayorbeing

caughtsleepinginacloset,thatideascaredme,

knowingthere’sreallyahighpossibilityofbeing

pregnantwithamanwholeftfromthemorningand

notyetbackhomeandthenightisalready

approachingoutsidemademesickinthe

stomach—Idon’tevenwanttotakealookatthe



cardanymorebecausethemoreIallowthat

thoughttoinvademyminditmakesthematter

worseforme.Icanfeelhorrorstrickenandmy

tonguestopsproducingsaliva.

Ihavetheserascalsendlesslyknockingonmydoor

regardlessoftellingthemthatI’mokay.Ishouldbe

gonebynow,gonehomewithmymotheroratmy

apartmentwithmyfriends,welltheymightbewith

theirmen,sigh.ButIshouldn’tbehere,that’sone

thingforsurebuthereIamwithtearsfloodingin

myeyes,Ohyesme,I’mcryinginaguestroom.

Anotherannoyingknockcomesfromthedoor

“Mama”that’sCataleya,shenevergivesupthisone

untilshegetswhatshewantsandthenshe

breathes“UtatasaidIshouldmakesurethatyou’re

okay,hejustcalled”shesaysontheotherside.

“GotellhimtofuckhimselfCataleya!”Ishoutfrom

theinside.Idon’tknowwhereisthatenragecoming



frombecauseIwasweepinglikeawidowbutwhen

herfathergetshereI’mgoingto...Iwon’tdo

anything,Ialreadyfeellikedrinkingliquidsoapfor

hittinghimwitharing.ThereIwaswrongI

shouldn’thavedonethat.

IhearCataleyagaspingontheothersideofthe

doorsodramatically“shouldIreallysaythatmama

becauseIcanedityourwordsforyou.Remember

I’mawriter”OhmyGodthischildisgoingtodrive

mecrazy.Everyoneherewantstoseemegoing

crazyI’mtellingyou.Ifit’snotherfatherthenit’s

her,whosaidshemusteditwordsforme?“Mama”

shecallsmeagainandIignoreher“Iknowthat

you’reangrybutIwantyoutoknowthattatais

happywithyou”thatallshesaysbeforeIcanhear

herfootstepsfadingthenshecomesbackagain.

“Mama”shecallsmeagain.

Ibreatheoutandaskingthatoneinheaventogive

mestrength,“Cataleya”



“Iloveyou”shesaysforthefirsttimeever,shehas

neversaidthisbeforetome.Igetoffthebedand

myfeetpropellingmetowardsthedoorandI

wrenchitopen.Ilookatherasshesmilesatme

warmlywithglossyeyesthenItakeherintomy

armsandembracingher“pleasedon’tleave”she

begswithatremblingtone.

“I’mnotleavingstopcrying,Iloveyoutoo”Itellher

andthenshepullsawayfrommeandwipingher

tears,she’ssuchabeaut.Buttookmostofher

genesfromherfather,Idon’tknowanythingabout

hermotherandformepersonallyit’sbetterthat

way,I’vealreadyinvolvedmyselfinshoesthat

doesn’tfitandnowhereIamwithpossibilitiesof

beingpregnantwithamanwho’snothomesurely

somewherewithabrokenlip.

“Doyouwantsomethingtoeat,WaneleandI

cookedpastadadtaughtus?”sheasksmewith



elation.Idon’tfeellikeeatingbecauseI’mjustfull

fromthemorningandnowwhat’sthetime?Ohit

justblinkedeightpm.Andhe’snotyetback.

Idecidetogodownstairswithherandtheyhand

meabowlfullofcreamypastaitlooksandsmell

deliciousbuteatingit?MythroatisblockedandI

cannotswallow.Ishouldn’tbeworriedabout

Mongameliright?Ishouldn’tbebotheredabouthim.

ButIamthatmaybehebledfromhislipanddied.

Okaythat’shighlyimpossiblebecauseitwasjusta

tinyscar.

Butwhereishe?

Wesitwiththechildreninthelivingroomandmy

sonistryingtomakemelaughuntiltheyboth

choosetocomesnugglenexttomewithacupof

hotchocolateandmarshmallowswhilewewatch

someseriesonNetflixthatCataleyarecommended.



Adooropensandmyheartdropstomystomach

beforehecanappearfromthecorridorandnowthe

timejustblinkedtwelveam.Ihearhisloudsinging

andadrunkenvoicestumblingeverywherebefore

heappearsbeingheldbyPalesa.

Thisiswow,thisiswhoa,thisisgreat.Amanwho

wassheddingtearswantingmetomarryhimranto

hisexwifeandleftmewithtwoofhisbighead

children.

Isitonthecouchimmobileandifitwasanyother

daysIwouldbefighting.OhJesusI’malways

advisingpeopletothrowpuncheslikewrestlingyet

hereIamwatchingmymanholdingontoanother

womanunabletowalkandsmellinglikewhiskey

andnicotine.Untiltheonewhowaspretendingto

bemyfriendmakeshimsitonthecouchand

turningtome“It’snotwhatyouthinkYolokazi”she

saystomeinalowertone.Ijustsitherenotsaying



anything,nowords,myspeechisparalyzed.

“Palese!”Kungawoshouts“Youseerightthereis

thewomanwespokeabout.Iwillneverloveyouthe

wayIloveNokubonga,infactIneverlovedyou.

Nokubongahasmymind,soul,heartandeverything

elsethatbelongstome”hesaysdragginghisvoice

fromhisthroat.

“Gotobed!”IsaytoCataleyaandWanelewhom

wishtheycanslittheirfatherintotwoandthrow

himintheoven.“Gotobed”Irepeatagainandthey

bothgetupleavingtheroomthat’sloomingwith

totalsilence.

“Iwasattherestaurant...hisrestaurantandhewas

aloneinthecornerdrinkingfromthemorninguntil

hewasdrunksoIdrovehimhome”shestarts

explaining“nothinghappenedandIwaswithmy

boyfriend,he’swaitingformeoutside”she

continues.



“Okay”thatallthatrollsoutofmymouth.

“LookYolokaziyouheardwhathejustsaid.

Rememberthatdaywhenwespoke?Imeantevery

word.Kungawowillneverloveanyoneasmuchas

helovesyou.AndonedayIhopeyouseethat.

Againnothinghappenedandgoodnight”shesmiles

atmeandturntowalkoutandthenIcallher.

“Thankyou”Ismile.

“Noproblem,Iknowyouwould’vedonethesame

formeandrememberwhatIjusttoldyou,thisman

ismadlyinlovewithyou”shewinksthenwalkout

oftheroomandI’mleftwithKungawowho’snow

lookingatmeandIstridetowardshimand

straddlingonhislap.TomorrowI’mgoingtocallmy

fatherwhodoesn’twantmebecauseofmoralsblah

blahandaskhimtoprayforme.Idon’twanthimto



beinmylifeIjustwanthimtodoexorcismsince

I’mpossessed.

Heplaceshishandonmyhipsandminesarenot

onhisface“givemeonereasonwhyIshouldn’t

strangleyoutodeathrighthereandnow

Mongameli?”Iaskhiminasofttonewithtearsat

thecornersonmylip“JustonereasonandI’m

goingtoletyougo”

“Becauseweareinlovewitheachother”Icansee

thebruiseonhislipashedartshiseyesbetween

mineswhilehesmellslikeabrewery“aboutwhatI

saidI’msorry”heapologizes“Theideaofhaving

childrenalwaysscaredme.Ineverwantedthemfor

mypersonalreasonsbutImadethatmistakeonce

andmadeitagainbutthistimeitdoesn’tfeellikea

mistake.Itfeelslikeithadtohappen.Iwasn’ta

fathertomychildrenthewayIamnowuntilyou

cameintomylife.Iwasn’tpresentbecauseofself

loathingandIsomehowblamedthemforhow



thingsturnedoutforme”

“ButtheyloveyousomuchKungawo”

“IknowatthattimeIcouldn’tlovemyownchildren

theywayIhaveto.I’velearnttolovethemnow.

They’remyeverythingandIwilllaymylifeforthem.

ThereasonwhyIneverwantedtohavechildrenit’s

becauseIdidn’twantthemtogrowuplikeme”he

breathesout,he’sventingbecausehe’sdrunk

“FromthetimeIwasbornmylifewasplannedout.

Thathowitwasforeachandeveryoneofus.We

grewuphavingtobeperfectbecausetheyinjected

theideaofbeingkingsonedayinourminds.Ihad

tobeprimandproperandperfect.Wewerenever

allowedtohavesomesortofimperfections.We

grewuphavingtoimpressmyfatherandhavingto

provethatwewereworthyofbeingonthethrone

oneday.Ihateditsomuch.Ithinkthat’soneofthe

reasonsIalwayswanttobeperfectforyou.Igrew

upknowingIhavetobeperfect.Growingupat



homeeverythingwasearned.Youhadtoprove

you’reworthyofsomethingforyoutohaveit.Iwas

neverworthyofanything.Muzigottobeasonto

myfatherthedayhediedwhenhesanghisfavorite

songuntilhetookhislastbreath,that’swhenhegot

tobehisson”hetouchesmyface“OnedayIjust

wantedtohaveatasteofimperfectionandI

becameafather,fromthereonIwasjustfuckedup.

Ididn’twanttoscrewupbutI’llendupmakingthe

matterevenworsethanitwas”

“Whyyounevertoldmethis?”

“Tellyouwhat?Thatthesightofmychildrenmade

meangrybecauseIfeelliketheysnatchawaya

partofmyfreedomwhenitwasnottheirfaultbut

mebeingirresponsible?”hechucklessardonically“I

don’tdeserveyouNokubonga”

“Areyousayingyoudon’twantthisbabywithme?”

I’mnotevensureifI’mpregnant.



“IwanteverythingwithyoubutIwantyoutoknow

thatI’veneverbeenalwaysbeenaperfectfather.If

wearepregnantofcourseImaymessthisupbut

pleasedon’tleavemewhenIdo.Iwanttobea

betterhusbandandcomeoutofthisselfloathing

andbeabetterman.Ifuckedup”

“Youdon’tknowhowmuchyoufuckedup”

“I’msorry”Ijustlookathimandleavesittinghim

likethatwithglossyeyes.Nojustbecausehechose

toopenabouttomeabouthisissuesdoesn’tmake

everythingright.Thismanleftmeherethewhole

dayandcamebackdrunk,tomorrowmorninghe

maynotberememberinganyofthisconversation.

Idecidetosleepinoneoftheguestroomagain

andgettingundertheduvetsandsoakingmy

pillows.Thisismenow.I’mpossessedwith



demonsandI’mtheunderthespell.

I’mbeingawakenbyaknockcomingfromthe

outside,it’sasoftknockthatsurelyshouldbe

CataleyabecausesheknowsI’vebeenheresince

yesterdaymorningbutwhenIopenthedoorit’shim

withawrinkledshirtfromyesterdayandstanding

herelookingatmewithpaininhiseyes.“Youdidn’t

sleepinourbedroom”Isheaskingmeortellingme?

“Yourbedroom”

“OursNokubonga”

“Whatdoyouwant?Toaccusemeoftrappingyou

withwhatthistime?”hehangshisheadlowand

clearshisthroat.Ihaveforgivenhim.Yesonceyou

knowhowpenistasteslikethenyouwon’tdare

judgeme.



“Nothing”

“Thenwhyareyouhere?Whatdoyouwant?”

“Iwantyoutoforgiveme”

“Iforgaveyou”

Hiseyeswidenwithdisbelief“Iloveyou”

“TellmesomethingIdon’tknow”

Hegapes“You’remakingthishardforme”

“Hmm”

“Haveyouunwrappedyourgifts?”



“No”

“Whenareyou...”

“WhenIcomebackfromthedoctortofindoutthat

I’mnotpregnant”

“I’vebeenthrowingup”

“Mustbenice”

“Youdon’tunderstandwhatI’mtryingtosaydon’t

you?I’mverysensitivewhenitcomestosmellandI

haveatoothache”

“I’mnotpregnantKungawoandifyoudon’tleave

myfacenowI’mgoingtobruiseyourwholeface”



helooksatmethensmilesbeforethrowinghis

handsintheairsuccumbing.

“I’msorryforwhatIsaidandI’mgoingtogiveyou

yourspace,whateveryouwantcallme”

Idon’twantanything.

InfactwhyI’mgrumpy?
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KAYISE

Myjourneytofatherhoodhasn’tbeentheeasyone

andIthinkthesearetheconversationswetendto

runawayfrom.



Wearebothcluelessaboutwhatitmeans

becomingparents,wearegivendifferentadvices

onwhattodoandwhatnotdowithoutpeople

understandingthatwhatworkedforyoumightnot

workforus—regardlessofhavingahardtime

navigatingthewholeprocessofhavingapregnant

girlfriendI’venot,notevenoncethoughtabout

walkingawayfrombecauseattheendIknowit’sall

worthit,theparoxysmandargumentsit’sallworth

it.

MosttimesshealwaysgivemeassurancetoothatI

alsomatter,everythingmightbecenteringaround

herbutshealwaysmakemefeelasmuchspecial,

sheunderstandswherearemyfearscomingfrom

asmuchasIunderstandhers.

Idon’tknowhowmanytimesthiswomanhave

dumpedmeforsomethingsounnecessarylikenot

beingabletobuyherchickenwingsintheearly

hoursofthemorningornotscoopingherwhile



she’ssleeping.Herinsecuritiesaboutherbodytend

togroweverydaybecauseherbodyisalsohaving

changesaswellandadjustingandaccommodating

thelittlehumangrowinginsideher.ButI’mfallingin

lovewithhereveryday.I’mfallinginlovewiththose

stripesaroundherstomachandbuttocks,I’mfalling

inlovewithherswollennoseandnowmuchfuller

lips.

Whenshewalksinaroomfullofpeoplewearing

nudeandbrownwhilethey’reballoonseverywhere

acrosstheroommatchingtheentiredecoration

exactlyasthey’veplannedforherbabyshowershe

looksatmetwistingherlipsintoascowltostop

themfromtremblingwhiletearsarecrowdingher

eyes,shelookssobeautifulinthatdressthat

showshershoulders,it’slongandholdsher

perfectlyshowingherbellybumpandliterallyinthe

nexttwoweekswe’llhavealittlehumanwithtiny

handsandsweetcriesinourhands.“Ididn’texpect

this”shesaysandnowcryingfanningherfaceafter

everyoneyelled“surprise”allatonceandjoviality



noiseseruptsandclappingofhandsinjubilation.

Wearehavinganothercelebration,womenseems

tolikeit,Ithinkthatgenderloveseverythingthat

willhavethemgettinggiftsandbethecenterof

attention.

Lasttimemysisterwentstraightintolabourand

gavebirthtotwobeautifulboyswhomareLesedi

RohoandKgotleleloRafikiMcelu,Idon’tknowwhy

theSesothonames,isthatSothoorTswana?

Wellitsoundsthesametome.They’readorable

thingsthatlooksliketheirfather.

Whenshewalksuptomemyheartbeataccelerate

eventodayshestillmanagestosnatchmysouland

breathawayfrommeandputitinsideherbagand

keepit,walkingaroundfreelywithit.Iwrapmy

armsaroundherasshelooksupatme“Ithought

wespokeaboutyouwearinghighheelshoes”Isay

toherinasofttone,shelovesrisking.Whywould

youwearhighheelshoeswhenyou’repregnant,



sheactuallylovesthosethatwrapherlegsaround

withropesbutitalsomakeherfeetlookimpeccably

beautiful.

“Nothingisgoingtohappentomewhenyou’re

aroundKayise”shesmilesandherteethappears

behindtheglossypaintedlipsthenshe’staken

awayfrommetothetableandmenareaskedto

leaveforatleastanhourthencomebacklater.I

don’tknowforwhatreasonbutweareleavingand

goingtoBambatha’shouse—itwillbemyveryfirst

timethereyetwearebrothersbuthehasmanaged

tokeephisprivatelifeveryprivate,afamous

businessmanwho’veknockedatalldoorandmade

itbutwe’venevercaughtaglimpseofhispersonal

lifeonthemedia.

UponarrivingathishouseI’mmindblownabout

howbeautifulishisandhowmuchmoneyhe

makesforalivingwhenhe’slivingluxury,he’s

humblethat’sonethingabouthimandneverbrags



aboutwhathehasmaybeit’sbecauseofhis

upbringingsincehewasadoptedbuthe’sdownto

earth.Wemakeourwaytothelivingroomfollowing

eachotherashewelcomesuswarmlytohishome.

Thelivewalnuttreeinspiresmanyelementsofthe

contemporarylivingspace,influencingtextureand

colourchoices.Acriss-crosspatternfillstherug,

likethegreatintertwinedlimbsofthetree,anda

modernchandelierbranchesoutaboveit.A

patinatedbrassfireplacestrikesalavishnote

beneathwalnutwoodmediacabinets.

“OkaysincemywifeisnotaroundthenI’llhaveto

beagreathostanyonewantssomethingtodrink?”

Bambathaasksusaswe’llsettlearoundthewalnut

livingwithwonderfulview.

“I’mgoingtohavebeer”Bongeziweanswersfirst.



“Okaysothekitchenisonyourfirstrightandyou

cangetyourselfbeer”Bambatharespondstohim

andthengrinsmakinghimselfcomfortableonthe

couchleaningbackwards,didn’thesayhewas

goingtobeagreathost?Laughterhasfilltheentire

roombeforehiswonderfulhelperattendusand

thensilencefallsintotheroom.

“HaveyougotanyleadswithwhomkilledTumelo

sinceyousaidyouweregoingtohandleit?”Avulele

asksBambathawho’seatingamadumbeandraw

chillies.SpeakingofherIrememberfindingout

aboutherdeathandgoingtoherfuneral,itwas

glumsurelythemostheartbreakingthingI’veever

seenhavingtoseehermotherandherfamilythat

shatteredbutIstoodthereandjustindifferent

becausereallywhatwasIsupposedtofeelabout

mydeadsisterwhomIoncefucked?Ithought

somesortofemotionwasgoingtowashoverme

butthenagainnothing.



“Ohthat”Bambatharespondslikewearetalking

aboutasoccermatchorsomething“Ifoundhim”

herespondschewingandleaningforward“Butno

onewilleverfindhim”

“What’sthatsupposedtomean?”Bongeziwe

frownsperplexed.Theanswertothisquestionisso

lucid,very.

Bambathaflasheshisteethdevilryandthenchew

fromtherawchilliesandgetsupfromthecouch

“whateverthatyouhaveinyourmind,Imeanthat”

herespondsandthendisappearssomewhere

leavinguseyeballingeachother.Andhecomes

backcarryingaceramicbowlandreturningbackto

hisseat“wellhekilledsomeonefrommyfamilyand

attackedMongezi’swifewhatwasIsupposedto

do?”Mongezicouldn’tmakeitbecausethey’restill

atthehospitalwiththeirsonssincetheywere

prematuresothedoctorsarestillkeepingaclose

eyeonthem.



“Youkilledhim?”Avulele

“Aymandon’tbestupidyoualreadyknowan

answertothat”Bongeziweanswershim“I’mnot

tryingtooffendyouBambathaoranythinglikethat

butIwanttoknowhaveyoudoneanythinglikethis

before?Imeankillingofcourse”

“Itdependsonwhyyou’reaskingquestion”

Bambatharesponds.

“Ijustwanttoknow”

“I’minabusinessworldsoyoueithermurderorget

murdered.Noonewantstotalkaboutthat,youcan

beasaintandreadabiblebutyouknowhow

messyitgetshere.Wefightoverdeals.Wefight

overmeaninglessthingsandwhatweneedtodo?

Protectourwivesandchildren.I’vekilledbefore,I



don’tregretitbecauseIwasdoingitformywife

nowwhenitcomestothatwomanevenyou,Ican

pullatriggerinbetweenyourforeheadwithout

remorseorregretbutwithasmileonmyface.

BecauseoftheloveIhaveforher.Mymind,my

soul,myheart,mybodyallbelongstoher.Ilaymy

lifeonherfeet”

“Thatsoundslikeobsessiontome”Avulele

respondsandtakingasipfromhisbeer.Whatthe

fuckishetalkingabout?Areyoutellingmehe

doesn’tfeelthesameforhiswife?BecauseI’dtake

abulletforthatwomanwhowakesmeupatthree

amwantingpieevenifshewastheoneholdingthe

gun.

“WhathefeelsforhiswifeisprettymuchwhatIfeel

forYolokazi.Thatwomangavememorereasonsto

behappytowakeupeverymorningtobreathetobe

gratefulthatI’mbreathing”Kungawosays“and

whatBambathaissayingaboutthebusinessworld



istotallytrue,I’mnotentirelywealthyasheisbut

it’scrazyI’msureBongeziwecanagreetothis”

“BasicallywearepeasantstoBambatha”

Bongeziwejokesandwelaughloudly.

“Moneyisnothingwithouthumanity,loveand

happiness.Allthesematerialstuffmeansnothing

whenLulamaGumisnotbymyside”

“Doyouliterallycallherbyherfullnamesevery

time?”

“Fromthetimeweactuallymet,shewashelpingout

herauntatworkandIfoundherdrinkingwater”he

laughsasifheremembersthatdayvividly“andshe

choked.Idon’treallyknowifIcaughtheroffguard

butshecoughedrapidlyinthatmomentIknewI

wanttomarryher,Iwantedtomakelovetoherthan

justfuckinguntilthisonetimeshecametomy



houseandsatonmylapthatdayIknewIhadto

fuckhersomeday”

“Youknowinstantlyaboutyourintentionswhenit

comestoawoman.It’scrazywhenIhearsome

guyssaytheywaitedforfouryearstodecideon

marriage.IknewIcouldn’tgoanotherdaywithout

Onalennabeingmywife”Ohsothisconversation

wentfromkillingpeopletomarriage,wonderful.Do

youreallyknowinstantlythatyouwanttomarry

someone?Nowthatthey’veraisedthistopicItotally

seewhatthey’resaying.It’smorelikebeingafraid

oflosingthepersonyou’reinlovewith.Afraidthat

someonecansnatchthemawayfromyou,I’mnot

sayingmarriagemeansthey’retieduptoyoufora

lifetime.

“Exactlymanyoujustknowevenwhenshe’s

pregnant,youknowexactly,youcanfeelit”

Bambathasaysandopeninghisbeer“Icannot

explainitbutyoufeelit”



“Okaythenwhathappenswhenyoufalloutoflove

withsomeoneyoumarriedto?”Avuleleasksandwe

alleyehim.Ah,ah,ah.

“Areyoufallingout?”Bongeziwe

“Idon’tknow”hewinces“sincethepregnancy

thingschangedman”

“Andthathappensmanbutthatdoesn’tmean

you’refallingoutoflove.Bothyouandyourwoman

arestilladjustingintothisnewspace,environment

orwhateveryouwanttocallbecausenowit’snot

onlyaboutyouandherbutit’saboutthehuman

you’rebringingintotheworld.Womenhave

hormonesduringpregnancyandusmen

sometimeswedon’treallyunderstandbecauseit’s

allnewtouswhichiswhysometimesthiscan

eitherbeyourfalloutorbuildupitdepends”



Bambathaiswise,he’sthatonepersonyoujust

wanttositdownandlistentohimtalkingandfeed

youwithknowledge.“Obviouslythesexisnow

different,it’seithershe’smoresexuallyactivethan

yourareorshe’snotsexuallyactiveatall,she

doesn’twanttodoit.WithLeagomywifedidn’t

evenwantmetotouchher,Iwasherleastfavorite

personbutIunderstood.Iwasthereasonshe

foundherselfinthatsituation.Iwasthereasonher

favoritethingsshelovedeatingmadehernauseous.

Iwasthereasonsomeofherfavoriteclothesdidn’t

fit.TheleastIcoulddoistobethereandIassure

herIwasn’tgoinganywhere.AnywayswhenLeago

wastwomonthsshegotpregnantagain,wedon’t

knowhowthathappenedbecausethedoctors

normallysayit’simpossiblebutwhenshewas

carryingoursecondsonshewasmoreactivethanI

am.Inthemiddleofthenightcomingfroma

meetingandexhaustedshe’llwakemeup,she’d

evengetontopsoIdon’thavetodothework.So

withallthesechangesandtransformationsthe

leastwecandoisbesupportive,givethem

assuranceandlovethembecauseyou’reas



responsibleforthepregnancy”

“Thisisdeep”Kungawochucklesandtakesasharp

intakeofbreath“Yolokaziispregnantbutdon’t

wanttoadmitaswespeakIamnotsleepingatmy

housebutoneofmyapartmentsbecauseshe

doesn’twantmenearherorthechildren,that

womanlovesmychildrenmorethanIeverdid”

“It’sveryrarefindingsomeonewhocanhavea

relationshipwithyourchildrenman,that’syourone

there.Mydaughterdidn’tlikeOnalennabecause

shefeltshewastakingherspacebutOnalennastill

lovedherasherown,shelovedherasthoughshe

washermother”Bongeziwe.

“AhthisconversationjustmademerealizethatI

actuallylovemywife.Thiswasrefreshingman”

Avulele



“Youseeasmenwecaneitherbuildorbreakeach

other.Ifitwassomeoneelsethemomentyousaid

you’refallingoutwithyourwifeIwouldn’thave

askedwhyyou’refeelingthatwaybutinstantlyI

would’vesaidI’mgoingtofindsomeoneforyou

whocanhelpyoureleaseyourstress.Weneedto

becarefulofwhowesurroundourselveswith.It’s

funandcoolbraggingabouthowmanywomen

you’vesleptwithbutimaginebraggingaboutone

woman,onewomanwhobringsthemoonintoyour

palms?Imaginewalkingconfidentlyinaroomwith

thatwomanandnoonecandisrespectherbecause

youdon’trespectherlikethat.Temptationsare

there,always.Butaretheyworthit?Amancheat

becausehewantstonotbecauseitwasamistake

orbecauseitwasatemptation.Youtakeher

number,youcallher,youmeetheratthehotel,you

lietoyourwifeaboutyourwhereabouts,doesthat

stillsoundlikeamistake?Thefucknot”Bambatha

says.

“Whyareyouattackingus?”Ilaughaskinghimand



laughtereruptsinaroom.Whyishespittinglike

thisthough.

“ThisconversationissointensethatIkeepdrinking

fromanemptybottleofbeernotpayingattention”

Kungawolaughs.

Bambathashrugshisshoulders“butthenagainwe

arepeopleandwearedifferentandagainIkilled

thatguy”
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Wehadanotherbabyshowerthatwasaesthetically

pleasingwithallshadesofbrownandKhethelo

lookssobeautifulandgracingusinherhighheel



shoes,walkingsoperfectlylikeherstomachisnot

humongousandnowI’mdrivingbackhome,the

reasonwhythatmankeptpesteringmeabout

openingmygiftisbecauseheboughtmeasport

carthatIsawwhenwestoppedbyarobotand

complimentedit—itwasreallybeautifulreallyand

screamseverythingluxe,andyesheboughtmered

incolorwithastandinghorseatthefrontandit’s

smalllikeatoy.

Afterthatdayheknockedinaguestroomwehad

anotherargumentaboutthepossibilityofmebeing

pregnantsoIdecidedtokickhimout,yes,yes,in

hisownhouseIsenthimpackingandaskedhimto

leavehischildrenbehind.ThewayI’msoattached

tothemnowscaresmebecauseifanythingever

hadtohappenbetweenmeandtheirfatheritwill

tearmeapartknowingI’llalsohavetowalkaway

fromthem.Anywaysthatonewhomismyson

askedmetobuyhimteethgrillzandforthosewho

don’tknowwhatisthatitisbasicallythatgoldtooth

yourboyfriendThabohasbutit’smoreexpensive



thanthatandalsodecoratedwithdiamondsandits

removable,youcanwearitanydayandalsotakeit

outanydayunlikeThabowhohasitforever,grillz

arepracticallydentaljewelry.

AndyesIdidbuyitforhim,whatmychildrenwants

they’llgetit.Whatmakesourrelationshipso

organicisbecausewehaverespectforeachother.

Theyrespectmypositionintheirfather’slifeandI

respectthemashischildren,mychildren.

GettinghomeIfindhiminthekitchencookingand

mychildrenhelpinghim—yesthey’reminesand

they’retraitorsbecauseallthistimetheywere

cheerleadingmeafterkickingtheirfatheroutso

nowwhatisthis?

Whentheyseemestandingontheentrywaythey

literallyjustfroze,theotheronehasbutternutonhis

handandthentheotherhasaknifeinherhand.

“Ma”theyharmoniesatonceandIjustflapmy



eyelashesatthem“youlookgreat,nudeisactually

yourcolor”Cataleyasaysandflashesanervous

smile“Imissedyou”shesays,shedoesn’thaveto

bethisadorablewhenI’mtryingtokeepamarble

face.

Thatonewhohasbeenaccusingmeofbeing

pregnantisjustlookingatmewithpalpablelookon

hisfacewearinganapronthathemakeslooksexy

thenhislipsformsabeautifulsmile.“Whatareyou

cooking?”Iaskhim.

Hispresenceisfillingmewithexcitementeven

whenIsawhimatthebabyshowerIunexpectedly

threwmyselfinhisarmsandhewelcomedme

joyfullyandtouchedmylipswithhismaking

adrenalineshootingthroughmybloodstreamand

hisdelicatefingerslacedonmyskin.Idon’treally

rememberwhyI’mactuallymadathimbutIhaveto

staymadforaslongasIcanandforotherreasons

thatatthemomentIpreferthedistancesinceI’min



agony.

“We’remakingbraisedlamb”herespondssmilingat

meandIjustnodmyheadwalkingoutoftheroom

withmyfeetpropellingmetothebedroom,takinga

sitontheedgeofthebedsoIcantakeoffmy

shoesbuthishandsengulfsmyleg.Ilookdownat

himashetakesoffmyshoesyetmakingsurewe

don’tmakephysicalcontact“areyouokay?”he

asksmetakingoffmyshoes.Andno,I’mnotokay

butIcannotbreathebecauseofhisproximity.

“I’mfine”

Aftertakingofmyshoeshetakesthemtothe

closetthatI’veinvadedthencomesbackand

standinginfrontofmebreathingoutbeforehe

comesandsitnexttome.Ademonicvoice

whispersthatImustleanmyheadonhisshoulder

andIdobeforehekissesthetopofmyhead.“I

missyouDrMkhungo”hesaysafterthepink



elephanthasbeendoingballetbetweenthebothof

us.“AndwordscannotreallydescribehowsorryI

amforwhateverI’vedonethatmakesyoupunish

mesomuch,I’mevenscaredtotouchyou”and

thenIstartcrying,tearscrowdmyveryowneyes

andsomethingsitsonmybowels.“Nokubonga”A

gutturalsoundcomesoutofmymouthandhe

comesandkneelinfrontofmetakingmyhandsto

his“Muntuza”hecallsmeandItrytolookaway

fromhimbutmyfaceisnowinhishands.HowdoI

tellhimthis?“What’swrong?”heasksme.

“Ididthetests”hegivesmethatlookthatIshould

continuetalkingbeforeheturnsthewholecity

upsidedown,causingcatastrophe“I’mpregnant”I

smileweaklyandIseethatlookI’vebeenlongingto

seefullofelationbecausehe’sbecomingafather

again.AlookIwashopingtosee.ThatlookIhad

seeingthatblackandwhitescreenandalittleblip

thatwasIwastoldwasgoingtogrowintoahuman

forthefirsttimeandanideaofbecomingamother

wrappeditselfaroundmebeforeagynaecologist



announcedsomenewsthatshatteredmyhopesof

becomingamother“Ihavescans”Itellhimbuthe’s

observingme.Mybodylanguage.Myeyes.The

soundofmyvoice,he’soveranalyzingthings.

“Whatareyouhidingfromme?”

“Wewon’tgetto...”Ilookathim.“Iloveyou

Mongameli”Iconfess,thismightbethelasttimeI

gettostareintheseeyesandthesewordsrollout

ofmymouth.

“Wewon’tgettowhat?”

Anotherdropoftearstouchesthebottomofmy

eyesandIpushhimfrommegettingupfromthe

bedandattemptingtowalkoutoftheroombuthe

grabsmebymyhandturningmetohim,holdingme

tightlyaroundmywaistandhiseyessearing

throughme,alreadyhehastearsshimmeringinhis



eyes“wewon’tgettowhatNokubonga?”

“Wewon’tgettoholdher”Ifinallysayanditfeels

likethosewordsweremadeofknivesandmy

tonguestartstobleedwhilemythroatisinternally

bleeding“Iwon’tmakeittofullninemonths.It’s

eithermeorher”

“Lookatme”hecupsmyfaceinhishands.Ohwhy

there’snohurtthereinhiseyesormaybeangeror

anything.Butthere’shope,loveandtender.

“Nothingisgoingtohappentoeitheryouorthe

babydoyouhearmeNokubonga?”

“Thedoctorsaid...”

“ListentowhatI’msaying.ThatdoctorisnotGod.

Weweregiventhisgiftforareasonandforpurpose.

Itwasnotgiventoustobesnatchedawaybefore

wecanevengettomeetherorholdher.Youare



goingtocarryourchildforfullninemonthsand

nothingisgoingtohappentoyou”

“TheysaidIhavetoterminate”

“Badakiwe”hesternlysaysthatthedoctorsare

drunk,hesaidwithaninfectiousaccentandhoned

face“youarenotterminating,wearegoingtobe

okay”

Doeshemeanthedoctorsdrinkbeforegoingto

workortheydrinkatwork?

“I’mscared”ForthefirsttimeinmylifeI’mscared.

I’veneverbeenscaredofgettingintoastranger’s

carthatImetatapartytakingmetohishouseand

havingsex.Neverbeenscaredofwalkingalonein

themiddleofthenightwithastreetfullofmen.

Neverbeenscaredofasnakeweoncefound

outsideourbackyard.Neverbeenscaredofthat



grandmotherwhostaysthreehousesawayfrom

myhouseandwasaccusedofblackmagic.Never

beenscaredofliterallynothingbuttoday,Iknow

whatscaredmeans,feels,andtasteslike.I’mmore

scaredoflosingthislittlelifeinsidemethanlosing

mines.

“AndIunderstandbutwearegoingtobeokayandI

needyoutotrustmeonthatone.Idon’tcarewhat

thedoctorssaybutyouandthebabyaregoingto

beokay”

“Iwantyoutopromisemesomething”

“Anythingbaby”

“Ifeveryou’llhavetochoosewhileI’munconscious

betweenmeorthebaby,makesureyouchoose

her”



“WearenothavingthisconversationNokubonga

becauseitwillnevergettothatpoint”

“PromisemeMongameli”

“Nobecausethatwon’thappenandifitdoes

happenI’mgoingtochooseyoubecausewecan

stillhavemorechildrensodon’tmakememake

promisesIwon’tkeep”

“PromisemeKungawo,now!”

“No!”
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ForthefirsttimeI’mseeinghervulnerable,softasa

featherandso,sofragileeveninhersleepwith

tearsatthecornersofhereyesandherhandsare

shieldingherstomach,myheartclenchagainstmy

chestpullingherclosertomeandkissingher

foreheadbeforegettingoffthebedit’sthemorning

andtheweatherisdrizzling,mirroringthe

gloominessandsombrenessI’mwrappedaround.

WhenI’mtryingtorightmywrongsI’mbeinggiven

suchpunishment,Idon’tmindatall,anythingcan

happentome,literallyIdon’tmindevenifthemost

contagiousdiseaseintheworldaffectsmethat’s

finebutnotthatwomanhere,notthathumanshe’s

tryingtoprotectwithherhandseveninhersleep.

Thedoctorssaidshe’llneverbeabletocarryachild

inherwombforfullterm,everandtomethat

soundscrazy,they’reoutoftheirfuckingminds.I’m

notlosingthisbabynoramIlosingthiswomanfor

thatmatter,they’regoingtomakeit,alive.Iservean

omnipotentGodandifheleavesmeintoagony



thenIswearI’llbealostsheepandwalkawayfrom

him.

Ilookatheronceagainwithasatinheadwrapand

blacksilknightdresswithhermouthslightly

openedandherlashesrestinglikeacrescentatthe

bottomofhereyesshe’ssobeautiful,undeniably.

Aftertakingacoldshoweranddropletstouching

myskinandendeavoringmymusclestorelaxI

comeoutwrappingatowelaroundmywaistand

exitingthebathroom.WhenI’mdonedressingI

glanceasheronceagainandshe’sdeepinher

sleep,she’ssurelygoingtowakeupintheearly

afternoonsinceshe’sbecomesuchasleeperand

I’mgoingtomakesureshedoesn’tgotoworkat

leastnotthismonth,I’mnotsureifwe’regoingto

fightaboutthisornotbecausesometimesshe

surprisesme.WhatIthinkwe’llargueabout,we

don’targueandwhatIthinkwe’llnotargueabout

weactuallyenduparguing.



IgettothekitchentofindMinenhlecomingfrom

hismorningjogandmakingasmoothieandwhen

hesees,hepausesstillbreathinglikeabulldogthat

needsaninhaler.“Ismomokay?”Hedoesn’tgreet

me,hedoesn’taskhowIambuthewantstoknow

abouthismom.WhenIignorehimhesniggers

underhisbreath“goodmorningbaba”hefinally

greetsbutsoimpatienttofindoutabouthismother.

“Howareyou?”

“I’mokayandyou,areyounotjoggingtoday?”I

shakemyheadindisagreementandstartingto

busymyselfaroundthekitchenwhenMihlayami

alsowalksintotheroomdrenchedbytherainand

thedropshaveamixtureofsweat.Wearevery

athleticandthat’showourrelationshipwasformed.

“Whereismymom?”Mihlayamiaskstakinga



sittingonabarstool“Okaybutit’sstillearlyshe’ll

probablywakeupattwelve,tataisshemadatus?”

shecouldneverbemadatthemmaybemebutnot

them,they’reherchildrenmorethanthey’remines.

“No,noshe’snotmad”Irespondtoherandthey

bothletoutareliefbreath.

“UhmcanItakeheroutforlunchtodaybaba?I’ve

beenplanningondoingso”Minenhleaskswith

elation.I’veneverbeentakenoutforlunch,ever.

“Todayisnotagoodideabutmaybetomorrow

that’sfine”

“AlrightItotallyunderstand.I’mgoingtogether

flowersandsomechocolatethoughlastnightshe

seemedabitoff,youdidn’tdoanythingthatmight

forcehertowalkawayfromusrightbaba?”I

answertohimnow?Whenheseesmecreasingmy



eyebrowathimheswallowshissalivaandhanging

hisheadlow.“Areyouokaybaba?”nowhewantsto

know.

“I’llbefine”

“Iknowyousurelythinkingwedon’tcarethatmuch

aboutyouwhichisnottruebutumahasbeena

greatmotherfiguretous,wefoundabestfriend

andamotherinherandIhopethatdoesn’toffend

youinanywaybaba”Minenhlesaystome“Andshe

boughtmegrillzbaba,themostexpensiveones

withiceonthem”

“Theyhaveice?”Ifrown.

“Imeandiamonds”theybothlaughwithhersister.

DoeshethinkI’mtheirmotherwhounderstands

thislanguagetheyspeak“andwhateverthat’s

botheringyoudon’toverlythinkaboutitleaveitto



Godthat’swhatyoualwayssay”

Ismileathim,I’mnotthatmuchofabadfather

actually“Thankyousomuch”Isaytohim“Go

showersowecanhavebreakfast”

“AlrightI’moutofhere!”Mihlayamiisthefirstone

togetoffthebarstoolandwalkingoutoftheroom

butherbrotherstaysbehindandwatchesme

nervously.“Andthenwhathappened?”

“I’mfallinginlove”hetellsmeandtakesalonggulp

fromhissmoothie.

Whoawhatthefuck?“Imetsomeoneatschool

baba”hecontinuessaying“wellshedoesn’tknow

aboutmeorevenknowmyexistenceforthatmatter

becauseIalwaysseeherfromthedistance”

“Gwababa?”



“No,notreallyapparentlyshe’sroyalty”

“Andsoareyou”

“Iknowthatbutbabashe’sthemostbeautifulthing

I’veeverlaidmyeyeson,hernameisHimawarri”

“Issheforeign?”

“AKhuzwayo”hewaitsformyreaction.Ijuststare

athimimmobilenotknowingwhattosaytohim.

Thatfamilyisthechosenone.Yeswearefrom

royaltybutwiththemit’sdifferent,Icannotexplain,

buttheyoozesovereigntyamongstallroyalty.“I

knowitsoundssurrealbutI’minlovewithher”

“Howoldareyouagain?”



“I’mturningoneyearoldnextmonththenoneyear

old,thenoneyearandthenthirtyisthenextyears

tocome”Whatfuckeryisthis?Andthenhelooksat

meandgrinsidiotically“Thosenumbersdon’treally

matter”

“We’llhavethisconversationbutnotnow,go

showersowecanhavebreakfast”

“Inmysituationwhatyouwould’vedone?”Ohhe’s

notlettingthisonegohuh?

“Followyourheart”

“That’sallIneededbaba”hesaysandthensmile

walkingoutoftheroomdisappearinginthecorridor

andI’mleftwithmyownbrainthreateningtocome

outofmynose.Ihaveasonwho’sfallinginlove

andthatmightcostusmoney.Alotofmoney



JesusChrist.Ihaveawifethatneedsmemorethan

anythinginthisworld.Ihavedoctorswho’resurely

doingdrugsandmakingmywomanvulnerable.

AftermakingbreakfastImakemywaybacktothe

bedroomandIfindherlatheringherskinwitha

moisturizerandtheentireroomsmellsfeminine,

shewokeupearlyandshehasatowelwrapped

aroundherbodywithherdreadlocksneatlytiedup

andtinydropsofearrings.“IthoughtI’llfindyou

sleeping”Isayasshelooksatmethroughthe

mirrorandthensmiles.

“IhadtothrowupsoIendedupwakingupallat

once”

“Areyouokay?”

“No,notreallybutifyoucanchangeyourcologne

maybeI’llbefineafteryoulefttheroomIwas



nauseous”

Sigh!

“Letmeshoweragainbeforecomingnearyouthen.

I’mgoingtouseadifferentcologne,isthatokay?”

shenodsherheadrapidlyandIwanttoholdherbut

Ican’tbecausemyfavoritecolognedoesn’tsmell

asgoodtohernow.ThisistheleastIcandoright?

Understandingandbeingsupportive.

Icomebackfromshoweringforthesecondtimein

lessathanhourandwhensheseesmeshecomes

andwrapherarmsaroundmywaistlookingupat

me“thankyou”shesayswithaserenetone,yes

shehasasmileonherfacebutshe’snotherusual

self.Allbubblyandmakingmelaughuntilasound

doesn’tcomeoutofmymouth.OhGodmakesure

youprotectourbabyandher,otherwiseI’llhaveto

watchhershatterinfrontofme.



“Youdon’thavetothankmeDrMkhungowearein

thistogetherremember?”myindexfingerisunder

herchin.

“IrememberthatandIalsoknowthatyousurely

madeanomelettebutIcannoteatitbecauseit

smellsrotten”

“Ididn’tmakeomeletteDrMkhungo”

“Whatdidyoumakethen?”Idropmytowelonthe

floorandmymanhoodpointsatherandshelaughs

loudly“Isthiswhatyoumade?”shecontinuescare

freelylaughingandshakingherhead.

“Noyoumadehimlikethis”shecatchesherbreath

andbeforeshestridestowardsthebedand

droppingthetowelandlayingonherback

spreadingherlegsapart.



Theevidenceofherarousalisslickagainsther

upperthighs.Iwanttotasteher.Imovetostand

betweenherlegsandsliptwofingersinsidebutshe

pausesandgazeatmebeforeshegetsoffthebed

runningtothebathroomallIhearafterthatisa

screammakingmeruntothebathroomandfinding

herpattingherwomanorganwithatissuepaper

anditcomesbackwithblood.

Whatthefuckishappening?

ShelooksatmewithtearyeyesandIdon’tbother

sayinganotherwordbeforepickingherupfromto

thebedroomanddressingherupthenIholdherto

metothecar,nowordsareexchanged,thekidsare

panickingwithoutevenknowingwhat’shappening

butIassurethemthateverythingisfine,everything

hastobefine.



I’mherepacingupanddowninawaitingroomand

GodknowshowmuchofagonyIaminandhow

utterlybrokenIam.Iseemybrothersandtheir

wivesapproachingtowardsmebeforeI’mbeing

givenagigantichugbythehuggerofthisfamilybut

therestjustmakethemselvescomfortableonthe

chairsandplaguingmewithquestions.“What

happened?”Menziaskswithabaritonevoice.

“Yolokaziispregnant”IannounceandIseegleeon

theirfaces“butthedoctorswanthertoterminate

becauseit’srisky”

“That’snothappening”Menzisays“whytheysaid?

Issheokay?Whereisshenow?”

“Ijustinsertedmyfinger...”

“Howmanytimesdoyouguysactuallysexaday?”

Mnotho“Youwereinsertingyourfinger?”hesmirks,



Idon’thavetimeforhim.

“Whathappened?”Melusiasks.

“Iwasinsertingmyfingerandthenshejustjumped

offthebedrunningtothebathroomwhenIhearda

screamandIfoundherbleeding”

“She’sgoingtobeokay”Sarahassuresme“Both

herandthebabyarefine”Iwanttobelievethose

words.IcannotcounthowmanytimesI’veprayed

underneathmybreathsinceIgothereandfinally

thedoctorattendsustakingmetoherwardandI

findhersleepingonthebedandshehasmy

favoritesmile.

They’rebothfine!

“Whathappeneddoctor?”Iaskher.



“Thebleedingduringtheearlystagesofpregnancy

isnormalsothere’snothingwrongbutinthiscase

westillhavetochoosebetweenthemotherandthe

baby,becausethey’rebothatrisks.Wecanlose

eitherthemotherorthebaby”Iglancetowardsmy

womanwho’sgazingatme.

“Wearechoosingthemo...”

“Wearenotchoosing”Yolokaziinterjectandher

eyesstillonme“yousaidwearegoingtobefine

didn’tyouMongameli?”andInodmyhead“exactly

thenwearenotchoosing”

“MissMkhungoyouneedtounderstand”

“Canshemakeittoatleastsevenmonths?”Iask



“Yesthat’spossiblebutwedon’tknow...”

“Exactly,nooneknowsbutGod.Wearegoingto

carrythischildandyou’regoingtohelpusmake

suretheybothmakeitoutalive”Isaytotheelderly

doctorwholooksatusandthenbroadlysmile.

“That’smypromisetoyou,bothwillmakeitout

alive.I’mgoingtotrymybest”

•

Onthe23rdofFebruarywearegoingbackto

EternalSunshine,wemightbegoingtoAishitemasu

pagesoonwhoknows?Itdependsifyouguyswant

tohearfromtheKhuzwayo’sagain.

HimawariiandWanele?Hmmm.
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Iamsurethatmytworascalsareprobablynot

talkingwiththeirfatherthinkinghe’sthereason

behindIleftanddecidedgoingtomymother,they

havebeencallingaskingifI’mevergoingtocome

backhomeandifeverythingwasokay.

Ihadtocomehereandbewithmymother,because

maybesheunderstandsthesituationthatIamin

betterandshe’llknowhowtoconsoleme,howto

holdme,whattosayandhowtosayitthat’sallI

need.I’veneverimaginedmyselfhavingchildren,I

neverwantedtheminfactandifmaybeitwas

underdifferentcircumstancesIwould’veaborted

themomentthedoctorsuggestedthisbutIcannot,

I’veconnectedwiththesethreebigheadsgrowing



insideme...suprise,I’m carryingthreehumans

whichmakesthisevenmoredangerousformethan

itwasbefore.Atthispointevenifoneofthemmake

itoutalive,I’mfine.

WhywasIhavingsextostartwith?EverydayIwas

justscreamingandcussingandunderhismercy

nowIamhere.AndKungawoissooptimisticabout

allofthisandhemanagedtoinjectthatenergyin

mymind.Hehasboughtpregnancymagazinesand

spendhourswatchingvideostooontheinternet

andthatwhatscaresme,ifthesebigheadsactually

don’tmakeitoutalivehe’llbecomingandgoingin

differentroomsofgriefandunabletocomeback

fromthattourwithunrelentingtearsflowingdown

hisface.

“Yolokazi”mymotherappearsfromthekitchen

wearinganapron.Igotheretwodaysagobut

haven’tsaidanything.Alumpjustgrowsinmy

throatandwordsareunabletorolloutofmymouth;



shehasheardmerunningtothebathroomtothrow

upandcomplainingaboutcertainsmells,yeswe

aretherealready.Iwatchherasshestandsbythe

entrywayofthelivingroomandsheplacesher

handsagainstherhips“howmanymonthsare

you?”ohsheknowsbuthow?Funnyhowold

peopledon’tknowhowtoputairtimeontheir

phonesyettheyknowotherpeople’sbusiness,

yeses.

“Months?Whatmonths?”

“You’repregnant”isshetellingmeoraskingme?

“AndIhadexpectedthistohappenrightafteryour

sister.It’snotasurprisetomeYolokazi”

“OhsonexttimeKwandagetspregnantI’malso

goingtofollowmonthslater?”sheshouldstop

havingsexthen,notme,her.



“Nobutthemomentyouvatandsitandstart

fuckinglikerabbitsthenobviouslyyou’llget

pregnantmoreespeciallywhenyoudon’tknowhow

thecondomlookslike”ehbutsheneversaidthisto

Nokwandasowhyme?Whyshe’sbeinghardonme?

Ionlyhadsexonce,once.

Once?Wellnotreally.

“IwasnotstayingwithKungawo”

“Howmanymonthsareyou?”

“I’monlyamonthbutI’mnotsureifI’mreally

pregnant”Isaynonchalantlyandshetugsherhead

inandshakingit.“Butthedoctorssaidit’s

dangerous.Oneofuscouldloselives”

“OneofwhoNokubonga?”



“Eithermeoritcouldbethebaby”I’mnotgoingto

mentionthatthey’rethreeofthembecausethat

mightscareherfurther.“Buteverythingwillbeokay

hopefully”IsayandhangmyheadlowthenIhear

hertakingadeepsighandherfootsteps

approachingbeforeshesitsnexttomeandwrap

herarmsaroundme.Myheadonhershoulderand

herhandsonmybackinvitingtearstodrownmy

eyeballspowerfullyandthat’sallittakesformeto

finallycry.AfterIhavebeenholdingitand

concealingmyemotionsnowhereIam,cryingand

mymucustasteswatery,that’sweird.

“You’regoingtobeokayYolokazibothyouandyour

babywillbejustfine.There’snoneedforyoutocry,

noneedbutpray.StartprayingandIamtellingyou

Godwilllistenandhewillanswer”

Youshouldseehowmuchthatmanwhoputmein

thissituationprays,I’veneverseenhimthat



spiritualnorimaginedhimbutheprayseveninhis

sleep.OneofthereasonsIwantedtobeawayfrom

himforsometime,Ihateseeinghimlikethat,

seeinghimthatvulnerable.

“Ihavesomethingtotellyou”

“Hewantstomarryyou?”ohshereadsmindsnow

huh?Wonderfulmama.“Healreadyaskedformy

blessing,Iknow”

“He’sroyalty”

“OhIknowthattooNokubongabutalsoworried

moreespeciallyformygrandchild.Royaltycanbe

dangerous,fightingforthethroneandallofthat”

“Mongamelidoesn’twanttoeversitonathrone”I

tellherandshepauses“hemadethatdecisionthat



hewillneverbeakingandIsupporthimfully,I

cannotimaginemyselfbeingaqueen”

“Iwantyoutocallyourboyfriendrighthereand

rightnowYolokazi,hewon’tputyourlifeindanger

andmygrandchild.Hebettercomehere”whatis

shetalkingaboutnow?“Yeycallhimnow!”Ihave

neverseenmymotherangry.I’mgettingusedto

seeingherlikethis,sober,glowingandsobeautiful

andsomotherly.SometimesIgazeatherandsmile

seeinghowherexquisitenessisnowjustshowing

andhoweffortlesslybeautifulsheis.

ShejustlefttheroomandbreathingrapidfireandI

canhearhertalkingtoherselfasIcallKungawo

whopanicsthinkingsomethinghappenedand

promisestobeherewithinfiveminutes.Maybehe’s

flyingwithahelicopterwhoknows?

WithinminutesIhearacarparkingoutsideandI

walkoutseeinghimgettingofflookingscruffywith



hiscrispywhiteshirtfoldedupandthelasttwo

buttonsareunbuttonedwhenheseesmehislips

formsasmileelicitingmyveryownbeforeWanele

comesoutofthebackseatwithabouquetof

flowersandhecomesandthrowshimselfinmy

arms.

“Ma”hesayswithanecstatictoneseeingme,it’s

onlybeentwodaysandhe’sactinglikehehasn’t

seenmeintwodecades“Areyouokay?Imissyou.

Iboughtyouflowersandchocolate”hehandsme

flowersandagoldwrappedchocolatewithaproud

smileonhisface.

“Thankyou,Imissyoutooslime”webothchuckle

beforehekissesmycheekandstepasideashis

fathercomesandwraphishandsaroundmywaist

lookingdownatme,dartinghiseyesbetween

mines.

“Areyouguysokay?”hisfingersstrokemystomach

andInodmyheadrapidly.“Imissyou,home



doesn’tfeellikehomewithoutyou”hesaysina

raspytone.Imightaswelljustgobacktodayhuh?

BecauseImissthem.

“WhereisCataleya?”

“WeleftherhomewithNomahlubiandshewasnot

happyatall,let’sgoinsidesoIcantalktoyour

mother”hesaysandwewalkinsidewithmyson

havinghishandsaroundmeshowingmeaffection,

I’msurehehasnooneentertaininghimhome.

Themomentwewalkthroughthedoormymother

hasagiganticsmile,wasn’tsheangryjustminutes

ago?Shewelcomesthetwoimportantmeninmy

liferightnowandmaneuveringthemintositting.At

firsttheyhaveacasualconversationuntilIam

askedtoleavealongsidemyson,Iamcravingfor

lemoncakesoWaneleisdrivingmethere,what’s

theretodiscusswithoutme?Thewedding?The

pregnancy?WhymymothersaidKungawois



puttingmylifeindanger?

“Ma”Wanelecallsmechanginggears“areyou

pregnant?”wehaven’ttoldthem.Ilookathimonce

andnodbeforelookingahead“butyoudon’tlook

okay,ismybrotherfine?”whosaidit’saboy?

“Heisabsolutelyperfect,don’tworryokay”Ismile

athimandhesmilesback,Iguessthesoundof

havingabrotherexcitedhim.“Andyou,areyou

okay?”

“Yes,Ihaveaninterviewatschoolandmycrush

willbeinterviewingme.Idon’tknowhowtoact

becauseitwillbethefirsttimeItalktoher”hetells

meventingandIlistencarefully.Hehasacrush?

Whoisshe?

“Youhavenothingtoworryabout,webothknow

yougotthis,wearyourgrillz”helaughsloudlyand



throwinghisheadbackasheparkandwe’regetting

offthecartothebakerystore.

“Ifshewaslikeoneofthegirlssurelyshewould’ve

beencharmedbythatbutshe’snotlikethat,not

evenclose,she’sdifferent”hesaysinasuperlow

tone,aswewalkintothestoreIseehisbody

languagechangingseeingagirlwearingalong

translucentdresswithperkingnipplesandshe’s

wearingaheadwrap,shestyledthatheadwrap

beautifully.Inactualfactshe’seyepleasing,you’ve

metsomeonewhodoesn’tneedtoputefforttobe

beautiful?Shecanwakeupatfouramyetshe’llstill

bebeautifulnowthat’sher.

IlookatWanelewhomislovestruckthentaking

stepcloseruntilwearestandingrightnexttoher

andshe’swithsomeone,boyfriendmaybe?Iam

goingtohelpmysonintomakingthembreakup.

Aswemakeourordersheturnsswiftlyaboutto



takehersbuthereyesmeetwithWaneleandshe

smileswarmlyandherdimplesdancesonher

cheeks,IwonderifIalsohavesuchgenes,whata

beaut.

“Hey,Keithright?”IsthatWanele’sname?Other

name?Thirdname?Orforthname?Oralias.

“Yes,yes,yes”Waneleclearshisthroat

“Himawarri?”hesmilesbackather.Didhe

somehowforgetaboutme?Hismother.

“Yessure,I’llbeinterviewingyoutomorrowfor

beingbestdressed,nowIseetheyweren’tlying”

shestillhasasmileonherfaceastheyshake

hands“Itwasgreatseeingyou.I’llseeyou

tomorrow”shethenwalksawaycarryingbunchof

cakesandamanfollowsrightbehindher,ohisthat

likeabodyguard?Idon’tknow,itseemsthey’re

tryingtokeepitundercover.



“Keith”IsayandWaneleturnstomeandhefinally

catcheshisbreathlaughingandmakingmyorder

beforeheturnstome.

“Mymothergavemethatnamesopeopleareusing

itatschoolbecauseit’seasytopronounce”

“Ialsolikeit,sothatwasher?”henodsatmeand

thenturnlookingtowardstheglassdoorhopingto

seehermaybe“she’sverybeautiful”

“Iknow”hebreathesout“butwearenotgoingto

talkaboutherma”

“Iwantyoutofocusinyourschoolworkandalso

askyourselfisitloveorinfatuation.You’reyoung,

you’restillgoingtomeetdifferentwomen”



“Butthey’renotherma”

“IknowthatbutI’msayingbeweary”Iknowhow

muchhisfatherisoverlyprotectivewhenitcomes

tohim,becausehefearshemightmakethesame

mistakesthathemadeinthepast“Iloveyou”Itell

himforthefirsttimeandhiseyebrightenand

glistenwithlove.

“Iloveyoutoomama”hesmilesatmeand

unexpectedlystealsakissonmycheekbeforewe

getourorderandthenleavereturningbackhome.I

wonderiftheirconversationisalreadydone.

Uponarrivingthey’remorecarsoutside.Walking

insideIfindMelusiandMnothohereanditseems

theywerehavingadeepconversationthey’redone

talkingbutit’stense,verytenseandmymotherhas

reddeneyesandhidethemwithasmile.Kungawo

announcesthatthey’releavingandItellmymother

Iamleavingwithhim,shewantsmetoleave



anywaysshehasbeensayingandalsohidingher

emotions.

MelusiandMnothogreetsmeandyesnoonecares

aboutmeanymorebuttheywanttoknowaboutthe

bigheadsandifthey’reokay.Hasalwayswehave

greatlaughterbeforeweallleave.

Returninghomethere’sghostlysilenceinthecar

untilweareparkingandgettingoffalltheway

insidethehouse.Mygirlshavefallenasleep

alreadyaswemakeourwaytothebedroom.Isiton

theedgeofthebedandhetakeshisphoneoutand

makingacall,avoidingmakingeyecontactwithme.

“Helloma”Ihearhimsaying“DrMkhungoisfine,

yeswejusthaveaslightproblemandI’dlovetotalk

toyou”hesaysinarespectivetone“I’mforcedto

havethisconversationwithyouoverthephonema,

tomorrowisfarforyoutocomehere”hepauses“I

don’twanttobedisrespectfulbutwhenitcomesto



mywifeIamforcedtobe.Iamsayingweneedto

talkrightnow”Whoishiswife?Ohme.AhIwonder

whereismyring,Ilastthrewitathim“AfterMenzi

who’smeanttositonthethrone?”It’sgetting

interestingnow.Igetupthebedtostandinfrontof

him.Iwanttohear.Helooksdownatmeand

smilescirclinghishandaroundmywaistand

kissingmyforehead,themusclesaroundhisface

arerelaxingaswelookineachother’seye,“Why

me?”hefrowns.Whoa,whoa.“Andwhyyounever

toldmethathe’snotsupposedtositonthethrone?

No,nomadon’tgivemethatrightnowplease.YesI

didsayIdon’twantthethronebutyouwere

supposedtotellmeaboutit.Stopcryingma,I’mnot

tryingtodisrespectyoubutmakingthingsright

here.Nokubongacanloseherlifeoverthisareyou

awareofthat?”nowhe’snotlookingatme.Whatis

thatsupposedtomean?Heplacesmyheadonhis

chestandIlistentohisthunderingheart.“Hawu

youknewaboutthisandneverbotheredtellingme?

Eyimaangisazi(Idon’tknow)someoneraisedthis

uptomeandthat’swhyIamcallingyoubecauseI

cannotloseNokubongaormybabies.Evenifit



meanssittingonthethroneofcourse”Yougotto

befuckingkiddingme“When?Tomorrow.I’llbe

homethen.Idoubtshe’llwanttocome.Theresheis

tryingtolistentoourconversation”hechuckles

beforeputtingthephoneonloudspeaker.

“MaLanga”shegreetsmewithashakytone.

“Mama”

“Howareyou?Aretheygivingyouahardtime?”she

mustbereferringtothebigheads.

“JustmorningsicknessandcravingsbutIamfine

fornow”

“PleasecomehomewithMongamelitomorrow,I

knowyoubotharestillmakingpreparationsregards

thenegotiationsbutpleasecomenono”



IlookupatKungawoandhelooksbackatme

“Okaymama”

“Thankyounonowamiforeverything,youdon’t

knowwhatyou’vedoneforus.ByebyeI’llseeyou

tomorrowthen”shesaysandthat’sit,she’sgone.

“WhatI’vedone?”IaskKungawo

“Ineedyoutokeepanopenmind”

“What’shappening?”

“Itseemsmyancestorswantmetositonthe

throneassoonaspossible”

“Butyourbrotherisnext”



“Hedoesn’thavethebirthmarksohe’snotthe

chosenoneforthethroneandheknowsand

understandsthat.Idon’twanttositonthethrone,I

knowyou’renotreadyforthatbutIcannotloseyou

Nokubongaormybabiesforthatmatter”

“Whatthatgottotowithanything”

“Itgottodowitheverythingbaby”

“WhathaveIgotmyselfinto?”

Ishould’veranawaywhenImethimatthestore,

whydidn’tI?Orevenchasehimawaywhenhe

cametomyworkplace.Lookatmenow.Being

caughtupinsituationsIhavenothingtodowith.

“IloveyouNokubonga”



“IknowthatMongameli”

“Pleasedon’tleaveme”

“ThenI’lldie?YouknowIcannotleaveyounow”

Helaughs,hethinksthisisfunny?

“Letmemakeyousomethingtoeatbeforewecan

sleep,wehaveanearlymorning”

“Ihadlemoncake”

“That’snotfood”

“WaitifyousitonthethronethatmeansI’mgoing

tobeaqueen?”



“Yes”

Whatthefuck?
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UponarrivingKwaZuluthehouseislocatedatthe

footofalocalnaturepreserve.Inordertomaximize

theviewsofthisstunninglandscape,attentionis

placedonopeninguptheNorthsideofthehome

withplentyofglassofoutdoorentertainingareas.

Thisresultinghomeisatestamenttoitsarchitects,

withitsuniqueexteriorandopen,welcoming

interiorthebestofwhatahomecanreallybewitha

senseofopensimplicity.



Thereiswater-basedsystemthatrunsthroughthe

polishedconcretefloors.Thissystemprovidesboth

heatingandcoolingwithminimalenvironmental

impact.

Thearchitectsofthishomeareparticularlyhavean

abilitytomergeindoorandoutdoorspaces.The

livingroomandlanaibecomeonespacebyvirtueof

framelessfoldingglassdoors.Whenopen,moving

insideandoutissimpleandwhenclosed,theview

isstilllovely.Outside,afloatingpavilionand

slopinggardencreateaserenespacefor

entertaining,onlymademoreinvitingbya

cantileveredkoipondanditsnorthfacingviews.

Theentrywayofthehouseisalsoquiteinteresting.

Naturaltimberinaherringbonepatternsoftensthe

lookofthesteelexterior,makingthehouseabit

morewarmandwelcoming.Meanwhile,diagonal

stripsoflighttowardtheentranceactuallyserveto



guidegueststothegate

It’sabeautifulhomehonestlyexactlyhowI’ve

imagineditwouldlooklikeinmymind,screaming

nothingbutluxuryandIwastoldIcannotgoinside

butattheroundvelthatbelongstoMongameli

becausewearenotmarried.Nooneseemedelated

seeingmeasSarahmorethananyonewellitseems

Amandahatesmygutsevenmorenow,shehas

everyreasontosincehermanisnotsittingonthe

throne,shegavemethatlooklikeshewishedshe

couldspewallhergutsonmyface.

Therewasaladyintroducedtome,she’smorelike

myhelperandwe’llbedoingeverythingformeand

Mongamelicannotsharethisroomwithmeforthat

matter.They’resomanyrulesandregulationsandI

don’tevenknowwhyIhadtocomehere,there’s

beenameetingsincewegothere,I’mstillstuck

withayoungwomanwhobroughtmeafruitplatter

hoursago,andshe’snotusingwords.“What’syour



name?”Iaskherandshepicksherheadup

nervouslyandfiddlingwithherfingers.

“Ziyanda”sherespondstome.

“I’mYolokazi”

“Iknowyou’regoingtobeNdlukunkulu”Ohfuckme

sidewaysplease.Thethoughtofbeingcalledlike

thatmakesmedizzy.Idon’twanttobeaqueen.

Whoneedsaqueen?WhyshouldIbeone?NowI’ll

havetopretendthatIamthemostperfecthuman

beinginthisplanetsothispeoplecouldseeand

believethatI’mtherightqueenforthem.Idon’tsay

awordtoherbutcontinueeatingfromtheplatter

whenaknockcomesinandZiyandainstantly

standsuptogetthedoorbutsheseemsnervous,I

don’tknowwhybutherbodylanguagetellsme

she’sneuroticandthat’supuntilMongameliwalks

throughthedoorandshewalksout,hebreathesout

andcomestositnexttome.Whathappenednow?I



havebeenherefromthemomentthesunwasrising

andnowit’ssetting.Ihaven’tmeteveryonebutmy

motherinlawgavemeagigantichugwhensawme,

althoughshehadaworriedlookbutsheconcealed

it.Ahyesancestorscouldbeselfishand

manipulativesometimesmoreespeciallywhenthey

don’tgetwanttheywant.Itangersmesomuchat

times.Someofushavetosufferforsomethings

wedidn’tdoandnotwellawareof.Butwearenot

therenow.Iwantmybigheadstosurvivesmore

thananythingevenifitmeanshavingtobecomea

queen,thisloveisdemandingeverythingfrom

me—loveondemand.

I’monthebedsittingupstraightwatchinghim

takingoffhisshoesandhecomesandsnuggles

rightnexttomeandplacinghisheadonmychest.

“Aretheyokay?”Whataboutme?Hewon’taskifI’m

okay?Allhecaresaboutishischildrennowhuh?

“Wearefine”Iemphasizeonthewordweandhe



looksupatmeandsmilesweaklybeforereturning

backtomychestandnowhishandplayingwithmy

breast,hisfingerscirclingmynipple.Breathis

caughtonmythroatandwecannotsex,sigh.

“What’swrongbaba?”callinghimlikethatexcites

him,Iknowitdoes.

“You’llmeeteveryonetomorrow,I’msureyou’re

exhaustedandweallareafterthemeeting”

“Whathappened?”

“Myuncle’saregoingtoyourhousetomorrow”

Theyaregoingthereforwhat?Forwhatreason?

Whatfor?“Althoughyouwon’tbetherebutthe

negotiationshavetotakeplace”hegavememy

ringlastnightafteraskingforitandthreatenme

aboutthrowingitathimeveragain.

Waithesaidnegotiations?



“Whatnegotiations?”

“Amalobolo”Iknowthatbutisn’thesupposedto

talktomeaboutthatfirst?Arewenotsupposedto

havediscussionaboutit?AmInotsupposedtobe

there?“Iknowyouhavequestionsmamazibutright

nowIhavetodowhatIshould’vedonelongtime

ago.I’msorryyouwerenotawareaboutthisbutit

hastohappen”

“You’respeedinguptheprocesssoyoucantake

overthethroneisthatwhat’shappeninghere?You

saidyou’renotwithmeforthethrone”

“AndIamstillstickingwithmyword.Idon’tcare

aboutthefuckingthroneNokubonga”andwhyare

youfurious?“It’sabouthavingyouasmywife,a

motherofmychildrenandmakingsurenothing

happenstoyou.AtthispointNokubongalosing



themistheleastofmyworries,wecanhavemore

childreninfuturebutlosingyou...”I’msurethis

tastesbitterinhistastebudsbecausehejust

paused“Icannotloseyou”inananosecondhe’sin

betweenmylegsandIambeneathhim.Allofthis

scareme.Allofit.Thepregnancy,thethrone,losing

mylife,losingmychildren,marriage,beingastep

mother.It’sallscaryandIamtryingtokeep

together,GodknowsIamtrying.

“Iwanttomakelovetoyou”hemurmurswarm

againstmymouth.“Pleaseletmemakelovetoyou

mamazi”Moltenheatexplodelowinmybelly,

rushingouttomyextremitieslikewildfire,making

mypulserace,myconsciousnessnarrow.

“Wecan’tdoitandyouknow”Iunbuttonedhisshirt

andslidmyhandsontohischest“ButIwantyou”

Mybreastsarepressedagainsthischest,myhard

nipplesundermydress.Helooksatmewith



lecheryandswallow.Hewantstomakelovetome.

Hewantsme.“PleasebemywifeNokubonga”now

he’sbeggingthatthenegationsshouldgoon

tomorrow.Realkindredaffectionburnintotheheat

ofmylust.Itisheady,delirious.

“Makelovetome”Iwhisperagainsthismouth,my

tongueseekinghis.Hefumbleswithmybuttons,

unclaspingmybra.Asmallmoanofpleasure

escapemeashecupsmybreast,hard.

Hemovesfaster,unabletorestrainamoment

longer,andImeethimwithequalfervor—justas

hungry,justasfierce.Ifumbleforhiszipper,tongue

tanglingwithhisashehooksmylegoverhisthigh.

Nothoughtnow.Nologic.Onlysensation.

HepeelsmydressovermyshouldersandIliftmy

hipsandhepullsoffmydressandkissingme

deeper,relishingthesensationofmuscleagainst

theswollen,tenderskinofmybreasts.



HepartsmylegsandIfeelhismouth,histongue

slickbetweenmythighs,andpressurebuildslikea

bombinmychest.Idrawhisheadbackuptomy

mouth,notwantingtocomeyet,butheforcesmy

thighswiderwithhiskneesuntilIamalmost

shakingwithneedforhim.

“Bemywife”hesayshoarsely.Andthenheenters

me,thesmoothtipofhiserectionhot.Hegripsmy

hipsandIarchintohim,wild.Withonehardthrust

heisintothehilt.Igasp.Weshouldn’tbedoingthis

buthereIamdrawinghimcloser,deeperinsideme,

movingmyhipsunderhim,heighteningthe

sensationofhispelvispressedtome.“Pleasesay

yesbaby”Hemovesfaster,hotter.Angrier,

hungrier—twobodiesdiggingdeepforsomething

weareunabletodefine.

“Yes,yes,yes”thatallittookandtomorrowhis

uncleswillbescreamingoutsidemygateandIam



goingtobewife.There’snoturningbacknow.I’llsit

rightnexttohimonthethrone.Idigmynailsinto

hisback,suddenlystill.Hestopmoving,looking

intomyeyes.Ijerk,releasingwithasharpcry.He

comesalmostsimultaneously,unabletoholdback

withtheexquisitesensationofmymuscles

undulatingaroundhim.

Hetakesmeintohisarms—holdme,touchme,

strokemyskin,myhair.

Wemakeloveagain,slowandlanguorousthistime,

nakedandprimalonthebed.Andwesinkagain

intothesheets,sated,glowingwithperspiration.

•

IjustgotacallfromKwandaandOnalenna

ululating,theysaiditallwentwell,theyhavenoidea

becausetheyjustsavedmefromturbulenceof



thoughtsandfloatingfromagitation.Iamstillstuck

inthisroundvelandmynowhusbandwhowasnot

supposedtosleepherewokeupintheearlyhours

ofmorningandleft.Wehaveawhiteflagfloatingin

theairintheiryard,surelyannouncingtothe

communityaboutwhatishappeningtoday,theyard

isbuzzingbutIcannotcomeouteitheroreven

enterthemainhouse,I’vebeenstuckherewith

Ziyanda,she’ssweet.

UnexpectedlySarahandUnathiwalksthroughthe

doorululatingandtheylookbeautifulfromheadto

toewiththeirheadwraps,theyturnedmeintoa

beauttoothismorning.“FinallyI’llgetoffthethrone

andwecanfinallyhavethreesum”Unathisays

winkingathersisterwifeandtheybotheruptwith

laughter.OhJesusChristwhythatthoughtmade

myownvaginahums.ThevisualimagesofMenzi

thrustingdeeperinsidebothofthemwhilethey

harmonizeplaysinmyhead.Ineedtostopnow

“Congratulationsmama”theybothsaygivingmea

gigantichug.



ApartofmewishesIwashomeseeingeverything

unfoldingbutalsoapartofmeishappythatIam

here.Withinminutesmyroundvelisfilledwith

singinganddancing,andvideotakingfromthe

wivesofthisfamilywhomarehappytohavemeas

theirsisterwifeexcluding“hmmm”shedidn’t

bothershowingherface.

NowIcanwalkinandoutofthemainhouse.The

unclesjustgotbackfrommyhouseandweare

havingafullblowncelebrationbeforeMongameli

comestofetchmeintheroundvel,Itoldeveryone

I’llonlycomeoutofherewhenhe’sback.

ThereheislookingimpeccableandIamsurehe

charmedmyunclesespeciallythegayonewhom

wasoutofthecountrybutnowback.Heclosesthe

doorbehindafterZiyandawalkedoutandhesmiles.

“SoIamyourwifenow?”Igetupfromthebed

stridingtowardshimashestandsinthemiddleof



theroomandhesmilesplacinghishandaroundmy

waistandpullingupmydresswhilemyleftlegis

wrappedaroundhiswaistandIbalancebyputting

myhandsoverhisshoulders“Whatareyoudoing?”

“Thankyou”hepushesmyunderweartotheside

andstartsrunninghisfingerstomyslitsslowlyand

lookingintomyeyes“Ngiyakuthandamamazi”now

he’scirclingmyswollenberryandInuzzlemyhead

onhisneckandbreathingcloselytohisear.

“Iloveyoutoo”hethrustshisfingersinsideme.
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ApparentlyIcannotbeaqueenbecauseIknow



nothingaboutroyaltyandIamjustaprettyface

fromthecitywhomtheyseenarrowmindedbutI

havebeentreatedmuchdifferentlylatelyregardless

ofthegossipsaside,I’mbeingtreatedwithmuch

morerespect.Theworkersslightlybendwhenthey

seemebutit’salsofrustratingthatIdon’thaveto

doanythingbutsitaroundanddoingnothingbut

todaySarahdecidedweallgoouttocelebrateand

tomorrowIamgoinghome,myhusbandleavesin

themorningandcomesbackatnightexhausted

fromonemeetingtoanother,heneedstolearn

abouteverythingfromhisbrotherbeforehesteps

awayandMenziisalsoasexuberanceashiswives

andplanningonmovingtoanotherprovincesince

theywon’thavethatmuchresponsibilityanymore.

Ifpeoplearecelebratingsteppingdown,howhard

thiscanbe?

ButanywaysIhavetodothis,Iwasalsowarnnot

totrustanyonebySarahnotevenwithinthefamily

becausenoteveryoneishappyaboutMongameli

beingbackhomeorevenmebeinghiswifesince



theyweresomanywomanimpatientlywaitingfor

himafterhearingabouthisdivorce.

WewalkintothesparapparentlyIcannotgetafull

bodymassagebecauseofmypregnancysoit

seemsI’llbegettingamanicureandpedicure.

“Mongamelireallymadeuphismindabout

polygamyandIamhappyforyouhonestlyitgets

hard”Sarahsaystome,welltheothersare

changingandbothofusareheregettingpedicure

withourfeetdrownedinwarmwater.Iglanceher,

shelookshappytomeandtheyhavearelationship

withhersisterwifesowhat’swrong?

“IthoughtyouandUnathigetalong”

“Itwasn’talwayslikethisofcoursebutwestarted

bytoleratingeachotherbecauseattheendofthe

dayitwasn’teitherherfaultormines.Weboth

didn’tknowwhatweweregettingourselvestoo.I

metMenziwhenhecametomyschooltodoatalk



andIaskedhimaquestion.Thewayhelookedat

meatthatmomentasmyhandwasraised,Iknew

hewantedtofuckmebutIdidn’tthinktherewas

love.Helovesme,helovesherandIamokaywith

thatandoursexlifeisspicy”Iknewshewasthe

wildone,shejustgavemeawinkandthenlooked

away“Iamgoingtoprotectyouandbetherefor

you,Iknowharditisnotbeingaccepted”

“Idon’treallycareaboutallofthat”Itellher

honestly.Idon’tcareabouthavingtofitinorbeing

likedbyanyone,Idon’tcareadamnhonestly.Iam

doingthisformymanandmychildren.Ifhehasto

doitforallofustobealivethenIamgoingto

supporthimbutratherthanthat,nofucksgiven.

“IseewhyAmandadon’tlikeyou”shesmilesatme

andwebothlaughsoftlyandshakingourheads

“youarewhatweallwishedwewereorcould’ve

been.Youdon’tcarewhosayswhataboutyouor

whattheythinkofyou.Youareyouandyoustand



foryourself,myhusbandtoldmeyouputhiminhis

placethisonetimethatwasbeforemeetingyou.He

couldn’tbelieveitbuthelikedthefierceness.Iwas

jealousofcoursebutitmakessensewhynow.The

legacyofthisfamilyisinrighthandswithyouand

Mongameli.Bothofyouarepowerfultogether,you

aregoingtomakeagreatqueen”anotherreminder

thatIamgoingtobeaqueen,itshouldbeexciting

andbringingjoybutweweretechnicallyblack

mailedintothisbythefamily’sancestors.“The

councilexpectwomentobeseenandnotheard,I

knowyou’llchangethatandwhenyoudoI’llstand

withyou”shesayswithamuchwarningtone

leavingmedrowninginmythoughts.

Afterhoursofbeingpamperedwearegoingoutfor

lunchandtherestaurantwasbookedoutforus,a

tablefullofbeautifulwomenandjustonewithdark

energy.“Okaythat’sitwhat’syourproblemwith

Yolokazi?”UnathiasksAmandawhodiabolically

looksatmeandthentowardsher.



“Idon’tanswertoyou”

“Ofcourseyoudo,Iamyourqueenandthatwoman

youjustglareisgoingtobeyournextqueen.You

don’tknowher,sheknowyouandyou’rehatingon

herforwhat,noreasonatall?”

“Myqueen”shechucklesandtakesasipfromher

glass“suddenlyeveryoneissodrowninher,some

ofushadtoproveourselvesthatwedeservetobe

partofthisfamily.Everyonelovesher.AndIshould

stepasideandclaphandsforher?”

“Allofthisbecauseofjealousy?”Ilookather“My

fatherisapastor,hedoesn’treallygivechickenshit

aboutmebutIamsurehewouldn’tmindpraying

foryou”Itellher.Allofthisbecauseshehadto

seekforacceptanceinthisfamily?

“Areyoutalkingtome?”shecreaseshereyebrow



andstandsupandIalsogetup,standingfaceto

facewithher.

“IamnotaqueenasyetsoI’llfuckyouupreally

badAmandaandyou’llregretevenspittingmy

name,don’tdareme”

“Andyouthinkyou’regoingtobeaqueenwiththis

behavior?”

“YesandwhenIbecomeoneyou’llbesittinginthe

cornerenvyingthatyouwereme”

“Bitch!”sheattemptsonslapping.Me?Shewanted

toslapme?YolokaziNokubongaMkhungo

Mthabela?Me?Kungawo’swife?Amotherof..

.waitletmecalculate...amotherofsix?Whoa

whatthefucksomanychildren.Butanywaysshe

wantedtoslapme?



Ireturnbacktheslapandwhensheattempts

throwinganotheroneIholdherhandagainandslap

her,youcannotmesswithme,ever,ever.Irefuse.

InthenameofJesus.Irebuke.Ijustfeelmanly

handsholdingmebackbecauseIamlividand

kickingandthrowingpunches.Nxargah.

Whendidhegetshere?Whataretheyalldoinghere

andwhyisMuzilaughing?

“Nokubongaasambe!”that’sallKungawosaysthat

weshouldleaveandalreadyhehasmybagand

intentlylookingatme.

“Ngizokubamba(I’llgetyou)”Iclickmytongue

sayingto“hmmm”andMuzihasturnedintoatiny

insectfromlaughingandlookingcharmingand

handsomeasalwaysbeforehewinksatmeasI

followbehindaspittingdragonandabodyguard

opensthedoorforus.HelooksatmeandIgetin

beforehefollowsandthedoorisclosed.Okayhe’s



reallyangryatme.Wearenotexchangingwords

andIamstillwonderingwhendidtheygethere.

HonestlyIhopeIdon’tseeAmandaaroundthe

housetodaybecauseIamgoingtokillherwithmy

barehands.

Whenwegethomewegetoffthecarandhewalks

outfirst,wemeetmymotherinlaw“what

happened?”she’sholdingbackherlaughterandher

sonwalkspassher,stillhehasn’tsaidawordtome

oranyone.Thelastwordsthatrolledoutofhis

mouthwaswhenhesaidweshouldgo.Afterhe

hasdisappearedmymotherinlawlaughsand

shakingherhead“Iknewthisfightwasgoingto

happen.IttooklongerthanIthought.Iamnot

sayingwhatyoubothdidwasokay.Itwaswrong

anditshouldn’thappenagainmoreespeciallysince

youarepregnantbutI’veseenthesefights

happeninginthishousehold”newstravelfaster

herehuh?Nomagazineorjournalistsneeded.Ijust



nodmyheadandmakemywaytotheroundvel

whereIfindhimtakingofhiswristwatchandhe

pickshisheaduptolookatmeandthenturnaway.

“Butshestarted”that’sthefirstthingIsay“andshe

calledmeabitch”hejustglanceatmeandthen

unbuttonthefirstbuttonofhisshirtwithoutany

wordcomingoutofhismouth“Kungawo”no

response“Mongameli”wellstillmute“I’msorry”I

don’tknowwhatforbecauseifImeetAmanda

whileIamstillthisderangedIammostlydefinitely

fightingher.“Iamsorrybaby”

“Whatareyousorryfor?”Idon’tknow.Ilookathim

andthenblink“Exactlysojustkeepittoyourself

Nokubonga”hehaspausedtheunbuttoning.

“ButIamsorry”

“Doyouunderstandoryou’veforgottenthatweare



inacriticalpositionwithourpregnancy?Doyouget

that?Whatifshepushedyouoryoufelloranything

happenedtoyouandourchildren?Whatwould’ve

happenedafterthat?”histoneisstern“Weare

doingthingsonestepatatime.Iamtryingtosave

mychildrenhereandwhatareyoudoing

Nokubonga?Fightingpeople?Haveyouforgotten

wearepregnant?”

“Butshestarted”Irepeat.Acoldcreeprunsthrough

methinkingaboutwhathejustsaid,anything

could’vehappened.

“Yaziuyangicasula(you’remakingmemad)”he

saysandthenwalkoutoftheroomleavingme

behind.

Idon’tregretfighting,noteven.ButtheguiltthatI

putmychildren’slivesindangeriswhatchewing

mybraincells.



ZiyandajustcametocallformesinceIambeing

calledinsidethemainhouseanduponarrivingto

theroomwherethemeetingsarebeingheldIfind

mymotherinlawwithmyhusband,Melusi,Menzi

andAmandapatientlywaitingforme.Itakeasit

rightnexttoMongameliandhe’sangry,Icanseeby

thewayhisbodyistensingasIsitnexttohim.Iput

myhandontopofhisandhedoesn’tfightme,

insteadourfingersintertwine.Ibreatheout.Ilook

upathimbutIcanstillseetheangerbutIcanfeel

theloveinhisfingertips.

“Whathappenedtodaymakoti?”thatsMenzi,so

powerfulandlookingatme.

“Amandaattackedme”Ianswerlookingstraight

intohiseyes,thatsurpriseshim.“Thishasbeen

goingonfromthetimewefirstmetandshehas

beenmakingremarksuntiltodaysheconfessed

thatshedoesn’tlikemebecauseshe’sjealousof



me”

“IneversaidIamjealousofyou”Amandadefends.

“Whatdidyousaythen?Sayyourexactwords”I

respondtoher.

“Ididn’tsayIamjealousofyouthough”

“You’regoingtodenyaswellthatyoudidn’tsayI

can’tbeaqueenwithmybehavior?”Icreasemy

eyebrow“doyouthinkyoucanbeaqueenwithyour

behaviorsinceyou’resojudgementalabout

mines?”

“Makoti”Menziwarns.

“I’mnotgoingtosithereandkeepshutandIam



alsonotgoingtosithereandnotdefendmyself

frompeoplelikeAmandawhothinksIdon’tdeserve

MongamelibecauseI’mjustagirlfromtownship.I

mayneverhadeverythingyou’vehadinlifeAmanda

sinceyouthinkIamunacceptablebecauseIamnot

comingfromawellfamilylikeyoursbutwhatIwant

youtoknowisthatIhaveeverythingI’veever

wantedinmylifenowwhetherthatgivesyou

sleeplessnights,Idon’tcarebutkeepitinyour

mindthatIamnotgoinganywhereandIamgoing

toloveMongamelievenmorebecausethat’swhat

hedeservesandIalsodeservehim”Isaywitha

calmesttoneandKungawosqueezesmyhand,I

lookupathimandthistimehisfacehassoften.

“I’msorry”Amandaapologizescrying—honestly

fuckher.“Ishouldn’thavejudgeyoulikethatbutit

hasbeenhardmostlyformebecauseIalways

wantedwhatyouhaveandalwayswantedtobelike

you”



“TheotherdaydidInotaskyouifyouwereforced

tobeinpolygamyAmandaandwhatwasyour

answer?”mymotherinlawintervenes.

“Isaidno”

“Thenwhat’sallofthis?”

Herheadhangslow“MelusiandIaredivorcing”

Yessssssssss.Yes.Yes.Yes.Iamnotgoingtofeel

sorryforhernottodaymaybetomorrow“things

havechangedbetweenusandwe’vecomeintothat

conclusionofdivorcingbecauseIamnolonger

happy”

“Melusiisthattrue?”Menzi.Theatmosphereinthe

roomhasbecomesuffocatingandunbearablefor

thembutasforme?You’retheone.Imeanasfor

me...Idon’tknowhonestly,Iamindifferent.



“Yebo,Amandawaswithmeforwrongreasonsnot

loveandIamtiredofherplayingvictim,shewants

thethroneandshecandoanythingandeverything

tobethere”Melusi.

“ButIlovedyouMelusi”

“Ohnoyoudidn’tAmanda”

“Nokubongaletsgo”Mongamelisaysandperking

upfromtheupholsterycouch,wearenotlistening

tothewholestory?Yes,no.Iguessthat’sano.
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Itbeenmeetingsafteranotheraboutwhen

Mongamelihastositonthethroneandithasbeen

decidedthatintwomonthsheisofficiallytaking

overandourweddingisalsotakingplacenext

monthandwebothdecidedonkeepingittraditional

aspossible—I’veneverdreamtofwearingawhite

dressanywayssoitshallstaythatway.Ihaveto

thinkabouttheplanningandthinkaboutwhatcanI

dotobringchangeasaqueen,it’sallalotandI’ve

beenconstantlyremindednottostress.

Onothernews“hmmm”isgone.ThatsamenightI

watchedherasherbagswerebeingdraggedtothe

carandshehadtearsshimmeringinhereyes

gettinginthecarandandhangingherheadlow.I

should’vefeltsomesortofsademotionforherhuh?

ButIdidn’t,Istilldon’t,thewayyoutreatpeopleit’s

thesamewayyougetyourkarmaandthat’sjust

that.WhichiswhyIamalwaystryingtobeagreat

persontootherpeopletohavegoodkarma

knockingonmydoor.Andalsoatworktheyfinally

hadthegutstofireme.



We’rebackhomebutKungawoisalwaysswamped

withworkandhispresenceathomeisalsomissed

andeventhekidscouldfeelhisabsenceathome

buttheyunderstandthechangesaswell,eventually

thiswillbeourlives.

AndtodayIamgoingtoseemytwinsisterandmy

nephews,Iwanthertohelpmewiththeplanning

butIalsojustmissbeinginherpresence.Upon

arrivingtotheirbeachhouseandbeingdriventhere

sheappearsbehindthedoorwearingagymgear

andshehasputbackherdreadlocks.Didn’tshe

givebirthfewweeksagoforherbodytolooklike

this?Andshelookssobeautifulinallblack.

“MrsMthabelacomein”shelaughsatmeand

steppingasideandthey’reboxeseverywhereinthe

housewhichmeansthey’removing.Andthat’s

whenMongeziappearsfromthekitchenalsoinhis

gymwearallsweatyandholdingabottleofwater,



they’resobeautifultogetherandcompatible.

“Bhutilookwho’shere”shewillneverstopcalling

himlikethishuh?

“IcannothugyoubecauseIhaven’tshoweredbut

it’sgreatseeingyouMrs”Mongezisayswitha

mockingtonesurelybecauseIoncetoldhimIwill

nevergetmarriedwhenIwasdrunk.“MaMkhungoI

amgoingtoshowerandcheckonmysons”he

kissesKwandaandthendisappearsaroundthe

roomandsheturnstomeswallowinghersmile

back.

“Areyoumoving?”Ieyeballher.

“Weboughtanewhousethat’smorechildfriendly

whichalsohasanopenspacesowearemoving

sometimethisweek”shetellsmeandwetakeasit

onacouch“howareyoundlukunkulu?youare



glowingandyoulookhappy”shedoesn’tknowas

yetaboutthepregnancy.“Areyoupregnan...”

beforeshecanfinishaskingIamalreadyrapidly

noddingandsheattacksmewithagigantichug,all

sweatyandkissingmeallovermyfacescreaming

butcoversherhandwithhermouthwhenher

husbandshoutsaboutwakinghissons,he’sso

attachedtothemit’samazingtowatch.Thenshe

pullsaway“congratulationsIamsohappyforyou”

“Thankyousowhenareyouplanningonhavinga

wedding?”

“We’vebothdecidedtohaveonenextyear.Iwantto

focusonbeinganewmomandmybusiness”she

haslaunchedherbusinessbythewayandI

completelyforgottomention.It’sabeautifulstore

withablackandwhiteinteriordesignandyesshe’s

officiallyastylistandabuyerandshe’sdoingso

great.“Nextyearitisandyou?ButOnalennais

gettingmarriedfourmonthsfromnow”



“Wehavecoronationtwomonthsandmywedding

nextmonthsoIneedtostartplanningwhichiswhy

Icamehere”Iannounceandanotherjoyfully

screamelicit.

“MaMkhungo!”Abaritonevoiceechoes.

“Bhuti”sherespondsback.

“IfoneofthemwakesupI’llgivehimtoyou”he

warnsandsheturnstomelaughingslightly.

“Letmeshowerquicklythenwecangoout.Idon’t

knowifMongeziwillletmetakehissonswithme

buthedoesn’twantthemoutofhissight”shesays

“Youcanmakeyourselfsomethingtoeat,Ilove

you”sherunsoutoftheroomandIlookather

tonedbodyandfirmlegsandbuttocksasshe

disappearsbeforemakingmywaytothekitchen



andmakingmyselfsomethingtoeat.Andthere’sno

junkfoodinthishouse,whatthehell?Iwant

somethingsweetorgreasy.WhatamIsupposedto

dowithleaves?ButIeatthesaladIfoundinthe

fridgeanyways.Ittastesgoodandhaschicken.

AfterwhatfeltlikeeternityKwandaisbackwearing

allwhiteasalwayswithhersonsinablackand

whitepram.They’resoadorableandItakeoneof

themaswegetinthecarandhe’speacefully

sleepingonmychest.Theyhavewonderfulgenes,

honestly.

FinallyweareattherestaurantandIchoosea

cornerbecauseIhavebecomeyetanothertopic

andsomethingtotalkaboutupondiscoveringIam

goingtobeonathroneandKwandadoesn’twant

mediatocatchaglimpseofherchildren,theytrend

asmuchaswedosinceherhusbandisa

successfuldesigner.



“Iknowyou’rehidingsomethingfromme,youknow

Icansenseeverythingaboutyouright?Nowtellme

what’sbotheringyou?Becomingaqueen?Because

Ithinkyou’llmakeagreatone”hersonsare

peacefullysleepingintheirpram.IhopeIgettosee

minestoo.Lookingthisbeautifulandwearing

neutralcolors.Theylooksomuchliketheirfather

though.

“No,noit’snotthat”

“Thenwhat’stheproblem?”

“Kungawodidn’twanttositonathroneuntilI

becamepregnantobviouslyandthatforcedhimtoo

becauseIcouldeitherlosemylifeandmybabies”

“Yourbabies?”Thatallsheheard?IjustsaidIcould

losemylife,doesn’tthatmatter?“Areyoualso

carryingtwins?”



“Threetwins”herlaughterechoestheentire

restaurantuntilIrealizedwhatIjustsaid“Imean

triplets”tearsspillsoutofhereyesandshechokes

fromhersaliva“whatever”Idramaticallyrollmy

eyes.

“Threetwins?That’sreallyalotbuthowareyou

holdingup?”

“Takingitonestepatatime”

“Imeansupernaturalforcesdoesn’treallycare

whetheryoubelieveinthemornot.Iknowexactly

howyoufeel.Iwassoangrywiththeancestors

withwhattheyweredoingtobhutibutI’velearnt

thatIamgoingtomakeeverythingrighttraditional

sothatmysonsdon’thavetosufferbecauseofthe

thingsIdidortheirfatheryouknow.Iamgladyou

guyssacrificedyourlivesforyourthreegifts.You’re



goingtobeawonderfulmothertrustme”youknow

Kwandahasgrown.I’veseenhergrowingrightin

frontofme,thewayshehasgrownsometimesand

whatcomesoutofmouthshockme,she’samazing

really.“Anddon’tstressabouteverythingyou’llbe

fine.Justtellmewhatyouwantwithyourwedding

andI’llsortitoutandrememberLulamaismy

familysoyou’llhavethebestweddingdressand

myhusbandisalsoadesigner.Igotyou”shewinks

atmeasthewaiterplacesherplateonourtablebut

wearedisturbedbymyphonevibratingandit’sa

numberIdon’tknowuponansweringIamaskedto

rushtothehospitalbecauseCataleyahasbeen

admittedandKwandacomesalongwithme.The

amountofstressIamunderaswebeingdriven

there.IcallherfatherwhoannouncesthatI’llmeet

himthere,he’sonhisway.Whathappened?Ihope

she’sokay.

Kwandaholdsmyhandaswedrivetothehospital

seeingtheamountofagitationdancingontopof

myheadandwhenwegettherewefindayoung



mancoveredinmanandhanginghisheadlow.

Whoisthisnow?Andwhathappened?Inthat

momentMongameligetshereandIthrowmyselfin

hisarms.Iwanttoholdhimsohedoesn’tdo

anythingtothisyoungmanwhomisintearsor

startaskingendlessquestionsbutIcanseethe

sightofhimsittingthereismakingthemaninmy

armsshakewithanger,hewantstoknowwhat

happened.Ilookupathimsohecanseethetears

inmyeyesandmakingsuremylipstremble.Idon’t

knowwhathappenedbutIknowforsurethatyoung

manwasinvolvedandKwandaiscomfortinghim

ashekeepssayingshewarnedCataleya.Idon’t

knowaboutwhat.ButifhefedherdrugsthenIam

theonekillinghim.

Adoctorattendsusandwestepforward.Nowall

thebrothersjustgothere.IlooktowardsKwanda

tellinghertotakethisboyawayfromhere,

otherwisehewon’tmakeitoutalive,Idon’tcare

whathappenedbutthesemenwon’tshowno

remorsetohim.“Dokotelawhathappened?”that’s



Mnothoasking.“Issheokay?”

“Yesshe’sfine.Butshecould’velostherlifedoing

anunsafeabortion”Whatonfuckingearthishe

talkingabout?“Wehavemanagedtodrainoutthe

pillsoutofhersystembutthebabycouldn’tmake

it”

“Mydaughterwasnotpregnant”Kungawosays

defending.

Thedoctorlooksattheboardinhishand“Areyou

notMissC.MMthabelafamily?”Whenandhowdid

thishappen?MyCataleya?Noways.Igavehera

platformtotalktomeaboutanything,whyshe

couldn’tcomeandtalktome.

“Iwanttoseeher”Mongamelisays.



“Youcanfollowme”Whenheattemptsfollowing

thedoctorIholdhimback.Iknowhimgoingthere

isnotagoodidea.Iamgladthatboyisgone.Why

noonewarnedmeaboutbeingamothertoa

teenager?Nooneevertoldmeaboutthis.

“Nokubonga”He’sangry.There’snowayhe’sgoing

nearmydaughterlikethisotherwisehewillkillher

rightthereandthen.Ialsosensesomesortofguilt

there.Therearesomanyemotionspaintedonhis

facewithdifferentcolors,itcould’vebeena

beautifulpieceofartbutit’ssomber.

“I’llgoseeher”

“I’mherfather”

“AndI’mhermother”heshouldn’tdareme.



Iwalkintothewardandsheimmediatelypretends

thatshe’ssleeping.“Iknowyou’renotsleeping

Mihlayami”Isayandslowlysheopensherswollen

eyes,andstartcryingonceagain“no,no,don’tdare

crysowipethosetears”Iambeingamother,thisis

mebeingamother“youcould’vetoldmeaboutthis

Cataleya.Iwould’vetakenyoutoamuchsafer

place.Youcould’velostyourlifeareyouawareof

that?”

“I’msorryma”

“Howisthatgoingtochangeeverything?”

“IknowIdisappointedyou”

“OfcourseyoudidbutIwasn’tgoingtoholdthat

againstyou.Iamyourmother,notananimal.I’ve

beenyourfriend,youcould’vetoldmeandyou

fatherwasn’tgoingtoknowaboutthis”



“Ishemadatme?”

“Nohe’sveryhappythathealmostlosthis

daughterinfactwearehavingacelebration

tonight”Isardonicallysay“Obviouslyhe’sderanged

whatareyouthinking?Whendidthishappened?”

“IthappenedoncemamaIswear”Thatallittakes.

“Whendidthishappened?”

“Twomonthsback”

Itakeadeepbreath“Andthefather?”

“Hedidn’twantmetoabort,hewantedthebaby.I

didtoobutmamaIwasscaredoftata”



“Howoldishe?”

“He’suhm...twentyone”

“Wheredidyoumeethim?”

“Wemetoninstagram”whensheseesthelookon

myfaceshecoversherswithherhands“wewent

oncoupleofdatesbeforedatingma,IlovehimbutI

don’tthinkhe’llstillwanttobewithmeafterthis”

sheuncoveredherface.

“I’lltalktohimjustfocusonyourrecovering.Iam

hereforyou”

“Iamsorryma”



“I’mstillmadatyouCataleyasokeepittoyourself

butIloveyouandyouknowthat”

“IloveyoutooandpleasetelltatathatIamsorry”

“Leavehimtome”

•

Inthishouseeverythingisintenseandthefetus

deleter,camebackhomeyesterdayandherfather

isavoidingher.Imadehimpromisemehewon’t

daretouchher.Hesworeonmybigheadsherein

mystomach.ApparentlyIamspoilingthesekids

andthat’swhythey’regettingawaywithalotof

bullshitandthisismyfaultthosewerehiswords

andhe’salsonottalkingtomefordefending

Cataleya.



Iamcaughtupinamess.

Basicallyinthishouseit’slikethis:Mongameliis

talkingtoWaneleandnotmeandhisdaughterand

Waneleistalkingtomeandhisfatherandnothis

sisterandIamtalkingtomysonandmydaughter

buttheirfatherwon’ttalktome.

Messyhuh?

Parentingisnoteasytrustme,IknowIwouldn’t

recommendittoanyone—Iwishastheystart

growingbreastsandpubichairyoucanhidethem

awayfromtheworldbutwecan’tandalsowe

cannotletthemnotmaketheirownmistakes.I

mademines,maybemight’velearntfromthemor

notlearntfromthembutImademymistakesand

thoseweremylifeexperiences.Everyparentwants

toprotecttheirchildren,itsmoreespeciallythe

daughtersthanthesonsmostly.Butinsteadof

beingsooverlyprotectivehowaboutweteachthem



abouttherealworldatyoungageandnotbetoo

afraidorshywayfromtheconversationbecauseif

thentheydecidetomakemistakesthenyou’vetold

themabouthowitpansout.Howaboutwestop

wantingthemtobelieveinwhatwebelieveinand

letthemchoose.Allowthemtobethemselvesand

nottheversionwewantedtobe.Youdon’tbelieve

inabortion?Ohwellthat’sokay,butdon’tmakeit

soundlikeasintootherpeople.Youdon’tbelievein

homosexuality?Ohwonderfulbutdon’tbe

judgementalaboutit.Ohyoudon’tbelieveinGod?

Greatbutdon’tmakefeelbadforbelievinginhim.

Ohyoudon’tbelieveinancestors?Fantasticbut

don’tcallthemdemonsbecauseyoudon’tbelieve

inthem.Ohyou’reatheist?That’sjustamazingbut

don’tmakemefeelstupidforbelievingthere’sa

GodandHigherPower.

Let’sgiveourchildrenaplatformtotalktousabout

anythingmoreespeciallysextalks.Whyareweso

afraidtotalkaboutsex?Whyarewemakingwomen

looklikesinnersfortouchingthemselves?Whydo



wemakewomenbeafraidtolookattheirown

vaginas?

Idon’tknowifIammakingsense,Ineverwantedto

beastuckupmother,okayIneverwantedtobea

motherbutmeetingthesethreebeautifulkids

changedsomanyperspectivesandthewayIsee

thingsandthat’swhyI’veneverbeenhardonthem

andI’vealwaystriedfortheirfathertohavethe

samerelationshipwiththemsotheycanneverbe

afraidtalkingtous.YouseewithWanele?Itwas

easierforhimtotellushe’sdevelopingfeelingsfor

someone.IamnotdisappointedwithMihlayamifor

havingabortion,Iamdisappointedbecauseshe

didn’tcometohavethatconversationwithme.

Ilovethem,allthreeofthemevenNomahlubi.

IamthereforCataleyaemotionallysincesheinan

unstableindecisivestateandrecentlysheasked

metobuyherablackcatofwhichIdid,Idon’t



knowwhat’sthestorybehindthatbutIamhoping

thatshecanopenuptomeaboutit,she’snolonger

mybubblygymfreakwho’salwayslaughingbut

nowshe’salwaysstuckinherroomsurelybecause

ofhowtherelationshiphasbeenwithherfatheror

maybetheshamebecauseinourculturewemade

tobelievethatthisiswrongandlabeledasmurder,

sigh.It’sbeenacommonthreadinallthe

conversationsIhaveseenwithothergirlsand

women–thattheactofhavingatermination,or

talkingaboutit,isdetrimental.Butthatissofar

fromthetruth.Whatisdetrimentalisgoingthrough

italoneandthat’swhyIwanttobethereforheras

muchasIcan.

WhenIopenmyeyesasthesunraysareblinding

meIfindhimonthebedroomcouchwithhis

fingersrestingunderhischinandwatchingme

sleeping.Atthistimewhatishedoinghere?He

shouldbegoneforhismeetingsandalsohis

demandingbusinesswiththerestaurants.Another

thinghe’snottalkingtome,sowhyishewatching



me?

Igetoffthebed,mystomachisswellingfasterthan

Ithought.Iacknowledgehimwithahalfsmileand

makingmywaytothebathroom.Idon’tknowwhat

tosaytohimreallyorevenmakinghimtryto

understandthathisdaughterneedshim,he’s

allowedtobeangryandmadbutitbeentoolong.

WhenIcomebackfromtakingashowerIfindthe

bedalreadymadeandhe’sbackonthesame

position.

IguessIshouldstarttheconversationhuh?Men

arejustexhaustinghonestly.

“Areyounotgoinganywheretoday?”Iaskhimand

stealingaglanceathim.

“Comehere”hesaysinasofttone.Oh.Iguesswe

aregoingsomewhere.Istridetowardshimandhe



takesmyhandmakingmesitonhislap“I’msorry”

he’sapologizing?Maybehewantstokillme.“I

shouldn’thavesaidyou’respoilingthekidsandI

understandthatyou’retryingyourbesttomea

greatmothertothemandalwayssupportingthem,

itwasnotyourfaultthatMihlayamididwhatshe

did”

“Didanabortion”

“Yesthat.Iwasjustmadbecauseyouletthatboy

getawaythatdaytoo.Hetookadvantageofmy

child”

“Itwasamutualdecision.Areyounottaking

advantageofme?BecauseIamsomeoneelse’s

daughteraswell”

“Youknowit’sdifferentDrMkhungo”Notwhenyou

gotmefiredatwork.



“It’snotdifferentbaba.YesCataleyamadea

mistakeandsheacknowledgedthatandbeen

endlesslyapologizingtoyou.Lookyou’reallowedto

beangrybecauseyou’reherfatherbutalso

eventuallyyou’llhavetocalmdownandtalktoher,

she’syourdaughter.Rememberwhatyousaid?In

yourfamilyyouwerealwaysexpectedtobeperfect

andthat’showyouendedupmakingmistakes.This

isthesamewithherandmorethananyoneyou

shouldunderstandthat”helooksatmeattentively

andbreathesout,surelymywordsaresinkinginhis

headandthenhestrokesmystomach“Imissed

you”Itellhim.Althoughhestillheldmeatnightbut

Ididmisshim.

“Iknow.Imissedyoutooandthankyouforbeinga

mothertomychildren”

“It’sourchildrenandyouknowthat”



“Hmmm.Areyouokay?”

“NowIamokay.Areyounotsupposedtobe

working?”

“No,nottodayIwanttobewithmyfamilymaybe

wecangooutandthentonightwecanhavedinner

justus,andleavethekidsbehind”

“Andwhataboutthethreehere?”Ipointmy

stomachandhechucklessoftly“soundsperfectbut

ifonlyyoupromisetotalktoCataleya”

“Iwilltalktohermamazi”

“Thankyouandmakesurethatboypaysfortaking

acowinmykraal.Iamnotsayingbeathimup

Mongameli”



“Hmmm”hehasalreadydonedoingit.Ishould’ve

known.Ilookathimdirectlyintohiseyesandhe

flashesasmile“What?”

“Ihopeyoudidn’thurthim”

Hegrabsmybuttocksandmakingmefeelhisgroin

beforehesmileswithhislipsinbetweenhisteeth.

Arg,whatshouldIdowithhim?“Getreadyweare

goingoutandIneedyoutotellmeaboutthe

weddingpreparations”

“Alright”

WearegoingoutwiththekidsandIchosegoingto

anaquariumbecausethat’sCataleya’sfavorite

placeandmaybeshecanunwindalittlebit.There

wastotalsilenceinacarexcludingNomahlubi

thoughshewastalkingmorethansheusuallydoes

andIthinkshe’snowwarminguptome,seeing



there’snochanceofherparentsbeingtogether,

everagain.Ever.

WhenwegetoffthecarIseeKungawoholding

Cataleya’shandandshefreezesatfirststealing

looksatmebutherbodyisslowlyoverwhelmedby

tranquilityaswewalkthroughtheaquariumand

seeingthebeautyofit,thisisexactlywhatIwanted

seeingsmilesontheirfacesonceagainandhearing

Cataleyatalkingnonestop.Nowshe’stellingusall

abouttheseanimalsfloatinginbluewaterand

cagedbehindtheglassandnowKungawohashis

handaroundmywaistbeforehelooksdownatme

andsmiles.

That’suntiltheystepawayfromuswithCataleya

surelytohaveaconversationbecausethey’re

sittinginoneofthebenchesandfacingtowardsthe

beautifulfisheswhiletheytalk.“Uhmdoyouguys

wantustogositonthefloorandwatchtheview

fromthere?”Ipointaperfectspotandtheothertwo



agrees.TheymakesurethatIcarefullysit,so

cautiouswellsinceWanelefoundoutaboutmy

pregnancyhe’soverlyprotectiveandbuysme

lemoncakewheneverhecomesbackfromschool.

“Iwantustotalk”Isaytobothofthemandthey

lookatmeandreadytohearwhatIhavetosay

“Regardlessofwhatyoursistermight’vedonethat

doesn’tmakeherlessofyoursister,shemadea

mistakeandIamsosurethatbothofyouarestill

goingtomakeyourown.Wehavenorightstojudge

herbutwehavetobethereforhermorethan

anythinginthisworldandsupportherbecausewe

arefamily.WaneleyounottalkingtoLeyashould

stopandNomahlubijusttrybeingmoreofher

sister.Iknowyoufeelherarrivalmeantshewas

heretotakeyourspacebutit’snotlikethat,your

fatherlovesyouboththesameandneverdoubthis

love”

“Yebo”theybothsayatthesametime.Thatwent



great?Didit?Ortheyjustwantthisconversationto

end?WhateverthecasemaybeIamgladwespoke.

IamgladseeingKungawohugginghercrying

daughter.Iamgladwearefamily.
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KHETHELO

I’mamothertoabeautifulbabyboyanditwas

mentionedinthatfamilytherehasn’tbeenababy

girlborninyears,Iwasactuallyprayingandhoping

foraprincessbutmyoceanisnowhere,adorable

lookingandlookingmorelikemethanhisfather,

soundsgoodhuh?

Iwanttotalkabouthowharditisadjustingto

motherhoodandhavingafullresponsibilityinyour



hand.Havingtowakeupinthemiddleofthenight

becausethislittlehumanneedsyourattention.It

beenonlyfewdaysandsometimesIgetthatfeeling

whereI’dhopeforsomeonetojustwalkthroughthe

doorandsaveme,IneedabreakandKayiseseem

tounderstandthathe’sbeensupportivereally.We

arebothcluelesswithwhatwearedoingbutweare

makingitwork.Wearetryingtobethebestparents

wecouldpossiblybe.He’stheretowipemytears

whenIfeelIamnotdoingthismotherhoodthing

right.Iwaswithhimforcoupleofdaysbutmy

motheraskedmetocomehomebecauseIhaveto

beawayfrommyman,it’scultural.Hisfamilywas

justherelastweekendpayingfordamagesandhe

waspraisedfortakingfullresponsibility,wedothat,

praisingafishforswimming.Wearenottakinga

marriagestepasyet,it’samutualdecisionand

discussionthatwebothhad.Ihadtoraiseitmore

especiallybecauseIfelthewasunderpressure

seeingmyfriendsgettingmarriedleftandrightand

becomingmotherssohemight’vefelthehadtodo

itbutreallyhedoesn’t,Ibelievewedon’tneeda

pieceofpaperthatwillprovewearegoingtohavea



longlastingrelationshipbutIdobelievewearesoul

mates,wellthosewerehiswordsandIbelieveso.

LatelyIhavebeendreamingquitealotabouthis

latemother,sheseemedhappywhenIwipedthe

tearsoffherfaceandasmilecreepedoutofher

face.Idon’tknowwhatthisreallymeansbutKayise

saidIshouldvisitheratthecemeteryandhavea

conversationwithherbecausethisissomesortof

approvalfromherasherdaughterinlaw.Honestly

regardlessofwhathappenedinourrelationshipat

startIdidn’treallythinkitcouldpanoutthisway.I

meanthedrama?ButIguessthat’swhatdrewme

intohimevenmore.

Weareemotionallycompatiblebeforesexual

compatible.Todaywearegoingtothecemeteryto

visithismotherbecausehealsowantstotellher

aboutournewborngift,Icallhimoceanbuthis

nameisLwandle.Hisfathersaidit’sbecausehe

hasconnectionwiththewater,whenhewasborn



wehadheavyrainsandduringmypregnancyat

nighthe’dplaythesoundofanoceanandhe’llcalm

downfromjumpingandbotheringme.

Anywaysmysonstayedbehindwithmymother

whomisveryattachedtohergrandsonbytheway

andwantshimalltoherself.Wellshewantscows

fromtheMcelufamilyandshe’sreallypressing

hardthistopicofmarriageandforthosereasonsI

mightaswellleavehomesoonerandIamglad

tomorrowweareleavingsincewearecelebrating

ourChristmasattheMcelufamily.Thegrandfather

wantseveryonethereasalwaysandwealsoeven

haveatheme,youalreadyknowallfamilieslike

goingwithallwhiteright?

“Areyouokay?”Kayiseasksmeasweparkatthe

cemeteryandIsmileathimgettingoffthecarwith

abouquetofflowers.I’msomehownervousabout

this.Iknewhismotherwhenshewasalivebutat

thattimeshewasjustmyfriend’smother.Mybest



friend.Ahallthreeofushavegrownovertheyear.

Theyearisendingalreadybutthere’sbeensomuch

growthfromallsides.Theonewhowasarebellion

andneverwantedtobeanadultisnowamother,a

wonderfulbusinesswomanandawifebytradition.

Onalennaalwaysbeenthewildonetooandsetting

usupwithmenwellshe’sagreatmothertooanda

wonderfulcuratorandawife.Andthenthelastone

whobecameapartofusinlastfewmonths,okay

Yolokazihasalwaysbeentheonepreachingabout

notevergettingmarriedandhavingkidsorever

needingamanwellshe’samothertoo,awifeand

alsobecomingaqueen,that’sthemajoronereally.

Wehavegottoexplorethedifferentwomeninus,

maybewearestillpeelingoffthoselayersbutit

beengreatreally.

Hetakesmyhandandkissingthebackofitand

stealingalookatme“Ishouldbeaskingyouwhat’s

wrong?”Isaytohimaswewalkinbetweenthe

graveyardsandhejustsmiles.



“I’mjustthinking”

“Whatareyouthinking?”

“Thatyoucould’vejustwalkedawaybutyou

decidedtostay”

“Goodsex”Ilookathimandwinkandhelaughs

softly,herespectsthisplace.It’sverysacred.

“Westillgoingtohavethisconversationwhenwe

leave”heshakeshisheadwiththatbeautifulsmile

thatsurelymademefallinlovewithhim.Untilwe

areathismother’sgraveandIhelphimwiththe

cleaningashespeakstohismother,with

seriousnessinhistone.Hebasicallytellsher

everything.IlikeseeinghiminthiselementandI

evenjoinintheconversationafterhehastoldher

thatIamhereandplacingthebouquetsofflowers

inthegraveyard.Wecleanandtalkandtalkthen



wepray.There’ssomethingthathesaidthatreally

caughtmyattention.

Heaskedhismothertotalktohisancestorsand

showhimthewayifwearereallymeanttobeand

forthemtoblessourrelationshipandgivesus

guidance,hesaidhedoesn’twantustowasteeach

other’stimewhenwearenotmeanttobetogether.I

amlookingathiminamazement,listeningtohim.I

actuallyfeelthisshouldbeanimportantfactorinall

relationships.Thatweaskourancestorsifreally

therelationshipswegetintoisthelonglastingone

especiallywhenyou’vebothagreedoncommitment

andmarriage.Yeswesaydon’tprayfor“umjolo”

butwhenyoufeelyou’vefoundtheoneandyou

wantthelightandguidanceforitthenpraysoyou

don’tfindyourselfwastingyourtimeforsomany

yearsforsomethingthat’snotblessed.

Butthenagainthere’sdifferencebetweendating

andrelationshipright?SoI’dsayprayfor



relationshipbutnotthedating.

Weareleavingnowheseemsrathertranquilthan

hewasbefore,morebrightenupafterspeakingto

hismother.Theyhadawonderfulrelationshipof

coursebeforeshetookherownlife.“Areyouokay?”

Iaskhimandtakinghishandleaningoverhis

shoulderaswewalkbackintothecar.

“Mymotherchoseyouforme.Ichoseyouforme

andIbelieveshebroughtyoutome.Thedayshe

diedyou’retheonlypersonIallowedtoconsoleme

andgavethemaccessintomyemotionalstateof

mind.Idon’tknowbutyourpresencehasalways

beencalming.EvenatthosenightswhenI’llbe

derangedwithKwandabutyou’llmanagetojust

speaktomeandthroughme.Iwasgivingupinmy

ownsisterbutyoualwaystoldmeonedayI’lllook

atherandbeproud.IamnotsayingKwanda

changedbecauseofamaninherlifebutIam

stayingtheybothgroomedandbroughtgrowthto



eachother.Andthatwhatloveshouldbelikeyou

know.Andthat’swhatyourloveislike.You’ve

wateredmeandI’vegrewsomuch.Youfilledmy

cup.AndI’velearntnottojustgivetopeoplebut

alsoacceptwhatI’mbeinggiventoandreceivethe

love,support,everything.Trustmeifyouwerenot

inmylifeuponfindingoutaboutTumelobeingmy

sister,Iwould’veshatteredbutthethoughtofyou

keptmealive.Iknewyou’dgivemewisdomnot

withwordsbutyourphysicalpresence.You’resuch

aspiritualpersonandverypowerfulbutyou’renot

fullyawareofthat”Wehavepausedinacarparking

anddeeplygazingineachother’seyesandmines

aremoist.“Itmight’vebeengoodsexthatkeptyou

fromwalkingawayfrommebut...”webothsnigger

“wearesoulmatesandthat’swhyitwasnotthat

easyforyoutoleaveme”

“IdidrunawaytoCapeTownthough”Ijokeashe

wipesmytearsandslightlaughtererupts.



“Butwherewasyourheartwhenyouwerethere?

Whodidyouthinkaboutalmosteverydaybaby?”

“Hahahayou’resospicy”

“You’remybestfriendbeforeanything.Inever

thoughtI’dloveanyoneasmuchasIloveyoubut

withoursonyou’vetaughtmeadifferentkindof

love,you’remydawg,dawg”

“You’remydawg,dawg”Ilaughwithhim.Hehas

neverbeenthisvocalabouthisemotionsor

expressedthembefore.DamnKayisedoesn’twant

toshowhisvulnerabilitytoanyoneforthatmatter.

Healwayswantstobeemotionallyavailablefor

everyonebutneverallowsanyonetobetherefor

him.“Iloveyou”

“Iloveyou”hesmiles“IthinkImightreconsider

marriage”



“Youwantmarriagenow?”

“You’remywifeobviouslybutIwanttomakeit

officialwithinthebooksbutnotnowbecausethat’s

whatwebothagreedon.Maybeaweddinginthree

weeks?”

Ilaughathim“Andyou’resayingnotnow?”

“Imeannotnow,nowbutyourmotherismaking

sureshe’sgivingmeahardtime.Thatwomanis

technicallycockblockingme”

“WhatthefuckKayise?”

“Iswear”hesmiles“marriage?”



“Inthreeyears”

“Thatsoundsperfectlyfinewithmebythenwe’ll

havethreeboysrunningaround”

“You’replanningonhavingmepregnantevery

year?”

“Kindof”

“You’reoutofyourdamnmind”

“Let’sgohome”hesmiles.
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YOLOKAZI

“Nomabeshonjalongamkhethalibalele(Evenif

theysaysoIchosehimduringdaylight)”The

singingelicitsaswearetakingabathinabone

chillinglywaterattheriverandtheululating

erupts—thesingingdoesn’tstopeither.It’smy

weddingdayandhereIambathinginariverand

notatsomefivestarhotelroomunderthesprayof

watercomingfromtheroof.Wechosetodothings

thetraditionalwayandforthatreasoneverything

shouldbethatway.HethoughtIwasjokingaswe

wereplanningourweddingwithonlyamonthtime

topreparebutthisiswhatIwantandnothing

extravagant.Iwantedthesingingoftheseyoung

womenwiththeirperkybreastsandtheululation

fromtheoldwomen.Mybridesmaidsare

accompanyingmeandOnalennahasbeenbeen

complainingsincetheweekstartedsincewehad

practiceforthisday;itbringsmejoyseeingthem

hereandholdingmyhandateverystepandjust

supportingme.



“Nokubongayoubettercomeoutbeforeyoucatch

cold”mymotherscoldssinceIamtheonlyoneleft

hereandtakingthebathbutshewouldn’t

understandhowthecascadingwaterissohealing

andbringingtranquilityintomyburningskinfrom

theagitationthatIamdrowninginandthe

trepidation.Iamgettingmarried.Me.Iamgoingto

besomeone’swifeandinninemonthstimeIam

goingtobeamother;Iactuallyhavethreehumans

sgrowinginsidemeaswespeak.AndsomedaysI

wonder.Iwonderhowisshegoingtolooklike—is

hegoingtobelikehisfather?Ihopetheydon’thave

suchbadhabitsliketheirfather.

WhatbadhabitsdoesKungawohavebytheway?

Actuallyhedoesn’thaveany.

“Yolokazicomeoutman!”mymother’svoice

soundsthickthistimeandIhavenochoicebut

pushingthewaterasidewithmylegsandmyhands



asIgrinlikeadisobedientadolescentandcoming

outofthewaterwhiletheywrapmearoundina

blanket“Stopactinglikeachildwena!”shesmiles

atmeasshecoversmyshiveringbody“you’re

goingtobesomeone’swifenowandaqueen”she

remindsmeofwhatIhavebeentryingtohideunder

thetablefrom—aqueen.

ThesunisslowlyrisingasweattheforestandIam

beingdoninaleatherskirtknownasisidwaba;the

isicwayaisskinthat’scoveringmybreastsanda

hatformyheadreferredastheinkehli.Iamalso

accessorizeswithcolorfulbeadednecklacesand

braceletswhichmybridesmaidsarealsowearing.

Redandwhiteocherdesignsaredecoratingmy

legsandarms.

Iamalsowearingveilmadeofbeadsandtwisted

figleavesandbagsofpebblestiedtomyankle

becauseoftheirrhythmiceffectwhendancing.

Also,Ihavetiedoxtailfringesaroundmyelbows



andknees.AndIamalsowearinggoat’shairfringe

aroundmyneckandcarryingAssegaiwhichisa

smallknifethatsymbolizesmyvirginity—Idon’t

knowwhytheymademecarrythisbecauseIamno

longeravirginandbeenhavingsexsinceIwasa

teenager.

Wehadceremonyafterceremonytakingplacefor

thepastweek.Wehadizibizowheregiftsaregiven

tomyfamilyandthatwasfollowedbyumbondo

whereIreciprocatesbybuyinggroceriesforthe

groom’sfamily,andfinallytodayistheactual

weddingwhichwecallumabo.

Bythetimethesunthatfeelslikeaflamebrought

toocloseisoutwearealreadycladinourtraditional

wearandmybridesmaidsarematchingintheir

traditionalattirebutinsteadofwalkingaroundwith

theirbreaststhey’rewearingstylishnudecorsets

andthey’relookingbeguilingasthoughweareall

goingtogetmarriedtothesameman.



Whewwearenowleaving!

Iamwalkinginfrontandleadingthesongwithmy

bridesmaidsasidemewhiletherestofmyfamilyis

walkingbehindmebackingupmyhorriblesinging.

Andthey’recarryingcasketbehindmeandthis

holdssuchapowerfulmeaningormessageor

whateveristhatyouwanttocallit.Itmeansfrom

nowonIhavenobusinesswithmyfamilyandeven

ifIdodiethentheywon’tbeburyingme;butthe

MthabelafamilywillandI’llbeburiedalongtheir

familybutnotmines.

“Umathandanawamilona

Ubabawenganezamilona

(Thisismylover,thisisthefatherofmychildren)”I

yelloutthesongwithahighpitchtone.

Iamreallydoingthistomyselfforaman?



Lovereallymakesusdosenselessthingslike

gettingmarrieddoesn’tit?

Ileftmyhomeintheearlyhoursofthemorning

todayandcoveredinablanketthatIwasgivento

bymymother.Wellmyfatherwassupposedtobe

partofthis,Ihadaconversationwithhimandtrying

tomakethingsrightbuthiswordswerewearenot

hischildrenbuthisregretsandmistake—Iamnot

hurt,notall.WhoIamkidding?Iwasdespondentof

coursebuthecangotohellandshovethebible

somewherewherethesundon’tshine.

Butmyuncleistheonewhomisactingasmy

fathertoday.He’stheonewhowasleadingmeinto

mynewfamilyandIwasadvisednottolookback

evenwhenthenostalgiaofmyownhomewere

dancinginmyownheadbutIcouldn’tlookback.

Apparentlythatinvitesbadluck.

Hecalledoutourclannamesandtellingour



ancestorsthatIwasnowofficiallyleavinghome

andjoininganotherfamily.Doesthismeansmy

ancestorswillnotrecognizemeanymore?Marriage

isnotassunshinesandrainbowsaspeoplemakeit

seem.Theweddingisabsolutelygorgeousbutafter

that—Iwon’tbeaMkhungoanymore.Iwon’tbethe

youngwomanwhowentouteveryweekendand

enjoyingherbestlifebutIamgoingtobeamother

andawifeandaqueen.Whathellbazalwane?

OnourarrivalattheMthabelafamilyIhadtowalk

aroundtheirhouseastobeintroducedtomy

husband’sfamilybeforeenteringtheirhome

throughthekitchenwhilenobodynoticedme—the

groom’sfamilythenpaidapenaltyfornotbeing

awarethatIwashereandtheydidn’tfetchme.

Theyshould’vefetchedme.

UnexpectedlyKwandatakesmyhandandIlook

towardsherwithtearsshimmeringinmyeyesand

alumpexpandingonmythroat.Idon’tknowifit’s



tearsofexultationorperturbationormaybeit’sboth.

ButallIknowisthatIammarryingwhatIfeel

withinmybonesandmyheartthathe’smy

soulmate.

I’ddothisoverandoveragain.I’dsuckonagoat’s

bileagainjustforhim.Yestheymademesuckthat

thingandthentheypoureditonmyhead,feetand

handstoomeaningIamnowpartoftheirfamily,

there’sliterallynoturningbackfromthisnow.

KwandasqueezesmyhandandIsmilebackather

thenshewinksatmebeforewebothcontinue

singing.OkaynowIfeelsomuchbetterandless

apprehensiveandI’vemanagedtowipemytears

underthesebeadshidingmyfacethat’spainted

withwonderfulmakeupandmysingingsounds

muchmorepowerfulthanbefore.Thebaritone

voicesthatbelongstomydrunkunclesandtheir

friendswhomalreadysmelllikealcoholmakesthe

wholesongsoundssobeautifulalongsidewiththe



feminineharmonies.

It’smyweddingday,Iamgettingmarried.

Weareapproachingtheopengroundatthe

Mthabela’syardwheretheceremonyistakingplace,

oursingingisinterruptedbyanotherloudsingingit

soundsbetterthanours.Ohheretheyare

approachingtowardsusbutIcannotseehimsince

they’restilldistanceaway.Icanhearthewhistling

andululating,screaming,clappingofhandsbut

nowmyheadisbowedandmyhandcarryinga

spearistremblingandmyheartistakingslowsteps

tomythroat.

Finallybothsidesofthefamilyarestandingfaceto

faceeachotherandsingingcompetitivelyandI

whipmyheaduptostealaquickglimpseonlyto

meethimwithacharmingsmileandcladinhis

traditionalwearfromheadtohisbaretoesand

“imbesho”lookssogoodonhim,infacthelooks



sexyasasinwiththatroguishgrinonhisfaceas

heseesmestealinglooksathimandhewinks—oh

heshouldstopbeforeIjumponhiminfrontof

thesepeopletoshovemytonguedownhisthroat.

It’samazingseeinghiminhiselementandbeinga

leaderbecausethat’swhatheis.Aleaderanda

powerfuloneatthat.Lookathimsingingand

dancingashejumpsupanddownsogloriously.

Thesingingpauses!

Anoldmancomesandstandbetweenus.Myside

ofthefamilyandhis.It’sthetime.ThattimeIam

sureleaveseverywomenurinatingtheirlace

underwearandsweatingfromthefollicleoftheir

hairstotheirtoes.It’sthemomentthatchanges

everythingincludingyoursurname.

LastnightIsatinmyroomandwatchedmymother

packingmybagswithhereyesfilledwithtearsup

tothebrimafterIhadelderlywomenfillingupmy



roomandadvisingmeonhowtotreataman.How

totreataman?Doesn’titsoundsridiculousthat

theydon’tsitwithamanandgivehimthesame

advices—theysaidIshouldhavemissionarysexfor

therestofmylife.Imagine.ThatfreakIam

marryingtowouldbefounddeadifIcouldgivehim

missionaryfortherestofourlivestogether.

Thesonorousvoiceinterruptsmythoughtsasit

asksforthefirsttimeifIamtakingMongamelias

myhusband.Iamsureeveryonecouldliterallyhear

thetinydrumsthunderingagainstmychestsince

there’ssomuchstillnessandsoundlessness.I

don’trespond.InsteadIhavemyheadyetstill

bowedandalumpstillexpandingonmythroat.I

catchyetanotherglimpsetowardshimtoseehim

withthesamesmileonhisface.Ithasn’tleftthat

beautifulfacenotevenoncewithaspearandshield

inhishands.It’sthatverysamesmilehehadinour

firstencounteratthestorecorridorashewas

sizingmeupfromheadtotoe.



Iambeingaskedforthesecondtimeandyetagain

nowordsrollsoutofmytonguebutinsteadsweat

formsonmyforeheadthreateningtofalldownmy

faceandruinmymakeupbutitwouldn’tdarethat

makeupartisttoldmethisiswaterproof,no

amountoftearsisgoingtosmudgemyface.That’s

whyIhavebeenlamentingbehindthesebeads.

AndwhatfollowsupwhenIambeingaskedforthe

thirdtimeismesingingloudlyanddancingwhich

meansIagree.It’sbasicallymy“Ido”inasense.

Ululationfollowsandthereheisdancingalongwith

meandliftinghislegup.Ohmy—OhmyIdidn’t

makeawrongchoicehere.Lookatthat.Lookat

thosearmsandandperfectlegs.Lookathimashe

traditionallydancesandproud.Justlookathim.My

husband.I’veagreed.I’veagreedthatthough

sicknessandhealthI’llbewithhim.Throughdark

andlight.Wearenowinsyncmentally,spiritually

andphysically,ineveryway.



I’vechangedintoanoffshouldermermaidgreen

dress,embroideredwithlaceflowersanditalmost

lookslikeaballgownatthebottommatchingitwith

greenbeadsearrings.Andinkehliandbeadedveil

haven’tbeenremoved.Ilookabsolutelystunning,

beautifulandprepossessing.Thisisbasicallymy

weddingdress.Iamdropdeadgorgeous—likea

queen.

Lulamadidanamazingjobdesigningthisstunning

dress.

Mongameliboughtcowswhichwereslaughtered

andthey’reeatentodayandhealsoboughtagoat

thatwasslaughteredaftertheheadofthe

family—Menzispokenwhoalsoopenedthis

ceremonybywelcomingmeandthenmyunclealso

saidfewwordsassignthatheapprovesthis

ceremony.

Iamtheonehandingoutgiftstodayasthesymbol



offorminganewbondbetweenthetwofamilies.

Weboughtgrassmats,blanketsforthewomen,

beerpotsformenandsomepieceoffurniture

alongsidesidebroomsthatweregivenouttothe

guestsbythebridesmaidscladingreenandalso

mysister,Kwanda.

Iamsittingonthegrassmatasthisishappening

refrainingfromtalkingorevenlookingatanyone

outofrespect.

Thenamesofthevariouspeoplereceivingthegifts

arecalledoutonebyonethentheycomeandlieon

thegrassmatbeforebeingcoveredwithablanket

frommyfamily.

Theythensinganddanceasasignofappreciation

forthegifts.Thisissuchagloriousoccasion.



“Mongameli!”theycallhimoutandIgetupfromthe

matitwashardsincemydressislongand

everyoneisnowululatingasIhavetogoandlook

aroundforhim.

Isearchthroughthecrowdandhe’snowheretobe

found.Iwalkoutofthetentleavingbehindthe

singingandbeautifullaughtersearchingforhim

andthereheis,standingbehindhiscarwithhis

anklescrossedandhehaschangedintogreen

pantsthatmatchesmydressandashirtwitha

similarpatternsonmydressalongsideizibhadada

andwhenheseesmehisfaceetchintoasmile

elicitingmyveryownasItakestepstowardshim

untilIhaltrightinfrontofhim.Wearenowwearing

ourweddingrings.We’llsayourweddingvowson

ourwhiteweddingafterI’vegivenbirthofcourse.

“MaLanga”hesaysinavelvetytonelacinghis

handsaroundmywaistlookingstraightintomy

glossyeyes“you’recrying”Iam.Iamcrying.“Why

you’recryingNokubonga?”hehasabewildered

expressiononhisface.



“Iam—youmakemehappy”Ichokeinbetweenmy

tearsandnowhisfacesoftens“Iloveyou”Itellhim

andflaringmynostrilsandhebringsmeeven

closertohischest,kissingthetopofmyhead.

“NovocabularycouldexplainwhatIfeelforyou

Yolokazi”hesayssultryandhiswordstravel

throughmybones“Ngiyakuthanda”hesays.

“Okaykenowlet’sgo”Isayafterhehaswipedmy

tearsandhechucklessoftlyshakinghisheadasI

takehishandandwhenweappeartogetheranother

joyfulnoiseerupts.

Iplacethegrassmatsonthefloorleadingtothe

bedwherehecomesandsits.Igrababasinwitha

towelandsoaptowashhisfeet.They’resosoftand

sobeautifulunlikeminesthathavedifferentshapes

asthoughGodwasunsure.Imassagethemsoftly



asIwashthemgentlyglancingupathimandhe

hasapassionatelookinhiseyesandsofullof

adorationthenhesmiles.Ilovethosesetofwhite

stones,they’reperfectlyaligned.Ilovewashinghis

feetlikethisandwatchinghimarousedbythefeel

ofmyhandsandwishinghecoulddosomething

aboutit.Buthecan’tdoanythingaboutitandthis

torture,sensualaffliction.

Ithenpullbackthebedcoversforhimtoliedown.

Aspartofthedramathebridesmaidsandother

youngladiesfrommysidehitMongameliwith

smallsticksandhefinallymanagestoescapeand

runaway,Iwasalreadycomplaining.

It’sallovernowpeopleareindulginginthemeat

galoreandalcohol.

“Makoticomehere”Kwandacomesandtakemy

handasIamstillsittingonthegrassmatandIget

upchuckling,she’ssodelightedasthoughthisher



dayjustlikeSarah.Iswearthisfeelslikeher

wedding.“Woza,wozayourhusbandwantstotalk

toyou.Youcannotbesittingtherewholeday.You

lookbeautifulmama.Ourndlukunkulutobe”she

winksatme.“Iamsohappyforyou”shesays

genuinelysmiling.

“You’renext”Iremindherandshedramaticallyrolls

hereyesatme.

“Don’tremindme...here’syourhusband”shesays

themomentwereachtowardsMongameliwho’s

surroundedbyhisbrothersandhisfriendsthen

Kwandasmilesatmealreadyinherbhuti’sarms.

Wewalktogetherandholdinghands,hetakesmy

minesandrubbingmyfingertipsagainsthislips

untilweareontopofamountainandhemakesme

sitonastonestaringineachother’seyesandhe

cannotstopsmiling.“Stopit!”Iplayfullyslaphim

andthentakeadeepbreath“What?”



“Youlookbeautiful”

“You’vebeensayingthat”

“AndthatbecauseImeanit.You’reabsolutely

amazingandIappreciateyouforbeinginmylife

andjustchoosingme”

“Youdoknowthere’splentyofmenIcould’vechose

fromright?”

“Ifyou’retryingtohurtmyfeelingsthenit’snot

workingbecauseyouwould’vestillchoseme,

umubiza”wesuppuratewithsonorouslaughterand

throwingourheadsbackwhenweseeWanele

approachingtowardsusandhe’snothisusualself.

Ahthisonewouldcomeandsitwithmeonagrass

matandthey’dchasehimawayalongsidehis

sisters.They’remychildrenandIlovethem.There’s



nothingIcouldliterallychangeaboutKungawoand

whathecomeswith.

Wanelestandsinfrontofusandhiseyesreddened

andnostrilsflaring.“Isittruebaba?”heaskswitha

quiveringvoiceandhiseyesareglossy“Isittrue?”

thistimeheseethesandballinghisfistsatthe

sidesofhisbodyandKungawoinstantlygetsup

fromwherehe’ssittingandsodoI.

“Wanele—

“Mapleasestayoutofit”hegivesmeachillingand

coldlook.Helooksabsolutelyhandsomeinthat

traditionalwear,umblaselobuthedonneditso

modernlywiththosedentaljewelryatthebottomof

histeeth.“Mymotherwouldstillbealiveright?”he

asksandMongameliremainsimpassive,Icannot

readhim.



“Youwillnottalktomelikethat”

“SotheydeservetohaveamotherandIdidn’t?”he

glancestowardsme.Ishereferringtomyunborn

children?Ohyesheis.Thosebeautifuleyesare

shimmeringwithtearscoatedwithsadness“She

would’vebeenhere,right?Butbecauseyouchose

thatIdon’tdeserveamother,she’sgone”

“IneverwantedtobeonathroneWanele!”

Kungawoseethesandhischestmovingheavilyup

anddown.“Ineverwantedtoakingandyououtof

allpeopleknowthat.You’veseenmesufferingas

theancestorspunished.You’veseenthepainI

endured”

“Butyousaved...”hepausesandtakesasharp

intakeofbreathandroughlywipingthetearsfalling

fromhiseyes“Whyyoucouldn’tsavemymother

thesamewayyousaveduMa?”bythewayuMais

me.IamMa.



“Wanele”Hisfatherwarns.

“Iwanttoknowbecauseshealsohadthebirth

markwhichmeansshewaschosenforyousowhy?

Whyyoucouldn’tdoit”

“BecauseitwasdifferentMinenhle!”

“Howdifferent?”

“Wearenotdoingthisrightnow”Mongamelisays.

“Canwetalkaboutthislaterbaby?”Iaskhimand

heshakeshisheadrapidly.

“Howdifferent?”heasksagainandsteppingcloser

towardshisfather.They’reintenselylookingineach



other’seyesbothshimmeringwithtears.

Mongameliclencheshisjawline“IloveYolokazi”

“Andyoudidn’tlovemymother?”OhIhatewhereis

thisgoing“Doyoulove?”hischestheavens.“Do

youloveme?”hepesters.

“Iloveyoumorethananything”

“Butyoudidn’tbeforeright?”

“MinenhleWaneleKeithMthabela!”Iwarmhim.

Whyhehassomanynames?Helooksatmeand

hisliptrembling“Don’tyoudaredoubttheloveyour

fatherhasforyou.He’ddoanythingforyou.

This—allofthisisnotonlyformeandyourunborn

siblingsbutforyou.Foryoursisters.Foreveryone.

Youwillnotstandthereandquestionthelovehe



hasforyou”

“Iwillnevertreatanywomanthewayyoutreated

mymother.ThewayyoutreatedCataleya’smother

andthewayyoutreatedNomahlubi’smother.You

might’vechangednowandbecameabetterman

butIprayeveninmysleepthatIdon’tturnoutlike

you”

“Howdareyou!”Hisfatherseethes“Howdareyou

saythatwhenyoudon’tknowwhatIwentthrough?

Youdon’tknowshitMinenhle.Youdon’tknow

nothing”histoneisquiet.Tooquiet.“Inevertreated

anyofthemanylessbuttheyknewexactlyhowI

felt.WithyourmotherIdidn’tknowhowtosaveher.

IwishIcouldbutatthattimeIwasunawarethatit

wasmystubbornness.DoIwishtoturnbackthe

timeandmakethingsright?Ofcoursebutyouwill

notmakemeregretforchoosingmyselfthistime.

Forchoosinglove.Forsavingyouandthenext

generationandyourchildren.Don’tdareWanele.



Don’tdareruinthisdayforNokubonga”

“Pleasegiveusspace”IglancetowardsMongameli

whoseangerismenacing.Onelooktowardshisson

hekissesmechastelyandthenwalkaway.“Your

fatherlovesyouWanele”

Hesardonicallychuckles“Right”

“Youcould’vedied.NotonlyIcould’vediedbutyou

toobecauseyou’rehisheirthat’swhathenevertold

you.Buthedidthisforallofus.Helovesyou.He

regretsnotshowingtheamountoflovehehasfor

youandyoursistersbeforebuthe’stryinghisbest”

“It’s...It’shurtsknowingmymothercould’vebeen

saved”

“Andhedidn’tknowatthattimethathecould’ve



savedherbutthatdoesn’tchangeanything”

“Ilovehimtoo”

“Iknowbutyou’retellingthewrongperson.You

shouldgoandtalktohimandapologize”He

breathesandIopenmyarmsforhimwrappinghim

aroundmybodyandsqueezinghimtightly“You’re

justlikehimandyoucannotchangethat.Oneday

whenyoufindlove,trueloveyou’llknowwhyyour

fathermadethedecisionhemadethistime”

“Iloveyouma”

“IknowandIloveyoutoo”Ismile“Nowletsgoand

youwillapologizetoyourfather”Iremindhimagain

beforereturningbackatthetentwherenowthe

singingismuchmorelouderandalsothedancing

ischaotic.



Ibreathe!

IseeWaneletalkingwithhisfatherandthey’re

huggingwhenOnalennacomesandgrabbingmy

handuntilwegetinthecarwherethere’sKwanda

andKhethelo.

“We’vebeenlookingforyou”Khethelocomplains

andweallchuckleinthecar.

“What’sgoingon?”Iaskthem.

“Weallneedabreakandsometimeawayfrom

everyoneandchildrenandhusbands”Onalenna

takesasharpintakeofbreath“Isn’titfunnythata

yearagoweweresittingtogetherdrinkingalcohol

unawarethatonedaywearegoingtobemothers

andwivesandqueens”shesmiles.



“Lifeisfullofsurprises”Khethelo

“Lovechangeseverything”Kwanda“Lookat

Yolokazi,she’sasubmissivewife”

“Ohfuckyou,bhuti”weeruptwithlaughterinacar

andshakingourheadsandLulamagetsinthecar

aswellandgroaningmakingherselfcomfortable.

“I’msorry.Bambathaneededaround”shesaysand

welaughloudly“Thatmancanbeapaininthe

neck”

“Theyallare”Kwanda“Buttheyloveus”

“Ohthere’snodoubtthere”Lulamasays.

Khethelograbsoutabottleofnon-alcoholic



champagneandpapercupsandpouringthebubbly

liquidbeforegivingeachonofus.“Whowantsto

makeatoast?”sheasks.

“Me!”Iquicklysay“I’venevermadeatoastinmy

lifenina”Icontinuesayingandwesharegalesof

laughteronceagain.

“OkaygoonNdlukunkulu”Onalennamocks.

“Whatdotheynormallysaywhenmakingatoast?”I

askthem.OkayI’lljustsayit.“Tous.Powerfulblack

women.Wearestrong,wearebeautifulandweare..

.Idon’tknow.Weareinlove”Ishrugandtheynod

theirheads“Andweshouldbefriendsforever.

“Tous”weclickthepapercupglasses.

TheEnd.



•

ThenewstoryisstartingonEternalSunshinepage

staywokeformoreinformation.


