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"Fireandiceisjustlikeupanddown

Minimizeforpain

Maximumjustforthesame

Pawnswearesometimes

Lostinbluesometimes

Balanceforthetruth

Bekind,inthebiggestpondcalledhome"

I'vealwaysdreamtofbeingapoetoneday.I

wantedtostandinfrontofbigcrowdsandsmall

crowdswithanacousticguitarorviolinssoftly

playinginthebackground.Themagicalsound

comesoutofmymouthlikewavesinashore.The

soundofmyvoicecarriestheroominsoundwaves,



bouncingaroundwildlyandfeatherywhileIam

coveredinasmoothfabricthatshowsmyskin,too

muchskin,thatmakeswomenturntheirheadswith

disgustedlooksontheirfacesbecausetheyfeel

threatenedandmenlookingatmewithlustwishing

theycouldshovetheirdickletsinsidemyvagina,

movingtheirhipsuntiltheyscreaminalanguage

theydon'tunderstandthengazedownatmewith

theireyesglowingunderthelightontopoftheir

heads.

Imeanwhodoesn'thavedreams?

Weallhaddreamsfromthetimeweusedtobuild

sandcastlesandplayinginthemud,turningour

schooljerseysintoabeautifulbabythatlookedlike

amixtureofyouandthatboyyoualwaysdreamt

about,asoftdreamthatturnedwetasyougrew

olderandbecameafantasy,sexualfantasy.

Wealwaysdreamtandweweretoldthatyouneed

tochaseyourdreamsforthemtocometrue,and



wetriedchasingthembutwestartedbycrawling

andstumbling,andbythetimewehadtorun

alreadylifehasthrownbucketsandbucketsof

lemonsourwaythenwecutthoseintomanypieces

andthrewtheminaglassbeforepouringvodka.

Dreams,huh?Ihatethosenow.Theyturnedmy

fatherintoabitteramanwhopushedeveryone

awayandbecamefriendswithanamberliquid.He

movedawayfromhomebecauseheblamesusfor

howhislifeturnedoutandhecouldn'ttapinto

reality.

Atsomepointhebelievedthathewasgoingtobe

thenextBobMarley,shareknowledgeandhealthe

worldwithhismusic.Wellthat'sthereasonwhywe

allendedupwithdreadlocksinthisfamilybecause

wewerethenextMarleyfamily.

Andwhenhefailedus.Yes!Iamcallinghima

failure--mymotherhadtocleanuphismessandbe



theonewhomanuptomakesurethatmybrother

andIsurvive.Shedideverythingtomakesurethat

sheraisesusright,allofthatsweatandtearsdidn't

godownthedrain.Allthosesleeplessnights

huggingherselfandwonderingwhatweweregoing

toeatthefollowingdayreallydidn'tgodownthe

drainandweturnedoutjustfine--usingaplural

therehuh?ButIdidturnoutfinejustfewmistakes

hereandtheremaybenotfewbutImademy

motherproud,once,twice,thrice.

Wellshewasorletmesaysheisworkingforthis

wonderfulwhitefamilywhosentustoafancy

boardingschoolandmadesurewegetthebest

educationastheirchildren.Ihavenevermetthem.

Neverbeeninterestedhonestly.IhopeIdon'tsound

likeanungratefulbitch.Anywaysmybrother

grabbedtheopportunitywithbothhands.AndI

grabbeditwithjustonehand.Regardlessofmy

brotheraskinghertoquiteherjobsincehecantake

careofus,mymotherdisagreed.



Fancyschool,fancylifeandfancylanguagethatwe

speaksosmoothlylikeitbelongedtous.Weget

applaudedforbeingabletotwangandjustspeak

withoutneitherstutteringorbitingourtongues.

Wehavebeenboxedorletmesaylabelledinour

communitybecausewedidn'tturnoutlikeany

otherkidsinourneighbourhood.Somecallus

snobs,coconut,younameit.NotthatIcare

becauseIhavebeenthroughworsethanthatsince

Iamnotyourtypicalgirlfromthetownship.

Allkindofnameshavebeenthrownmyway.Old

womenfrommyneighborhoodcallsme

"uskhotheniwentombazane".Menfrommy

neighbourhoodcallsme,"abeautifulbitch".Taxi

driversdon'tthinkI'ma"wifematerial"becauseof

mytattoos--peoplehavethesecrazystereotypes

towardspeoplewithinkedskinandalsothewayI

dressasanimpactonthisnamecalling.Iamhighly

inspiredbystreetwearandthe90saesthetic.



Ifindthosepatriarchycreatures,taxidriversImean,

veryfunnywiththeirsmallpenisesandtwominutes

sex.Idon'treallyknowmuchabouttheirsexlifebut

Ihaveheardalotofaboutthem.

Isn'titfunnyhowI'mspeakingaboutsexdrives

frommychestandsexliveslikeIhaveone?Orlike

myhymenhasbeenbrokenandIbledonawhite

sheetaftersomeonewhisperedsweetnothings

closetomyear.

IportraymyselfcompletelydifferentfromwhatIam.

Howdidshegetthosetattoosthen?Youmustbe

wondering--well,Idatedatattooartistwhowasan

amazingcreative.Andafterthebenefitsofdating

himthenIdumpedhimlikeausedteabag.

Ohpleasedon'tgivemethatlook,mendothatto



womeneveryday.

Youmaythinkyouhavemefiguredoutoryouknow

mebutyoudon't.Andanyonewhoknowsme

shouldlearntoknowmeagain,forIamlikeamoon

youwillseemewithanewfaceeveryday.

AtlastIfeelpowerfuldrowsinessdriftingthrough

myveinsfromallthepine-barkwineIhadbeen

drinking.Themusicisblasting,vibratingthefloor

andpiercingmyeardrums.Thesoundisabit

whooshing,rushingairinsideofapipethatthecap

opensandcloseson.

Idartmyeyesbetweenmyfriendswithablurry

visionwatchingthemovementoftheirlips.

"Kwanda,pleasedothisforusonce.Thenightis

stillyoungandwenolongerhavealcoholandifyou

pretendtolikethatmanovertherethenheisgoing

tobuyusmorealcohol"IhearKhethelopleads.



DidshejustsaythenightisstillyoungwhenIam

alreadytipsyandfourfivesecondsfrombeing

sloshed?Thenightisnotyoungbutlookinglikean

oldmanwithwrinkledneckandhands,greystrands

whoalwaysdreamtofbeingapornstaronedaybut

hissexdrivefailedhim.

Herewegoagain!

"Whyyoudon'tpretendtolikehim?"Iask,my

tonguesuddenlyfeelingheavyandtingly.AllIwant

todorightnowistiptoeingmywaytothebed,not

alcohol.

Shelookstowardsthosemenwithpotbelliessitting

inacirclelaughingloudly.Thesmellofburning

meatandcigaretteisveryrefreshing."Becausehe

likesyou,comeonyouknowyou'rethebeautiful

oneamongstus"Onalennasays.Lies.Firstofall



shelookslikeshedrinksthoseproteinshakesand

advertisingthatbrandaboutweightloss,skincare

andallthatcrap.Theypromiseyouthatoneday

you'regoingtohavestrongabsandfirmbuttocks

justlikethemthenyoukeeporderingtheirshakes

andnothingeverhappened.

Myfriendrightherelookslikeshespendsher

nightsatthegymbutsheactuallyeatssixslicesof

breadandthreeeggswithajugofjuice.Lucky

bastardandshewantstotalkaboutwhois

beautifulandnotbeautiful?

Theyusemeasthecoverpageofthemagazineand

whenyoustartreadingthatmagazinethenyoufind

themsomewherealongthepages.Wegotothese

fancyrestaurantsandclubsallthetimeandIhave

tobethecrèmedelacrèmeofthegrouptomake

surewehaveenoughalcoholforthenightandalso

theyhaveenoughpicturestopostonsocialmedia

abouttheirsocalledfancylifenotthatImind,it



boostmyegoknowingIhavemenatthepalmof

myhand,thisiswhatyoucallpowerofwoman's

mindandbody.

Itakeadeepbreathlookingatherbeautifulgolden

eyesasshebatsherlongfakelashesthatgrabsall

theattentiontoher,thatmake-upandhighlighter

alonescreamslookatmenotinabadway."Fine!

ButIamnotkissingorsleepingwithhim"theyboth

throwtheirarmsaroundmeanddraggingmyhand

sowecangobacktojointhesemenwhensuddenly

thereisasoundofsirensandblueandredlights

flashing.

"Amaphoyisa!"someonescreams.

"AhambanoMaphorisa!"Mydrunkselfscreams

withlaughterinmyvoicebutmyhighpitchlaugh

slowlyfadesthemomentIrealizethatpeopleare

runningfromlefttorightandsuddenlyIambeing

draggedandtoldthatIshouldrun.Iamthankful



thatIamnotwearingheelstonightotherwiseit

wouldhavebeenanotherstory.Iheardogsbarking

andgunshots.Mybreathingbecomesharderand

faster,butIstillcontinuerunninguntilweactually

havetojumpafencewithabobwire.

"Whatthefuck?Iamnotjumping!"Isayyellingout,

heatisslowlyenvelopingmychestandmytears

threatenstosqueezethemselves.Itfeelssurreal.

Thegunshotsandpolice.NeverinmylifeIhave

beenchasedbyanemployeddoguntiltoday.

MydamndresswillgetrippedandIrecentlybought

itfromkwamadunusa,youguysmakethatplace

soundfancybycallingitathriftshop.Weseeyou

withyour"Iboughtitonline"weknowverywell

whereisonline.

"Babygirlsitseitheryoujumporweleaveyou

behind!"Someboywithasilvertoothsays.

Onalennaisalreadybeinghelpedwiththejumping



andKhetheloisprayingunderherbreath.Really?

Thereisnotimeforthathere.Wehearsirensonce

againandinstantlyItryjumpingbutmydreadlocks

getshookedaroundthewireandmydresstoo.

Iscreamintongues.

Icryoutinpaintryingtopullthemoffandsilver

toothactuallyhelpsmebeforewecontinuewithour

running.Irun,stretchingandpumpingmylegs

musclestotheirlimitsandbythetimewepause

runningbecauseKhetheloisbleedingfromherknee

mylungsarenotproducingenoughairanditfeels

asifbouldershasariseninmychest.

Mylegsslowoftheirownaccordsandmybreath

comesingasp."Khetheloareyouokay?"Iaskher

feelinganurgetospewallofthatalcoholIhave

beendrinkingandsuddenlymyheadisthrobbing.

"Whatthefuckisthisallabout?"Itrycatchingmy

breath.



"Mysisterifthecopscaughtuswewouldhave

wenttojailbecauseatthatpartytheywerestolen

carsanddrugs"silvertoothtellsmetakingouta

tissuefromhispockettocleanuphiscarvellaand

whenitsshinningenoughthenhethrowsawaythe

tissuefixinghiscollar.

Insteadofgivingmyfriendatissueforherbleeding

kneeheuseditforhiscarvella,yoh!

WhatdidIexpectthoughcomingtoapartyeMlazi

outofallplacesIcouldhavewentto.

"Onalennayouknewaboutthis?"Iflaremynostrils

andholdinganintensegaze.Shehangsherhead

lowandIcluckmytonguetakingoutmyphone

frommypockettocallmybrother.Iwillregretthis

decisionIammakingsincehewillpreachaboutmy

lifechoiceslikeIamsleepingwithapastoruntil



kingdomcomes.

.

Iwakeupfollowingmorningwithmyhead

poundingandfuzzy,almostasifIamunderattack

bythethousandoftoysoldiersandmybrainis

shatteredintomillionpieces.Lighttricklesin

throughtheslatsofanearbywindow.Irolloverto

hidemyfacefromthelight--Andpromptlyrolloff

thebedintothefloor.Iholdmythrobbingheadand

whimperinginpainandpeeringblearilyaroundme.

"You'reawake!"ThevoiceresonateandIholdmy

headwhimperingandcomplainingundermybreath.

Myheadisinpain,everycornersofmybrainfeels

liketheyarebeingstabbedbyaswordnot

mentioningmyscalp.Itprobablybecausemy

dreadlockswerehookedaroundthatwire.Who

knewonedayI'llbejumpingfences?



"Notsoloud!"MyvoicecomesouthoarselyasI

struggletogetupfromthewoodenfloorbutI

soldieronandstumblebackwards.Greatherewe

arestandingonmytwofeet.

Mybrothergivesmeadisapprovallook,"takea

showerandjoinmeforbreakfast"There'strances

ofangerandirritationonhisface.Iwonderatwho

becauseitcannotbeme.

Ifindhimseatedinthekitchenwithabowlof

beautifulfruitsthatlooksstraightfromthefarm.He

watchesmymovementasImakemywayaround

thekitchenprobablyplanningonhowheisgoingto

startreprimandingmeandmakingmefeellikeIam

somehowrelatedtoLuciferorsomethingcloseto

demonic.

IhearhimtakingasharpbreathandIturnaround



drinkingmilkfromthebottleandheshakeshis

head,"Kwandayoucannotbelivinglikethis"his

tonecomesoutsmootherandpolitelythanI

expected.

"Livinglikewhat?"Ifurrowmyeyebrows.

"Youaredrinkingalcoholeverydayofyourlife,two

daysagoIfoundyousleepinginmygardenand

huggingabottleofwinenotforgettingtomention

thatfewweeksbackyouaskedmetocomeand

pickyouuptoalocationyoudidn'tevenknow"

Ishrugmyshoulders,"Iwasdrunkandobviously

whenoneisdrunktheymakerecklessdecisions"

"Sosinceyouweredrunkitautomaticallymakesit

okaytoputyourlifeindangerlikethat?Howmany

recklessdecisionsareyougoingtomakeforyouto

wakeupandsmellthecoffee?"



"Iwashavingfun,itsnotthatdeep"Irespond

scowling.

Wakeupandsmellthecoffee,couldneverbeme

thatthingmakesmenauseous.

"Kwandacanyoufocus.Youhavelostyourself

becauseofthisangeryouhavetowardsourfather.

Youaredrinkingyourlifeawayandcompletely

forgettingyourself.Doyouevenknowwhoyouare?

Yourdreams?Whatyouaspire?Whatareyou

strivingforinlife?Oryoujustdon'tcarebecause

youhavemeandmomandwegoingtospoonfeed

youfortherestofyourlife?"Hisvoicebecomes

venomthemoreheutterseverysingleword,the

strandsofhisdreadlocksfallingandhisfacehas

suddenlyturnedred.Don'tdatemenwhohave

heavenlyhoneyskincomplexion,theyareeasily

bruisedphysicallyandtheirfragileegostoo.



Lookatthisonelookingallpink,shame.

"Youwanttotalkaboutdreams,huh?Wheredid

thosedreamsgotyourfatherKayise?Nowhere

don'tdarestandthereandtellmeaboutthose

stupiddreamsbecauseyourfatherabandonedus

andturnedintoapatheticalcoholicloserwho

drinkshisliversaway"Ispitpointinghimwiththe

manicurehepaidfor,daysago"dreams?That's

somebullshitthatdoesn'tevenexist"Ichuckle

sardonically.

Hedartshisglisteningeyesbetweenmines,"how

areyoudifferentfromhim?"thatcomesoutasa

whisperatfirstasheclaspshishandsonthe

counter,"howareyoudifferentfromhimKwanda

becauseyouaredoingtheexactsamething,

abandoningyourselfanddrinkingyourliversaway,

howareyoudifferentfromhim?"Iseetheveinsin

hisarmsaggressivelypopping.



Mytearstraildownmycheekbeforelandingdown

mychinlikesoftraininspringastheyevaporate

thenformalongflatcloudintheshapeof

surfboardvoyagingwestwardboard."You're

comparingmetohim?"Ichoke,andsuddenlymy

ownsalivatasteslikeabile,"FuckyouKayiseand

gotohellwithyourfather!"Iclickmytongue.

"He'syourfathertoo!"HisvoicechasesmeasI

walkoutoftheroomandmyfeetpropellingmeto

theguestroomwhereInormallysleepwhenIamat

hishouse.

"Tsek!"Ishoutovermyshoulders,furiouslywiping

mytearsandpushingmydreadlocksbackwards.

.

Pleaselike,shareandmentionyourfriends.



2.

"Ican'tbeasingularexpressionofmyself

There'stoomanyparts,toomanyspaces

Toomanymanifestations,toomanylines

Toomanycurves,toomanytroubles

Toomanyjourneys,toomanymountains

Toomanyrivers,somany"

Ipushmydreadlocksbackwardsandtuggingsome

strandsbehindmyearstaringatmyreflectionin

themirror.

AmIreallylikemyfather?Imeanmynoseis

shapedlikehisandmymouth--hewasabeautiful

andacharmingman.Weusedtositoutsideour

houseonsunnydays.He'dwearhisbluefaded

jeansandtanktopseatedonasmallwoodenchair

andplayinghisguitarwhilesingingwithhishusky



voice.Hewasnotagreatsingerbuttherewas

somethingcaptivatingabouthisvoice.Iamusing

pasttensebecausehisexistencedoesn'treally

mattertomeanymore.Thenmymotherwouldbake

sconesandwhenthesunsetwe'dreturninsidethe

houseandhavethemwithteawithoutmilk.

Itakealongandsharpbreathbuttoningmylinen

shirtIweareverymorningwhenIwakeupand

paddingtothelivingroomwhereIaminvitedbythe

soundofalternativerockandOnalennawhois

sashayingherbodyaroundthekitchenandmaking

asandwich.Iamnottalkingtothemafterputting

ourlivesindanger.Iwaschasedbydogs.Ihadto

jumpafenceandmybrandnewdresswasripped.

Thatistrulyunacceptable.

Whenmybrotherboughthimselfahouse,healso

gotmeanapartmentrightafterbuildingmymother

ahouseandKhetheloalongsideOnalennaaremy



roommatesandthat'showwebecomefriends.

It'sanopenplanspaceandwehaveagreyliving

roomwithanenormousredmodernsofathat

expandsthelight.Theredsofamodulessnakeback

onthemselvestomakeadoublesidedseating

arrangement.Agreyarearugpeepsoutfrom

beneathhalfofthesofa,drawingattentiontoits

wraparoundnature.Panelmoldingaddsanelement

ofsophisticationacrosstheneighbouringwalls.

Thenthewoodchevronflooringstopsabruptlyas

theopenplantransitionsintoakitchendinerspace.

Ourelegantwhitekitchenfeaturesadaintycooking

island,whichisequippedwithacoupleofbar

stoolsatoneside.Gasburnersareintergratedright

intothewhitemarblecountertop.Awhiteovenis

tuckedbeneath.

Thenwehaveaflockofdiningroompendantlights

swoopabovearounddiningtableanddrinkcoaster

protectsthewhitemarbletabletopandwell



Khetheloisbehindthewholesetupanddesigning

ofourspace.

Iplankmyselfinfrontofthetelevisionscreenwhen

Khethelocomesandstandinfrontofmeblocking

theview.Ilookupatherwithamarblefaceand

firstglimpseathermyheartfeelsateaseshe'sina

floraldressshowingherKalaharisandcomplexion

andherkneelengthdreadlocksloosearoundher

shoulders--webothhavedreadlocksbuthersare

longerandtoothickcomparedtomines.

"Imadeyouacupofteaandwhiskey"shesays

battingherlashesandherscentwaftingthrough

mysense,shesmellsfruity.

"Idonotwantyourteaandwhiskey"

Shegaspsforairdramaticallyandtuggingherhead

in,"areyousayingnototeaandwhiskey?"she



blinksrapidlywithhermouthslightlyopen.

"Yes!"Irespondboldlywhensheseesthe

seriousnessonmyfaceshesitsonthecouchnext

tomeandholdingthecupcloselytoherstomach

andinthatmomentOnalennawalksintotheroom

inhertightsthatholdsherperfectlyshowingher

firmandroundbuttocksandcameltoe.

Khetheloclearsherthroat,"Abouttheotherdaywe

wantedtoapologisetoyou"shesaysinalower

tone.Themusicthatwasplayinghasbeen

switchedoffandbothofthemareeyeballingme

andmakingmefeeluncomfortable."Wecouldhave

wenttojailorevenworsediedthatnightareyou

guysawareofthat?"Ilookatthemandtheynod

theirheads,liketoddlerswhoarebeing

reprimanded.

"Itwon'thappenagain"Onalennasayseatingher

fourslicesofbread"andthenightsoutalsoneeds



tostop.Wearegrownnowguysweneedtobe

moreresponsible"shestartssoundinglikemy

brother.

Responsible?ThatsoundslikebeinganadultandI

amnotsigningupforthat,sorry.

IgrabthecupfromKhethelotakingsipsfromitand

theybotheruptwithlaughterandshakingtheir

heads."Ijustsaidwhathappenedshouldn'thappen

again.Goingbacktothatplaceagainisout.Where

doesresponsibilitycomesin?"Iaskthem.

Forbeingchasedbydogsonceanddodgingbullets

suddenlytheywanttoberesponsible.What

happenedtolivingyoung,wildandfree?That'sour

mottowheneverwetakeshotsandgulpingitat

onceallowingtheliquidtoburnourthroatsbefore

wescreamwithourhandsintheairandchewing

theinsideourcheeks.



"Areyousayingyouwanttopartyfortherestof

yourlifeKwanda?"Khethelocreaseshereyebrowat

meandcrossingherlonglegsinaladylikemanner.

Ishrugmyshouldersholdingthecupclosetomy

lips,"Thatdoesn'tsoundlikeabadidea"Irespond

takingalongsipthistime.

"Whyareyousoafraidofgrowingup?"Onalenna

asksme.Ialmostchokefromtheburningliquid

withabittersweettaste.Thatwasanunexpected

question.InsteadofrespondingtoherIgetupfrom

thecouch.

"Areyouguysgoingtowork?"IaskthemomentI

standonmyfeetandtheyexchangelooks

regardlessofthemhavingwonderfulandgreat

payingjobstheystillprefermenbuyingthemdrinks.

WellIdon'thaveajob.



"Kwandadon'tyouhavedreams?"Khetheloasks

mefromthelivingroom.

Iturnaroundtofacetowardsher,"dreamsarelike

magic,bothdonotexist"

"Butwearemagic"sheresponds.

Wearemagic,hahahaMayaAngelou!

"Anddreamsdoexist.IhavemydreamjobandI

dreamttohavefriendslikeyouandKhethelo,stop

abandoningyourselfbecauseofthishurtandanger

youhavetowardsyourfather"Onalennasays.

Ichucklesardonically,"Angerandhurt?"Ishakemy

headfinishingthelastsipinmycupbeforewashing

itthenleaningagainstthekitchencounter."This



hasnothingtodowithmyrelationshipwithmy

fatherbutIambeingrealistic"IthinkIamtipsyand

that'sgood.

Onalennagetsupfromthecouchanddancingwhile

makingherwaytothekitchentochangethe

suddentenseatmosphere."Tomorrowmybossis

moviescreeninghergalleryshowingdoyouwantto

bemydate?"sheasksmehuggingmefrombehind

andnuzzlingonmyneck.

"TakeKhethelowithyou"

"Ihaveadate"sheannounces.

"Youhaveawhat?"BothOnalennaandIsayin

unisonandsurprised.

"WhyareyouguysactingsurprisedlikeI'venever



wentondatesbefore?Weshouldbeasking

Kwandawhenisshegoingonadate"

"I'vebeenonadatebefore"Iresponddefensive."I

amdatingremember?"

"Ohpleasedon'ttellusaboutyourpastor"Onalenna

sayswithanuninterestedfacialexpression.They

callmyboyfriendapastorbecausehe'sachurch

boy.Acharmingwalkingbibleandatotalopposite

ofme--oppositeattracts.Hedoesn'ttouchme,nor

lustovermebecausesexbeforemarriageisasin,

mydarling.

"Haveyoueverhadsexonafirstdate?"Khethelo

asks.

"Yes"Irespondboldlyandtwirlingmydreadlocks

onmyfingerssuddenlytryingtofindsomethingto

makemyselfbusywitharoundthekitchen.



"Where?"Onalennagiggles.

"Inabathroom"Isayconfidentlyandthey'reboth

attentivelylookingatmeasiftheyareexamining

mylie.

"Wait..."Khethelopauses"...areyouavirgin?"she

frownsandpressingherlipstogether.

Ieruptwithlaughter."Me?Avirgin,no"

"Kwandayou'revirgin!"Theybothclaptheirhands

togetherandchucklingasiftheydiscoveredagold

fromamine.

"You'retheonlyvirginIknow"Khethelo.



Whatonearthisthatsupposedtomean?

"You'reportrayingyourselfassomethingyouare

totallydifferentfrom,that'sstrangebutinteresting

atthesametime"

"Iamprotectingmyself"

"Fromwhat?"Khethelo

"Peopletendtotakeadvantageofinnocency

becauseit'seasilymanipulatedbutwhenyouact

toughtheycannoteasilytakeadvantageofthat

becausetheyfeelyouareenlightenedandknow

more"Itellthemdownturningmymouth.

"Thatissotrue,Ineverlookedatitlikethat"



Onalennawinces,"Icannotbelieveyou'revirgin"

shelooksatmewithamischievoussmile."Areyou

comingwithmetonight?Wecanfindyouaman

andavirginbreaker"

Ifeellikebreathhasbeenknockoutofmylungs

andmyhearttightensaroundmychest."Ididnot

agreetocomingwithyouandIhaveaman"

"Youdon'thavetojustprepareyourselffortonight

andlookbeautifulasalways.Don'ttellmeabout

someonewhohasfailedtogiveyouatasteofthe

landoforgasm"Onalennawinksatmeandleaving

theroom.

WearedisturbedbyatentativeknockandIdrag

myselftowardsthedoortofindmybrotherstanding

onmydoorstepwithabouquetofflowersshowing

histeeth."I'msorryforsayingyouarejustlikemy

father.Youarenothinglikehim"hesayssounding

sincere,Itrailablazinggazeathimfromheadto



toebeforesteppingasideandallowinghiminside.

"That'srightandIwillneverbelikehim"

Hemakeshimselfcomfortableonthecouchthen

heclearshisthroat,"Iwenttovisitmom"hetells

merubbinghishandsagainsthispants.

"Howisshe?"Iaskhim.

"She'sgoodandfinallyopeningheryogaclasses"

"Ohsoshe'sleavingherjobfinally"

"Nope,shelovesherjobtoomuch"

"Iwonderwhenshe'lleverleave.Whatareyou

doinghere?"



Hefrowns,"Icametoseemysisterissomething

wrong"

"Everythingiswrong.Getagirlfriend"

Helaughsshakinghishead,"Momwantsushome

tonight"

"Forwhat?"

"Dinner"

"I'mgoingout"

Hetakesadeepbreath,"Ifoundhimthere"hesays

randomly.



"Youfoundwhothere?"

"Ubaba"

"Kabani?"

"Wethu"

"Wakho?"

"Ifoundourfatherthere"

"Idon'thaveafather"

"Kwanda..."

"NoKayise!"



"Thisisnotthetimeforustofight.Ijustwanted

youtoknowthatIfoundhimthere"

"Whyyoudidn'tkickhimout?"

"WhywouldIdothat?"

"Becauseyoubuiltthathouseforumamanothim"

Hetakesadeepbreathdartinghishazeleyes

betweenmineslookingalmostdefeated,"Mom

wantsushometonightfordinner,pleasebethere"

hestandsonhisfeetandkissesmycheeksthen

walksoutofthedoor.

Me?Dinner?Myfather?Never.
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"Blackgirlmagic

Theprescriptionofmydescription

Isnotadepictionofyours

Fortaking"

GrowingupIwasverycurious.Ialwayshad

questionswithwhyIwasdifferentfrommybrother.

Itwasstrangehavingsomethinglookinglikea

weirdanimalopenedmouthinbetweenmylegs

whilehehadwhatlookedlikesausagejustdangling.

I'dpeepthroughthedoorwhenhewasbathingto

seehim,thenipplesthatlookedgluedonhischest

andhismusculararms.

IusedtotouchmyselfinalltheplacesIwastold

nottoevertouch.I'dtouch,smell,tasteandfeel,

whenmybreastsstartsgrowingrapidlyIgot

excited.Iusedtojumpupanddowntoseethem

movingorsometimestrytobringthemintomy



mouthtotastemynipplesuntilmymothercaught

meinaction.Earlyinthemorningshetookmeto

myneighbour'shouseandthatoldladybeatedmy

thengiganticbreastswithasmallbeltafterthatday

theyslowlybutsurelydisappearedandnevergrew

back.

Iwillneverforgivemymotherforthat.Ilovedhow

roundishmybreastslookedandhowfulltheywere.

TherearesomanythingsIwillneverforgivemy

motherforespeciallyforallowingherhusbandto

waltzesbackintoourliveswheneverhefeelslike.

Myphonehasbeenringingsincemybrotherleft

andIamsuremymotherwantstoknowifI'llbe

joiningthemfordinnerorit'smyboyfriendwho

wantsmetojoinbiblestudy.

Iwasn'tplanningonbeingOnalenna'sdatetonight

butshewalkedintomyroombattingherlashesand

herbodydrapedinawhitetowelandshebegged

meuntilIagreedintocomingwithher.



Wewastedtoomuchtimewithourmakeupand

decidingonwhattowearandnowOnalennais

complainingaboutthetime,flappingherlashesand

thecornerofhereyesdecoratedwithcrystalsto

matchthewhitewide-leggedpantsandasymmetric

necklinetopsheiswearingwithanopenbackand

matchingwhiteshoes,somepeoplearebeautiful

unprovoked.

Wegetoffthecarandshetakesmyhand

squeezingitandshowingmehercrispywhiteteeth

beforeshepushesinsteadofpullingtheglassdoor

totheentranceandwebotheruptwithlaughter,our

shoesechoingagainstthewhitemarblefloorthen

wewalkthroughanartgallerywithimageshanging

onthewallandpeoplewhoareimmaculately

dressedhavingconversationswithwhisperyvoices

holdingglassesofchampagnesintheirhands.

Igrabadrinkfromapassingwaiterandtakeasip



ofthechampagne.ThisiswhereIbelongnotbeing

chasedbydogsandjumpingfences.Thesips

slideslikeliquidgoldagainstmytonguericherand

better."Themoviewillstartinfourminutes"

Onalennatellsmewithasmile,shesoundselated

aboutthis,bythewaysheisanassistantcurator.

Inodmyheadandwanderingmyeyesacrossthe

room.Ipauseaftercatchingafirstglimpseandhe

iscladinablacksuitthatdoesnothingtohidehis

physic.Wellbuilt,astatuesqueworkofartandthe

sightofhisthighsinwellfittedpantsforcesheatto

wellupandwashesthroughme.

IrotatemyheadtolooktowardsOnalennawhois

introducingmetoagentlemanbutmyeyesonce

againdrifttowardshisdirectionandIlookathim

withdetail.Lustatfirstsight,assumptionsare

alreadymadeinmyhead.Ihavesaidsomuch

aboutmenwholooksliketheyhavebeendrowned

inbutterbutImightchangemyviewsbecauseof



him--heisatthemidpointbetweendarkandlight

tone.

Myheartthumpsadeepbassnoteinmychest

whenhelookstowardsmydirectionashetakesa

glassofchampagnefromthewaitresswhowas

passingbyandInoticethetattooatthebackofhis

righthandandtheblackringonhismiddlefinger.I

involuntarilysqueezethebuttonsofmypurseon

myarmashestaresatmebringinghisglass

closelytohislusciouslipsslowlyand

surreptitiouslyandIgaspforairwithmychest

heavingthenhesmilesbroadlyatmebeforeturning

awaytofacethewomanstandingfacetofacewith

him.

Lookslikehiscougar.

"Let'sgo!"Onalennapenetratesmysubconscious

andleadingtheway.Itakeadeepbreatherand

followingrightbehindheraseveryonemovesinone



direction.Wetakeourseatscomfortably.

Iseehimonceagainandhisincrediblelookshitme

fiercelikeablow.Theexpensivecutofhisdarksuit

andtheruthlessnessinhischiselledjawline

screamspowersinceheisfacingtowardstheother

directiontolookatthesamewomanhewaswith

thenhesitsdown,Icannotseemhimclearlybutit

seemslikehehashishandoverhischinmakesme

envybeingtheprojectorscreenthathashis

attentionandseeinghisfacialexpressions.

Ah,somuchinterestinastrangerKwanda?

IamthankfulwhenthemovieendsbecauseI

couldn'tfocussinceIwasdistracted."Didyoulike

themovie?"Onalennaasksmethemomentthelight

blinksandeveryonegetsupfromtheirchairs.

Ilooktowardsherandpullingdownthelong



sleevesofmydressthatdoesn'tneedtobepulled,

"yeah,yeah"Isayafterclearingmythroataswe

walkoutreturningtowherewewereearlierthanwe

areleadedtoanotherroomwithpicturesonthewall

butitlooksmorecosy.

"Youlookgreatbytheway"shepushesmewithher

shoulderplayfullyandgrinning.Ilookdownatthis

longblackplungingnecklinedressthatholdsme

perfectlyshowingoffmynutmegskin.Itsumsup

lazy,sexyandcomfortandifthatjealousold

womandidn'thitmybreastsIwould'velookedmore

gloriousorifIhadcurvesandfirmbuttockbutIam

stillembracingmywomanhood.

"Thankyouandyoulookbeautifultoo"

"WhatdoyouthinkofYathandwa?"

Whoisthatagain?



Ilookatheroncethanaheadtakingafleetingnote

ofthediscreetlyexpensivewoodandbrocadedecor

beforeeyeingzeroedinonthelong,low-slungbar.

Seriouslyintimidatingrowsofdrinksaredisplayed

onarevolvingcarouselandbehindthebarthere'sa

bartendertwirlingasterlingsilversetofcocktail

shakerswhilechattingtoawomanwithamaroon

dressandmatchingcoat."Ithinkshe'sgreat"I

shrugmyshouldersnotsurewhowearetalking

aboutplacingmyclutchonthecounterwhileshe

slidesintothestoolandIremainstandingnextto

her.

"Didyoujustsayshe?"shefrowns"Iamtalking

abouttheguyIintroducedyoutowhenwegothere.

Imeanhe'syourtype,youlovethemdarkskin

huh?"shewiggleshereyebrowsatmecausingme

toshakemyheadthensheturnstowardsthe

bartendersmilingandflirtingassheordersour

drinks.



Ilookaroundsearchingforhim.Thereheis,his

collarisopenandtheblackflannelpantshangs

fromhiships.Hishairisnicelyshavenintowaves

withbaldfade.Mymouthgoesdrylookingathim.

Hisfaceissmoothwithamustacheandbeardon

hischin.

"Yourdrink"Onalennasays,"Look,Iamcoming

backjustnowIhavetotalktomyboss"shekisses

mycheekandtakesherdrinkalongwithher.Itip

theglassandswallowthecontent,settingitdown

andorderanotherone.ThetruthisIdon'tfeeleven

thetasteasthestrangercloudsmypsyche.

Ithinkhejustlookedtowardsme.Iquicklyturn

awayandfacetowardsthebartenderverymuch

awareofthedeliciouscurrentrunningthroughme,

lightingmeupandmakingmeblushandI'msure

myerraticbreathingmustbeaudible.



Ineedtogetmyselftogether,thisunacceptable.All

ofthisachyanddiscomfortisjustconfusing

especiallytowardssomeoneIhavebeenlooking

fromthedistance.

OnemorelookthenIamdone,Ipromise.

ThemomentIturntostealaglancetowardshim,I

immediatelyordermyselftobreatheandnotkeelas

Iseehimwalkingtowardsmydirectionconfidently,

fivefooteightfeetofperfectmasculinevirilitycan

onlydescribethemanwalkingtowardsmeandI

swingaroundmyfingersandclencharoundthe

delicateglassasmypulsecatapulted.Hissuit

faultlesslyfitstoeverymuscularangleofhislean

andpowerfulbody.

Hisisabrutalforceofnaturebeneaththatsleek,

sophisticatedfaçade.



HestandsinfrontofmestaringandIgetthefinal

detailofmydescription--hiseyesaredeepdark

blacklikethesuitheiswearing."CanIhelpyou?"

MyvoiceissmallandcontriteasIhidebehindthe

shortglassofwhiskeythatnowhasmeltedice.My

lungsdraginahastybreath.

"Yes.Iwouldlovetodancewithyou"Hismouthlifts

slightlyinawrysmile.Hislipsarethickand

brownish.

Iplacemyglassonthecounterandchuckling

sardonicallybutmatterfactnervouslyandholding

hiscloudygaze."Ithinkyoushouldreallyworkon

yourpickuplinesbecausetheyareverystupid.We

havenomusichereandsecondlythereisnodance

floorsonoIdon'twanttodancewithyousir"He

staresatmesurprisedandifIamnotmistakena

littlewounded,perfecto!

"WellIcanorganisemusicandIcancreatethe



dancefloorforthebothofussoI'dlovetobelieve

mypickuplinesarenotsostupid,soyouwanna

dance?"Heisglaringatme.HiseyesblazingandI

trytobitemylipbutIfailtorepressmylaughter.

I'mnoteasilyimpressed,fine,Iamimpressed.

"WhatmakesyouthinkIwouldlovetodancewith

you?"

"Whynot?"

HiseyessoftenandhisexpressionwarmsandIsee

atraceofsmileonhisbeautifullylips."Whynot

what?"Ifrown.

Itrybitingmyliponceagainbuthestopsme

pullingbackmylipwithhisthumbthatrestsonmy

chinandthenrunsitdownacrossmylowerlip.



"Don'tdothat"Myheartbeathadpickupandmy

medullaoblongatahasneglectedtofireany

synapsestomakemebreathe.Myhormonesare

racingandmyskintingleswherehisthumbtraced

overmylowerlipandchin.Ifeellikesquirming.I

don'tunderstandthisreaction,shameonme.

TomorrowIamgoingtochurchwithmyboyfriend.

"Dance?"Hisgazeisdarkobsidian.

"Yes"Isaybreathlessly.

DidIjustagreetothis?

Hedigsintohispocketandcomesoutwithhis

phonewithhalfeatenappleatthebackandairpods.

Isheseriousaboutthis?

Asheplugstheairpodintomyearsomethingtugs

tightinmybelly.IfonlyIcanputitdowntoqueasy

stomachbuttomyshameIamrespondingtohis



overt,malesexualityandhegrinsatmeandleads

metothemiddleofthegalleryandalleyesonus.

Andsuddenly"EasyForYoubyHablotBrown"

startsplayinginmyearandIguesstohistoosince

hejustsmileddownatme.Ithoughthewasgoing

toplaysomethingsensualbutthisisbouncybut

smooth.Hetakesmeintohisarmsandstartto

move.Wegrinateachotherliketwoimbeciles

who'veknowneachotherforyearsashewhirlsme

aroundandmybackpressesagainsthischestand

hishandsonmywaist.Icanhardlybreathebuthe

turnsmearoundonceagain.

Hegrinslazilythistimeasourfacesarejustfew

inchesapartandhelookscomfortableinhis

heavenlyhoneyskinashepullsmetighterintohis

embrace,hisarmcurlingaroundmywaistandhe

sways.Iputmyfreehandonhisshoulderandgrin

upathim,caughtinhisinfectiousface.Wecover

theentireflooraspeoplearewatchingusstanding

inahugecirclewithsmilesontheirfaces.



Wewhirlandturnintimetothemusic.Andhe

makesitsoeffortlessformetodancewithhim.

Whoishe?Whereiscomingfrom?Icannothelpmy

carefreelaugh.Ihaven'tlaughedlikethisinawhile

orfeltgoofy.Hegrinsdownatmeasthesong

comestoacloseandeveryoneapplauds.

"Mongezi"heextendshishand,hehastattooof

bowonhisindexandarrowonhismiddlefinger.

"Kwanda"Ismile.

"Enjoyyournight"hesmilesadazzling,unguarded,

natural,allteethshowingglorioussmilethenhe

walksaway.

Isthatit?Whatonearth.

Onalennawalkstowardsmeecstatic,"Kwanda!"she



grins,"Iwantalldetails"

"Canweleave?"

"Yes.Ineedabottleofwineandpastaforthis"she

isreallythinkingaboutfood.

[01/24,07:21] :4.

"IfIpuckedmylips

Toutter,thewordsdowntothisbody

WouldIbewrong?

Unrealisticophites

Stretchingallofme

Yetforcingallofmeintoablindingbox

AndifIdon'tfitthisbox

Icannotbefree?

That'sjustnotme"



Iamrestlessthatnight,tossingandturning.

Dreamingofdeepdarkblackeyes,dancemoves,

longlegs,longfingersanddark,darkunexplored

place.Iwaketwiceinthenight,myheartpounding

andfeelingsomethingforeigninbetweenmylegs

needingtobetouched,achyanddiscomfortedand

thethirdtimeIwokeupmyhandswereundermy

iridescentlaceunderwearjustrestingtheremaybe

wantingtoexplorebuttheywerethere.

YouthoughtIwasspittingnothingbutlieswhenI

saidIwasgoingtochurchwithmyboyfrienddidn't

you?

HesoundedelatedthismorningwhenIcalledhim

andaskedwhattimewastheservicestarting.

Wellhereweareinhiscarwithgospelmusic

playingsoftlyandhimstealingglancestowardsme



withanindescribablesmile.Whatmadehimmore

ecstaticisthatIworesomethinglonger,not

showingtoomuchskinnoranyofmytattoos

besidetheoneatthebackofmyhandjustlikethe

strangerfromlastnightandIlookrepresentable

enough,sadly.Ienjoyedseeingoldwomenlooking

atmewithdisgustedlooksontheirfaceslasttimeI

washereandofferingmescarfstocovermyself

sinceIwasinashortsheeroffshoulderdress.Men

wereenjoyingthesight,theysangloudlythanthey

normallydo.Thesatatthefrontrowclosertome

andsomeofferingmetheirbibles.

Mymindkeepsdriftingasthefreshlystored

memoriesfromlastnightflasheslikeacameralight

inmybrain.FromthemomentIsawhimatthe

distancegrabbingaglassofchampagneandthat

particulartattooatthebackofhishandwrittenin

typewriterfonts,theblackringonhisindexfinger.

Thewayheleftmebreathlesslyandgaspingforair

withjustatraceofflirtingsmileandbringinghis

glassclosertohislips.Hiswarm,rich,goldenand



butterybrownskintone.Thebeardonhischinand

mustache.

IsmileinvoluntarilyasIrecallbeinginhisarmsas

hespunmearound,sounexpectedwiththemusic

thatwasonlyplayinginourears.

"Whatareyouthinkingabout?"Sambuloasksmeas

soonasheparksrightnexttoothercarsoutsidehis

churchandIcanhearthesingingfromtheinside

here.

Iamthinkingaboutanotherman,atotalstranger

whoaskedtodancewithmeandthenwalkedaway

afterhetoldmehisname,Mongezi.

Ilookathimwiththesamesmileonmyface,

"nothingjustexcitedtobehere"



Reachingout,hegraspsmyhand,drawsituptohis

lipsandkissesmyknucklesgently.Iwaitforit.The

electriccurrentIfeltwhenastrangersmiledatme

fromthedistance,Ifeelnothing."Webothknow

that'salie"Sambulosayssoftly,hereadsminds?

"Whenarewehavingsex?"Iaskhimunexpectedly

andhiseyesareoutoftheirownvolitionlocked

withminesbeforehechokesonhisownsaliva."I

amjoking"Icontinuechucklingandhisbody

languagestartstorelaxashehelpsmeunfasten

myseatbelt.Ienjoyteasinghim.

"Iwillhavetomarryyoufirst"Hesaysavoidingeye

contactwithme.

"Marryme?Areyousure?"

Whywouldhewanttodothattohimself?



Hesmilesatmemildly,"NgiyakuthandaNokwanda"

thatcameoutsoftlyandsweetbutthehairsatthe

napeofmyhairdidnottingleordidIfeellike

chickensandbugsrunningaroundmystomach.

"Areyoureadyforthis?"Hegivesmyhandanother

reassuringsqueeze.

"Icannotwaittohearyoupreaching"Ismile

wickedlyaswebothgetoffthecaratthesametime.

Hegrinsbroadlygivingmeabiblewithapinkcover

androsesthatheboughtformeasagift.

Youmustbewonderinghowwemetandhowdid

weevendate?WellIaskedhimoutbecausehewas

scaredtomakethefirstmove.

IlookedathimalmosturinatinghispantsasItold

himIwanttobehisgirlfriendandthenhewrapped

meinhisarmsconfessinghowhefeelsandyes!I

wasdrunk.



Sambuloattendsthesamechurchwithmymother

andeverySundayhe'dgivemymotheralifttomy

houseandstaysforacupoftea.Iwouldlistento

themboredastheydiscussedbibleversesandhow

amazingwastheservicebuttherewassomething

captivatingandpassionateabouthimthatIactually

startedjoiningtheirdiscussions.Watchinghislips

movementashespokeandsmiled.Thewayhe'd

lookedatme,neverjudgementalbutitwaspureas

aglassofwaterfilledwithpearls.Hisvoiceso

smoothlikeshoresintheoceanandsuddenlyIam

confusedabouthowIfeelforhimoversomeone

I'veknownfortwominutes.

Isitcomfortablyonmychairandwatchinghim

makinghiswaytothefrontandturningbothmale

andfemaleshead.Helookscharminginthatgrey

suitandthesunpiercingthroughthewindows

shinebeautifullyonhisrichmelanatedskin.



Youlovethemdarkhuh?Onalennaaskedme.I

don'tevenknowanymore.

Afemalesingerwhoispartoftheworshipteam

startssingingloudlythemomentSambuloiscalled

onstage,shestartsusingwordsandthenstarts

singingintonguesbeforeshepraysloudlyand

everyoneclapstheirhandsandscreamingalong

withher.

Okay,theholyspiritishere,Iguess.

Iprayundermybreathaswellwithbothmyeyes

closebutthedramaticscreamsfromthesame

femalesingerinterruptsme.Ifluttermyoneeye

opentoseehercrawlingtowardsmyboyfriendand

touchinghisgleamingleathershoes.Hehashis

handsontopofherheadpraying.

DoIcrawltooallthewaytothefront?OrshouldI



continueprayingundermybreath.

Idecidetosithereandcomposemyselfuntil

Sambulostartsasongandthesamewomanslowly

getsupmakingherwaybacktoherplaceand

grabbinghermicrophone.Theysoundsoperfectas

theysingtogethermakingmeturngreenwith

jealous.Theoldwomenhavesphinxlikesmileson

theirfacesliketheyareseeingAdamandEvein

sight.

"Amen!"Sambulosayswithasweetsmileopening

thebiblehehasplacedatthepulpitbeforehe

instructsusonwhatchapterandverseweshould

read,"someonepleasereadforme"thereshegoes

againflickingherweaveandgettingupfromher

chairtoread.

DidIcomeheretolookatthis?



Whenshe'sdonereadingtheysmileateachother

beforeshereturnsbacktoherseatandSambulo

startspreaching.Hiseyeslightensandhespeaks

withpassionusinghishandsandbodylanguage.

Movingaroundthestageandjumpingupanddown.

Peoplearescreamingandclappingtheirhands.

MenarewhistlingandSambuloissweatingashe

speaksaboutthebookofJohn.Thesamefemaleis

onherfeetclappingandshouting.

Ialsostandandclapmyhandswatchingmy

boyfriendrunningaroundthestage,preaching.

IamgladwhentheserviceendsmainlybecauseI

wasclosedtodraggingthatworshipperwithher

weaveandsqueakycleanthesefloorswithherface,

bitch.

IshakehandshereandtherebeforeIaminvitedto

comebackthefollowingweek.Iamwaitingfor

Sambulooutsidehiscarwhowalksoutlaughing



loudlytothesamewomanwhoisholdinghisblazer

andbiblethenhandittohimbeforeshewavesher

hand.

Great!

"Areyouokay?"Heasksthemomentheopensthe

doorformeandIignorehimmakingmyself

comfortableontheleatherseatandcrossingmy

arms.Hiseyebrowsarchinafineshowofhauteur.

Hegoestothedriver'ssideandgoesbehindthe

wheel."Iamlistening"hesaysthemomenthe

manoeuvreshiscarontheroadafterhootingathis

pastorandbiddinghisfarewell.

"Doyoulikeher?"

"Whatareyoutalkingabout?"



"Thatgirlyouweresingingwith,shewasbusy

shoutingwhenyouwerepreachingandstandingon

herfeet"

"Snothile?"Eventheirnamesstartswithasame

letter,"YouwerealsostandingonyourfeetKwanda,

sowhat'swrong?"

"Doyoulikeher?"Iaskaccusinggazeonhim,his

seasonedexpressionshowsnothingashestares

backatme.

"No,hawuKwanda.DoyouthinkI'dinviteyouto

cometochurchwithmeifIdid?"

"Youtellme"Isayflippantly.

"Areyoujealous?"



"What?"Iscoff"don'tberidiculous"

"You'reangry"heobserves.

"WhyshouldIbe?"

Heshrugshisshoulders,"didyouenjoythe

service?"Hestealsaglancetowardsme.

"Yes,yourmessagewasbeautiful"

Hesmiles,"Ngiyabongasthandwa.Ihopeyou'll

comemoreoftentochurch"Ichuckleandshaking

myhead."I'llpassbytheshops,doyouwant

something"

"Yes,wine"



"Besidesthat"

"Gin"Irespond.

"Besidesthat"

Ilookathim,"vodka"

"Iamnotbuyingyoualcohol"

"Finethentakemetomyplace"

"We'vespokeaboutthisKwanda"

"Iwasjustjoking,Sambulo"

Hetakesadeepbreath,"Ihavetogotomypastor's



househecalledme.IsitokayifIdon'tstayover?"

"It'sokay"

Sambulodropsmeoffoutsidemygateafterkissing

mycheekthenheleaves.ThemomentIopenthe

doorIfindOnalennaandKhetheloseatedinthe

livingroomwithaguest--thesamewomanwhowas

laughingandtalkingtothemanwhovisitedmywet

dreams.Shelooksconfidentwithherlegscrossed

andhavingaglassofwine.

"Theresheis.Kwandamybossisheretoseeyou.

We'llbeoutside"Onalennasayswithasmileand

takingherglassofwineleavingwalkingtowards

mewithKhethelo.

"Whatdoesshewant?"Iwhispertoher.



Sheshrugs,"Idon'tknow,findout"theywalkout

shuttingthedoor.
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"Nothingcandestroywhatisalreadyatpeace.

Walkinfaithbythesight"

Ilookattheintimidatingwomanseatedinourliving

roominheroffshoulderwhitedress,herlong

sleevesarepuffyandatthebottomthedress

capturesherperfectlyshowingherbarebuttery

thighswithnudeheelsmatchingthemattenude

lipstick.Herfringeweavealmostcoversher

beautifuleyeswithadiamondchokeraroundher

neck"Howaboutyousitdownthenyoucanstare"

shesaysshowingmeherteeth.

"WhatgaveyoutheimpressionthatIamstaringat

you?"Ishouldn'tlookintimated.



Iwatchherassheflicksherhairandeverything

happensinslowmotionandIgettoadmireher

glassacrylicmanicure."MihlaliNdamase"she

introducesherselftomeandextendingherhandfor

metoshake.

"KwandaMkhungo"

"Iknow"shesmilesandplacingtheglassofwine

onthefloortouncrossherlegsandclaspingher

handsonherthighs.

"HowcanIhelpyou?"

"Iwanttogiveyouajob"shesays.

Iattentivelylookather,butshekeepsthemarble

facethatrepresentsherseriousnesseventhe



soundofhertone.Nohumour,nolaughter,nothing.

Ieruptwithlaughterpointingherwithmyindex

fingerandrelaxingontheredsofa,"youarevery

funnyMahlase"Isayshakingmyheadand

chuckling"Ajob?Haha,wow"Icontinuesaying

undermybreath.

"Mihlali"shecorrectsme,Ididthatonpurpose"I

wasn'tjoking"

"Ineversaidyouwere"

"ThenwhatwasfunnyaboutmesayingIwantto

yougiveyouajob?"

"WhatmakesyouthinkIwantyoutogivemeajob?"



Shelooksatmethenherlipsslowlyshapesintoher

smileandherstraightnosetwitches,"Ilikeyou"she

saysandthenpicksupthebottleofwineand

refillingherglassbeforeshetakesaslowsip.

"Whyareyouofferingmeajob?"

Sheshrugshershouldersandtwistinghermouth

intoascowlbeforeshetakesanothersipthenshe

placesherglassaside,"Ithinkyouarebeautiful"

Anotherloudlaughterescapesmylipsandthistime

grabbingthebottleofwineanddrinkingfromit

whileshakingmyhead,"YouarefunnyIgiveyou

that,youwanttogivemeajobbecauseIam

beautiful?"Ichallengemyeyebrowather.

"Notreallybutyoucanbenefitfromthis"



"Whatkindofajobisthis?"

"Morelikepersonalassistantbutoutsideofmy

workplace.You'lllookaftermyhousesoIwantyou

tostaywithme"

Howcansomeonebesobeautifulandsofunny?

"Youwantmetostaywithyou?"Thistimemy

laughtercomesasabarkandtakinganothersip

fromthebottleasshesipsfromherglasswith

impeccablemannerism.

"Yebo"

"Likeadomesticworker?"Ifrown

Sheshakesherheadinagreement,"No.Youwill



makesuremydomesticworkersdotheirjob.My

houseissafe.Decideonmymenus.Andmakesure

Ineverforgetimportantmeetings,familymeetings

andgatherings"shetellsmeandIcloselylookat

her,"Twentythousandamonthandonweekends

youcangohome"

What?

"Tomethissoundslikesomeserialkiller

tendenciesoryouwanttotrafficmeandthatisnot

happening"

"Youstayingwithmemeanshavingmysonat

homemoreoftenbecauseIwon'thaveasmuch

workandIcouldworkonourstrainedrelationship

andIalsoneedyoutokeepaneyeonhimforme"

"Likebabysitting?"



"Yes"

Ishakemyhead,"Ihatekids.Imeanthepaymentis

temptingbutyou'dfindhimburningintheoven"

UnexpectedlyIhearlaughterfromhertappingher

handsonherthighsbeforeshegivesmewhatI

thinkisanimpressedsmile,"Ireallylikeyou"she

continuessmiling,"...andalsomysonisnotakid

butheistwentyfouryearsold"That'sanoldman.

"Ishedisabled?"

"No"

"Ishementallydisturbed?"

"No"



"ThenwhyshouldIbabysitatwentyfouryearold?

Thatpersonistwoyearsolderthanme"

"Notbabysittingbutbecomingfriendsandlooking

aftermyhouseandremindingmeimportantthings

that'sjustaboutit"

"You'rehiringmetostaywithyousoIcanbecome

friendswithyourtwentyfouryearoldsonsoyou

canworkonyourrelationshipwithhim?"

"Yes"shesayssimply.

Ilaughtakinganothersipplacingthebottlefrom

thesideandrelaxingontheredsofa,"Youare

insane!"Isaybreathlessly.

"Iamamotherwhowoulddoanythingforher



children"shesayswithatranceofsadnessinher

eyes.Morevulnerablethanthewomanwhohas

beenintimidatingmewithherpresence.

"Isheyouronlychild?"

Shesmiles,"Heismylastborn"

Inod,"Ishedying?"

"Healmostdied"hershouldershanglow.

"Whathappened?"

"Youhavesomanyquestions.Iamnotanswering

thisoneuntilyouthinkaboutmyoffer"

"Twentythousand"Isayundermybreath"That'sa



lotforjuststayingwithyouandbecomingafriend

withyoursonwhoalmostdied"

"Whatareyousaying?"

"Iwillthinkaboutit"

"Greatthenaftermakingyourdecisionyoucancall

meandwecantakeitfromthere"shesaysandget

upfromthecouch,"Kwanda"shesearchesformy

eyesandIlookupatherfromhertonedlegsand

thighstoherbeautifulmesmerizingface.

"Yes"

"Don'tfallforhim"thatcomesoutasawarning.

"Fallforwho?"



"Myson"shestates.

Thiswomanclearlycameheretomakemelaugh

untilmystomachhurtsfrommybellybuttonandI

turnintoatinyinsect."WhatmakesyouthinkI'dfall

inlovewithsomeonewhocannotmakefriendsat

twentyfour?"

"He'sattractiveandcharming"

"AndyoujustautomaticallyassumedthatI'dfallfor

himbecauseheischarming?"

Shesmiles,"yesandyouarenotbecominghis

friendsbecausehecannotmakefriends.Hehas

plentybutIthinkyoucanhelphim"

"Withwhat?"



"AftermakingupyourmindyouwillknowandIam

serious.Youdon'twanttogethurtsodon'tfallfor

him"shegivesmeasphinxlikesmileplacingher

businesscardonthetableandleaves.Iambaffled

andcuriousatthesametime.

Iamnotasuperherothatsavespeople.

KhetheloandOnalennawalksbackintothehouse

eyeballingmeandanxious,thesqueezeme

inbetweenthebothofthem."Whatdidmyboss

wantfromyou?"Onalennaasks,shehastakenoff

herweaveandshowingheroldcornrows,Ilove

themwhenthey'relookinglikethis.Herfakelashes

arelongasalwayswithanaturalmakeup.

Itakeadeepbreath,"shewantstogivemeajob"

"What?Soshewantstofireme?"Onalennapanics.



"Whatno!Shedoesn'twanttofireyou"

"Whatkindofajobisthis?"Khethelo

"Morelikepersonalassistbutoutofworkplaceand

thepayisgood"

"Youaretakingitright?"Khethelo

"Idon'tknow"Theybothgivemeunreadable

expressioncausingmetofrown,"what?"

"Youarebeingofferedajobandyoudon'tknowif

youaregoingtotakeit?Youwanttobeyour

brotherandyourmother'sresponsibilityuntil

when?"



"Theynevercomplained"Iscowl.

"Ofcoursetheywon'tcomplain.Lookweareyour

friendsandIamnotgoingtositdownandwatch

youruinyourlifeanymore.Idecidedtoletyoube

butnowyouaregettingoutofhand.Nomore

parties.Nomorealcohol.You'lltakethatjoband

makeyourmotherproudforonceinyourlife

Kwandamaketherightdecision"Khethelosays

shoutingthenshegetsupfromthesofaleavingthe

room.

"Andthen?"IlookatOnalenna.

"Khetheloisright"sheresponds.

"Nawe"

"Wearebeinghonestwithyou.Wearebeingyour



friends"

"Whendidyouguysbecomeabore?"Ilookather

andsheshakesherheadthenleavestheroom

followingafterKhethelo.

Isitherealonewiththewallsstaringatme,waiting

formetosaysomethingbutIstarebackthenlook

attheemptybottleofwine,curlingmyselfonthe

sofaandflutteringmyeyesclosedsoIcouldswift

throughmythoughts.

Atwentytwoyearoldgirlwhodoesn'tbelievein

fate.Notdestiny.Ordreamsthatwillevercometrue

andthelogicalbehindunconditionallove,sounds

clichetome.Ihavenosenseofdirectionwithbeing

oneofthosepeoplewhowakesupearlyinthe

morningtotakeashowerinahurrytowearan

outfitthatlooksimmaculate.Havebreakfastina

cartomakesureIdonotmissanyofmymeetings

oreithersitbehindawoodendeskwithabeautiful



interiordesigninmyofficeandperfectview,notmy

ordeallife.

Ijustwanttobeacreatorandacreative.Maybebe

atelevisionwriter,producer,directorandanactor.

SharetheworldfromhowIseeit,thebitternessof

lifeandsweetnessofit.Differentexperiencesand

hardships.Beingawoman.Beingablackwoman.

Beingaman.Beingamother.Beingafather.Being

aboy.Beingagirl.Beinggay.Beingdifferent.Being

unaccepted.Beingyou,meandus.

Iallowthewordsthathavebeenspattomyface

sinksintoeverycornerofmybrain,slowlybut

surelyandtheystartinvadingme.

DoIreallywanttobemymotherandbrother's

responsibilityfortherestofmylife?Notreally.ButI

wanttomakemymotherproud.Iwouldlovetosee

thatsmileonherfaceshehadafterIgraduated

withaBachelorofArts.Thewarmthofherarms



andlisteningtoherbragtomyneighboursthatone

dayI'llbeworkingwithConnieFerguson,Lelethi

KhumaloandDumaNdlovu,shedreams.

Igetupfromthecouchalmoststumbling,the

alcoholisalreadyinmybloodstream.Ichangeinto

somethingmorecomfortable.Rememberhow

Aaliyahusedtodressup?Baggypantsandcrops

tops,lookinglikeabeautifulboyatthesametime

lookinglikeamindblowinggirl.That'showIam

lookingrightnowintheseblackbaggypants,black

sportbraandwhitecroptop.Thetattooattheside

ofmybreastwritteninitalicsisshowing.Istart

packing.Ineedtomakeupmymindwithregardsto

thisjobIhavebeenoffered.

"Areyougoingsomewhere?"Onalennasays

standingbymydoorwithapacketofchipsand

watchingmepackmybackpack.

"Ngidukanezwe"



"Don'tjokelikethat"

Ichuckleandshovingmyclothesinaleatherbag,"I

amgoinghome"Izipupmybagswingingitover

myshoulders.

"Icandriveyou"

"Icantakecareofmyself"

Shestudiesmeforawhile,"sincewhen?"

"Idon'thavetimeforthis.Iamgoinghome"my

voiceistight.

"Don'tbeingpigheaded.Iwilldriveyou"



"AndIsaidno.Canyouguysjustgivemeadamn

breakhaibo!"Ithrowmyhandsintheairand

walkingout.
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"Muchneeded

Tookmuchneededbreak

Andstillcan'tseemtofeelreplenished

Mythoughtsandachingheartstill

Heavyfromtheliesandembellished

Astruth

Venomouslytrainedtobethesleuthoftheyouth

Robotictopain

Itookmuchneededbreak

Andstillcan'tseemtoshake

Thisisreallifenightmaredisguisedasadream"



Iambeingpulledbyamaninblackshortsshowing

hisashyyettonedlegsandhisfeetlookscrusty,

"sheshababygirlotherwiseyouwon'tfindanother

taxitoeNtuzuma"hesayssmellinglikecannabis

andarmpits.Iamnotinamoodtofightwithhim

aboutthewayheispullingmyhand.

Igetinataxithatisalmostfullsittingbythe

windowandplacingmybagonmythighsand

pressingmyheadagainstthewindow.Peopleare

packingtheirstuffsinbigredandwhitebags.An

oldwomanhasherpotsontopofherheadwhilea

youngmanishelpingherwithotherbags,seems

likeshewassellingfoodthewholeday.Icanhear

whistles,hoots,screamsandloudlaughter.Thetaxi

behindusisplayingmaskandiandtheonenextto

usisplayingamapiano.

Afterfewminutesthetaxiisfullandayoung

lookingtaxidrivergetsbehindthewheelandwe

startmoving.Wespeedupquietlyandlisteningto



ourdriverandhisconductortalkingabouttheir

bosswhopointedgunsatthemlastnightinthe

middleoftheroad.Theydon'tsoundtraumatisedat

allinsteadtheyarelaughingaboutalmostdying

andbeingsavedbytheirboss'wife.Iambrooding

staringoutofthewindowlisteningtothesetwo

menbeneaththeintermittentlightofthepassing

streetlight.

"Kodwaminabengekengifebafo,bengeke"The

drivesaysguaranteedhewasn'tgoingtodieifhe

wasshot.Hekeepshittingthesteeringand

glancingathisfriendwhohasasmirkonhis

swollenlips."Mina?Ngeke"hecontinuessaying.

Thewomannexttomeseemstohavesame

interestinthisstory.Webothlookateachotherand

chuckleshakingourheads.Myscalpprickleswhen

hementionssomeonewasshotleavingme

wonderingiftheydiedoralmostdiedbutsadlyI

cannotfindoutsinceIamgettingoffalready.



"Umuhlewena"saystheconductorholdingthe

slidingdoorformewhileIgetoffandflickingmy

dreadlocksatthesametime.

"Didthatpersondie?"Icannotholdmyself.

Helooksatmeandlaughsincludingthedriverwho

Icannotseeclearlybecauseheiswearing

sunglassesatnight."Nohedidn'tmuhleza"Ididn't

knowIwasholdingmybreathuntilnowand

everyoneelseinthetaxibeforetheyeruptwith

laughterandwavingtheirhandsatmebidding

farewell.Thatwasaninterestingtrip.

Icanfeelthechangingofatmosphere.WhereIam

stayinginKloof,atthistimepeopleareindoors,

seatedinfrontoftheirtelevisionscreensandhere

everyonecomesoutatnightlikewolves.There's

differentmusic,comingfromdifferenthouses.The

kidsarestillrunninginthestreetsandlaughing.

Growingupelokshiniyoutrulyenjoyyourchildhood,



nodoubt.

"Kwanda"mymothersaysthemomentsheseesme

walkingthroughthedoorandclosingitbehind.She

isseatedinthelivingroomandstylingher

dreadlockswhileheririsarefocusedonthe

televisionscreen,"comeandsithereprincess"she

patsthebeigemodernsofathatsitsontopofa

texturedarearugthatcomplementsthetextureand

coloursofthemarblefeaturedwallsinourhome.

Mybrotherwantedmomtomoveintoasuburban

neighbourhoodbutsheneveragreedtotheideaso

heturnedourhomeintomymother'sdreamhouse,

nothingextravagantandextraordinaryjustasimple

sixroomedhousewithagarageandbeautiful

interiordesign.

Iputmybagonthefloortothrowmyselfinher

armsandshewelcomesmewarmlythenshecups

myfacepushingbackmydreadlocksandshehas



myfavouritesmile."Whyareyoucrying?"There's

anundercurrentofaffectioninherwords,theway

hervoicegrowssofterandhereyescrinklethenshe

hugsmeonceagainhard.AndIcannothelpbut

smileatherboundlessenthusiasm.

"Kayisetoldmeyourhusbandwashere"

"Isthatwhyyou'recrying?"Idon'tknow,Ihavebeen

upsetsincehewalkedawaywithoutlookingback.

EverythingseemedtoslowdownasIlookedathim.

Eventheairfeltthicker,makingbreathinga

labouredthingthenmyfriendrantowardsme

disturbingmysubconscious.Onourwayback

homeshekepthoveringme.Wantingtoknowwho

wasthestrangersinceshedidnotseehisfaceand

onlyarrivedwhenwewerejuststaringineach

other'seyeswithbeautifulsmilesandintroducing

ourselves.

Idrawasearingbreath,"didyougobacktohim?"



"YourfatherandIarenotenemiesKwanda.We

oncesharedlove.Wesharedourlivestogetherfor

somanyyears.Yeshemademistakesbecausehe's

human.Areyouperfect?"I'dlovetothinkIam.

"Thisisnotaboutme"

"Ofcourseitis.Whileyourfatherisworkingon

himselfyouareherebitterandangry.Youare

destroyingyourselfwhilehe'sbecomingthebetter

versionofhimself"Imight'vemadeamistakeby

goingtochurchbecausesuddenlyeveryonefeelsa

needtopreachtome.

"Ijustdon'tunderstandwhyyouforgavehimthat

easy"

"Tosetmyselffree"



Ilookatherandshesmilesmakingmeshakemy

head,"doyoustilllovehim?"Isearchforhereyes

andshefacesherbodytowardsme,herhands

restingonminesthenherlipsspreadsintoasmile,I

wasnotawarethatmineshasalsobeenmurdering

me.

"Whatwouldyoudoifyousharedsomethingwith

someoneforyears.Almostyourlifewithnothing

butbeautifulchemistryandbeautifulmoments.The

smiles,laughter,touchandeyecontactthenone

morningtheywakeupcompletelyforgottenabout

you?"

"I'ddrinkalcohol"

Shelaughs,"Kwandabehonestwithyourselfonce"

Ilookatherthendropmyeyestomyhands,"I'dbe



extremelyhurt"Itellherhonestly.

"Exactly.I'dbehurttooifIcouldwakeupone

morningandallthememoriesofyourfatherhave

beenflushed.Iwillalwayslovehimasthefatherof

mychildrenandsomeoneIhavesharedmylife

with"shesmiles.

"Youhaveforgivenhimforleavingus?"

"Nokwandaonedayyouwillunderstandhoweasyit

istoforgivesomeoneyoulove.Iwasneverangryat

him.SetyourselffreeNkosazana"shepauses"Do

youwantustogooutandeat?Youdidn'tjoinusfor

dinner"shesaysafterthecomfortablesilence,that

doesn'tsoundbad.

"Kayisetoldmeyou'vestartedyouryogaclasses"



"Yes,mybossfoundaplaceformeinUmhlanga

andwellthingsaregoingwellsoshedecidedtolet

mego"shebeams.

"Letyougo?"

"Iwon'tbeworkingforheranymore.Butsheisvery

supportiveandIhadtohelpherfindsomeonenew.

It'sraretofindablackwomansosuccessfuland

kind"

"Youwerenotworkingforwhitepeople?"

"Ifyoumetherthenyouwouldhaveknown"she

admonishessoftly"Iwasworkingforablack

womanandherhusbanddiedlastyear.Theyhave

twobeautifulsonstogetherbutherlastbornmoved

toJohannesburgafterhealmostdiedinacar

accidentwithhisfather.Welltheirrelationshipison

theedgeofthesword"



"Why?"

"Heblameshismotherforthedeathofhisfather.I

heardhewascomingbackthough"sheshrugs

"Enough.Let'sgo,whereyouwanttoeat?"shesays

gettingup.

"Anywhereisfinewithme"

"Asambeni"

Mymotherslidebehindthewheelofhersilver

Hynduaithatherbossboughtforherengagingthe

engine.VeryfunnyhowIautomaticallyassumed

shewasworkingforpeoplefromtheotherrace.I

meanthefamilyshewasworkingfor,fromwhat

shetoldmeisverysuccessful,theytreatedherlike

familyandshewasneverallowedtowearthe

purpleuniformbutshewearsherclothesinstead.



Wesitattherestaurantlookingatmymotherwhois

glowingandlookingratherhappy.Thetensenessof

hershouldersislonggone.Thesmileisgenuine

andhereyeshavelightenedbeautifully.

"I'mgoingtothebathroom,don'tmissme"sheget

upfromherchairkissingmycheekthenshe

disappearsaroundtherestaurant.Icontinueeating

frommyplateandthemomentIlookoutsidethe

windowIseehim,Iblinkasaresidualhumofheat

flashesthroughmymemory.Iamimmobileasa

statuenowandIcanhearmyownbreath

scissoringaudiblythroughmytightthroatwhilemy

heartthumbssohardonmychest.

Igetupfrommychairwalkingoutoftherestaurant

tocatchupwithhimashewalksfastcarrying

expensiveshoppingbagsinhishands."Mongezi!!"I

shoutontopofmylungs,echoingtheentiremall

andsomepeopleareweirdlylookingatmewalking



fastandshouting,"Mongezi!"finallyhestops.My

femalehormonesmustbesummersaulting.My

kneesgetunsteadyatathowheturnedtolook

towardsmydirection.Heisdressedinblackdenim

jeans,blackteewithKurtCobainprintedonitand

chunkysoleChelseabootswithanelasticatedside

panel.Heisdamnablyattractive.

"Hey"Ismileandwavingmyhand.

"Hey"hepauses"Doweknoweachother?"The

harshundertone,appraisesmyunfamiliar

appearancewithafrownofincomprehension.

Ilookathimandwincing,"Ishouldhaveknownyou

areapieceofshit"

Hewandershiseyesovermines,"Thankyou"a

sensualsmilecurvesintoarakishgrinmakinghis

harshfeaturessoft.



"Thankme?"

"ForassumingthatIampieceofshit"hisdeep

voicerumblesupmyspine."Areyousureyouare

notmistakingmeforsomeoneelse?"Hiseyes

crinkleswithamusement,"Ormaybewehavemet

but..."Hepausesasifhewasabouttotellme

somethingIshouldn'tknow.

"Butwhat?"

Hestaresatme.Ihavenoideawhatheisthinking

andhiseyestwinklingwithmischief.Hesteps

withinmyspacedrawnintomeasafreezingman

luredwithwarmth.Iamawareofwildweirdlittle

tremorsrunningdownmyspine.Awareofthe

flutteringinmystomach,thethousandofbugs

inside.Istruggletodrawinairasmybodystirs

respondingtotheslumberous,sensualprovocation



shinninginhisdarkeyes.Wearestandinginthe

middleofthemallandsomepeoplepassingbyare

watchingusfrowningandsomegrinning.Hismood

haschanged,hisnostrilsflaring."You'rebeautiful"

"Fuckyou!"

"Iwouldloveto"

"Nokwanda!"IhearmymothercallsandIlook

towardsherbeforelookingathimonemoretime.I

trywalkingawaybutheseizesmebymyarm

causingacollisiononhischest.Hedoesn'tdo

anythingjusttuggingthestrandsofmydreadlocks

behindmyearandwinksthenhewalksaway,same

wayashedidlasttime.

Keepwalking,JohnnyWalker



Mymotherwalkstowardsme,"HaiboNokwanda,

whatisthis?Whowasthatboy?"

"Noone.Canweleave"Tearsaresuddenly

threateningandburningmyeyeballs.Idreamt

abouthim.Iwasthinkingabouthiminmy

boyfriend'spresenceandhedoesn'trememberme?

"WhowasthatboyNokwanda?"

"Noonema,asambe"

"WhathappenedtoSambulo?"

"Webrokeup"Ilie.

"Youguysbrokeup?"



"No.Imean.Wewillbreakup"

"Becauseofthatboy?"

"Angazi.Ngicelasambe"shelooksatmethen

shakesherheadindisapproval.Iamseethingthe

entiredistancetothecarparkingandmumbling

cursesundermybreathasrageandfrustration

mounts.

Heisanepitomeofanywoman'sfantasy.The

sexinessinhislooks,hisbody,thewayhewalks

andtalkorjustplainstaresatyou.Heismost

definitelythemostgorgeousmanofhistoneIhave

evercomeacross.

Hedoesn'trememberme?

"Areyoutryingtokillmycar?"Mymothercreases



hereyebrowwhenIbangherdoor.

Hedoesn'trememberme.
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"Everythingtakestime

Eventhethingsthatmayseemeasy

Weruneverydaybutonceuponatime

Wecouldonlycrawl

Perspective

Remembertofallinlovewiththeprocessoryou'll

watchtimepassyouby"

Thescenekeptrepeatingoverandoveragaininmy

mindanddidmuchchurnupanimositiesfromthe

darkestpitofhell.Thewayheturnedaroundwitha

frownlookingatmelikeastranger,anunfamiliar

painknifedintome.Thefeelingwasviciousand



ferociousenoughtocarveupmyinsidecausingme

toshiverasthethoughtcrossedmymind.Ihave

beensadforalmostthreedays,ridiculousisn'tit?

ImeanIdon'tevenknowthispersonforheaven

sakeandthisjustmakesmeincandescentwith

rage.Mybraintangles.Ihavebeencurledupon

thisbedsincethatnightandlisteningtothatsong

wedancedtoo.Mymotherknocksonmyroom

everydayshoutingthatIshouldcomeout,Iam

beingtreatedlikeafragileadolescent.Shekeeps

askingwhowasthatguysinceshedidn'tclearly

seehisfacefromthedistance.

Iamdoneactinglikeatoddlerwhohaslostherrag

doll.IamsureIwillnevermeethimagainandIwill

continuedatingmyhandsomelywalkingbibleand

competewithworshippers--that'swhatIamgoing

todoandI'llalsotakethejoboffer.Ihavethought

aboutitbutIwillalsohavemytermsandconditions.



MymotherboreshereyesatmethemomentIwalk

intotheroomasshemixesherdough,"Youare

donesulking?"sheasksme.

"Iwasnotsulking"

Shelooksatmeandtakingtheblacktrayshovingit

insidetheoventhenturnstome,"Wehavepeople

comingoverforsomethingsmallandyourfatheris

coming"sheannounces.Thekitchenhas

sophisticatedmarblefloortilesshowcasingthesoft

beige.Aslattedwoodenwallthatmakesapartial

dividedbetweentheloungeandthelivingroomand

itprovidesaneffectivevisualstop.Thewooden

legsofthekitchenbarstoolstieinwiththelookof

slenderlightslats.Whiteglassorbsintheunique

kitchenpendantlightsmatchthesheenofwhite

marble."YouheardwhatIsaid"mymothersays.

"IheardIjustchoosetoignoreyou"



"Ihavenevermetanyoneasstubbornasyour

father.YouaresostubbornKwanda"assoonas

shefinisheshersentencewearedisturbedbya

knockonthedoor.Wefaceeachother.Icanfeel

myheartbeatinginmypalms,mythroatandmy

chest.Idon'trememberthelasttimeIsawhim,I

amnotreadytoseehim."Goandgetthedoor"my

motherinstructsandallIdoisshakingmyhead,my

speechistemporarilyparalysed.

Shelooksatmedefeatedandwalkingtogetthe

doorinthelivingroom.SuddenlyIhearhisvoice

resonateastheybothlaughatsomethingwithmy

mother.Igetupfromthechairwalkingtotheliving

room,thewidenedcheeksimmediatelyfallsandthe

moodbecomesintense."Nokwanda..."Hesays,

lookingdifferentfromwhatIexpectedhimtobe.I

thoughthe'llbedownandoutwithoneeyehelost

atthetavernandsomeonesteppedonitandbroken

jaws.Helookslikethemanwhousedtoswingme

aroundandlistentometalkingabouttheboyfrom



downtheroadthatIwasgoingtomarryandhave

twokidswith.

"Sawubona"IamsurprisedIhaven'tmurderedhim,

rememberinghimpackinghisbagswhilemy

motherwasbegginghimwithherbodyshivering

andherlips.PullinghimbyhishandasIcried

screamingbaba.Kayisestoodfromthedistance

watchingeverythingandneversaidnothing.He

neverspeaks.Youwillneverknowwhatgoes

throughhismindandhowhetrulyfeels.

"You'vegrownsomuch,youarebeautiful.Iamso

happytoseeyou"hesmilesshowingallofhisteeth

eventherottenones.

Ilookatmymother,"Iwillbeinmyroom"I

announceandshelooksatmewithanunreadable

facialexpression.Whatshethoughts?Iwasgoing

tojumpinthisman'sarmsandcelebratethatheis

back.ThisisnotaTylerPerrymovie.



BeforeIcaneventurnmakingmywaytomyroom

anotherknockdisturbstheeeriesilencewheezing

intheairandthistimeit'smybrotherfollowedby

myuncleandtheyarecarryingshoppingbags.

"Nokwanda!"Myunclesaysinhishighpitchvoice,

wearinghisblackpants,whiteshirtandhighheel

shoes.Weshareahugbeforehetakesmyhand

andweheadtothekitchenhelpingmymother

preparingthefood.Wehavemusicplayingloudly

onoursoundsystemandouryardisfull.Weare

celebratingmymother.Themeatisburningoutside

andmyuncleisshovingalcoholdownmythroats,

hisnameisThokazani.Weareliketongueand

saliva.

Theyareloudvoicescomingfromoutside,people

tryingtoholdaconversationontopoftheloud

playingmusic."Lelethididn'tyousayyourbossis

coming?"Thokazaniasksmymotherwhois

sashayingherbodyaroundthekitchen.



Mymotherbeams,"sheisonherwaywithhersons"

sheannounces,lookingratherelated.Ihavebeen

ignoringherhusbandinallanglessincehegothere,

atleastIamcomposingmyselfandnotruiningthis

dayformymother.Iwasnotevenawareabout.

Thokazaniforcedmetochangeandwear

somethingnicerthanthedullbaggyclothesIwas

wearingandthenhedidmymakeup,Icannot

recognisemyselfinthissatinredwineminidress.

Thehouseissuddenlybuzzingandmybrotherhas

lockedthegatebecauseofouruninvited

neighbourswhoshoutedwhentheywerewalking

pastthestreetsthattheyarecoming.Onalennaand

Khethelojustarrived,andhelpingaroundasweset

upthetableintoamixmatchchairsetthemeover

thewoodentablewithflowersandwehavedraped

twinklelights.

Everyoneisnowoutsideandseatedoncampchairs



sharingloudlaughter.Iamgladmyfriendsarehere

theyhavemanagedtokeepmeontheleashsoIdo

noteruptlikeavolcanoandburnthemanwhois

drinkingtropicalfruitjuicesincehenolonger

consumesalcohol.Thisisnotthemanwhoraised

me.Heisnowpaintinghimselfasthisperfect

humanwhofoughteveryonewhenJesuswasbeing

beaten."Kayiseopenthegate!"Ihearmymother

shoutingthenshegetsupwalkingout.Iam

thinkingtogetherbosssinceIjustheardacar

parkingoutside.Wellshecannotdrivethrough

becauseoutyardissmall,soallthecarsare

parkingoutside.

MyphoneinterruptsmeandSambulo'sname

flashesonthescreencausingmyfriendsto

dramaticallyrolltheireyes.Ilaughloudlyand

walkinginsidethehouse."Baby"hesaysthe

momentIanswerhiscall.

"Sambulo"



"YourmotherinvitedmebutIcannotcomeover

sincewehaveameetinghereatchurchbutifI

finishearlythenI'llcome"hetellsme.

"Noproblem"

"Okay.Ngiyakuthanda"

"Iloveyoutoo"IsayandIcanalmosthearhissmile

overthephonebeforeheimmediatelyhangsupand

Itakeadeepbreath,returningback.

IamshockedseeingMihlalilookinggorgeousand

curvaceousinherredmaxidresswithanopenback

andhugeglassesthatcoversalmostherface,

huggingmymotherwhoisleadinghertowhatis

herdesignatedchair."Kwandacomehere"my

motherwavesherhand.Icomposemyselfandmy

motherwrapsherhandaroundmywaist,"sothisis



mydaughter,finallyyoumeether"mymother

beams.

"Wehavemetbefore"Ibluntlysayandnottearing

mygazeatMihlaliwithmyhandsagainstmychest.

"Met?"Mymotherraiseshereyebrow.

"Iapproachedher,somethingaboutbusiness"

Mihlalisayslookingatmewithanundeniably

beautifulandshowingherwhiteteethsmile.

Mymotherdartshereyesbetweenus,"Ihopeyou

willtakethatopportunitywithbothhandsKwanda"

mymothersays,almostlikesheisreprimanding

mewhileIamstilltryingtomakesenseof

everything."Whereareyoursons?"Mymotherasks.

"TheyweredrivingbehindmeandIamsurethey'll



behereanyminute"Mihlaliresponds.

"GreatletmecheckthesepeopleandI'llbeback"

mymotherpatsmyshoulderandthenwalksaway.

Ilookaroundbeforeloweringmytone,"you

approachedmebecausemymotherworkedfor

you?"Iaskher.

"That'snotthemainreason"

Ilaugh.Ineedtostoplaughinginseriousmoments

likethisonebutthiswomanrightheretakesthe

cupatmakingmelaugh."Whatwasthereason

then?"

"WhenIsawyou..."Wearedisturbedwhenthegate

isopenedandIdon'tknowwhyIglanceup,maybeI

catchaslightmovementfromthecornerofmyeye,



Idon'tknowbutwhenIdo,he'sstandingwithmy

brotherwatchingmeintently.Heiswearingdark

denimjeansandawhiteplainroundneckT-shirt

withdoublefacedbikerjacketthathasfauxfur

collar.Hisintrusionintomylifemakesmequite

sickinglyfaintandIquicklyrecoverfrommystupor,

fromthrobbingshockathispresence.Iamfrozen.I

openmymouthandcloseitagain,twicenow

lookingatMihlaliwhojustsippedfromthebottleof

cider.

"Yourson?"Iaskher,allbreathlessly.

"Myson"shesmiles.Ilooktowardshimagainand

hiseyesarestillfixedonmemirroringsomethingI

cannotread.

"Why?"

"Isawthewayyouguysdanced.Hewashimself



again"

"Iamnottakingthisjobthankyou"

"Kwandathinkaboutit"

"Yoursonisapieceofshit"Isaythroughmyteeth.

Shetakesadeepbreath,"Afterthiswegoingto

revisitthisconversationbuttrustmewhenIsayhe

isnotwhatyouthinkheis"Obviouslyshewill

defendherson.

"Fine!"Ithrowmyhandsbackandreturningbackto

myfriends.Iamseatedonthechairwithmylegs

crossedandlookingtowardshimuntilmyeyeballs

aches.Severalinchesseparatingus.I'dfeelbetterif

wewereatleastafoot.Istudyhim.Heisstanding

nexttowhatIthinkishisbrotherwhoismuch



darkerthanhim.

IdistractmyselflisteningtoThokazaniand

Onalennaratingthemenintheyardandlaughing

loudly.Icasthimalookonlytofindhimstudying

meandhesmilesatmebeforewinking.Myknees

areshakyandmyheartinmymouththumpinga

dramaticunevenbeatandflushingscarlet.

"Thatboyiscute.Ifeellikezagazagaringhim"

ThokazanisaysusinghiseyestopointatMongezi.

Ithrowhimthemostdiabolicallook."Haibo,doyou

likehim?"Heasksme.

Onalennalookscloselytowardstheirdirectionthan

snapsherfingers."Thisishim.Theguyyouwere

dancingwith.Damnhelooksfine"Theyallagree

"Hisbrothercanhavemeinthebackyard"she

continues.



"IsaySambulohasatoughcompetition"Khethelo

says.

"Nohedoesn't"Idefend.

"Whereishe?"Onalenna

"Atachurchmeeting"

Thokazaniyawns,"Amen"theyeruptwithlaughter

andclappingeachother'shands.

"Don'ttalkaboutSambulolikethat"

"Heislookingatyou"Khethelo

"Who?"IpretendlikeIdon'tknowwhoisshetalking

about.IfIlooktowardshisdirectionagainImight



becomeastatueonthischair.

"Lunchisready"Mymotherannounces.Weall

standandfollowingbehindbutsomeoneclutches

myelbowbringingmetoanabrupthalt.

"Canwetalk?"Histonesoft.

"No"

"Whynot?"

"BecauseIdon'twanttotalktoyou"

"Iwannaexplain"

"AndIamsayingno"



"Whyyou'rebeinghardheaded?"

"Nowyourememberme?"

"That'swhatIwanttotalkabout"

"No!"

Henarrowshiseyesandreleasingmyhand."We

willtalklater"thatsoundedlikeacommandbutit

cameasawhisperandIglareathimbeforewalking

away.Wetakeourplacesandheisseatedopposite

meandhecloseshiseyesbriefly.

Thefoodonthetablelooksmouthwateringand

smellsdelicious.Andinspiteofthefactthatmy

stomachischurningfromthemanseatedopposite

me,Iamstarving.Mymotherstartstalkingabout



meandmybrotheronthetablemakingmeacentre

ofattentionbutThokazanicomesintotherescue

whenheseesIamuncomfortable.Mymindis

workingfuriously,whatisthatMihlaliwantstotell

meabouthissonandwhatdoeshersonwantfrom

me?

"Tellusaboutyouryogaclasses"MihlalisaysandI

amgratefulsincethisdistractsmythoughts.

Oureyesmeetandnotevenoncehetearsthegaze

awayinsteadheleansbackonhischairwithhis

handpressingoverhischinalmostcoveringhis

mouth.Whilehisrighthandhasatattoowritten

something,hislefthandasanoutstretchedeagle.

Mymindissuddenlyparalyzedapprehension.

Ilookawayandlistentoeveryoneexchanging

wordsonthetable.WhyIcannotkeepmyeyesoff

him.HehasahintofasmileonhislipsandIam

feelinggiddyandItingleallover.



Whenwefinisheatingandhavingalong

conversationthemusicisbroughtback.His

brother'snameisBongeziwe.Everyoneisnow

drinkingIamalmosthalfdrunkfromallthewineI

havebeenconsuming,twomoreglassesIama

gonegirl.

OnalennaandKhethelodecidesweshouldgotomy

roomandsitthere.Sowemakeourwaytomyroom

withouralcoholandcontinuewiththedrinking

lockedinthisroomandplayingourownmusic.

Youknowwhat!

IamgoingtotellhimonhisfacethatIdon'tlikehim

andIhaven'tbeenthinkingabouthimandtotop

thatoffIhaveaboyfriend--thatiswhatIamgoing

todo.



"Whereareyougoing?"

"Iamcomingback"Iwalkout.Ilookaroundtofind

himstandingasidealoneonhisphone.Iapproach

himconfidently.ButthemomentIstandinfrontof

himmybreathcomesfastandpanicseizesme.My

mindisreelingfortherightwords,Iamnotweak.

"Youwantedtotalk"

"Nothere"Hegazesdownatmecoolasa

cucumber.

"Iwanttotalkhere"Ihissacidly.

Hismouthtwistandhiseyesfrost,"AndIamsaying

nothere.Iamtheonewhowantedtotalkandnot

you"hesays,hisvoicesoftwithundertoneof

somethingfarmoremenacing.



Ifoldmyarms,myangerspikes,"Don'ttalktome

like.Youhavenorighttotalktomelikethat.And

stopwhatyou'redoingMongezi"

"Whatareyoutalkingabout?"

"Youareconfusingme!"

Heblinksatme,surprisedbymyoutburst"Ihavea

boyfriendsowhatevershityouaredoingtome

beforeyousleepatnight,stopit"mystomach

heavensfeelinganurgetothrowupandalmostfall

tryingtorunbutItrip.Hetugshishandthathe's

holdinghardthatIdonotfallagainsthim.Ifallin

hisarmsandhe'sholdingmetightlyagainsthis

chest.Iinhalehiscleanscent.It'sintoxicating.He

hashisarmaroundmeandclaspingmetohim

whilethefingersofhisotherhandsoftlytrancesmy

face,gentlyprobing,examiningme.Iamnot



breathing.Iamsquirming.Iamdrowninginhis

scent.

Thenheholdshisfingersup,"Howmanyfingersdo

Ihaveup?"

"September"

"You'redrunk"

"I'mjokingImeantFriday"Ilaugh.

.

SeeyouguysonMonday.

[01/24,07:22] :8.



"ConnectionvsAttachment

Therootsonmytreegivesmetrunkpower

Itholdsfirmlyinsoil

Reachingforbranchesthatholdsmyleavessteady

Butsometimeskitesgetstuckmybranchesand

theypullliketangledhair

Petspeefreely

I'mcarvedforpleasureandcutinmeasures

Theyforget

Ormaybetheyneverknew

Thepowerofmyessence

Somypowerismystance

Whilesomanydon'tunderstand

Thepowerofmyessence

Takeasecondtolookatme

Orgiveme"



Iwokeuptomyannoyinglyvibratingphoneandmy

brainfeltshatteredagainstmyhead.Iscreamed

andwhimperedgentlypullingawayfromthearms

thatwerewrappedaroundmewhombelongedto

Khethelo.Thememoriesfromlastnightcame

runninglikeanOlympianeyeingagoldenmedal.

MysalivatastedbitterandIcussedmyselfunder

mybreathbeforegettingoffthebed.

Idrivethroughthegateandmymother'scarthat

sheborrowedmesuddenlylookslikeatoywhilemy

eyeswanderaroundthecontemporaryglassbox

houseseatedonthesteepslopesurroundedby

beautifultreesyoucanseefromeveryangle.The

homeboastsofenormousglasswindowsthat

overlooksnaturefromthroughouttheentirehome.

ThecallIreceivedthismorningwascomingfrom

Mihlaliwhosentmeherlocationsincelastnightwe

endedupnotrevisitingtheconversationaswewere

supposedto.Ihopeheisnotthere.Ipray.Iwonder



whathethinksofmesincemyeyesjustshut

completely.Idon'tknowifIfellasleepbecauseof

thewarmthofhisarmsandhisfreshfragrancethat

combinesaromatic,fruityandwoody.Maybeitwas

hislaughter.OrIfainted.

Igetoffthecarandclosingthedoorbehind.Ihave

lostmycapacitytospeakwanderingmyeyes

aroundtheyardbeforewalkingupthestaircasesto

thedoorandknocking.

Theelderlywomanwhoappearsfrombehindgives

meablazingtrailfrommywhitesneakerstomy

crotchetskirtincolourblack,red,yellowandgreen

andamatchingcrotchetcroptopthatgoesaround

myneck."Comein"Iguessshewasexpectingme,

thisoneshouldbefiredsinceshedoesn'tknow

howtowelcomeguests.Nosmile.Nothing,sheis

justcold.

Igaspatthelightandairymodernlivingroom,



brimmingwithelegantcharmandthemixof

concrete,leatherandwoodgivesoffaserenevibe.

Thereisanuniquefloorlampandfirewoodis

openlydisplayedtocreateafloorlevelworkofart.

Thelowtothegroundsetuplendsthe

contemporarywhitechairsanopportunitytopopin

thismodernmeetsrusticlivingroomandthenthe

lightbrownchairsnotonlycontrastincolour,but

materialaswellwiththeirleatherupholstery.

Itakeasituncomfortablyandlookingattheopen--

conceptdinningroomgracedwithtableandchairs

thatcontrastsbeautifullyagainstthepalefloors

withtheirdark,richtones.Thediningpendantlights

looksstunningandfiercepairedwiththissimple

dinningroomtable.

Myheartleapsintomymouthwhenheappears

behindthedoorandstrollsin.Itakeadeepbreath

andclosemyeyesbeforeflutteringthemopenand

theymeethis.He'sstaringatme,deepdarkeyes



andastheusualIhavenoideawhatisthinking.He

hideshisthoughtsandfeelingssowell.Heisinall

blackwithfauxsuedebikerjacketandflat

embossedanimalprintankleboots.

"Sawubona"hisvoiceiskittensoftbutdeep,

smirkingashestrollclosertome.Thenhehalts

infrontofme,Iamsearedbyhisintensity.Hegazes

down,wideunreadableeyesburningintomines.I

canfeelthescorchingheatasmykneestouches

hislegs.

"Sawubona"Iwhisper.Mymouthgoesdrierstilland

myheartpoundinginmychest.

"Howareyoufeeling?"Heaskssilkily.

Iswallow,Icannottearmygazeaway"Iamokay"I

respondfeelingbreathlessly.



"Headache?"Hecockshisheadtoonesideand

regardsmeintently.IreallyfinditannoyinghowI

amhavingahardtimetoutterwordsoreveninhale

yethelookssocalmandcollected.

"No"

"Aboutlastnight?"Hisvoiceissoft.

Iblinkrapidly,myeyelidsmatchingmyheartrate,"I

thinkweshouldkeepadistance"Imurmur

increasinglyembarrassedandflustered.

"Distance?"

"Distance"Irepeat.

Henodshisheadandtwistinghislipsintoascowl



turningonhisheelsandIgetachancetobreathe

withmyeyesclosedbutwhenIopenthemIalmost

crawloutofmyskinfindinghimseatedonthe

whitechairgracefullyoppositeme.Onehand

relaxedinhislapandtheothercuppinghischinand

trailinghislongindexfingerdecoratedwithamoon

andsunacrosshislipleavingmewonderinghow

manytattoosdoeshehavesinceIhaveonlyseen

theoneonhishands.Ithinkheistryingto

suppresshissmile."Ithoughtyouwereleaving"I

stutter.

"YouaskedfordistanceandIgaveyouthat"

What?

"Imeantstayawayfromme"

"Whatyou'reaskingmeishard"



Ichucklesardonically,"Yetyoueasilyforgotten

aboutme?"

Hestraightensandgazesintentlyatmeoncemore,

"Didthathurtyou?"

Ieruptwithlaughterandshakingmyheadwhile

crossingmylegstostopthesquirming,"Hurtme?

No"Itugmyheadinandcontinuelaughing.

"Yousounddeeplyhurttomeandthatwasn'tmy

intentionmaMkhungo"hesaysandIrefrainfrom

rollingmyeyes.Ilookathimandheholdsmygaze

steadilyimpassive."YousaidIamconfusingyou,

wanttotalkaboutthat?"Myheartbeatquickens.

Whydoeshehavesuchanunnervingeffectonme?

Hisoverwhelminggoodlooksmaybe?Thewayhe

blazesatme?Thewayhestrokeshisindexfinger

againsthislowerlip.



"Idon'tremembersayingthat"

Heraisesaneyebrowatme,"Youdon't?"

"Idon't"

Hesmiles,revealingperfectwhiteteeth.Istop

breathing.Heisreallybeautiful.Nooneshouldbe

thisgoodlookingandarrogant."Howlongyouhave

beendatingyourboyfriend?"

"Itsbeenayear"Irespond.

"Doyoulikehim?"

"Areyouinterrogatingme?"



"Doyoufeelinterrogated?"

"No"

Hismouthquirksupandhestaresappetisinglyat

me,"Doyoulikehim?"

Isurreptitiouslygazeathimbeneathmylashesas

hekeepsrunninghisfingeronhislowerlip.I'dlike

todothat.Thethoughtcomesunbiddenintomy

mind,andmyfaceflames.Iwaswarnedabouthim.

"Icameherebecauseyourmothercalledme.

Whereisshe?"

"Doyoulikehim?"Hepromptme.

"Yes"myvoiceisquite.



"Why?"Hisgazeholdsmines.He'ssounnerving.I

wanttolookawaybutI'mcaught--spellbound.

"Becausehe'snice"

"Thatsoundsboringtome"

"Areyousayingmylovelifeisboring?"

"Youlikehimbecausehe'snicereally?"

"Really"

"Youareverystubborn"Hemurmurs.

"Andyouareveryarrogant"



"Ilovetheseassumptionsyouhaveaboutme

maMkhungo"Mymouthdropsopen.Whyisheso

damncalm?Canheatleastarguewithmeor

somethingsoIcanfindareasontowalkoutofthe

door."Youeatenthismorning?"

"Thatisnoneofyourconcern"

"Followmesowecangetyousomethingtoeatthen

youcantakepainkillersforyourheadache"Inever

saidIhaveaheadache.Imeanmyheadis

throbbingbutthatdoesn'tmeanheshouldtellme

whattodo.

Whothehelldoeshethinkheis?Nxarga.

Hegetsupfromthechairandwhenheseesthatmy

buttocksareplantedonthiscouchnotwillingto

moveheturnstolookatme,"I'llmakeyougetup

fromthatcouch,don'ttestmeKwanda"isthathow



hecallsmenow?Histoneisquietanddeadly."I

dareyoutotryme"histoneiscalmbutthreatening.

Calmthanthreatening.

Thesebloodyfeetobeysgettingupandfollowing

himtothekitchen.IcanseeaCabernetwith

elementsofglassandwoodcarryingoffontothe

backwalltocreatebuilt-incuriocabinets.The

cabinetselegantlyhousewineglassesand

champagneflutesaddingacertainsophisticationto

theroom.

Thedarkkitchenpullsoffaeffortlesslyminimalistic

style.Anopensesame.Theinsidesofthe

cupboardsrevealadelightcontrastwiththeirlight

woodeninteriorandthenthekitchenbarstoolsare

ultrasleek."Youarenothavingalcohol"hesays

whenheseesmeeyeingthecabinetofwineashe

takesoffhisjacket.Igettoseehisarmtattoosthis

time.Theyarenotallovertheplacebutit'sline

minimalistictattoos.Theyaretinysomeare



mediumbutdistancefromeachothernottolook

chaotic.Hisarms.Him.Thesmile.Thewayheis

narrowinghiseyebrowswithhislowerlipbetween

histeeth.

"Whatdoyouwanttoeat?"

"Nothing"

Hesighs,"Don'tstartbeingpigheadedwithme

otherwiseI'llchoosewhatyouaregoingtoeat

maMkhungo"Controlfreak.

"Yousoundlikeacontrolfreak"Thewordsareout

ofmymouthbeforeIstopthem.

"IexercisecontrolinallthingsmaMkhungo"He

sayswithoutatranceofhumourinhissmile.Ilook

athimandholdhisgaze.Allthings?Whatisall



things?

Howdoesheexercisethat?

Wordsfailme.IrealizeIdon'tknowwhattosay.I

watchhimwashinghishandsinthesinkandnot

evenoncebreakingeyecontactwithmeandIstare

downatmyhands."Bhuti"Iglanceupathim.

WhydidIjustcallhimthat?

Hesmiles,"maMkhungo"canhestopcallingmelike

that.

"Howcomeyouforgottenaboutme?WhenImet

youanightafterwedancedtogether?"

"Wewilltalkafteryou'veeaten"



"Youpushmeinacornertoansweryourquestions

butwhenyouhavetoanswerminesyoustart

running"

"Idon'teverrun,I'msimplyjustsayingI'llanswerall

yourquestionsonceyou'veeaten"Heglaresatme,

incredulous,beforecontinuing"Doyouwanttohelp

me?"It'sverysurprisinghowIjustobeyhiswords.

Itjusthappens,strangeisn'tit?

IgetupfromthechairtohissideandbeforeIknow

it.Iamfoldedinhisarmsandhepullsmehard

againsthim.Icanbarelybreatheandmychestis

heaving--Icannotcontrolit.Mytongueisnot

producingenoughsaliva.Hishandsmovestothe

napeofmyneck,looseningtheirgriparoundme

andItakeadeepbreath,itcomeswithinmyguts.

Whenhestrokesmyfacewiththebackofhis



knucklesandthetipofhisthumb,gazingintentlyat

memymouthslightlyopens.Myeyesflutterclose.I

feelhimrunninghishandsdownmybodyandIfeel

tinglywhenhisfingerstrailaroundmybare

stomach,thenhecupsmybackside.Flexinghis

hips,hepressessomethingthatfeelshardintome.

Hebreathesdownmybareskinaroundmy

shouldersandmylipspartasaforeignsound

escapesmylipsbuthepausesforcingmetoopen

myeyeswithmybreathragged."Whydidyou

stop?"Iaskwhispering.

"Haveyoueverbeentouchlikethatbefore?"

"No"Ibreatheflushingscarlet.

Asphinxlikesmilesappearsonhisface"youneed

toeat"



Idon'twanttoeat!
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"Soundandcolour

Withmeinmymind

Soundandcolour

Trytokeepyourselfawake

Soundandcolour

Thislifeain'tlikeitwas

Soundandcolour

Iwannatouchahumanbeing

Soundandcolour

Iwanttogobacktosleep

Soundandcolour

Ain'tlifejustawful

Soundandcolour

IwishInevergetitallaway"



Ifollowbehindhimcarryingasmallcupwithouta

handleanditsburningmyfingers,ateabagthat

smellslikeherbsfloatinginwaterthathasbeen

dyedgreenishandaglassofjuicewithcolourful

fruitsinside.Theuniquewoodaccentwallinfuses

thisroomwithasubtlemotif,whilethebuiltin

lighteningandwallsconcesweaveinatrickleof

ambience.Andtheplushoversizedsectionalthat

looksperfectwithfittedlargescreentelevision,

surroundsoundandahugecouch.

Hesitsontheflooronwhatlookslikeacushion

foldinghislegswhileIsitonthecouchwithmylegs

beneathme.Iguesswestillkeepingthedistance

sincewearefewfeetapartandoppositeeachother.

Thisismeseatedonthiscoucheatingsesame

chickennoodlesstirfryanddrinkingjuice.Me

drinkingjuice,unbelievable.HablotBrownissoftly

singingtoasoothingmelody,thisisalmostmagical.



Sittinghereandpokingwhatlookslikewormsin

thiswhitebowlandlookingintohisdeepdarkeyes

andhislipsmovementashechews."Dealwiththe

angeryouarecontaininginsideyou"hesays

twistinghisforkonabowl"andalcoholcanonly

numbthepainforfewhoursbutitcannottakeit

away"

"Youdon'tknowwhatyou'retalkingabout"Imutter

tryingtoconcealmyhurtthatrelatestosoundof

themasculinevoicethatissinginginthe

background.

"Youhavebeautifuleyes"Hismurmurs"Icansee

everythinginthoseeyesmaMkhungo"hebreathes.

Howcanheseeeverything?Thisisdemonic.Like

hisdevilishlygoodlooks.

"Whatcanyousee?"



"Ithinkyouareveryselfcontained"Iamnot.Thisis

bewildering.Hethrowsthewormsintohismouth

andstartschewingslowly.Nottakinghiseyesoff

me."Andverybeautiful"

"Isthatacompliment?"Ismileatsweetly.

Hismouthpressesintoahardline,butthen,almost

reluctantly,seemslikehe'stryingtostiflehissmile.

Iwishhecansmile."Takeithoweveryouwantto

takeit"hemouthsandhiseyessoftenwithhumour

"WhyareyouangrymaMkhungo?"

"Ithoughtweweregoingtotalk"

"Arewenottalkingrightnow?"Histonechanges,

becomingaccusatory.Heisverysleekandhasa

silversmoothtongue.



"Wearetalking"

"Tellmewhyareyouangry?"

Iswallowandalumponmythroatstranglesme.I

grabtheglassofjuiceanddrinkingfromit.Ifthis

waswineIwouldbeseatedhereandfeelingrather

confidenttoanswerhisquestionswithanattitude

thatwomangavemewhenIstoodoutsidethe

doorstep,coldasice."Idon'twanttotalkaboutit"I

seethe.

"Irespectthat"hetakeshiscupofteaandbringing

itclosertohisnostrilsfirstandthentakingasip.

Hisfingersarenicelymanicured."Tellmemore

aboutyourboyfriend"Hesmiles,butthesmile

doesn'ttouchhiseyes.

"Areyougay?"I'dbehurtifhewas.Imean.Idon't

meanitlikethat.WhatIamtryingtosayisI'llbe



hurtifheisinterestedtomyboyfriend.Heinhales

sharplyandIcringe,mortified.

"NoIamnot.Unlessyouwantmetoproofitof

course"Heraiseshiseyebrow,acoolgleaminhis

eyes.Hedoesnotlookpleased.Myheartbeat

acceleratethinkingaboutwhathappenedinthe

middleofthekitchenmomentsagocausingmeto

heatupagain."Iamlistening"Hewatchesme

intentlytakingoccasionalsipsofhistea.Ishouldn't

lookathismouth.NotwhenIamabouttotalk

aboutmyboyfriend.Yes!Ishouldbethinkingabout

SambuloandhisbeautifulBibleversesthathe

sendstomeeverymorningbeforeIcanstartmy

day.

"Wellheisbeingordinatedtobeapastorsoon"

"That'sit?"He'ssurprised.



"Yes"

Hechucklesandcockshisheadtoonesideand

takinganothersip."Wellyourchurchboyisluckyto

haveyou"

"IwishIcansaythesameaboutyourgirlfriend"I

murmur.

Hislipsquirkupinahalfsmileandhelooks

straightatme."LuckilyIdon'thaveone"Hesays

softly.Anarrogant,controllingandcharmingplayer,

Iknewit.

"Why?"

"Idon'tdothisrelationshipthing"IsthiswhyIwas

warnednottofallforhim?Shameshehasnothing

toworryaboutbecause--doesshereallyhave



nothingtoworryabout?Idofindhimattractive

thoughandcharming.Ilovehowhisbreathfelt

againstmyskinandhistouch.Andthewayhe

lookedintomyeyes.

Hahahashehasnothingtoworryabout?

"Iknewyouwereaplayer"

"Whatisaplayer?"

Ishrugandscowl,"someonewhocannotcommitto

oneperson"Irespond.

"IguessIamaplayerthen"

Igaspforair,Idon'tknowwhythiscameasashock

anditfeelslikeheslappedmeintheface.



YouarehurtKwanda,mybrainmurmurshumming

alongtotheechoeyvocalsandatranquilvibe

settingthetone.Ilovehistasteinmusic,sadlyI

wanttobreakthisglassinmyhandandstabhim.

She'snothurt,sheisjustshocked.Whywouldshe

besadwhenshehasaboyfriend?Myheart

respondsbackanddefendingme,sheisalwayson

myside.

Lookather,lookatthatlookonherface.Mybrain

screamsandmyheartstaresblinkingthenshe

shakesherhead.

Itoldyou,mybrainchuckles.

Iamnotsad!



"Youcannotcommit?"

"No"

"Why?"

"BecauseapparentlyIhavememoryloss,it's

possibleitcouldbelongterm"Everythingfreezes

aroundme.Thesongevenbecomessaddeningas

HablotBrownlendsflawlesstothesynth-heavy

track,morejazzy.Myheartbeatsinmymouth,my

handsandarmpits.Ilookathimblinking.Thelook

onhisface,helookslikeamaninagonizingpain.

Utterlylostandbroken.Myhandsshiversand

wantingtowraphiminmyarmsandmyfeetinches

togetupandsitonthefloorwithhiminmyarms.

Itallmakesense.Thewarning.Themallscene.It

makessense.Everything.



"Apparently?"Isqueezethewordsoutpastthelump

inmythroat.

"ThatiswhatIwastold"Hisvoiceislow.

"Youlikefine"Morethanfineactually.

"Appearancescanbedeceptive"hesaysquietly.I

hatethissongplayingitmakeseverythingsombre

withamelancholyofbittersadness.

"Whathappened?"

"Idon'tremember"Helookssovulnerableashe

exhales,"ButIknowmyfatherdiedandanevent

beforethat"hemurmurswithaperpetually

enigmaticexpressiononhisface



"Youdon'trememberanything?"

"It'sblurry"

"Sowhathappens?"

"It'snotlikeanyothermemoryloss,theysaiditis

unique,rareandverycomplicated.TodayIcould

rememberyouandtomorrowwakeupnot

rememberingnothingaboutyou.Thisconversation.

Nothing.NextweekIcouldwakeupremembering

youandeverything.Icannotcontrolit.Ineverknow

whenitwillhappen"Hegazesatmespeculatively

"You'refeelingsorryformemaMkhungo"

"Iamnot"

"Youarenot?"Hecannothidehiscontemptuous

disbelief.



"Yes"Hestaresatmeincredulous,"ButIwantto

holdyou"thetinydrumsinmychestincreasesthe

pace.Itsoundsloud.Veryloud.Ireallywanttohold

him.Idon'tknowwhybutIwanttofeelhiswarmth

spreadsthrougheverycornersofmybodythat

suddenlyturnedcold.

"Whatisstoppingyou?"Igetupfromthecouchand

hegetsupfromthefloor,slowlystridingtowards

eachother.Theatmosphereisundescribable.I

wrapmyarmsaroundhisandnuzzlinghischest

throughtheblackT-shirt.HestillsandItightenmy

armsaroundhimandmyhandsonhisback,feeling

histauttonedmusclesbeneath.

Graduallyherelaxesasthetensionslowlyebbs

away.Westandinthemiddleoftheroomlockedin

ourembraceandjustholdingeachother.Iamsure

hecanhearmyheartbeat.Icanhearhistooandhis

breathingthatsmellslikehoneythathepouredin



histea.HeiswarmlikehowIimagined."Areyou

okay?"Hewhispers,afterheavensknowshowlong.

"Iwanttobeyourfriend"Iwhisper.Myvoicecame

outhusky.

Helooksatmeintently.ThatiswhyIambeing

hiredforright?Tobehisfriend.

Helooksquizzicallyatme,"Friend?"

"Friend?"

"DoesthatmeanIcannotstareintoeyes?"

"Friends"

"Yourlips?"



"Friends?"

"Yourhair?"

Ican'thelpbutsmile."Friends"weareinterrupted

bythedoorknobturningandwhenItrytopullback

hetightenshisgripbuteventuallyletmego.Istep

back.Mihlaliwalksinwearingablacksuitand

matchingbagthesoftnessinMongezi'seyes

disappears.Hischiselledjawclenches.

Whatisgoingon?

Mihlalismileswarmly,"Ididn'tthinkI'dfindyou

hereMongezi"shesayselated.

"BongeziwesentmetofetchhisstuffbutIam

leaving"Heiswhat?



"Youdon'thaveto"Mihlali.

Helookstowardsme,"Ihavetogo,takethe

painkillers"hesaystomesternlythenwalkoutof

theroomanddisappearingaroundthehouse.Just

likethat?

Mihlalitakesadeepbreath,"I'msorrybutIhadan

urgentmeetingtoattend"

"Iamtakingthejob"

"What?"

"I'mtakingthejob"
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"Igrewupalittlegirlwith

Dreams,dreams

Dreams,theycomealongway,nottoday

Theycomeun-,theycomeundone

Theycomea,theycomearound"

Whenwewerechildrenwecreatethisbeautiful

worldinourheadswithrainbows,sunshine,

unicornsandpinkelephantswithtearsmadeof

candyandtreesthatlookslikecandyfloss.Then

imaginaryfriends.Ourbeautifulpinkworldwith

birdschirpingbeautifullyandpinkmuffinswithlong

lashessingingalong.Rabbitsthatcantalkwearing

bigbowties.Makesmewonderwerewecreating

thisworldtoescapereality?Therealworld.Aswe

growwefindnewdifferentescapes.Sex.Alcohol.

Morealcohol.Work.Alcoholagain.Booksandmore.

Isalcoholmyescape?Whatisyourescape?



Manypeoplehasbroughttomyattentionaboutthe

angerIhavetowardsmyfatherandthehurtbutit

neverechoedinmyheadlikeanewsongIrecently

heard.Butwithhimitwasdifferent.UsuallyI

becameaggressivewhensomeonebringsupthe

topicaboutmyfatherandveryhostile.Butasour

eyesmet,Igotakindofdejavubutinsteadof

feelinglikeI'mrepeatingsomethinginthepast,it

feltlikeIwasexperiencingsomethingthatwill

happeninmyfuture.It'slikeknowingallthewords

toasongbutstillfindingthembeautifuland

surprising.Iknowthere'snosuchthingasmeantto

be,andyethereIamwonderingifmaybeI'vebeen

wrong.Thisisallstrange.Ahumanwhosqueezes

themselvesintomylifeandsuddenlyIam

questioningmyself,whatdoyoucallthat?

Ajoke,mybrainsayschuckling.

Icanhearsomeonetalkingbutmythoughtsare

starsIcannotfathomintoconstellations."Kwanda"



someonepatsme.Itfeelslikecomingoutofwater

afterdrowningandgaspingforairasmy

subconsciousnessispenetrated.

"Hmmm"ImurmurfacingtowardsSambuloseated

onthebedwithme,there'sadistancebetweenus.

"Areyouokay?"Hefrownssearchingformyeyes.

Abeautifulplasticsmileappearsonmyface,"Iam

finejustworriedaboutmyfirstdayatwork

tomorrow"Iammovingtomorrow.Makesme

wonderifIammakingtherightdecision.WhatamI

settingmyselffor?

Peopletendtodreamthatonedaytheycouldwake

upwithamnesia.Thehurt,anger,sadness,hatred,

sorrowandpeoplecompletelyforgottenwithout

understandingtheconsequencesthiscomeswith.

Wearenotreasonablecreatures.Insteadofbeing

rulebylogic,wearealwaysruledbyemotions.

Somepeopleexistinyourlifetomakeitbetter.



Somepeopleexisttomakeitworse.Andsometo

offeryoualcohol,Iamjoking.

Myheart'sbeenonmysleeveallday,andit'spretty

bruiseduprightnowattheideaofhimwakingup

onemorningcompletelyforgottenaboutme.The

songswelistenedtoaswesatinthecosyroom

withwhitebowlsandeatingsesamechickenstirfry

noodles.Whydoesthatbothermeanyways?Imean

myboyfriendisrighthereseateddistanceapart

frommebecausehedoesn'twantustotouch.He

canwakeupfiveyearstocomeandhewillstill

remembereverythingaboutme.Mynutmegskin

andmystraightbody,Ihavenobreasts,buttocks

neithercurves.Iamjustabeautifulplankwoman,

thatsoundedfunny.

Plankwoman?

"You'llbeokay,yougotthis"hesays"BabydidItell

youthataftermyordinationIamgoingtohavemy



ownbranch?Whichmeansyouhavetoattend

churchserviceswithmemoreoftentonormalize

yourselfwithhowthingsworkout"

"Wespokeaboutthis"

"KwandaI'mgoingtobeapastorsoon,Iamgoing

toneedyoubymysideandyouknowthat.Fineif

youarenotreadynowbuteventuallyyouwillhave

tocomearound"Hesaystakingmyhandintohis.

No,no,no.Iamnotcomingaround.Icannoteven

imaginemyselfwearingapeachthreepiecewitha

hugehatthatmakesmyfacedisappearsand

askingpeopletoshouthallelujahandsaying

"Lalela"atthebeginningofeverysentence.Thatis

notme

Itakeadeepbreath,"wewilltalkaboutthisnotnow

Sambulo"



"Areyousureyou'reokay?"

"I'mfine,why?"

"Imeanyouhaven'tdrankwinesinceIgothereand

youhaven'tbeenteasingmeaboutsexwhichis

verynewtome"Drankwine?Oh.I'llhaveaglass

maybelater.

Ichuckleuncomfortably,"Iamfinebaby"

"Letmechangethissong.YouknowNqubeko

Mbatharecentlyreleasedanalbumbabyandit

soundsbeautiful"Hedisconnectsmyphoneand

connectshisinstead."Youshouldteachyourself

howtosingsowecanbelikehimandNtokozo"he

smirks,showinghisdimples.

"ThatgirlfromyourchurchcanbeNtokozo"Ishrug



myshouldersandheturnstome,andhiseyes

blazeswithavagueemotion.

"Isthatwhyyou'vebeenactingdifferent?"

"SambuloIamnotactingdifferent"

"Itoldyouthereisnothinggoingonbetween

SnothileandI.Shejustunderstandsme,that'sall"

"Understandsyou?"

"Notlikethat,comeonbabystoptryingtotwist

whateverthatIsaytoyou.Iaminlovewithyou

Kwanda"

"Thenwhyyounevertouchme?"Iquestion.His

touchflashesthroughmymindandhiswarm



breathagainstmyskin.Hisfireinfernoeyecontact

andtheselfsatisfiedsmirk."Oneyearofdatingbut

you'venevernotevenonceattempttotouchme.

Wearehereinmyroom,yourpastorisnothereand

IamsureJesusissleepingandhecannotseeus

butyoucannotgetyourselfintotouchingme"

"Jesusneversleeps"Hesays"I'mapastorKwanda"

"Youaremyboyfriendtoo"

"Iwanttodorightbyyou"

Ichucklesoftlylookingathisfrustratedexpression

andhiseyebrowsfurrowed.Thisconversation

surelymadehimdisconcerted."Iamjustkidding"I

saythrowingapillowathim.

Helaughsslightlyandthrowingthepillowbackat



me,"Youneedtostopwithyourjokessthandwa.Be

patientwithme.Idon'twantyoutothinkI'mlike

anyoneyou'vedatedinthepast"Hesays.He

doesn'tknowIamvirginbytheway.Hehasthis

pictureofme,Iportraymyselftobe.

"Iknowbaby"

Hisphonestartsringingandhequicklytakesitand

disconnectfromthespeaker.Allhedoesis

murmuringandrespondingwitharespectivetone

beforeheshoveshisphoneinhispocket."Ihaveto

go"Heannounces.

Justgreat!

"Ithoughtyouwerespendingthenightsoyoucan

drivemetomorrow"



"Bishopjustcalledandsomeoneneedsanurgent

prayerbuttomorrowmorningI'llbehere"

"Okay"

"Areyoumad?"

"Iunderstand"Iactuallydon't,sigh.

"Thankyousthandwa,letmego"

"Amen"Isaysardonicallyandhewearshisshoes

grabbinghisjacketandthenwalkoutoftheroom.

WithinaminuteOnalennaandKhethelowalksinto

myroomandthrowthemselvesonthebed,turning

meintoasandwich."Ididn'thearyouscreaming"

Onalennasaystomeandeatingbiltong.



Inarrowmyeyes,"whyshouldIscream?"

"Yourboyfriendhasbeenheremorethanthree

hours,whatwereyouguysdoing?"Khetheloasks.

"Wewereheretalking"

"Anal?"Onalenna

"No"

"Frenchkissing?"Khethelo

"No"

"Whatdoyouguyseverdobesidestalking?"



Onalennaasksandsittingupstraightonthebedto

studymyface.

"Nothing"

"Andyou'reokaywiththat?"Khethelo

"Hawu,canIsleep?"

"Sambuloiseithergayorheisfuckingsomeone

elsethereisnoinbetween"Thatisimpossiblehe

justwantstodotherightthing.

"NoteveryoneislikeMongezi"

"Mongezi"Khetheloraiseshereyebrow"whynot

everyoneislikehim?"Ididnotmeantosaythator

evenbringhisnameupforthatmatter.



"Ididn'tmeanitlikethat"

"Weunderstandthat,whatdidyoumean?"

Onalenna.

"Nothing"

"Tellus"Khethelo

"Hetouchedme"

"Nowwearetalking"Onalennabrushesherhands

together,"Wheredidhetouchyou?Yourvagina?

Yourbreasts?Yourbuttocks?"

"Myupperbodyandthenhebreathedonmyskin

and...Idon'tknow..."



"Youhavetoknow"Khethelo

"Ineedtosleep"

"AllIamsayingisSambulodoesn'tseeyou"

Onalenna.

"Whatdoyoumean?"

"Doesheknowanythingaboutyouorevenbotherin

gettingtoknowyou?Allthatmatterstohimis

becomingapastorthat'sall.Doesheeverbothers

toknowyouforyou.Therealyou.NottheKwanda

youarepretendingtobetootherpeopletoprotect

yourself.No.Butyou.ThegentleKwanda.The

beautifulKwanda.Hewantstochangeyou"

Khethelo.



"Nohedoesn't"Idefend.

"BelievewhateveryouwantbutIthinktakingthis

jobisagreatstartintoexploringyourself"Khethelo

says,withhermotherlytendencies"Nowsleep

tomorrowisyourbigday"shekissesmycheeks

anddragsOnalennaoutoftheroom.

Hedoesn'tseeme?Isheblind?

Thishouseisextremelyexquisite,homelywitha

masculinevibe,butwithoutfull-onmancavefeel.I

touredaroundandIamhappywithwhatismy

room,unwindingkingsizedbedandagraychaise

loungechair,theindustriousswingarmwalllampis

artsy.Theuniquedesignperchedatoptheblack

andwhiteabstractart.Thereisalargeslidingroom

thatofferssomeprivacy,tothemasterbathroom

butkeepingtheopenconceptfeelwhenitisnotin

use.Andthenonthesideofthebedroomwall,there

walk-inclosetfloodswithnaturalandartificiallight.



Drawers,shelves,andhangingbarallharmoniously.

Thebathroomismyfavoriteespeciallythesoaker

tubbaskinginnature'sglowbathesapeaceand

hospitalwarmth.Theinfloorlighteningandwooden

bathtableonlyfurtherthesereneaesthetic.I'mstill

goingtocontinuewiththetourbutmymindis

invadedwithdifferentthoughtsthatareallfighting

formyundividedattention.

RememberSambulowassupposedtodriveme

herethismorning?Wellhedidn'tshowupsince

theywenttothemountainwithhisBishop.Hesaid

hesawavisionandthereforehewenttheretoseek

foranswersandclarity.

Clarityiscleartosee,hehehe.Mybrainsingsand

thengrins.

Atentativeknockcomesfromthedoorbeforethe



elderlywomanappearsfrombehind,Iam

convincedthatthiswomanhatesmyguts.Idon't

knowifshefeelsthreatensthatImighttakeherjob

orshegenuinelyjustdoesn'tlikeme."Madamsaid

youwilltellmewhatImustcook"shesays

venomouslyasifsheisexpectingmetofightherso

shecanpunchmyvagina.

"Uphuthunemfino"Irespond.

Shelooksatmeclearlyshockedandtuggingher

headin."Madamdoesn'teatthat"shespits,

"Macaroniandcheesesoundslikeabetteroption"

youdon'tgettodecide.

"Uphuthunemfinowilldoandwhenyousetupthe

tablemakesurethere'snospoons.Wewilluseour

hands.Andmakesurewehaveajugofwatertoo.

Nojuice.Justwater"



Shedramaticallyclapherhandsandthenshe

laughslikeanantagonistinamovie."Madamwill

notbehappyaboutthis.Youareexpectingherto

useherhandswhensherecentlydidhernails?

Ungazobhedawena"

"I'mstillsayingcookuphuthunemfino"shelooksat

meinamostdiabolicalwaythensheclicksher

tongueandwalkouttheroom.Ialsohavemynails

doneandIamgoingtousemyhandstoeat.

AnhourlaterMihlaliisbackandthedinnerisready

asperannounced.Isitonthetablewithwhite

bowlsandplatesbeforesheappearsinwhatlooks

likepajamas,thegarmentlookssilkandfloral.Her

hairislongandcurlythenshesitsonthetable.

"Whatdowehavehere?"Sheopensthebowl,then

shelookstowardsmewhenhereyesmeetthe

spinach.

Ishrugmyshouldersandalreadyusingmyhands



thathavebeenwashedeating."YousaidIgetto

decidethemenus"Isaychewingandswallowing.

"Andwearenotusingspoons?"shefrowns.

"It'stastesnicerlikethat"

"Okaythen..."shefoldshersleevesandpushesher

hairbackbeforeshestartseating"Areyouhappy

withyourfirstday?"shelooksstraightatme.

"Yesbutmywalkinclosetisempty"

"Wecandoshopping"shesayshittingherchest,

"Whereisthejuice?"

Ipourheraglassofwaterandhandingittoher,

"Thisshouldbefine"



Sheshakesherheadandgulpdowntheglassof

wateratonce."Tomorrow,I'lldecidewhatweare

goingtoeat"

"That'smyjob"Istate.

Shesmirks,"Yousaidyourclosetisempty.Wecan

doshoppingtomorrow,I'llmaketime"

"Great.Kwamadunusaactuallyhaswonderful

clothes.Withjusthundredwecancomebackwith

somanyclothes"

"Whereisthat?"

"Thriftshop"



Shelaughs,"No,thankyou"shewavesherhand,"I

cannotimaginemyselfthere"

"Youcanstartimaginingyourselfthere"

"YouandMongeziwillgetalongwell"shesaysand

takingasipfromaglassofwater."Youbothwant

thingstohappenyourownway"

"Yoursoniscontrolling"thementionofhisname

makesmesmile.ButIquicklywipeoffthesmileon

myface.

"Very"shelovesherson.Icanseeitonherface,

"Didhecometoday?"Sadlyno.

"Mihlalihetoldme"



Shestopseatingandlooksatme,"Hetoldyou?"

shesoundssurprised"Butyouarestillhere,why?"

"Thepayisgood"Ishrugtryingtobelievemyown

lieandlookdownontheplateandpickupthefood

inmyhandthrowingitinsidemymouth.

"Areyousureit'sjustthat?"

"Verysure"Istate"youhaveabeautifulhomebythe

way.Iwasthinkingoftakingpicturesandshow

peoplemynewhouse"

"Yournewhouse?"Shelaughs.

"Wearestayingtogether,it'sonlyfairtosayitsour

house"



"Youarealot"

"Whatdidyoudotohim?"Iunexpectedlyaskand

shechokes,"Drinkwater"

Sheclearsherthroat,"Ihurthisfather"

"How?"

"IamaverymessypersonNokwanda.WellIwas,I

amstilltryingtobeabetterperson"

"Howdeepdidyouhurthim?"

Shetakesadeepbreath,"Hisfatherdrovestraight

toatruck.HewantedhimandMongezitodiejustto

hurtmethewayIdid"



"Sotheaccidentwasonpurpose?"

Hereyesareglisteningwithunshedtears,"yes.

Mongezispentsixmonthsinacoma.Doing

operationsoverandoveragain.IthoughtIwas

goingtolosehim"

"Willheevergainhismemoryfully?"

Sheavoidseyecontactwithme.Isitbecauseshe

doesn'twantmetoseethetearsinhereyesor

there'smore?

"Thedoctorssaiditspossible"

"Doyouwanthimtogainhismemory?"

"SometimesIdon't"shesayssadly.



What?

Iblinkandswallow,"Why?"

"Asmuchashehatesmenow,hewon'thatemethe

wayhewouldwhenhefullyrecovershismemory.

He'dkillme"

"Ishecapableofkilling?"

"EveryoneiscapableofmurderNokwandadepends

onasituationbutIwantMongezitofullyregainhis

memory"

"Why?"

"Sohecanrememberthetruth"



"Regardlessofthefactthathecouldkillyou?"

"ItoldyouI'ddoanythingformyson"

"Iwanttohelphimgainhismemoryfully"Itellher

andthistimeshepicksherheaduptolookatme

withquiveringeyes"Iamnotdoingthisforyoubut

forhim"Itellher,"Andgoodnight"

.

IhaveabookcalledBLACKLOVELIVESthatIam

sellingforonlyR50.Itcouldhelpyouunderstand

thecharacterofMihlalibutyouwillgetto

understandherhereaswell.IwroteMongeziPOV

asperrequestedbutIamnotpostingituntilthe

personwhopromisedmedatasendsit.
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"You'remykindofwoman,

AndI'mdowndownonmyhandsandknees

Beggingyouplease,babyshowmeyourworld

I'mfeelingsotired,reallyfallingapart"

MONGEZI

Ilovethispartofgettingtoknowsomeone.How

everynewpieceofinformation,everynew

expression,thenewnessseemsmagical.These

daysItendtowakeupwithheratthebackofmy

mind.Whensherantowardsmeandshoutingmy

nameatthemall.Thetranceofhurtthatappeared

onherfacewhenshelearntIdidnotrememberher.

Myinsidesturnedcold.Ihaveseenthatexpression

inalotofwomenbeforeanditnevermovedanyof

mytoenailsbutwithheritwasdifferent,shedidn't

onlylookhurtbutshewantedtosendmybodyin

mortuary,myeyesandbrainshutwithatagonmy



toe.

Hersmoothandflawlesschestnutskintone,her

waistlengththindreadlocksandherbowshaped

lips.ThewayshefrownswheneverIsaid

somethingshedoesn'tagreewithandmostlyher

stubbornness.Thatwomanisstubborn.IrealizeI'm

doingonethingI'vetoldmyselfthiswholetimeI

wouldn'tdo.I'mwantingsomethingIcannever

have.

WhywouldIwanttohurtherlikethat?Knowingone

dayIcouldwakeupcompletelyforgottenabouther

andthememorieswehaveshared.Whywouldshe

leaveherniceboyfriendtobewithme?

Nice,thatallshesaid.

Ihavebeendistancingmyselffromher.

SurprisinglythesedaysIfeelprettynormal.Idonot



haveanychronicheadachesnormigrainelikeany

otherdays.Mymemoryhasn'tflusheditselfeither--

it'sbeenfourdaysofbeinganormhumanbeing.

Iremembertheaccident,nomatterhowmuchI

forgetcertaineventsbutthat'sonememorythat

cannotbeerased.Italwaysdancesinmymindlike

asadclownonstageforcedtoentertaintoddlers

whoarebusyhystericallycryingandrunningaway

tohidebehindtheirparents.

Myfatherwhohadtearsbuildingupinhiseyes

murmuringunderneathhisbreaththatitwasallmy

mother'sfaultbeforehedrovestraighttoatruck.I

nevergottobeghimtostopsinceitallhappened

sosuddenlyandunexpectedlyandnextthingI

knowIdriftedintotheworldofdarkness.

Icannotseemtoforgettherageinhiseyesand

disgustplasteredonhisfacelikehewasseeinga

tissuewithmucuswhenhesetmyeyesonme.He



wantedtokillme,Idonotknowwhy.Hewantedto

killmymotherandhethendraggedmeintothecar

andshovemeinside.Idonotreallyrememberwhat

wastheheatedargumentaboutbuttherewasmy

uncleinthehouseaswellwhohadagunpointedat

myfatherastheyexchangedwordsandmymother

wasstandingbehindmyuncleandclingingintohis

shoulderscryingandbeggingmyfathertohearher

out.

SomedaysIcouldbeseatedwithherlaughing

loudlyorjustlisteningtohertalkingbutthemoment

thememorycomesflashesinmymindmyhands

itchtostranglethemaroundherneck,tightenthem

arounduntilshestopsbreathing.Iwouldn'tdothat

though,regardlessofherflawsbutIloveher

beyondthemandstilltryingtocomeintotermswith

forgivingher.

Whatmakesthingsworseisthatsheishidingwhy

thingsturnedoutthewaytheydidonthatdayfrom

me.ButhereIamintheearlyhoursofthemorning

aftershehasleft,inherkitchenandmakingcupof



tea.

Iwatchherasshewalksintothekitchenand

brushingsleepoffhereyesusingtheheelsofher

hands,wearingawhitelinenshirtthatisaboveher

kneesandhernipplesareperking.Herdreadlocks

tiedintoalowerponytailandtwostrandsinthe

frontarefallingoffherface.Themomentaweb

aroundhereyeshasbeenwipedoffshepicksher

headupandplantsherfeetonthespotwithan

opaquenessfacialexpression.Iwonderwhatis

goingthroughthatmind.Istareatherfromthe

paintedwhitetoenails,hernakedfeetmakesme

wishIcouldsoothinglysuckthemandthewarmth

ofmymouthwraparoundasshetremblesseeing

kaleidoscopicimages.Shekeepsherfacestraight.

DoesshethinkIhaveforgottenabouther?That

wouldbeseriouslyfuntoseehowthisunfoldsin

thismomentasshestandshereasifpivottheearth

turnedaroundandbattinghereyelashesatme.



"Sawubona"shegreets,hereyesfeastingonme.

"Sawubona"Myvoiceiscoolandmakingsurethat

myexpressioniscompletelyguardedand

unreadable,"Howareyou?"Iaskandmyeyes

danceswithhumour.

Itseemsasifthepowerofherspeechhas

remainedelusive."Iamokay.IamKwandabythe

wayandIworkaroundhere"hervoicecomesout

smallasshestridestowardsthefridgeandopening

ittakingaglassofwater.

Ipickupthecupofteaandwatchingheropening

thecapofherbottlewithherhandsquiveringlikea

leaf."VerynicetomeetyouKwanda"Politeness

winsoutovereverything.

"Areyougoingtotellmewhoyouare?"



Iplacethecuponthecounterandclaspingmy

hands,"soyoudon'tknowwhoIam?"Ifurrowmy

eyebrowsatherandsheshakesherheadin

disagreementandhidingbehindthebottleofwater

thenshebitesherlowerlip."Areyoubitingyour

lowerlipdeliberatelymaMkhungo?"Iaskdarkly.

Sheblinksupatme,gaspingandfreeingherlip.

Justmeetingherstaresendsadrenalineshooting

intomybloodstream.

"YouwereplayingmeMongezi?"

"Chabo"

"Whatwereyoudoing?"

"YoumadeassumptionsmaMkhungoasalways"



"HowcanyoudothistomeMongezi?Doyouknow

howscaredIwas?Iwaspracticallywalkingonegg

shellshere"

Istridetowards,leaningtoplaceasoftwarmkiss

onhercheeksandIcanseeherbreathlessly--

butterflyeffect.IwatchheropeninghereyesandI

giverherasmallsmile,tuggingastraylockofhair

behindherearandmyeyesleaveshertodrift

towardsherface.Hoveringmomentarilyonher

lockedlonghair,herneckandherlips.Itakesight

ofherbarefeetandhershirtwiththreebuttons

opened,sheseemssmallerandsofterandsweet

andprettymuchstubborn.

Ilovethewaysherespondstomytouch,shebarely

keepsstillwithmyarmdrapedonherwaistandmy

thumbrhythmicallystrokingherback."Ngiyaxolisa"

Imurmurwhilemythumbskatessoftlyoverthe

napeofherneckandhereyeshavebeenclosed

againallowingmytouchtoresonatesdeepinside



herwhereitaches.

SheblewoutabreathwhenIstopandIstepback

tolookather.Herheavingchestandhalfopened

mouth."Whatdoyouwantmetodotoyou?"There

isnospaceinbetweenusnow.Myeyesarenever

leavinghersandIamsureshecanfeelmy

scorchinggazeeverywhere.

"Mongeziplease"Theneedinherwhisperisakin

beggingthenshemewl.Ihavenottouchedherenor

kissedherbutsheisalreadyundermymercy.

"TellmewhatyouwantmaMkhungo"myvoice

comesoutcommandingandhernipplescontract

intotinypointsunderhershirt.Mygripflexesand

tightensaroundherwaistandsmilingdownather.

"Idon'tknow"



"Youdon'tknow?"Myvoiceislow,almosthumming

andmyindexfingersoftlytrailinghernipple,

insolently.ShemoansasIskatemythumbacross

herleftnippleandteasinggentlywithmyfingers.

"Yes"Isuckinahardbreathandpullingawayfrom

hertograbmycupofteaandtakingsipsfromit

attentivelywatchingherlookinglikeasexually

frustratedfrozenpeaandtheinnocencyinhereyes

makesmewannadounimaginablethingstoher.

"Whyareyoudoingthisbhuti?"

Igrinather,"whatdidIdomaMkhungo?"

"Thisthingyouaredoingtome.YouknowwhatI

amtalkingabout"Thisisfun.Playful.Sexy.Fun.

"Iamgoingoutforbreakfastyouwanttocome



with?"

Shepouts,"No"

"SadlyIamnotgivingyouachoice.I'llwaitforyou

whileyoutakeabathandgetdressedanddon't

daretouchyourselfKwanda"Iwarn.

"Orwhat?"

"HambogezaKwanda"shelooksatmethenturns

onherheelstowalkoutoftheroombutshepauses

andturnstolooktowardsme,"Youarealways

wearingblack,why?"

"Blackisbeautiful..."Ipause"youshouldwearwhite

moreoften"



"Why?"

"Blackandwhitecollides"
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"Iwasmadetoloveher,beenworkingatit

Halfofmylife,I'vebeenanaddict

Andshe'sbeengoodtome

FarasIcantellshe'shappy"

IthinkIamcomingdownwiththemosttoxicvirus

anditsverydangerousthatitmakesmybodyburns,

eventhedropletsofwatercomingfromtheroofdo

notdecreasemytemperatureinsteaditmakes

thingsworsethatIfeelsomeinsectscrawling--right

there.Itdoesnotendthere,Ifeelaneedtotouch

myself.Mymouthpartsbeneaththepressure,it

feelsasifmybreathhasbeenshovedinaglassjar

andIcannotopenit.



Iamstandinginfrontofthemirror,mybody

drippingslowlyandthedropsaresosensual

forcingmetofluttermyeyesclosed.Icanstillfeel

hisbreathagainstthenapeofmyneckandhis

fingerstrailingoneveryspotwherehisbreathwas

tinglingme.IdrewinbreathasIfelthisfingers

threadthroughmyhair,histouchsendingnew

nervesskitteringdownmyspine.Igaspforairat

thepressurecirclingmyownnippleandIstartto

tremble--IguessIamfeelinglikethisbecauseofthe

weatheroutsidethatIcanseethroughthese

transparentwall.

IstopimmediatelywhenhiswarningthatIshouldn't

touchmyselfechoesinmyhead.Thisisdangerous.

Heisdangerous.Whatheismakingmefeelis

dangerous.HeisnothereyetIamsquirmingand

feelingdiscomfort.Hereallyridmybrainoffoxygen.

Thetorturousmemoriesflashesthroughmymind

againdrawingasIcladawhitetopwithan

asymmetricnecklinefeaturingonelongsleevewith



gatheringontheshoulderandmatchinghirise

jeans.

YouarewearingallwhiteKwanda?Mybrainlooks

atmeasshefixesherselfinthemirrorthenshe

turnstolookatmefromthehighheelankleboots

allthewaytomydreadlocks.

Istarebackatherjustblinking.Myspeechbecame

temporarilyparalyzedfromthetimeIwasasked

whatIwantandthelumpjustsatonmythroatnot

willingtomoveandIendedupsayingwhatIdidn't

wanttosaytohim.Hehadthemostsexyasasin

grinplasteredonhisfaceandIknewrighttherethat

demonsareusinghimtotemptme.Theyareusing

him.Iamnotfallingforit,noways--Imeanme?

NokwandaMooncresMkhungo?Neverever.

Ifoundhimseatedonthecouchwithhislegs

crossedandreadingaromanticnovel,eyesfocused

andhisforeheadcorrugated.Themomenthesaw



meanexpressionIcannotentirelyexplainappeared

onhisface.Hisgazetravelledupanddownmy

body.Mycheekscolouredprettily.Ilevelledhis

intensegaze.Hisblackpantsenhanceshisheight,

narrowhipsandnottoolongmuscularlegs,he

looksabsolutelygorgeousandsleekandthevery

ultimaterawinsexualpower.Wedidnotexchange

wordsjustsmilesandmindfuckingeyecontact.

Hishandonmywaistalmostasifhewasbranding

measwewalkedoutofthehouseallthewaytothe

blackgleamingcarthatwasjustfewinchesfrom

theground.

Ihunchedinmyseatwatchinghimashewas

fasteningmyseatbeltandtorturingmewhileatit.

Hemadesurethathisfingersdonotcomein

contactwithmeandwhenhesawthesufferingon

myface,hegavemeaselfsatisfiedsmirkandthen

shutthedoortoslidebehindthewheeland

manoeuveringthecarontheroad.Ididnotjump

norfighthimwhenheplacedhishandonmy

coveredkneewhilehisotherhandwasonthe



steeringwheelaswelistenedtoamasculinevoice

singingoveranukulelesmoothly.

Wekeepglancingateachandshowingeachother

ourteeth.Hehassuchacaptivatingsmile.Heis

suchanAdonisithurts.Ithoughtweweregoingto

arestaurantsomewherebutitdoesn'tseemlikeit.

Thedropletsofrainkeepsslappingthewindshields

aswedrivethroughthegateandthestrongsalty

breezehitsmynostrils.Amodernbeachhouse

locatedonacliffandtheshapeofitthatof

rectangularboxeswithtimberslatsandglass

facadesismetwithmyeyes.

"Wherearewe?"Iaskhimwhenheswitchesoffthe

engine.Ishekidnappingme?JesusChristmy

motherwouldgocrazyandturnthewholecountry

upsidedowncausingahavoc.

"Myhouse"herespondssimply.



"Ithoughtweweregoingtohavebreakfastwell

lunchsincethetimehasmoved"

"Lunchiswhatyou'regoingtohavemaMkhungo"

hesays,thatsmile--devilishly.

"Yourhouseisquitehuge"Isayaswebothgetoff

thecarandthesmalldropstouchesmyskin.

"Abazalibamibadlaizambanelampondo"He

responds.Histoneisforevercalmandbringssome

sortofserenity."Takeoffyourshoes"heinstructs.

"What?"Ifrown

"Wearenotgoinginsidethehouseyet"



"Wherearewegoing?"

"Thebeach"

"Inthisweather?"

"Yourbodyissowarm,trustmethisweatherwon't

affectyoubutifitdoesIhavesomanywaystotake

careofyou"Whatwaysbesidesfeedingme

medicationandforcingsoupdownmythroat.Is

thereanyotherwaysbytheway?

"Howdoyouknowmybodyiswarm?Areyoua

doctor?Areyouathermometer?"Hejuststares

pressinghislipsintoathinlinetosuppresshis

laughter.Buthecannotholdit.HeeruptsandI

watchhimlaughing.Hisshouldersmovingupand

down,lookingrelaxed.Liketheweightonhis

shouldershavebeenremoved.Hislaughterissuch

abeautifulsoundlikehistasteinmusic.Iwatch



himlaughingandIfindmyselflaughingwithhim.

Webothpausethenlaughonceagain."You'reso

funnymnganiwami"themomentheutteredthatmy

laughterquicklydisappears.Myheartdropsintomy

stomachandstartsdivingintomyintestinesbutit

keepsdrowning.Itdivesinoverandoveragainbut

thedumbskullstandinginfrontmehasnotstopped

laughing.

"Let'sgoinsidefirstandeatandthenwe'llgotothe

beach"Hesuggestsaftercatchinghisbreath."You

lookextremelybeautifulinwhite"

"FirstthingIfoundinmywardrobe"Ilie.

"I'mgladyoudid,finditmoreoften"Hewinks.

Heturnslookingatmeasheunlocksthedoorwith

awickedsmile.Ihatethatsmileandhowheitis

makingmefeel.IhatethefactthatIwanttobe



drownedinhisauraandenergy,Iwanthimtosmile

atmelikethisallthetime."Welcometoourhome

maMkhungo"hesayssteppingasidetoallowme

insideahomethatcelebratesabeautifulgreenview

withitsinnerserenity.Perfectlysmoothwhitewall

panelssmoothoutofthewallofitshome,gentlylit

above.Eachpieceoffurnitureinsidethelivingroom

isofalowprofiledesignthatleavesthelayout

feelingairy.

"Ourhome?"Ichallengemyeyebrowatme.

"Friendsshare"heshrugs"Whatwereyou

thinking?"heattentivelylooksatme.

"Nothing,yourhouseisbeautiful"Icompliment

lookingaroundandmyeyescomesacrossawood

roomdivermarksthechangeinusebetweenthe

loungeandthediningroom,allowingthevisualto

flowthrough.Thelivingroomrugiscutwith

geometricshapeandasmallsidetablecurves



gentlyintoitspile.

Hescreamsaskingthefemininevoicestuck

somewhereonhisrooftoplayacertainplaylistand

sherepeatswhathesaidbeforesoftmusicplays.I

haverealisedthathelovesthiswhitemanwith

smoothvocalswhosingsoverjazzyandsoulful

instrumentals.

Ourfingersintertwinesashetakesmyhandleading

metothekitchen.Thebaseofthekitcheniscladin

slattedtexture,tomatchthetreatmentofstructural

columnintheroom.Hemanoeuvresmetositon

thechair.Themomentmybuttockssinksin,Ibend

totakeoffmyshoes."Whatareyoudoing?"He

frowns.

"Takingoffmyshoes"

"Letmedothatforyou"Hebendsinfrontofmyfeet



andpullsmyfeetup.Ilooktowardstheshiny

chromefixturesthatgivesthekitchenpolishfinish

tryingtoavoidlookingatthisintimidatingmanby

myside.Iclosemyeyesashishandsslowlyunzips

myshoes.Heplacesthemasideandhishands

comesincontactwithmyfeet,sosoftand

succulently.Isavouredthefeelinguntilbothmy

shoesaretakenoff.

Hedisappearssomewherewithmyshoesand

comesbackinlessthanamoment."Areyouokay?"

Hesmiles.

"Yes"Ibreathe.

"Goodwanttohelpmewiththecooking?"

"Icannotcooktosavemyselfbuttinfishandrice

thenIamthere"



Helaughs,"Youcandothechoppingthenjustmake

sureyoudon'thurtyourSeptembersandFridays"

Unbelievable,Iwasintoxicated.

"Isthathowyoucallfingersnow?"

"Ngezwaizimanga"

Igetupfromthechairtoshovehimplayfullyand

laughingalongsidewithhim.Ourlaughterechoing

aswelaughfromourbellybuttonsliketwotoddlers

whoaresugarhigh.

"YouloveHablotBrown"Isaypeelingtheonions

whilehepourswhitewineinaglassandhandingit

tomebuthemakeswhatiswrittenchamomiletea

inaboxforhimself.

"They'remyfavouriteband.Ilistentoalotoffresh



neosoulandjazzwithauniquesonicpolish"Ishe

alwaysthiscalmandconfidentwhenhespeaks?

Thetextureofhisvoicebringsserenitylikehis

homeandtasteofmusic.Isthishowperfection

wouldhavelookedlikeinahumanform?

"Whoareyourfavouriteartists?"Iasktakingasip

fromaglass,thistastesdifferentfromthecheap

wineIamnormallydrinking.Thesmellisstrong

againstmynostrilsandittasteslikestarsinmy

tongue.

Hewinces,"Ihavealotactuallybutjusttoname

few.HablotBrownobviously,TomMisch,Maths

TimeJoy,BraxtonCookandMacDeMarco"he

countsusinghisfingers.

"Ihavenoideawhoarethosepeople"Ichuckleand

startchoppingasheplacesthepotonagasstove

afterswitchingitonandthrowingspaghettiinside

thewater.



"IwillcreateaplaylistforyoumaMkhungo"hethen

smilesandlooksatmeforagoodtwominutesand

thenstridestowardsthefridge,"whodoyoulisten

to?"

"BrendaFassie,LeboMathosaandKB.Thembi

Seetemadegoodmusicwhenshewentsolo"We

aresodifferentbutweseemtocollide,somehow,

likethecolouroftheclotheswearewearing--black

andwhite.

Hestandsrightnexttomemakingithardformeto

finishmytaskwiththischoppingashepresseshis

handonhischeekandbalancinghiselbowsonthe

kitchenisland.Wesmileateachother,andeven

thoughtherearesomanyreasonswhyweshouldn't

butIcannothelpit."Whatareyourdreams

Kwanda?"Hisvoicesoundsdeeperthantheusual.I

chokeonmywineandthenlookatme.



"Idon'thavedreams"

"That'sstrange,canIaskwhy?"Hemovesaway

andtakingtheonionsIhavebeenchoppingand

peppers.

"Dreamsdidn'tgetmyfatheranywhere.Insteadhe

turnedintoanalcoholicandblamedusforhowhis

lifeturnedoutthenhepackedandleft.Dreamsdo

notexist"

"You'reallowingyourfather'spastexperiencesto

ruleyourownpresentexperiences?"Mymindis

reeling.

"NoIamjustsayingthatdreamsdon'treallycome

true"

"Butthatdoesn'tmeanyoushouldstopdreaming.



Havingdreamsneverkilledanyone.Dreamsdo

cometruemama"

"Iguessyou'reright"

"Isthatwhyyou'reangry?"

"Whatdoyoumean?"

"Theangerinyoureyes.Isyourfatherbehindthat?"

Itakeasipfrommywineonceagainwatchinghim

stirringhispots,eyesfocusedbutheneverforgets

tostealglancesatme."ThatissomethingIamstill

comingintotermswith"Itellhimhonestly.

"Understandablewhenyouarereadytotalkaboutit

youwilltellmeright?"



Inodmyhead,"Bhuti"Icallhimout.

"YebomaMkhungo"

"Doyouhateyourmother?"

Heintentlylooksatme,"CanIpassthatquestion?"

"No"Istate.

Hehastheenigmaticexpressiononhisfacethen

helooksdowntomyfeetthenmyface,"Youhave

beautifulfeetbytheway"Ieminenceasheredirects

theconversationbacktomeclosinghispots.And

turningintometakinghiscupoftea.

"IwishIcanseeyours"Igowiththeflow.



"Doyouwantmetotakeoffmyshoes?"

"Yes"

"Whatelsedoyouwantmetotakeoff?"Hesmirks.

"Yourjacket"Isaybreathlessly.

"Why?"

"Iwanttoseeyourarms"Mychestmoveslike

wavesintheshore.

"AnythingforyoumaMkhungo"Somethinginthe

wayhesaysthisgrabsmyattentionandIturnmy

wholebodytofacehim,myeyesmatchintowhereI

catchhisnaughtyandmischievouslookashe



takesoffhisjacket.Forsomereasonsmypulseis

jumpingmadlyandmybellyflipsnervously.My

teethworkferociouslyatmylipandIdipmyeyes.

Whenhechucklesmyfacestingswithshame.Heis

standinginfrontme.Hetipsmyheadupandsaves

mylipfrommyteeth,"Thefoodisready"Huh?Oh

thefood.Okay.Myglassofwineisnowempty.We

makeourwaytothelivingroomandsitonthewhite

rugpokingthespaghettiinourbowls,seatedface

toface.

"Howmanytattoosdoyouhave?"Heaskslooking

attheoneinmyhand.

"Ihavetenandyou?"

Heswallows,"Ihavetwentyifnotthirsty"Heshrugs

hisshoulders."Iwanttoseeallofyourtattoosone

day"



"Eventheoneclosetomybreast?"

"Iamlookingforwardtoseethatone"

Thedrizzlerainoutsidehasturnedtofullblownrain.

Makingtheatmospheremoretensethanitis

betweenus."Don'tyoudrink?"He'sbeendrinking

tea.

"Idodrinkinspecialoccasions"

"Ihaveonlyseenyoudrinking,once"

"Doyouwanttoseemenow?"Myhandsstartto

shakeandnextthingIspillthewineonmypants.

Hecrawlstowardsmeandinsteadofhimhelping

mewithmydampenpants.Hegentlypushesme

againstthewhiterug.Mebeneathhim.Hiswatchis

hotandsevere.Ifeelthebloodslippingfrommy



bodyturningmyskinunusuallypale.Therain

outsideisheavy.Ihidemyeuphoriabyfrowningat

me.

"Whatareyoudoing?"Ilookquizzicallyatme.

"ShowingyouthatIdodrinkalcoholonspecial

occasionsnowcloseyoureyes"

"GetoffmeMongezi"

"Please"Suddenlytheatmospherearoundis

chargedwithawickedsexualenergy.Iamtrapped

inhisstareandbitedownonmylowerlip,

powerlessagainstthefreshdesire.

"Wearefriends"



"Ineversaidwearenotfriends,I'maskingyouto

closeyoureyes"Hegrins,Idartmyeyesbetween

hisbeforeclosingminescuriously.Icanheara

movement,"Donotopenyoureyes"Hewarns.

"WhatareyoudoingMongezi?"

"Bestill,Kwanda"Hemurmursandhe'sclosetome,

"Ifyoumove,you'regoingtospillthisagain,we

bothdonotwantthat"Ibreathe.Nextthinghislips

areonmines,thecoolcrispwineflowsintomy

mouthfromhis.Iswallowreflexively.Mybellyis

feelinglikeagiantflockbirdsjustfleethroughme.

Mysexfuriouslyclenches."Idrinkonspecial

occasions"Hewhispers,hisbreathwarmonmy

cheek.I'mbathedinhisproximity,theheatradiating

fromhisbodyeventhoughhehasnottouchme.

Hereallydrankwinetomakemedrinkitfromhis

mouth?Damn.



"Weneedtogetyouofftheseclothes"

Myeyesimmediatelyfluttersopen,mystomach

tyinginknot,mypulseisbeatingeverywhere."What

why?"Myvoicehasdisappeared.

"Becauseyouspilledwineonyourpants"Hesmirks.

Oh!
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"Doyouthinkit'sfunnythatourfavourites

memoriesareaboutpeopleweliketheleastnow"

Hissmileisbroadandlightshiseyeswithsheer

sensuality,allIcandoismirroritstraightback.He

grinslikealunatic--besotted."Doyouwantmeto



helpyoutakeoffyourclothes?"Thatoppressive

tightnessisbackinmychest,mybreathfalter.A

roseflushbloomsovermyskin.Theroomisfilled

withgloriousnaturallight.Hiseyeshaveturnadark

slateandheswallowswatchingmebreathing,

wordsarefailingtorolloutofmypartedmouth

whilehisdelicatescentfillsmynostrilswith

burningsensuality,curlsandtwistsaroundmy

body.Heisnottouchingme,notatallandthat

aloneistorture."ShouldIbringbackyourcapacity

tospeak?"Iopenmymouthandcloseitagain,

twice."maMkhungo"Hisdarkblackeyesblazesat

me,hischallengeintrinsicinhisstare.Desire--acute,

liquidandsmoldering,combustsdeepinmybelly.

Itrytogetupfromthefloortocatchabreatherbut

hepinsmebeneathhim,myarmsstretchoutand

holdsabovemyhead."Bhuti"Myheartisbouncing

offmyribs.

"Kwanda"



Iswallow,Icanstilltastethewineandhiswarmth

insidemymouth,"Youscareme"Iconfesshonestly

andhefrowns.

"How?"Bothourbreathsareragged.

"YoumakemewantalifeIcan'thave"Ihopehecan

nowseethesombrenessonmyface.Onedayhe

willwakeupcompletelyforgottenaboutthisand

thatmakesmeexperienceadifferenttypeof

heartbreak,"andthatisthescariestthingI'veever

felt"Myinsidesturncold."Pleasehelpmegetoff

theseclothes"Idartmyeyesbetweenhis.Mines

glisteningwithsaltywatersthatburnsmyeyeballs.

"YoualsoscaremeKwanda"

"How?"Iwhisper



"Yougivemehope..."Hopeisthethingwith

feathers,"hopeforsomuchmore"Oureyesmeet.

There'ssomethingbetweenusthatwasn'ttherea

minuteago.Theuniversestopsandwaitsforus.

"ButIcannotgiveyouaperfectlovestoryandthat

whathurts"

"WhatifIdon'twantaperfectlovestory?"Thereis

anendearingnervousnessinmyvoice.

"Youdon'tdeservelessthanthat"

"Wedon'talwaysgetwhatwedeserve"Hispupils

dilatesandhishandclaspthebackofmyneck.His

lipsbrushesmines,stirringelectricaltingles.The

fireigniteslikedrykindlinginaroarblaze.This

feelsdifferentthankissingmyhandandanapple.

Passionsparklesandflaresevenbrighter,turning

mymindinsideoutanduncoveringaneedinme



thatIneverknewexisted.Iwanttotouchhimbut

myhandsarelockedonhisontopofmyhead.His

tongueisinmymouth,claimingandpossessingme

andIrevelintheforceheisnowusing.Ifeelhim

againstthelengthofmybody.Thisdoesstrange

deliciousthingstomyinsides.Hestopskissingme

andopeningmyeyes,Ifindhimgazingdownatme.

"NowIcanhelpyoutakeoffyourclothes"He

breathes.HeletgoofmyhandsandIdonotknow

whattodowithmyself.

Whenhishandsstartsunbuttoningmyfirstbutton,I

amverymuchawareofthewildweirdlittletremors

allovermybody.Mybreathingbecomesheavily,

likeIamdrowninginanoceanbutIlovethesexual

suffocation.Whenheunbuttonsanotheronethis

timemybreathingragged.Iinhaleandexhale

slowlybutIamfailing.EverysenseIhaveis

screamingbutheisluxuriatingintorturingme.

Anotherbutton.Igasp.Harder."Kwanda"Alow

humfromhisthroattinglesracingwildlydownmy

spine."Lookatme"



"Ican't"Iamtremblinguncontrollably.Itryto

withstandthebarrageofstormingtearswhileI

shakewitheuphoria.

"Lookatme"Hiscommandingtonemakesme

fluttermyeyesopentomeethisandinthat

momentheunbuttonsmylastbuttonmakingme

gaspandmybackarches,"Youareveryresponsive

maMkhungo"Icanbarelycontainmyselffeelingmy

jeansbeingpulledoutoffmyfeetandthehepulls

offmytop.

Iamamess,whocannotmovenorinhale."Youare

sobeautiful"Hesayswanderingmybodycovered

inblacklace.Hetrailshisfingersovermynon

existencebreastandthehorizontallinetattoo

betweenmybreastsymbolisingthatI'llforever

mournmycatthatmyfatherthrewoutsidethe

windowwhenhewasdrunkandshedied.I'mstill

helplesslyonthisflooraroundthiswhiteroom,it's



headyaphrodisiac.

Heslowlyandleisurelytrailschilledkissesfrom

wherethelineofmytattoostartsdown,fromthe

baseofmythroat,centreofmybody,downmy

torsoandtomybelly."MaMkhungoifyoudonot

keepstillIcannotimaginewhatIwilldotoyou"I

whimperlookingathiseyeshopelessly.Hepulls

downmybracupsandpushupmysmalllemons,

exposedandsurprisedwhatishappening.Mykitten

isululating.Heleansdowndown,kissesandtugs

eachnippleinturnwithcool,coldlips.Ifightmy

bodyasittriestoarchinresponse.Hiscoolfingers

traillanguidlyacrossmybelly.Myskinis

oversensitive,myhipsflexesautomatically.Iwant

toscreamlikethatworshipperatchurch.Iam

pantingloudly.AllIcanconcentrateonishistouch.

Nothingelse.Myboyfriendhasbeenpushedatthe

backofmymind.

Hisfingersslipsintomyunderwear,andIam



rewardedwithhisunguardedsharpintakeofair.

"Didthathurt?"Ifluttermyeyesandshakemyhead

indisagreementandthenhepushestwofingers

insideme.Igasp.

HolyMotherMary!

"Andnow?"

"Alittle"

"Doyouwantmestop?"

"No"Isayquickly.Hesmilesthenmoveshisfingers

tantalizingslowly,in,outandIpushagainsthim,

titlingmyhipsup.IhavenoideawhyIdidthat.

"EasymaMkhungo"Histhumbcirclesmyclitoris



andthenpressesdown.Igroanloudlyasmybody

bucksbeneathhisexpertfingers.Heleansdown

andkissesme,hisfingersrhythmicallyinsideme,

histhumbcirclingandpressing.Histongueis

mirroringtheactionofhisfingers,claimingme.My

legsbeginstostiffenlikehowtheydoafter

Khetheloforcesustosquat.Hegentleshishand

andIambroughtbackfromthebrink.Hedoesthis

againandagainandIamfrustrated.Iamaballof

sexual,tenseandneed.Hestaresdownatmefora

moment.IwasfeelingsomethingcomingbutIdo

notknowwhatisit.Itfeltlikeawave."Letmeget

yousomethingtowearbeforeyoucatchcold"He

smirksgettingoffme.

Whatonearth?Whatisthis?

"Bhuti"Icallhim.

"MaMkhungo"Hesmiles.



Iclearmythroat,layingonthefloorpantingand

dehorning,"Whyareyoutorturingme?"

"Youarenotready"

"Youdon'tknowthat"

"Trustme,Iknow"Hesayssuckingthefingershe

wasusinginsideme,smoothlyandseductively."I

amcoming,I'llgetyousomethingtowear"hepulls

meup.Iamlikeanangrytoddlerwhowaspromised

dessertaftereatingvegetablesbuttoldtogotobed.

Hefindsajokeinthis.HedisappearsandItry

touchingmyself,"DonotdareKwanda!"Ihearhim

screamingfromthecorridor.Hehascameras?Eyes

atthebackofhishead?WhydoIjustobeytowhat

hesays?

Hecomesbackwithnudesweatpantsandknitted



jersey.Hehelpsmewearhisclotheslikean

adolescents."WhydoyouthinkIamnotready?"I

askunexpectedly.

"Becausewearefriendsandyouarewithsomeone.

Iamnotthetypewhoruinsotherpeople's

relationship"

"Butthatdidn'tstopyoufromdoingthatthing"

"Whatthing?"Hecreaseshiseyebrow.

"Thatthingyoudidtome"

"WhatIdidtoyou?"Icannotsayit,insteadIgrab

myplateoffoodhasturnedcoldandeatthenIlook

athimshakingmyhead."Youareadorablewhen

youaresulking"



"Beforetheaccidentwereyoudatingsomeone?"

"No.Ineverdidthisrelationshipthing"

"You'veneverdidwhatyoudidtometoanother

womanbefore?"

"TheywerewomeninmylifebeforeKwanda,plenty

ofthem"Ifeelapangofhurtatthecornerofmy

heartandswallow.

"Doyoustillhavewomennow?"

"ShouldIgetyouablanket?"

"Ialwaysansweryourquestions.Ieventoldyou

aboutmyboyfriend"



"Idonotwanttoruinthepictureofmeyouhavein

yourmindbecauseofmypast.Finethereare

womenwhomIfuckbutitmeansnothing"That

hurts.

"Doyouwanttojustfuckmetoo?"NowIturn

sombre.

Hepinsmewithhisdarklook,"Ifthat'swhatI

wantedIwouldhavefuckedyoulongago"

"AndIamsupposedtobelieveyou?"

ForabeathiseyesflasheshisangerandIbravely

stareathim."HaveIgivenyouareasonnotto

believeme?"

"Youaregivingmenow"



"WellIdon'tknowwhatyouwantmetosay"He

shrugshisshoulders.

"Whatwillhappenwhenyouwakeupforgotten

aboutmeandrememberingoneofthewomanyou

havefucked?"

"Nothing"

"Nothing?"Iraisemyeyebrow.

"KwandadoyouthinkIenjoythefactthatIam

havingthisundeniableconnectionandchemistry

withyouandImightforgetaboutittomorrow?And

probablyrememberaftertwodaysorweeks,

monthsorevenworseyears?"

"No"



"ThenwhyareyoubeinghardonmemaMkhungo?I

wanttofigurethingsouttoobutIjustdon'tknow

how"Webothfallintoeternityofsilence.Myfork

makingnoisesagainsttheplateandhimlookingat

mewithatranceofsadnessinhiseyes."CanIhold

you?"HewhispersandInodmyhead.Hetakesmy

plateandplacesitonthetableandtuggingmein.

Wrappinghisarmsaroundmeasweareseatedon

thecouchandhekissesthetopofmyheadwhilea

femininevoicesingsaboutwantingtobeunravelled.

Iwakeintheshimmerylightoftheearlysun'ssigh.

Therayspoursinthroughtheopenblindsandtiny

crystalsdancesandflutters.Theweatheris

confusing.Yesterdaythecloudswereheavilycrying

andnowthesuniswavingateveryoneinthesky.I

growlundermybreathandlookingaroundmy

surroundings.Thewoodenplankslineanaccent

wallinsidethebedroom.Thedifferentwidthsof

wallplankcreatesaddsinterestandtexturewhich

ishighlightedbyawarmwhiteLEDstriplightalong

thetopoftheheadboard.Twoblackmodernwall



sconcespunctuateeithersideofthebed,shinning

doebonbuiltinbedsideunits.Thedecorativewall

sconceglowsbetweenmirroredpanelsononeside

oftheroomandreflectsthenaturallightfromlarge

windows.

Ispentthenight,tuggedinhisarmsashelistened

tometalkingaboutmycat,Simba.Helookedatme

withahintofasmileasItoldhimthatsheusedto

meowlateatnighttogetmyattentionandoneday

whenshewasmeowingastheusualmyfather

kickedheracrosstheroom,andthenthrewherout

ofthewindow.Thepainreflectedinhiseyes.He

connectedwithmycatinfewminuteswithout

knowingit.Hehuggedmeandtoldmeheisgoing

tobuytwocatsandwewouldnamethem

SeptemberandFriday.

Iaskedtosleepinseparateroom,Iwasscared.

Maybeofthethingshehasbeendoingtomeorjust

himnotrememberingme.Ibreezethroughthedoor



andit'squitehere,Iwalkthroughthedarkwalkway

barefooteduntilIaminthelivingroom.Myheart

almostcomesoutofmythroattomeethisbrother

seatedonthecouchdrinkingteawithamagazinein

hishands.Heisdark,notgoodlookingashis

brotherbuthissmoothskinthatlookslikehe

exfoliatemorethanIdoandfulltrimmedbeardon

hisfaceandbaldheadmakeshimattractive.Heis

atypeofmanIwouldhavegoneforanyday.

Helooksatmewithasmile,"Goodmorning"He

greetsmeraisingthewhitecupinhishandbefore

bringingitinhislips.

"Morning"Isayafterclearingmythroat.

"Hebroughtyouhere?"Heasksamused.Doeshe

thinkIjustshoweduphere?

"Itrackedhim"Irespond.



Helaughs,"Youwantcoffee?Seemslikeyouhada

busynightsinceyouareevenwearinghisclothes"

"Whereisyourbrother?"

Heshrugs,"Icameheretoseehim"heresponds,

"sodoyouwantcoffee?"

"Iamleaving"

"Youwon'twaitforhim?"

"No"

"Iwon'tallowyoutodothatKwanda,comewithme"

Oh,heknowsme.Hegetsupfromthecouchand

walkingtothekitchen.Heiscladinasuit,



immaculately.Differentfromhisbrotherwhois

alwayswearinglikeheispartoftherockbandor

streetwearmagazine.

Isitonthechairfiddlingmyfingersandwatching

Bongeziwemakingmeacupofcoffeethenhe

placesthecuponthetableandsittingoppositeme

drinkinghisrefilledcup.

"Thankyou"Isayandhesmilewarmly,"CanIask

yousomething?"

"Yes"

"Doesn'theforgetyou?"

"No.Heforgetspeoplehestartedmeetingafterthe

accidentmostly"



"Whathappened?"

"Hewasinvolvedinacaraccident..."

Iinterjectimmediately,"Iknowthatbutwhywould

hisfathertrytokillhim?"

"Whenthiswholethinghappened,Iwasawayfrom

home.Ijustfoundmymotheranduncleatthe

hospitalclingingintoeachother.Wenevergottime

toactuallytalkcauseIwasgrievingutata"Hetells

meandinthatmomentthedooropensthen

footstepsfollowsbeforeMongeziappearswitha

brownpaperbagandwhenheseesushefrown.He

hasthesamelookhehadwhenImethimatthe

mall.Confusiondancinginhiseyesandsomething

thatlookslikehurtalmostasifheisfightingwith

hisbraintoremembersomething,anythingand

thenitshitsme.Ichewtheinsidesofmycheeks

refrainingmyselffrombreakingdown.



"Ididn'tthinkI'llfindyouhere"Hesaystohis

brotherandhisscorchinggazehasnotleftmines

whileIprayundermybreath,"withaguest"he

continuesandinthatmomenteverythinginme

shatterslikeavaseonamarblefloor.

Bongeziwelooksatmeoncethenathim,"whereare

youcomingfrom?"Heasks.Mongeziispinningme

withhisdarkeyes,lookingfordifferentpiecesof

thepuzzleinhishead,"stoplookingatherlikeyou

aremakingheruncomfortable"

"Havewemetsomewhere?"Heasks.

HowIamsupposedtoanswerthat?

"No"Iswallowthehumongouslumponmythroat,

"wehavenevermet,I'mBongeziwe'sfriend"He

comesclosertomeandstridestowardsme,Ihold



inmybreath.Ifumblearoundmybrainfor

somethingtosayandinhaleastutteringbreath

whenhetugsmydreadlockbehindmyearand

whenIfluttermyeyesclose,tearsinvoluntarilyfalls

frommyfaceandIquicklygetoffthechair.He

looksatme,thereissomethingabouthim.Heis

lost.Verylost.Thecoloursonhisfacehasbeen

drainedout.

IthoughtIcanhandlethis,butno.

Iclearmythroat,"Bongeziwewewereleaving

right?"Ilooktowardshimwithbeggingeyes.He

looksathisbrotherthanme.Me,hisbrother.His

brother,me.Hekeepsdoingthisoverandover

againwithoutblinking.

"Bongeziwetellmethetruth"Mongezidemandshis

eyestrappingme,"HaveImetherbefore?"Hisvoice

trembles,hiseyesshimmery.



"No!"Isayfirst.

"Bongeziwe!"Mongezisayssternly.

Mychestisheaving,IlookatBongeziweagain

pleadinghimwithmyeyes.Helookslikehewants

tocuthisheadintohalf.Iwouldtoo.Seeingmy

brothersovulnerable.

"No"Bongeziweanswers,andIbreatheoutand

instantlyMongezileavestheroom."Whydidyou

lie?"Heasksme.

"Pleasetakemehome"

"WhatthefuckNokwanda?Ihaveneverseenmy

brotherlikethatbefore,ever"



"Canyoupleasetakemehome"

[01/24,07:27] :14.

"WhoIamisalwayschangingnotbecause

Iambeingfake,butbecauseIamalwaysopento

growthandtransformation"

BythetimeIgettomyapartment,IfeellikeImight

throwupmyintestines--orpunchsomeone.My

mindkeepsreplayingthescenehashewalked

throughhiswhitewalledkitchenlookingbaffledlike

atoddlertryingtoputtogetherapuzzleofsome

animatedcharacters,andunabletofindonepiece

toconnecteverything.Itwaslikehewasfighting

withhismemoriesbuthisbrainwasratherdancing

andbeatingdrumswhilehismedullaoblongatawas

singingtodisturbhimfromfindingthatonefreshly

storedmemoryamongstmanyothers.Hisface

whenIsaidwehavenevermetbefore,Ireally



cannotfigureoutifthatwashurtorsomething

totallydifferentfromthat.

ThewholewayBongeziwewasaskingme

questions,Icouldn'tanswerinsteadIpressedmy

headagainstthewindowlikeIwasinamusicvideo

ofaheartbreaksong,mywaterbeadstouchingthe

cornersofmylips.Mysnifflesfilledthehugecar

withbrownleatherseatsanditsmeltmasculine

andclean.

Whatdidheexpectmetotellhimhonestly?Thathis

brothermakesmelosemyspeakingcapacitywhen

helooksdeeplyintomyeyeslikeheissearchingfor

mysins?ItmakesmewonderifthatishowAdam

lookedatEvethemomentshewalkedintothe

gardenofEdenunshavedandherhairfallingover

hershoulders.Orwhensheaskedhimtoeatan

apple.

WasIexpectedtotellBongeziwethathisbrother



makesmeforgethowtobreathewhenhisbreath

ticklesmyfaceorwhenhewasunbuttoningmy

jeans?Orwhenhislongandnicelymanicured

fingerswerediggingforgoldinsideme.WhatwasI

wassupposedtotellhimhonestly?Thathemakes

mefeelthousandsofbugscrawlinginbetweenmy

legsandhedidthingstomethatmyboyfriendwho

haspromisedmemarriagehasneverdonetome?

HowonearthdoIexplainthiswantonbehavior.

NowordscanexplainhowIfeel,nowords.

Iwanttoslamthedoorbehindme--asifmaking

noisewillsomehowjoltmylifebackintoshapeso

throwingmyselfonthecouchseemsmuchbetter,it

feelslikeIamjumpingoffthecliffandlandingona

softgrass.Thesilencesettlesaroundmelikeamist,

remindingmeofwhatI'vebeentryingnottothink

about.Nobody'shome,they'reatwork.Icouldn'tgo

toMihlali'shousebecauseMongezimightshowup

andIcannothelpbutfeelMihlaliishiding



somethingprettymajorthatcoulddestroyher

family.

Isthatwhyshewishessomedayshersonshouldn't

regainhismemory?Imeanwhywouldamother

evenwishesthat.

Thisapartmentfeelslikeamorgue.Igetupfrom

thecouchstridingtothekitchen.There'snoalcohol.

Ineedsomethingtomakemyadrenalinerushlike

thatdaywhenIwaschasedbyemployeddogsand

jumpingfences.Ineedsomethingdangerous.

Anything.ButmostlyalcoholandtonightIamgoing

out,Iwilldanceonthetablesandcausesome

havoc.

Yes,thatiswhatIamgoingtodo!

Mydreadlockslookslikedeliciousnoddles,curled

anddecoratedwithbeads.Iamwearingafulllace



outfit--thedressiswhiteincolourandthelace

styledinwhatlookslikeflowerpatternscoversmy

vaginaandmynipplesbutratherthanthatIam

showingtoomuchskinthatwillmakemegrab

attentionthemomentIwalkthroughanentrance.

Thisdresswouldhavelookedmorebeautifuland

elegantwithhighheelshoesbutblacksneakers

wouldactuallydofortonighttogiveitacasuallook.

OnemorelookthenIsprayperfumeatthesidesof

myneck.Myeyesareprettymuchswollenfrom

hystericallycryinglikeawomanwhohaslosther

husbandinashowerandIamnotgoingtohideit

withmakeup.Itmakestheentireoutfitlookslikea

coverpageofVoguemagazineormaybeElleor

BONA,okayDRUM.

ThedoortomyroomslightlyopensandKhethelo

walksinlookingwonderfulinablackmaxidress--

she'sisalwayswearingdresses."Whereareyou

going?"Nogreeting,nothing.Herblazingtrailstarts



frommysneakerspeekingthroughmydressallthe

waytomycurlydreadlocks.

"Out"Ishrugmyshoulderandpackingthe

essentialsonmysmallblackslingbag.

Iamwearingblackandwhite,yes.

Shefrowns,"Outside?"

"No,outasinIamgoingtogetdrunk"

"Kwandawespokeaboutthis"shesayssoftlyandI

onlypickmyheadupandlookatheroncebefore

swingingmyslingbagonmyshouldersignoring

her.Nooneisgoingtostopme,I'llrunaroundin

circlesiftheydo.Iwanttodrinkallofthisawayand

danceitawayuntilIcannotfeelanyofthese

emotionsrelatingtothissituationrightnow."Iam



comingwithyouthen"No,no,no.

"No,thankyou"

"Whynot?"

"Youaregoingtoruinthisforme.I'mgoingout

alone"

"WhathappenedKwanda?Imeanforthepastdays

youweredoingjustfineandIthoughtwewere

gettingsomewhere"

"IamdoingjustfinenowandIamgetting

somewhereattheclub"Ishrug.

"Didyouspeaktoyourfather?"



Ilaughloudly,"MyfatherdiedKhethelo,whatare

youtalkingabout?"

Hereyeswidens,"When?How?Areyouokay?How

isKayise?Isthisthereasonwhyyouaregoingout"

shestartsblabbering.

"Iwasjustjoking"Ilookatherandshetakesadeep

breathbeforepressingherhandsagainstherhips

withadisapprovallookandimmediatelyIwalkpass

herbeforeshesaysanything.Idonotwantanyone

toruinthisnightformeespeciallywhenLebo

Mathosaisalreadysingingthatshewantstobe

Free--Irelatetoeverysinglewordsheuttersalong

tothekwaitobeat.

IgetinaUberthathasbeenwaitingformesinceI

havebeengoingbackandforthwithmyfriend.

"YouaregoingtoeMlazineh?"Thedriverinablue

capasksglancingatmeontherearviewmirrorand

Inodmyheadwithaslightsmilethenhestartsthe



engineandmanoeuvresthecarontheroad.The

streetsarealreadybuzzing,weareheadingtothe

weekend.Icanseesomewomenoverdressedand

readytotakeoverthestreetsandmencarrying

bottlesintheirhandsstandingoutsidetheircars

andloudlylaughing.Myheartisdoingalittleflip

flop.Mythroatisopen.Myfeetarereadytodance.

ThemomentweparkoutsideIcanhearmusicfrom

theinsideandpeoplescreaming.Icanhearthe

burningofmeat.Somepeoplearewalkinginand

out.Thecarsareeverywhere.ThefamousEyadini.I

getoffthecaronlyformyeyestomeetsomegirls

whoarejumpingofftheexpensivecar--andtheone

whoisdrivinghasalongblondeweavethat

touchesherwaistandhermakeupisvibrantwith

longlashes.Herthickthighsareshowingunderthe

olivegreendressmatchingitwithsneakers,they

arebeautifulastheyallargueaboutwhoispaying

forentranceandthemomenttheyseeme,theygive

metheexactlookIexpectedfromeveryone.



"Iwillpayforyourentrance"Itellthem,allfourof

themlookatmebattingtheirfakelashesasIpay

forallofusthenwewalkthroughthegate.The

musicisthrobbingandIcanfeelitagainstmy

chest.Thegirlsontheothersidearetryingtobemy

friendbuttonightIdonotwantanyfriendssoI

dismissthem.Ijusthelpedthembecauseweall

camehereforfun.

Isitdownafterorderingciders,Idonotwant

expensivealcoholeither.Iopenmyfirstbottle

movingmyshoulderssidebysidetothesoundof

themusicandwanderingmyeyesaround.Tosee

thegirlsIcameinwithalreadysettledandseated

aroundthetablefullofmen,andholdingglassesof

champagnes--thesegirlsarefocusedandIamhere

forit.

Iamonmyforthbottleandfeelingthealcohol

travellingthroughmysystemwhensomeonepats

myshoulder."Sawubona"Hegreetsmethe



momentIpickmyheadup,"IthinkIknowyoufrom

somewhere"Hesays,Ilookathim.Rememberthat

guywhotookoutatissueandwipedhisshoesand

didn'tbotheraboutmyfriend'sbleedingknee,thisis

him.

IblinkathimandinsteadofsayinganythingIjust

drinkfrommybottle,"Idon'tthinkIrememberyou"I

placemybottleonthetable.Andhesmiles,

showingmehiscrookedteeththatsuitshim

perfectly.

"Hawubabygirl.Ihelpedyouandyourfriends"he

saysandfixeshistropicalshirtthatmatcheshis

shortsandtodayheiswearinganavycarvella

shoes,"IsitokayifIsithere?Themomentmy

friendsgetherethenI'llleave"HesaysandInodmy

headalthoughIamuncomfortablebutIlethimsit

withaboxofbeersthenhetakesoneoutandlean

backtakingsips.



WesithereandIlistentohimtellingmeabouthis

friendswholaterarrivesandinsteadofthem

leavingmealone,theyjoinusratherwiththeir

girlfriendswhoarenotpleasedtoseemypresence.

Feelingthreatenedmaybe?Idonotblamethem.I

looklikethosesesamestirfrychickennoodlesIate,

withamazingmusicplayinginthebackgroundand

abeautifulmanseatedoppositeme.

Iwonderhowmanycupsofteahashedranktoday

orhowfarishefromreadingthatromanticnovelhe

isalwayscarryingaroundmakesmewonderifit

helpshimfeelateaseoritmakeshimremember,

something,anything.

"AkakhulumiyinilogirlAyanda"Thegirlinaboob

tubedressasksifIcannotspeaklookingtowards

me.AyandaistheguyIhavebeensittingwith.And

whenIgiveheradeadlystareshequicklylooks

away.



Ayandachuckles,"shecanspeak"helooksatme

andthenwinkbeforeheintroducesmetoeveryone

andIhavealreadycompletelyforgottenabouttheir

names.Wecontinuewiththedrinkingandtheybuy

meat.Iamnowdancingalongtothemusicand

alcoholisdrivingthroughmybloodstreamwhen

Ayandatakesmyhandsowecangotothe

dancefloor.They'replayingkwaito--andIamhaving

thebesttimeofmylifedancingandgoingdown

withoneknee.Upanddownagain,screamingas

Ayandaisdoingsomedancemoveswithhisfeet

likeheismoonwalking.Someonetouchesmy

buttocks.

IturnaroundandAyandaisnowherearoundbuta

manwithabigbelly,hisbuttonslooks

uncomfortable,theycanhardlybreathe."Leaveme

alone"Isayandturnaroundtocontinuedancingto

themusicbutinsteadheroughlygrabsmybuttocks

thistimecausingmetoturnandforcefullypush

himandhestumblesback.



"Stopactinglikeyoudon'twantthisbitch!"He

aggressivelygrabsmyarmandwhenItryfighting

back,hegrabsmyhairanddraggingmeinsteadof

peoplehelpingmetheystepasideandwatch.The

girlsIhelpedearlieraretakingvideosandlaughing.

Ipushhimagainbuthekeepspullingmebymy

handandIamthankfulwhensomeonepunches

him.MyeyesareblurryasIwipemytearsandin

thatmomentKhethelotakesmyhand.Idonotask

herquestionsabouthowshefoundmeandwhatis

shedoingherewithmybrother,whoispunching

thestrangerthatwasviolatingme.

Sheopensthedoortothebackseatforme,andI

getinthensheasksformybagbeforesheleavesto

goandgetit,comingwithmybrotherwhohas

turnedredasbeetrootwaterfromanger.

Iclosemyeyesandpretendtobesleepingthe

momenttheygetinacarandKayisebangshisdoor

andclickinghistongue."Iknowyou'renotsleeping



wena"hesternlysaysandstartstheengine.

Khetheloglancestowardshimthenahead.

MyheadhurtsandIamhiccupingfromallthe

cryingIhavebeendoing."Isthisthelifeyouwant

foryourselfKwanda?Puttingyourselfindanger?"

Mybrotherstartsyellingdisturbingtheeeriesilence

inthecar.Icryevenloudlynowsohecanleaveme

alone.Idonotwanttotalk.Iknowexactlywhat

happened."Areyouawareofwhatcould've

happenedifIdidn'tgetthere?"

Icryagain.

"Stopcryingandanswerme!"Hebangsthesteering.

"Iamsorry"Imurmur.

"ThatisnotwhatIwanttohearfromyouKwanda"



HesaysandIwipeoffmytears."FromnowonI

won'tbefetchingyou.Ifanythinghappenstoyou

thatisentirelyonyou.Icannotbegoingaroundand

fightingpeoplebecauseofyouKwanda"

"Ngiyaxolisa"Iapologizeagain.Noresponseuntil

weareoutsidemyapartmentandIamthefirstone

togetoffexpectingmyfriendtocomeoffwithme

butsheisgluedontheleatherseat.

Okay.

Iwalkupthestaircases,stumbling.AlthoughIam

notdrunkbutIwasalmostthere.ThemomentI

walkthroughthedoormyheartskipsabeatandmy

tongueimmediatelystopsproducingsalivatofind

OnalennaseatedinthelivingroomwithBongeziwe

andthatverysamepersonIhavebeensayingI'll

distancemyselffrom,Mongezi.



"Icouldn'tlietohim"Bongeziwesaysthemoment

heseesthelookonmyface,"Itoldhimthetruth

afterdroppingyouoffandseeingthatbothofyou

werehurt"Hecontinuessayingandmyeyesshift

towardsMongeziwhohasthisdangerousyetcalm

lookonhisface.Andhisfingersrestingonhis

lowerlip.

Onalennaclearsherthroat,"Doyouwantsomething

todrink?"sheasksBongeziwewhoshakeshishead

inagreementandthentheybothleavetheroom.

Istandinthemiddleoftheroomlikeachicken

withoutfeathers,underhisintensegaze.Idon't

knowwhenhestoodinfrontofme.Mychestfeels

blockedwhenhishandswraparoundmywaist.

"Youliedtomewhy?"Heasksinasmoothesttone,

"Lookatme"heplaceshisindexfingerundermy

chin,"whyyouliedtome?"

"Yourememberanything?"



"No.Butthatdoesn'tmeanyoushould'veliedtome.

Iwokeupwithapictureofyouinmyheadwhich

wasconfusingbutitmakessensenow"

TearsglistensandIlookathimthroughthem."Talk

tome,saysomething"hebegs.Insteadofwords

comingout,agutwrenchingsobcomesoutofmy

mouth.Idon'tthinkit'sbecausejustminutesagoa

mangrabbedmybuttocksandmyhairinthat

manner.Itcouldbethattoobutjustlookinginto

thesedarkblackeyes,mystomachhumsaperfect

melodylikeanorchestra.Myheartisaleadsinger.

HecupsmyfaceinhishandsandIrestonthem,

mytearslandingonhishands.
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"Reachedintomymindforreflection

Thetruthisobscuringmyperception

Sotakeahitonthisshipfilledwithresin



Onourfingertips

Andwatchitbelow"

Itiltmyheadrightbacktomeetapairofdeepblack

intenselyeyesandherunsthesoftpadofhis

thumbacrossmycheeksbeforekissingbothmy

eyes.Westareineachother'seyeslikebothour

bodiesarefloatingintoanotherdimensionwehave

bothcreated.Ifthiswasamovie,atinyfeminine

voicewould'vestartedsingingalongtoanacoustic

guitaruntilhervoiceturnedraspy.Ineedhim.I

don'tknowhowIneedhim--maybelikehowJupiter

needsMars.

Mybrotherwalksintotheroomfollowedbymy

friendandhisangerprettymuchseemssubsided

buthefrownsatthesightofMongeziandI

standingsoclosetogether,likeIamtheoxygenand

he'sthelungscausingmetotakeastepbackand

swallowingmysalivaandthismanstandinginfront

ofmefeelsaneedtostepclosertomewiththat



mischievoussmirkIhavemissedforthepasthours

ofmymiserablelife."I'llgogetsomethingtodrink,

Kwandacomewithme"Khethelowinks,Isteala

glancetowardsmybrotherthenattempttowalk

awaybutMongeziseizesmebymyarm,Igaspfor

airwhenhishandscomesincontactwithmyown

skin.Hehasturnedbreathingalabouredthing.I

canfeelthebugsagainbutthistimerushing

throughmybloodstream,mymindandsoul.

Hejustdartshiseyesbetweenminesbutinthat

momentBongeziwewalksinwithOnalenna

carryingabottleofwineandglasses.Oursexual

tensionisdisturbedwhenKhetheloannouncesthat

weshouldgathertogetherinthelivingroom--pretty

muchsoundslikeagoodideaforeveryonesince

wehavesnackspreparedandplacedonthetable

alongsidethedarkbottle.

Iampouringwineoneveryone'sglasses,andthe

conversationisslowlyflowingastheyargueabout



thekindofmusictheywanttolistento.The

tensenessandangeronmybrother'sfacehas

disappearedandhe'snowconstantlyshowinghis

gappysmile."Idon'tdrinkwinesocanIhavetea

rather"MongezirequestswhenIwasabouttopour

himaglass.ThenIrememberedheonlydrinkson

specialoccasions.Makesmewonderwhatthat

meanstohim.Wasitaspecialoccasionwhenhe

mademedrinkfromhismouthwithmyeyesclosed?

Ivolunteerintomakinghimtea,andhethanksme

asIdisappearintothekitchenandfinallycatcha

breather.ItakeoffmysneakersfirstsoIcanwalk

aroundbarefooted,Iamstillinmywhitedress.I

hopeIamnotmakingBongeziweandKayise

uncomfortablesinceIamshowingtoomuchskin

butthatisnotmyfaultanyways,Ishouldn'tbesorry

right?

Iboilthewaterwhiletakingoutawhitemugfrom

thecupboard.Henormallyuseswhitecupsothis



woulddo.Ihaveseenhimmakinghistea.Iknow

howmanyspoonsofsugarheusesandthathe

prefersslicedlemonsinhisteathanmilk.

IamstirringhiscupwhenIpickmyheadupheis

gettingupfromthecouchandstridingtothe

kitchentoleanagainstthecupboardswithhis

handsonhispocket,"youknowhowIlikemytea?"

Hehasanundeniablebeautifulsmileonhisface,

theconfusionandhurtfromearlierfadedlongago

andthepassionandsensualityIhavebeenlonging

toseeisnowback.

"Ihavelearntfewthingsaboutyou"Isay

confidentlyandstirringtheburningliquideven

thoughthereisabsolutelynoneedformeto,the

smellofhisteafillsmynostrilshasthelemons

floataroundandabsorbingthedyedwater.Iwish

thiswasnotanopenplanapartmentsowecan

haveprivacy.Althoughtheothersarepaying

attentiontotheirconversationandthefunkymusic



playingbutIwantedtoalonewithhim.

"Youareobservantareyou?"Heraiseshiseyebrow,

stillstandingdistanceawayfromme.Wordshave

disappeared.Andmyheartishumming,dancing

andflipflopping.Hepeelshissoftsplitsuedemen

highheelanklebootstostandrighttotome.

Iexpecthimtodosomething.Idoknowwhatbut

anything.Maybetouchmyhandsorhovermewith

questionsIknowI'llfailtoanswerinsteadhetakes

themugfrommeandsipslowly.Iwatchevery

singlemovement.Fromthewayheisholdingthe

mugtohowhebringsitclosertohislipsandthe

wayheswallowstheburningliquidwhileAdam's

appleonhisthroatmovesaftereverysinglesip.

"ExactlyhowIlikeit,thankyou"hethanksme

politelythenreturnsbacktothelivingroom.Ifeel

likeIambeingtorturedforallthesinsIhavenotyet

committed.



Ireturntothelivingroomandgrabthehalfpoured

wineandsettleonthefloorontopofthecushion

andlisteningtoeveryone.Notevenoncepaying

attentiontowhattheyaresayingbutmyeyesare

lostinhis.Eyecontactismagneticandavery

underratedformofintimacy.Oursisburningwith

passionanddesireandmore.Thesmilesin

betweenandmischievoussmirks.Winksfromhim

andIamcoveredinarosyhue.

"WhatwasKwandalikewhenshewasyoung?"

Mongeziunexpectedlyasksmybrother,wholooks

towardsmefirstthenhischeeksspreadsintoa

smilebeforeheplaceshisglassonthetableand

balancinghiselbowsonhisknees,leaningforward.

"Kwandahasalwaysbeenselflessandcaring

althoughsheactedtoughbutshehasalwaysbeen

softandagreatstorytellerandawriter.Mom

boughtheranotepadsoshecouldwriteallher

stories.Itwasmostlylovestories.Theywere



beautifulandunique,surprisingcomingfromher

sinceshewasyoung.Momwouldreadchaptersto

useverydayinthedarkwhichgaveKwanda

motivationtocontinuewritingmore.Shewas

carefreeandalwayslookedatnaturedifferentfrom

otherpeople,shelovedeverythingaboutit"hesays,

Isitherelisteningtohimlikeheistalkingatmy

funeral.

"Whatchanged?"Mongezisoundsinterested,

includingeveryoneinthisroombesideme.

"Thingsathome..."Kayiseholdsagazewithme

"Theenvironmentwasn'taswarmandloving.I

meanmomanddadconstantlyfought.Hewasnot

abusivebutwhattheywerefightingaboutwasnot

justminorandthatsomehowhadahugeimpactat

howMoonstartedlookingatlife.Whatwasoncea

colourfulworldtoherbecomedull"

"Ithinksheisstillthatsameoldpersonshewas



whenshewasyoung,colourfulandcarefree.But

sheneedstounderstandthateveryoneinthisworld

isbreathingborrowedair.Sheisjustlookingfor

someonetosaveherbutnoonewill.Shemustsave

herself"Bongeziwesaysandhiswordsarelikethe

mostdangerouspoisonthescientisthavecreated

toparalyseyourmind,yourbodyandsoulmaking

sureyourheartstartsbeatingfasterfirstthen

slowlyafterthatisstopsbeating.Yourmouth

slightlypartsasyoutakeyourlastbreathandyour

skinturningpalewhileyoureyesrollback--whata

horrificwaytoexplaindeathactually.

"Idon'tthinkthat'sthecase"Mongezisays,"Ithink

shedeserveslove,genuinelovesoshecanseethat

notalllovestoriesendsthewaythelovestoryshe

grewupwitnessingended"Hesaysthatinadeep

smoothestandvelvetytonethatmademechokeon

wine,itcomesrushingthroughmynosecausing

metobreathrapidly.Love.Wetendtospendour

wholeliveslookingforlove.Howittastes.Howit

lookslike.Howitfeels.Poemsandsongsand



entirenovelswrittenaboutit.Buthowcanyoutrust

somethingthatcanendassuddenlyasitbegins?

ThesedaysIhavebeenwonderingaboutwhatI

reallyfeeltowardsSambulo--althoughatfirstI

thoughtIwasblindedbyallthesesudden

electrifyingfeelingsandsensationsthatIfeelwhen

Iamaroundtowardsthatmanwearingallblack

rightnowbutwhatIhaveformysocalledboyfriend

isnotlove--maybecomfortabilityandknowingthatI

belongtosomeone.Thatiswhatwealwayslongfor

belonging,titles,affection,acceptanceand

attention.

"Ithinksheneedssomethingcurvywithveins"

Onalennasays.Mybrotherimmediatelyshootsher

adiabolicallookcausingeveryoneintheroomto

eruptwithlaughterincludingmyself.Something

curvywithveins.

Whatisthat?



"Enoughaboutme,stoptalkinglikeIamnothere"I

finallysaysomething.

"Theguysaresleepingoverright?"Khetheloasks

"Wewillsharetheroomandtheycansharethe

otherrooms"shesuggests.

"Iamsleepingwithyou"Kayisesaystoher.Ifrown

dartingmyeyesatthem.Onalennagivesmealook

askingforanexplanationbutIshrugindicatingthat

Idonothaveafullscoop.Whileourfriendignores

eyecontact.Wecontinuewiththeconversation,and

Bongeziweismoreoutspokenthanhisbrotherbut

whatcomesfromhismouthisnothingbut

knowledge.Heisconfidenttoo.Theconversation

continuesuntiltheearlyhoursofthemorningwhen

wealldecidetogotobedandsleep.

ThemomentmydresslandsonthefloorasItakeit



offthedoortomyroomopens.Iamimmobileasa

statueandmyhandsarecold,immediatelythe

pigmentationhavechanged.Icannotfindmy

eyeballsonthefloor.

Heclosesthedoorandstridestowardme.He

standsjustinfrontofmereadingmyfacewhilemy

nipplesperkathim.Iamsupposedtobehidingbut

Iamnot,myfeetareplantedtothegroundand

lookingathim."Whatareyoudoing..."Idonot

finishmysentencewhenhishandscradleeach

sideofmyfaceslowlyashelowershishead,

"...here"Ifinishbreathlesslyasheclaimsthe

softnessofmylipswithhisown.Akisstouchingly

beautifulthatIfinditimpossiblenottorespondas

hislipsgentlysipsandtastemyown.Betweenthe

breezecomingthroughmyopenedwindowandhis

kissesIamtremblingbadly.Iliftmyarmsandthe

tremblingincreasesasIfeelthewarmthofhisbody

throughhisshirt,hismusclesflexesasIplacemy

handsagainsthisback.Hishandsgrabsmybottom

andliftingmeupandintohim,mylegsmoves



instinctivelyabouthiswaistasIamclungtothe

musclesbroadnessofhisshoulders.

Ithoughthewasgoingtoplacemeonthebedbut

hedoesn'tinsteadmyfeetarebackonthefloorand

hissinglefingerrunsupmybarespine."Tellme

wheredoyouwantmetotouchyou,showme"My

breathhitchesandgoosebumpsbloomsthrough

alongthetrailheismakingonmybackand

shoulders.Hetrancespatternsacrossmybreasts

thenbreatheswarmlyhallowbelowmyear."Talkto

me"Iletoutahoneyedwhimper.

"Youarealwaysdoingthis"Isayinabreathyvoice.

Hetakesasucklingbiteonmyneckandasound

comesout.IthoughtIwasakittenforamoment.

"Doingwhat?"Hisfingerisstillgentlyrunningalong

thecreaseofmybuttocksandwhenheslipshis

handfurtherbetweenmylegshefindsmealready

wet,dripping.Mykneesalmostbuckleswhenhe



reachesfurtherandcirclesmyberryandspreading

themoisturetherebeforepullingaway.

Ohmy!

"Doingwhat?"Heasksme.

"Torturingme"Iswallow.

"Iamnotplanningondoingsotonight.Youhaveto

tellmewhyyouliedtome"

"Now?"

"Yesnow"Hesaysalmoststernlybutthetextureof

hisvoiceislikerosescoveredinhoney,"Keepyour

eyesonme"Heunbuttonshisshirtandhiseyes

blazesashestaresatme.Iseeablacklineart



tattooatthebottomofhisstomach--ontheleftside.

Iwanttorunmyfingersinitandmanymore.

"Ithoughtweweregoingtotalk"

"Wewilldoalotoftalking"Hesmirks"Showme

whereyouwantmymouth"ForasecondIhesitate.

Andhearcheshisbrowandwarns,"Trustmeyou

don'twantmetorepeatmyself"Tentativelymy

handsslidestobrushmynipples."Pinchthem

harder,thewayyouwantmeto"Hehumsandmy

fingerspluckswithmoreforce,doingsomethingI

haveneverdonebeforeyetitfeelsgood,makingme

partmymouth.Oncehegetshisshirtoff,hebacks

upuntilhefeelsachairbehindhim.Hesits

deliberateslownessandremoveshisshoesand

socksoozingsex.

Mybreathingiserraticnowandmybreastsplumps

withmynipplesteasedwithflawness,tightpeaks.



"Wozala"hecallsmetocomeclosertohim.Iam

staggeredstruttingtowardshimasconfidentand

seductiveasasiren.Istopinfrontofhimandwait

forhimtosaysomething--Ineverlistentoanyone

butfollowinghiscommandsalwaysseemeasy.He

motionsmecloserbetweenhisspreadlegs."Now

tellmewhyyouliedtome"Hiseyesarefixedtomy

core,"Whiletouchingyourself"

"Mo..."

"Iamlistening"Heinterjects

Fingersslidestomyalluringfleshtremblingslightly

andhebitesbackhisgroan."Iwas...Iwas

protectingyou"Imurmur.

"Don'tpartthelipsyet.Teaseyourselfthentellme

whosaidIneededprotection"Iticklemylong



fingersslowlyalongthecreasewheremythighs

meetsmoretenderandflesh,justbarelyscraping

mynailsthere.

"Ithought...Hmmm"Imaketinycirclesuponemy

tenderlabiathenprettymuchdoingthesametothe

otherandwhenIstartpettingthelinewherethetwo

lipsmeet,heacheswithneedtoreplacemyfingers

withhistonguebuthedoesn't.

"Putyourfootononearmchairsoyoucantouch

yourselfdeeperandthentellmewhatexactlyisthat

youthought"Imakenoisesinmythroat.Myfooton

thechairarmandtheotherfirmlyplantedonthe

floorbetweenhisknees,thescorchingheat

betweenusisunbearable.Mynailspaintedinwhite

gelrubsalongthepaththere.

"IwashurtMongezi"Icirclemyplumpberryand

strokedowntodelveknuckledeepinsideonlyto

pulloutandstartagain.



"AndyouthinkIamnothurt?"Ifeelsomething

coming,rushing,runninglikeyesterdayinhisliving

roomonthatwhiterugandimmediatelyheclamps

afirmhandonmywristmakingmegrowl.Iwantto

ripthehairofmyscalp.Wehearasexualscream.

IsthatOnalennaorKhethelo?

MongezismilesatmeasIamstillwonderingwho

wasthatscreaming.Hebringsmyhandintohis

mouthandIwatchhimwithwide,glassyeyes.My

pantingerraticpuffs.Acryescapesmymouthand

oncemyfingersarebetweenhislipsheexplores

thetasteinhismouth.

Hepicksmeupagainandanglesmyfacetoallow

himdeepenthekisswiththemoistsweepofhis

tongueacrossmypartedlips.Igroanlowinmy

throatasIturnfullyinhisarmsandmybreasts

pressedagainsttheheatedskinonhischest.He

devoursthesoftnessofmylipsandlaysmeinthe



centreofmybedandIgaspsoftlyasherunsthe

softpadofhisthumbacrossmyswollenberry,

continuingtodevourthesweetintoxicationofmy

lipsandmouth.Igaspandpressupintohimand

mybottomshiftingrestlesslyagainsthisarousalas

hislipsleftminesandmovesalongthecolumnof

mythroatwhistlehesqueezesandcaressesthe

achingtipofmybreast."Bhuti!"Ifeelthewarmthof

hishandagainstmyownheatedflesh,hepartshis

lipsovermypertnipplesbeforesucklingmeinto

themoistheatofhismouth,andsendingwavesof

thatheatdeepbetweenmythrobbingthighs.He

suckshungrilyonmysweetnessandpullingever

deeperintohismouth,tongueraspingthataroused

nipple."Hawema!"Iscream,cryingformymother

who'dprayintonguesifshecouldseethis.Our

raggedbreathingandthroatygroanssoundslikea

beattoahiphopsong.Igaspoutloudwhenhe

cupsmythighsandthesoftpadofhisthumb

instinctivelyfindingthethrobbingfleshand

caressing,pressingtothesamerhythmashesucks

mynipplesharderanddeeperintohismouth,teeth

gentlynippingbeforebiting.Thisisnice.Nowonder



ShakaZulusaidthisshouldbepaidfor.Isplinter

intohisarms,hecontinues,tonguelatchingandhis

handpleasureuntilIcollapseagainsthischest

fromtheintensityofreleasethatleavesmeweak

andscreaming,cryingandbeggingbeforeIfeel

somethingcominglikeabrokentap,waterexplodes

inbetweenmylegs.

"Mongezi!"Iampleadingbreathlesslyashislips

leavesminesandmovealongtothecolumnofmy

throatanduptolatchontothesensitivelobeofmy

ear,teethgentlybitingandsendingquiversof

pleasureagaintothetipofmybreastsandmy

swollenheatbetweenmythighs.Myhandstrails

thehardcontoursofhismuscledshouldersand

chest.Myfingersgrazeshissensitivefleshmoving

lower,totouchhistattooandhegroansatmytouch

andswitchingsidesoIcanbeontopofhimand

straddlingmylegs.Ilookdownathiseyes,mybody

stillvibrating.Helooksupatmewithasmile.My

fingersexploringeverytinypieceofartonhisbody.

Touchingandkissing.Beforehebringsmyheadto



hischestthenhekissesthetopofmyhead."Don't

everlietomeagain"hesaysclosertomyearand

myeyesshut.

Aknockfromthedoorforcesmetosnapmyeyes

open,Iamwrappedaroundinstrongmanlyarms

andmybuttockspressingagainsthim.Thesun

piercingthroughtheolivegreencurtainsblindme.

Theknockdoesn'tstop.Igetoffthebedcussing

undermybreath,grabbingtheblackshirtonthe

floor.Thereheispeacefullysleepingandhismouth

poutedwhilehiseyebrowsarefurrowed.Thesun

kissinghisfacelookslikefrecklesonhisface.So

beautiful.Withhismusclesrelaxedandlookinglike

adefinitionofserenity.

IhopethisisnotKhetheloandOnalenna.Ibutton

uptheshirtbeforeswingingthedooropen,"What

the...Sambulowhatareyoudoinghere?"Myeyes

areoutlookingliketwosoccerballsandwatching

himwearingasuit,allimmaculateandsleek.He



doesn'tsayanythinginsteadhekissesmycheek

andtakesmyhandleadingmetothelivingroom.

Lord,whyIgavehimthekeystoaccesshere?

Thelivingroomhasbeensetup,surroundedby

rosepedalsonthefloor,flowershereandthere

makingmewonderwhereweremyfriendswhen

thiswasbeingsetupwherearetheynow."Sambulo

whatisthis?Whendidyougethere?"Ilookaround,

thesetupisbeautiful.Onthefloorthat'sawhite

clothandcushionsalmostsetuplikeanindoor

picnicwithdeliciouslylookingbreakfast.

"WhenIgothereyourfriendswereleaving,sothey

letmeinandIgottoseteverythingup"Ipressing

mylegstogetherhopingthemanintheotherroom

doesn'twakeup.

"Whatisgoingon?"Iask.Hejustsmiles.A



charmingsmilethatmademeattractedtohim

beforeheslowlygoesdowntohiskneeandtakes

outavelvetboxfromhispocketopeningit,a

shimmeringdiamondringsmilesatme.Iblinkfew

times.Noexcitementvisitsme.Ithoughtoneday

whenamankneelsinfrontofmelikethisI'll

dramaticallycryelatedmaybethrowmyselfagainst

thewallbutIdon'tfeelaneedtodoanyofthat.

AndimmediatelyIhearfootsteps,"maMkhungo"

Hisvoicesaysinacorridor.TheexcitementIam

supposedtofeelaboutamanwhowantsmyhand

inmarriage.IstheexcitementIfeelthatMongezi

rememberssomething.Lastnighthedidnotcallme

bymysurname.Heremembers.Tomorrowhe

mightnotbutthisisthefeelingIwanttofeel

everydaywithhim.Notthemanwhohastears

swimminginhiseyeswhenheseesanotherman

appearingbehindme.IlookatMongeziandmy

heartsingsopera.IlookatSambuloandmyheart

bleeds,heavyclots.



Guiltandshamewashesoverme,myowntears

involuntarilystartsfallingfrommyeyes."Sambulo,I

canexplain"Myvoicecomesoutshaky.Heshakes

hisheadandstandingonhisfeet."Sambulo!"I

shoutbehindashewalksoutofthedoorangrily.

"Sambulopleaseletmeexplain"

"WhatdoyouwanttoexplainKwanda?"Heturnsto

shoutbehindme,hiseyeshaveturneddark.

LookinglikesomethingIhaveneverseenbefore.

"Ihavebeenmeaningtotellyou"Ishoutback"Iam

confused"

"Youarenotconfused,youneedJesus!"

"SambulocanyounottalkaboutJesusnowand

justhearmeout,please"Iamrunningbehindhim

barefooted.Wearinganotherman'sshirtandnaked

under.Peoplearenowwatchingus."Sambulo"He



turnsaroundandaggressivelypullsmebymyneck

wrappinghishandaroundmynecktighteningit,so

hardthatIcannotbreathe.

"Isthistheversionofmeyouwantedtosee

Kwanda?"Hedartshiseyesbetweenmines."Iam

changedmanNokwanda,damnit!"

"Sambulo,uyangilimaza"Isayhoarselythatheis

hurtingmeandwordsseemstobelodgedinmy

throat.IdonotknowwhereisMongezicoming

frombuthejustthrewapunchatSambulo.Wholet

mego,andpuncheshimback.Afighterupts,andI

amseeingtwobullsinakraal.

[01/24,07:28] :16.

"Anotherdaytofigureourandadapt.

Tappingontheendless,friendless,

&Tremendousearthlymap.



Everyday

Spiritdefendus

But

Weletthedarknearus

Weletisseepandsweepbeneathus

Wecannottrustus

Whenwearesuperfluous"

Iamstandingasidelikeananimatedcharacterlost

inajungle,shoutingontopoftheirlungsfortheir

parentsandtheireyesglisteningwithtears--the

scenarioisdifferent.HereIamwatchingtwobulls

pushingeachotherwiththeirlongandsharphorns.

Sambuloisbleedingandhislefteyeisnowclosed

thenMongezihasabrokenlip.Theywon'tstop.

Punchafterpunch.Itfeelslikewatchingboxingand

noonewantstostopthemeither.Nowordsare

comingoutofmymouth,theyarelodgedinmy

throat.Itriedstandinginbetweenthembut

SambuloaggressivelypushedmeandIlandedon



theflooronmybuttocksandthatturnedMongezi

intoademoniccreature.Ihaveneverseenanything

likethis.

SambuloisonthefloorandMongeziis

continuouslypunchinghimwhathappensnext

leavesmeparalysed.SambulojusthitMongezi

onceonthehead,andhelandsonthefloorwithhis

eyesrollingbackandbloodcomesgushingfrom

hisnose.Notjustblood,butclots."Mongezi!"Irun

towardshimandkickingSambulowhostumbles

back.MykneesgrowsandIcollapsetomyhands

infrontofhim.Myheadspins,swappedbyatoxic

cloud.Thestrengthvacatesmywholebody."What

haveyoudoneSambulo?"Iscreamkneelinginfront

ofMongeziandplacinghisheadonmylappleading

forhelp."Mongeziwakeup"Islaphisface,there's

nomovement.Ifeelhispulseandyes,it'sstillthere

thatmeansheisalive.

Sambuloisfrozenlikeababycarrotontheside,



watchingmecryingforanotherman.Itseemsasif

itallseekingintoeverycornerofhisbrainlikea

cheesesauceinapasta."Kwanda"hecallsme

almostinawhisper.

Ilookupathimwipingmytears,"Tsek!"that'smy

responsetohim.Hislipsaretrembling,ballinghis

handsintoafist."GoawaySambulo!"Isayseeing

theveinonhisforehead.Icanhearsomeonecalling

anambulance.IlookbacktoMongezi,helooks

peacefulthesamewayhelookedasIwatchedhim

sleepingjustminutesago.Iwipethebloodcoming

outofhisnosebutithasnotstoppinggushing

either.Nowhisearsarebleedingtoo.Iamshivering

likealeaf.MyvisionisblurrythatIcanhardlysee

butIcanhearsirensandpeoplewhisperingto

themselves.

TheytakeMongeziandshovinghimatthebackseat

oftheambulanceandIfollowbehind.Heisnow

connectedwithsomepipes.Iamholdinghishand,



hereIambarefootedandhalfnakedwhilemy

dreadlocksarefallingovermyface.Thefemale

paramedicisdoingsomethingtohim.Wearenot

exchanginganywordseither.Untilwearriveatthe

hospitalandhe'stakentoanemergencyroom.Iam

advisedtostandoutside.

Myhandsarecoveredinbloodincludingmyshirt.

Myfaceiscoveredwithdrytearswhilemyeyesare

swollenandthesaltyacidicwatersareburningmy

eyeballs.Iamaskedthousandsofquestions.They

needsomeonefromMongezi'sfamilytosign

somethingsohecangoforanoperationurgently.I

justheardthewordoperationandstarted

hystericallylikeatoddlerwhoseicecreamhas

fallenonthegroundcoveredwithsandandstones

andinsects.

Afterwhatfeelslikeeternityofturmoilemotions

Bongeziwearrivesalongsidewithhismother,they

arerunningtowardsmydirection.Unexpectedly



Mihlaligrabsmeupfromthechairandthrowsme

againstthewall."Ifanythinghappenstomyson

Kwanda,anythingyou'llregretthedaywecrossed

paths"shespitsvenomously"Iaskedyoutohelp

himnottryingtokillhim!"Aslaplandsacrossmy

faceandapartofmewishesshecanthrowmore

slapssoIcanfeelsomething.Physicalpain.

Anything.Bongeziweseparatesusandshoutsat

hismotherwhowantsherclawsonme.Shewas

abouttowrapherhandsaroundmyneck--hereyes

arefireice.

"Ma!Stopthisnonsense"Bongeziwesays,hisvoice

comesasaroardemandingrespectbutthis

momentisinterruptedbyamanwhowalksin

wearingafullsuitlookingattractiveandimpeccable.

Heisgettingfinelikewine.It'slikelookingat

Mongeziinyearstocome.Isn'titstrange?How

Mihlalijustthrewherselfathimandhewelcomes

herwarmlykissingthetopofherheadandassuring

hereverythingisgoingtobeokay.Ibelievehim.

Everysinglewordcomingfromhismouth.Although



heisnotcomfortingmebutIfeelcomfortedbyhis

calamitynature.Heremindsmesomuchof

Mongezi,everythingabouthim.

"Kwandaletmetakeyouhomesoyouchange"

Bongeziwesaysseeingthesuddenatmosphere

betweenhismotherandthisman.Helookedat

themwithafrownalmostasifhesawthe

undeniablechemistryandlovebetweenthetwo.

"Malumeit'sgoodseeingyouhere"hecontinues

sayingtothemanwhohashismotherinhisarms.

Hiscolognehasengulfedmysenses."Kwandalet's

go"Ishakemyheadindisagreement.Iamnot

goinganywhereuntilIhearsomethingfromthe

doctors."IfanythinghappensI'lltellyou,asambe"

Mihlaligivesmethemostdiabolicallook.Idonot

careanymore.Myfeetareplantedonthesecold

tiesnotwillingtomove.Iamgluedhere.

Bongeziwetakesmyhandandmyfeetobeyshim

aswewalktothecarparking.Heopensthedoorfor



metothebackseat."Ishegoingtobeokay?"Iask,

myfacefeelslikedriedfruitsandbiltong.

"Wedon'tknowasyet,getin"Hesays.Ishealso

madatme?Hisfaceislikeamarblefloorallhis

darkfeaturesmakeshimmoreattractive.Iclamber

inacarandmakemyselfcomfortablebeforehe

shutsthedoor.Iexpecthimtogetinacarinless

thanaminutebutno,itseemshewentsomewhere.

Isitherewonderingwhattodowithmyself.

TheunclewholookslikeMongeziwhatishisstory?

ItcannotbewhatIamthinkingbutconnectingthe

dotsandpuzzlesthat'stheonlyanswerIamgetting.

Bongeziwegetsinacar,burningwithrageand

flexinghishandsonasteeringwheelwhile

clenchinghischiselledjawthenhestartsthecar

drivinglikewearebeingchasedbydemonsfrom

hell."Bongeziwepleaseslowdown"Isaysoftlyhe

looksatmefromtherearviewmirrorandthen



slowsthepaceaftermurmuringhisapology.Iask

himtotakemetomymother'splaceandallhedoes

isnodding.Nowordsexchangeafterthat.

HeparksoutsidemygateandthemomentIgetoff

thecarheimmediatelydrivesoffitseemsasifhis

mindwasflashingintothousandsofdifferent

directions.

Mymotherisnotaround.Iamthankful.Idon'tknow

howIwouldhaveexplainedthereasonIam

coveredinblood.Myheartfeelslikeitwillcomeout

ofmymouthwhenevereveryscenestartsplayingin

mymindlikeasongrequestedinajukebox.WasI

wrongforcontinuingtoleadSambuloonknowing

verywellIwasfallingoutofloveforhimandfeeling

somethingcompletelyforeignforsomeoneelse?

DoesthismeansIcheatedonhim?He'llbeokay

thoughthatIknowafterfastingforcoupleofdays

andaskingforstrengthhe'llriselikeaphoenix.Iam



sureonedayI'llbehistestimonyandhe'llcallme

hisdarktime,hehe.

Sigh.

Ihopetheoperationwentwell.Icannotsuppress

thethoughtofhimwakingupcompletelyforgotten

abouteverythingandnotevenrememberingme.I

amgoingtothenightprayertoday,justtoprayfor

him.MaybethatsoundslikeabadideasinceIam

notreadyasyettoseeSambuloandifanything

happenstoMongezi--Iwillneverforgivehim.

IthinkImighthavefellasleepsincesomeoneis

shakingmeandIcanhearasoftsinginganda

sonorousmasculinevoiceleading."Kwandawake

up"mymothersays.Iblinkmyeyesfewtimesand

sheisstandinginafloraldressandacloth

wrappedaroundherhead."Khonaabazalwane"she

announcesthatpeoplefromchurcharehere.

"Sambulobroughtthemhere"shecontinuessaying.



"Hewhat?"Iwidenmyeyes.

"WhathappenedKwanda?"shesearchesformy

eyes.Idonothavetimetoanswerherquestionsas

Ijumpoffthebedattemptingtowalkoutofthedoor

butmymotherpullsmeback,"Donoteventhink

aboutitKwanda.Don'tembarrassme!!"

"Youdon'tknowwhathappenedmama"

"ThentellmeKwanda,tellme.Sambulohasa

swollenfaceandcryingoutside.Whatdidyoudoto

himNokwanda.Hmmm?"

Iswallow,"Nothingmama"Irespondhuskily.



"Itcannotbenothing.Mihlalicalledme,shetoldme

shedoesn'twantyouanywherenearhersonand

sheisgoingtopaytheamountshepromisedyou

andyoustillwanttotellmeitsnothing?"What?

Mihlalicannotdothattome.Notwhenshewasthe

onewhoapproachedme.No.Irefuse."Don'tdare

cryKwandawithouttellingmeanything"

"Sambulowantedtopropose..."Ipause"...buthe

foundmewithMongeziandtheyfoughtbutmama--

"

Shegaspandinterject"Youwillfindmeintheliving

room"thatallshesaysandwalkout.Italwaysan

issuewhenwomenarecapableofdoingwhatmen

cando.Butwearenotthere.Iputonthedressand

paddingtothelivingroomtomeetSambulowho

lookslikesteamedbread,seatedonthecouchand

hisheadbowed.

ThemomentIwalkinanoldwomanmakesme



kneelinthecentreandallthesuddentheycasting

outdemonsoutofme.Whoisthedemon?Me?The

factIfelloutoflovewithamanofGod?Theman

whoisfightingforhislifebecauseofthesameman

ofGod?

Idon'tunderstand.

Ikneelherewithmyeyesopenandwatchingthese

peopleprayingfromthedepthoftheirsouls.Idon't

knowwhathappenedbutIstartcrying.Andno,Ido

nothavedemonsbutIamangryatSambulofor

doingthis.Couldn'thecomeandtalktomeliketwo

civiladults?Ratherthaninterferinghispeoplefrom

churchasalways.

Theystartprayingloudlynow,intongueseven

probablybecauseofmycries.Theyareshouting

Jesus'name.Itrygettingupbuttheyarepullingme

back.Mymotherfinallyshoutsthattheyshould

leavemealone."Leavemydaughteraloneandget



outofmyhouse"sheyells."Leaveher!"sheshouts.

Myheartsfeelslikeithasbeencoveredbya

blanketseeingherstandingupforme.

"Herdemonsareusingyou"Theonewithmissing

toothsays.

Haibo!

"Getoutofmyhouse!"Mymotheryells.Theallwalk

outincludingthemeninoversizedjackets.

Sambulostandsonhisfeetandlooksatmeonce

thenhewalksoutofthedoor.Thatlookwasvery

dangerous.IflookscouldkillthenI'llbelonggone.

"Thankyouma"Imurmur.

"Goandtalktohim"



"Who?"

"Sambulo,talktohimNokwanda"

"Ican't"

"Doyouevenfeelsorryforwhatyoudidtohim?"

"Mongeziisfightingforhislife"Idefend.

"Andwhosefaultisit?Youwereleadingtwopeople

onhere.Theyarefeelingsinvolvedandforoncein

yourlifeNokwandafaceyourdamnproblems!"
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"--EnterIfYouDare--

Theimageryinmymind



Describesalibrary

Withelevatedhallwaysandcolumns

Walkways,maps,themesofsolemn

Roominsideofroomswithhighvolume

Andanescapeddoor

Onceiling

Anddeepintothefloor"

Istandinthelivingroomaftermymother

disappearedwithmyfeetjustplantednotwillingto

move--runningawayfrommyproblems?Itfeltasif

Iputonmytrainingshoesallthetimeandstart

runningawayfromdemonswhoarenakedbehind

me,laughingandchucklingwhileIkeepfalling,

crawlingandstumbling.

MaybeIamrunningawayfrommyproblemsbutit

alsoseemslikeaverymuchbetteroptionthan

havingtodealwithsomanyrollercoasterof



emotions.

Howdoyoufaceyourproblemsanyways?Doyou

organiseyourmindfirst?Doyoupray?Doyouread?

Andthensitdownandtalkaboutemotionseven

youdon'tunderstandwherearetheycomingfrom.

Lifeisanentanglementshame!

Afterhoursofrethinkingmywholeexistence,I

decidedthatmaybeIreallyneedtotalktoSambulo

becauseImighthavehurthim.AndIguesshehas

alottounfoldtomeaboutwhohereallyisbecause

Isawhiminaverydifferentanglethismorning.He

strangledmeandwhathesaidtomewhilehewas

squeezingthebreathoutofmylungsmademe

questionalotabouthim.

Iparkoutsidehisgatebeforegoingin.Thereare

twocarsparkinginsideandIhopehispastoror



anyonefromchurchisnothereandstartcontinue

prayingformefromwheretheyleftoff.

Iknockonhisdoorbutthereisnoresponse,very

strangesinceIcanhearsoftmusicplayingand

somesoundsIcanonlyexplainasanimalistic--

maybetheyarepraying.

LuckilyIbroughtthekeyshegavemesoIunlock

thedoorandletmyselfintofindabottleofwineon

thetableandtwoglasses.Iexaminetheotherglass

tocheckforanylipstickprintsorlipglossbut

nothing.Itakeagulpbreather.Whatcaughtmy

attentionisthemasculinewristwatch,thatlooks

likeIhaveseenitsomewherebeforemaybeina

catalogue.Andthenthere'sapacketofcigarette

thathasbeenleftopened.

Sambuloandalcohol?Maybeitstheanger.



Thesoundseruptsagain.MoreloudernowthatI

aminsidethehouseandsomeoneiscallingout

Jesus'name--thissoundslikeapowerfulprayer.

Iflutterthedooropeninhisroomtomeetwiththe

nakedSambulowhoisviolentlyslamminginto

someone,goingasdeepashecanandhisbuttocks

lookinglikesquashedmarshmallows.Icannotsee

hisfacenorthepersonbeneathhim.Histempo

increasesrapidlywhiletheotherpersonbeneath

keepsrockingbackandforthtomeethisthrust.I

cannotmove.IwanttomovebutIcan't.My

breathingisraggedandIcanfeelbugsandinsects

crawlingallovermybodyinaverystrangeway--so

strange.Adeepgruntingsoundcomesfrom

Sambulo'sthroat.Whatcaughtmyattentionisthat

thepersonbeneathhimhasratheramasculine

voiceastheymoanandmyeyestraveltosee

somethingdanglinginbetweentheirlegslooking

likeanironbar.Hugeandtheveinsarescarywhile

thecrownisswollenandbathedinclear.Harder

andfasterSambulomoves.Pounding,thrashing



andthrusting.

Iamconfused.Allmyemotionsarespirallingoutof

controlatonce.Thepersonbeneathispumping

theirpricklikemad.Thisisroughandhardbefore

theybothroarloudlyandIgaspforairfeeling

somethingleavingmybodyonlytolookinbetween

mylegsandmyurineisslowlytravellingallway

downtomyfeetandinthatmomentSambuloturns

tomeetmeandhisfacialexpressionlikeacartoon.

Hiseyesoutandmouthparted."Nokwanda"thatis

notcomingfromhimbutthemanwhowasbeneath

himpushingtheirdreadlocksbackwards.Ilookat

him,myeyesglisteninglikecrystals.Myhands

shaking."Mntanamiletmeexplain"myfathersays

grabbingtheduvetonthebedtocoverhimselfand

allIcandoisdartingmyeyesbetweenthemand

shakingmyhead.

Myboyfriendandmyfather?Hehehe,no.



Mychestheavensfeelingsickinmystomachand

nextthingIthrowuplookinglikeananimespewing

noodlesbeforerunningoutofthehouseandwiping

mymouth.Myeyeshavebecomeblurryand

burning.Ifeelagustofwind.FeelingdizzyasifI

amswampedbythetoxiccloud.Ialmostfallonthe

floorrunningandnotseeingwhereIamgoingand

beforeIcanreachthegatesomeonepullsmeback

bymyhand."Kwandaletmeexplain"Sambulosays

withashakytone.Ifeelmyfaceheatatthesightof

him.Myfatherstandingfromdistance."Baby

pleaselet..."Myhandlandsonhischeek.Aloud

clapbeforepushinghimasideandstridingtowards

myfatherwholookslikeawetcat.

"Isthisthereasonwhyyouleftus?"Ilookathim

straightintheeyesohecanseemypain.Myanger.

Myhurt."Isthiswhyyoupackedyourthingsand

leftbaba?"Asthewordsleavesmymouthitfeels

likeswordsarestabbingmyesophagus."Does

momknowsaboutthis?"Heisjustblinkingatme

withtearscoveringhiseyelidsandIeruptlikea



volcanowithlaughter,clappingmyhandstogether

Helooksatmealmostasifhecanfeelmypain

whenhedoesn't.Idragmyfeetandignoringhim

sincehehassuddenlyregainedhisabilitytospeak.

Shoutingmynameasifhelearntitforthefirsttime.

Sambulocannotlookatmeintheeye.Igetinthe

caranddriveoff.Iamshockedthatmybodycan

stillmanagetodrive.Ikeepmumblingundermy

breathuntilIamhomeswingingthedoorand

shoutingformymotherwhoappearsinthecorridor

readytoshoutbutwhensheseesthemessy

conditionIaminshepauses."Whathappened

Kwanda?"Shetakesslowstepstowardsme.Istand

here.Justchucklingandaggressivelywipingmy

tears.Ismelllikeurine.Mydressisdrenchedand

myunderwear."Kwandatalktome"

"Youknewaboutthis?"

Sheshakesherheadinagreement,"Sambulocame



toaskformyblessingbeforehecanpropo--"

"Notthatma!"Ishoutandshealmostcrawloutof

herskin."Youknewthatdadwasgay?"Myheartis

movingbackandforth.

"Wheredidyougetthatfrom?"

"Answermyquestion!"

"Kwandawheredidyougetthatfrom?"

"Answermyquestionmaplease"Ichokeinbetween

mywordstryingsohardtokeepmyeyesopen.

Tearsaredancingaroundmyeyelids.

Hershouldershanglowandshetightenstherobe

aroundherwaistwithherhandsshiveringandher



mouthtrembling."Yes"thatallshesays,"Andthat's

whyheleft"

"Youliedtome?"

"IneverliedtoyouKwanda"

"Youdidmama!Youliedtome.Yousaidheleftus

becausehewasblamingusforhowhiscareer

turnedout.Thatiswhatyousaidtome.Youmade

mestopbelievingindreamsbecauseofhowthings

turnedoutformyfather.Andyouwatchedmenot

sayinganything.Youwatchedmema!"

"Iwasprotectingyou!"Sheyellspointingherfinger

atme.

"Fromwhat?Whatisthatyouwereprotectingme

from?"



"ThetruthKwanda!"

"Howareyougoingtoprotectmenow?Howare

yougoingtoprotectmesinceIsawmyownfather

andmyboyfriendhavingsexandshoutingontopof

theirvoices.How?Canyouprotectmenow?"

"Nokwanda..."

"Kayiseknows?"

Sheshakesherheadindisagreement,"pleasedon't

tellhimNokwanda,please.Nooneshouldknow

aboutthis"

"DoyouevencareabouthowamIfeelingoryou

botheredaboutpeoplefindingoutaboutthis?"No

response,justgreat.Iwalkawayandleavingher



hystericallycrying.Thedrivetomybrother'splace

feltlikedrivingtoEgypt.Mylifehasjusttooka

drasticturnandIdon'tevenknowhowtocrawlout

ofthis.

IknockonthedoorandKayiseappearsinbrown

pantsandbareathistorso.Idonotsayanything

andjustthrowmyselfinhisarmsandallowing

myselftobevulnerableinawayIhaveneverbeen

before.Heembracesmewithsomuchwarmth.

Loveandcare.

Hekissesthetopofmyheadwithoutquestioning

menorsayinganything.Justholdingmeinhis

arms,"comeinsideprincess"hesaysandthen

wipesmytearswithhisthumb.

IwishIwashim.Unawareofeverythingwithmy

ownhousewithasereneinteriordesignandeating

dragonfruits.



Itakeabathallowingthedropsofwatertotouch

andburnmyskinjusttofeelsomesortofpainthat

mirrorsmyown.Everysceneinvadesmymind.

Mongezifallingonthegroundandbleedingfrom

hisnoseandearsandIcringe.Sambulogroaning

andpounding.Myfatherscreaminginecstasy.My

motherwholookedlikeshewasinagonizingpain.

Allofitflashesatonceandaloudcryescapesmy

lips,huggingmyselfasthewaterfromtheroof

keepsdripping.Slappingagainstthemarblefloor.

Thesoundmatchingthesombrenessofmymood.
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"--Realityisfake--

Icryformyfuturechildren

Whowilllivejudgedandcarriedbyhowtheylook

Nose

Cheeks



Lips

Thatneverfit.

Yes,thesystemworks.

Itworksperfectly

ButnotforyouandI

Yes,thesystemworks

Farfrombroken

It'sjustnotmadeforyouandI

Carefullyconstructedinblackandwhite

Tooppressblack

Andliftwhite

AsystemnotmadeforyouandIbut

Tearsrunonlysolong

Yes,rideoutwaveonlysolong

Andthentimeforaction"

Thewaterkeepstouchingmyskinflawlesslyand



myskinthathasoccurredmacerationsuddenly

feelslikesatinfabricwheneverthedropletstouches

anddrip.Myhandshavebecomelighterincolour

andwrinklyasaprune.Itfeelssoft,wetandsoggy

totouch.Icannotfeeltheburningsensation

anymorebecauseofthenumbness.Asoundanda

gutwrenchingsobthathasbeencomingoutfrom

mymouthhadturnedmute.Mymouthisjust

openedwithnosoundcomingoutandchoking

fromthetastelessliquid.

Iamnotsureiftearsarestillstreamingdownmy

facebutIcanfeelpainineverypartofmybody.My

muscles.Myveins.Mylungsbutmostlyinmyheart

thatfeelsshatteredandnotfunctioninglikehowit

normallydoes--mypulseismovingslowlylike

everythinghappeningaroundme.

Idon'tknowwhatreallyhurtthemost.Discovering

myfather'ssexualitymaybe?Ihavenothingagainst

homosexualityinsteadIstandforit.



Whydoesithurtthough?Isitbecausehewas

paintedasanantagonistinthisstorywhilemy

motherwasaprotagonistwhenshealsoflawed?

Itallsuddenlybecameclear.Mydadwouldbethe

onetopickandchoosewhatIshouldwearbefore

placingmeinbetweenhislegsandstylingmy

dreadlocks,helistenedtometellinghimhowmuch

IhatedthefactthatIwasalwaysachildandnever

amotherwhenwewereplayinghousesakid.He

wasgentlewithme.VerygentlethatatsomepointI

gavehimanawardofbeingthebestfatherinthe

world.Hereallywas.Notonlytomebuttomy

brothertoo.Weneverfeltabandonednorneglected

untiltheruckusstartederuptinginthehouseand

therewasalotofhostilityandharshexchangingof

words.

Thedrinking,washetryingtobestrongforhimself

withtheintoxicatingliquidbecausenoonewas



thereforhim?Nooneunderstoodhimnorhe

understoodhimselfandwhathefelttowardshis

samegender.

"Kwandaifyoudon'tcomeoutI'llkickdownthis

door!"Ihearmybrothershoutingfromtheoutside

andhisknucklespressingagainstthedoor.Ihave

beenstuckinthismodernbathroomwithflush

amountcabinets,awalk-inshowerandrainshower

headforoverlyhours."Mooncres!"Heshouts.I

cannotgetmyselftorespondback,seatedonmy

buttonthebrownfloorandfeelingweaklike

overcookednoodles.Mybodyfeelslikeit'scovered

withnailblanket.

Igaspforairwhenthedoorswingsopen.Hehas

hiseyesshutashehandsmeawhitetowelmaking

surethatnotevenonceheseesmynakednessand

whenIhavedrapeditaroundmybodyhescoops

meinhisarms,takingmetoanotherroom.Icannot

speak.IamvulnerableinawayIhavenotimagined



myself--Ihavealwaysmasteredsuppressingand

hidingmyemotionsbutthistimearounditfeelslike

adifficulttasktoaccomplished.

"Whileyouarestilldressingup.Iamgoingtomake

yousomethingtoeatandbringyouabottleofwine

okay"Hedartshiseyesbetweenminesmirroring

mypain.Hehasalwaysbeenlikethis.WhenIam

sad,hebecomessad.Healwaysputhimselfinmy

shoestorelatemoretowhatIamgoingthrough--

selflessisn'the?

"Noalcoholplease"Icannotbelievethosewords

arecomingfrommymouth.Norhedoeseither.He

blinksatme.Thenthememoryflashesinmyhead

whenMongezihadawhitebowlinhishandspoking

andchewingbeforehetoldmethatalcoholcan

numbthepainbutnottakeitaway,helooked

gloriousthaneverinallblack.Healwaysdoes.I

hopeIgettoseehimagaingracefullywearingthat

darkcolourbutmakingitlookbright.Hiscalamity



nature.

Idon'twanttotakeawaythispaineither--Iwantto

feelit.IwanttodrowninituntilIcannotfeel

nothinganymore.

Facingyourproblemshuh?Mybrainmurmurs

pouringherselfaglassofwineandtryingtotempt

me.

Kayisestandsinthemiddleofthebedroom."Talkto

meKwanda,youarenotyourself"Hesaysina

saddenedtone."Ihaveseenyouhurtandinpain

beforebutnotlikethis"

Ilaughsoftlyastheusual--somethingiswrong

withmeinthehead."Iamokay"Isayinasingsong

andavoidingeyecontact.Icanfeelthemcoming.

Likeanangrywaveintheocean.Theycloudmy

eyes.



Iamsoscaredtotellhim.Icannottellhim.WhyI

mustbetheonetocarrythisburdenonmy

shoulders?

Hesearchesformyeyesandtakeastepcloserto

cupmyface.Histearsglisteninginhiseyesto

reflectmyownmelancholyofbittersadness.

"Pleasetalktome"Hebegsinashakytone.Hehas

alwaysbeenthesoftone.WhileIamthetoughone.

Nottoday.Orever.Idon'tseethathappeningagain.

Tough?RealityhasshownmethatIamnothas

toughasIimaginedmyselftobe.

Howcanyoubetough?Afterfindingouttheman

whomadeyoubelieveyouweretheoneforhim,the

marriagepromises,tryingtochangeyou,strangled

youalmosttodeathhasbeenmakingyourfather

screamlikeananimalandspankinghisbuttocks



likeatoddlerwhoisbeingdisciplined.

Tough?Nope.Iamfarawayfromthatword.

"Iwanttobeleftalone"thatcomesoutasa

whisperyandheopenshismouthtosaysomething

butIimmediatelyinterject,"Please"

"Whenyou'rereadywearegoingtotalk?"

"Yes"Ismile.

"IloveyouMoon"

"IloveyoutooScooby-Doo"ThathowI'dcallhim

whenwewereyoung.

"Areyousureyoudon'twantaglass?"



Igiggleandwipingmytears,"No."Irespond.

Helaughsslightly,"thisisscary"Iknow.

Irollmyeyesathimbutmytearsfallandchoking

mefromlaughterthenhekissesmyforehead

beforeleavingtheroomandthesombreness

invadeseverycornerofthisroomincludingthe

eerieofsilence.

InthemorningIwokeneedingtoseehim.There

washeavinessinmychestasifsomeonehassat

onit.Mythoughtswereflashingintosomany

directionsbutIfocusedmoreonthedirectionthat

pointedathim.Iwanttotalktomymother.Andmy

father.Notnowthough.Idon'tthinkIhaveanything

tosaytothemanofGodatthismomentbutright

now,IneedtoseeMongezi.



Iwanttohold,touchandsniffhim.AlthoughIwon't

gettostareintothosedeepdarkblackeyesthat

arehidingsomethingnorfeelthewarmthofhis

breathagainstmyskinbutIwanttobeinhis

presence.

Ileftthehousebeforemybrotherwokeupinthe

morning.Icouldn'twaitanylonger.Ididn'twantto

wasteanymoretime--whatIfeeltowardsthisman

isincrediblydangerousinamostbeautifulway.

Likeescapinginaworldwithpinkskiesand

bloomingflowers.

IfindBongeziweseatedonthechairswithacupof

coffee,insameclothesfromyesterday.Heseems

likehehasnotleftthisplace.Ihaveexpectedhis

mothertobehereaswell."Nokwanda"Hesays

whenheseesme.Hiseyesbloodshotredas

beetrootwater.Thecoloursonhisfacehasbeen

drainedout."Whataredoinghere?"Heasksgetting

upfromthechair."Areyouokay?Youlooklikeyou



havebeencrying"concernislacedinhisvoice.

"IamsureIlookmuchbetterthanyou"Iteaseto

lightenuptheatmosphere,"Howishe?"Askingthat

questiontastesbittersweet.

Hebreathesout,"Theoperationwentwell..."Idid

notrealisethatIhavebeenholdingmybreathuntil

nowandmyhandsaretightlygrippingthenylon

pantsthatbelongstomybrother"...thedoctorssaid

whenhewakesuphecouldbeworseandmentally

illorhisbrainwillslowlystartfunctioningnormally

again"

"He'llremembereverything?"

"Notentirely.Buthecanforgetthingsbutitwon't

takehimlongertorememberthanbefore.Hecould

rememberseveralhourslateroraday"Thatsounds

likegoodnewstome.Iamoptimistic."Astime



goesifhetakeshismedicationthenhe'llfully

regainhismemoryandhisbrainwillperfectlyworks

normallyagain.ButwhenhewakesupnowIdoubt

he'llrememberanythingmaybeafteradayortwo"

"Youdon'tsoundhappy"

Hesmiles,"TrustmeIam.Butmyfamilyisgoingto

fallapartafterthisandIdon'tthinkwewillever

recover.Imightlosemyonlybrother"

"Whatdoyoumean?"'

Hehangshisheadlowandtrailinghisfingerson

hiscup."Doyouwanttoseehim?"Ishakemyhead

inagreementbeforeheleadsmetotheward.

Themachinesconnectedtohimarepeeping.His

facecoveredinanoxygenmaskandhishead



coveredinawhitebandage.Iswallowmysaliva

andlooktowardsBongeziwewhojustnods

standingbythedoorwhileIstridetowardsthe

peacefullookinghuman.Heshutsthedoorbehind

togivemeprivacy.

Verystrangethatheisnotlookingintomyeyesor

smilingatmeyetIfeelallthesestrangeandforeign

sensationsallovermybody,Ihavelostmyabilityto

inhaleandexhale.

Isitonthechairbesidehim.Ihavenowords

anyways.ThisiswhatIwantedbeinginhis

presenceandtouchinghishandwithnicely

manicuredfingernailsandtattoos.AndIfinallyget

toreadwhatiswrittenonhishand.

"Mymindwantseverythingthatisworldly.Enough

isneverenough.Mysoulyearnsforfreedomfrom

mind"Thetattoowrittenintypewriterfontssays.I

kissthebackofhishandandplacingitonmyface



tofeelhiswarmth.Thereisaringmarkonhisindex

finger.Thatblackringheisalwayswearing.

Isitherewithnothingbutserenitywashingoverme

beforehavingtoleave.IhadtoforceBongeziweto

gorestaswellandcomebacklatersincehelooks

messy.HecringedwhenImentionedhismother

makingmewonderwhathashappened.The

missingpieceofpuzzlethatIconnectedwasspot

onmaybe?

IfindKayiselookinglikehehasbeenwaitingforme.

HehasalucidfacialexpressiononhisfaceandI

canhardlyfigureoutwhatishethinking."Mom

calledme"HesaysasIwalkin.Whatshetoldhim?

Thetruth,maybe.Iamsureshedidbythelookof

things.

Whyishelookinglikethat?



"Iwantedtotellyou"Imurmur.

"Butyoudidn't"

"KayiseIdiscoveredthatourfatherisgayand

sleepingwithmyboyfriend.Cutmesomeslack!!"I

screamout.

Hefreezes."Whatdidyoujustsay?"Hefurrowshis

eyebrows.

Wait!

"Kwandawhatdidyoujustsay?"Heyells.

"Whatdidmomtellyou?"

"WhatdidyoujustfuckingsayKwanda?"



Ihumongouslumpstartsformingonmythroat,

"Momliedtous.Thereasonwhydadleftwas

becauseheisgay"
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"Yoursoulhungersforlovethatreminds

Itofitsownbeautyandpower"

Iamstandingfacetofacewithmybrotherwho

lookslikeheiscoveredinpinkandroseglitterand

sprinkles.Hiseyeshavesomethingdangerousin

thethem--poisonousandscarythatIamgripping

tightlytotheeithersidesofthesegreypantsand

mypalmsaresweaty."Iamsorry"Imurmurunder

mybreath.IdonotknowwhyIamevenapologising

butitseemsrightutteringthosewords.Hischestis

movinginwaves.Upanddown.Inhalingand

Exhaling.InandOut."KayiseIamsorry"Irepeat.



"Whyyou'resorryKwanda?"Hefrowns.

Ishrugandthesaltyriverstartsbuildingupinmy

eyesandburnsmyeyeballs,painfully."Whendid

youfindoutaboutthis?"

"Lastnightbeforecominghere.Sambuloshowed

upatmyplace.Hewantedtoproposebuthefound

mewithsomeoneelse.Hestrangledmealmostto

death.Hestranglemesohardandmyeyesrolled

backandIsawJesushimselfatthatmoment"Isay

dramatically.Hewantstolaughbuthisangerwon't

allowhim."Thenhecamehomewithpeoplefrom

churchtocastoutmydemons.Iwenttohisplace

sowecouldtalk"everythingstartsbecomingbitter

andhardtoswallowwhenthesceneflashesinmy

mind.Myheartbeatsabnormallyfast."Ifounddad

withSambulo"

"Youfoundthem?"Heraiseshiseyebrow.Idonot

wanttogetintodetailswiththis.



"Theywere..."Idryhumptheairtoshowhim

insteadandKayisechucklesshakinghishead.I

wanttoseeasenseofcalamityinhiseyesandface

butitisnotthere.

"Sambulostrangledyou?"Ishakemyheadinto

agreementandhisjawclenchesaggressively

beforehegrabshiscarkeysonthetable.Istride

towardshimholdinghispalmlookingintohiseyes

withminesthatareglisteningwithtears.

"Don'tdoitplease"

"Iwanttotalktohim,Kwanda"

"Idon'tthinkthat'sagoodidearightnowbutthe

personwhoneedsusthemosthereisourfather

Kayise"



Hesardonicallylaugh"Ourfather?Areyoulistening

toyourself?"

"HeneedsusKayise.Hehasbeenaloneforso

manyyears.Noonewasthereforhim.Notasingle

personinsteadhewaspushedaway"

"Idon'thaveafatherwhoisgay!"

"YouarebeingunfairrightnowKayise"

"HowamIbeingunfair?Thepersonwhoneedsus

hereismomnotubaba"

"Becausesheisnotgay?"

"Takeithoweveryouwanttotakeit"



"Soyou'regoingtosidewithherevenaftershehas

liedtousandnotdadsinceheisgay?"Idartmy

eyesbetweenhis.

"Whoareyou?"

"Whatdoyoumean?"

"Sincewhenyoucareaboutdad?Hesleptwithyour

manyetyouarestandingbyhim?"

"Heneedsus!"Ishout.

Iamstandingbyhim?AmI?Ishouldbefeeling

differentemotionstowardshim.Angerormaybe

hatred.InsteadIwanttocomforthimandholdhim.

IwanthimtoknowthatIamhereforhim--heisnot

alonenorishedifferent.



Kayisethrowshishandsintheair."Whatchanged

you?You'redifferent"Heattentivelylooksatmeand

thensitonthecouchbalancinghiselbowsonhis

knees."Thereisloveburninginyoureyes"

Itugmyheadin,"Love?Youarecrazy.Thereisno

loveburninginmyeyes"Irespond.

"Howcomeyouhaveeasilyforgivenubaba?"

Iamstillstanding.Myfeetcannotmove.Ihaveso

manythingsrunningthroughmymindatonce.Ido

somehowfeeldifferent."Ihaveathrobbing

headache.Iamgoingtobed"Icomeupwitha

perfectexcuseandallhedoesisnodding.Myfeet

slowlydragsthemselvestothebathroomfirst.I

standinfrontofthemirrortostareatmyreflection.

Iamnotdifferent.Mynoseisstillsharpwithbow



shapedlipsandgingerbreadskintone.AlthoughI

havesaggybagsundermyeyesandmyfacelooks

prettypuffybutIamstillthesame--nothing

different.

AmIfeelingdifferent?Idonotknowmaybe.

Ithrowmyselfonthebedandhuggingthepillow

closetomystomachinhalingdeeplyfromthedepth

ofmysoulandslowlyshuttingmyeyes.Icanhear

mybrother'scarmovingfromtheoutside.Idonot

haveitinmetogetupandstophim.Everythingin

mefeelsheavy.

Myphonevibratingfrommypocketsinterruptsme

andIimmediatelyfluttermyeyesopen.Ihavefallen

asleep,seeingtheunknownnumberflashingonmy

screenmakesmyheardbuzzeswithsteellike

soundslikechurchbells.



Firstthingthatcomestomindisthatsomething

happenedtoKayiseorhemurderedSambuloor

evenworse--maybekilledbothofthemalongside

myfather.

Mytongue,isnotproducingenoughsalivaatthis

momentandthevibrationhasn'tstoppedeither

causingthelevelofmyanxietytoincreasewith

everysecond.

"Kwanda"Afamiliarsounddrawlsonthephone

afterswipingthroughthegreenbutton."It's

Bongeziwe"hecontinuessayingandmyeyes

speeds.Movingleftandright.Iamholdingmy

breathasifIamunderwater.

Mongezi!

"Iseverythingokay?"



"Heisawake"Hesoundsalive.Differentfromthe

tonethatsoundeddefeatedandgivenup.Icanhear

asmileinhisvoice.Iamsmilingtoowipingmy

tearsandgettingoffthebedtostandonmyfeet.

"Hedoesn'trememberasyetbuthewantstosee

you"

"Why?"

"Onhisphonetherewasapicturetakenthatnight

whenyouguysdancedtogether.Hehassavediton

hisnotepadandthereissomethinghewrotethere

fromallthemomentshemetyou.Sohewantsto

seeyou"

Hedidthat?

"Idon'tknow"Iamscaredofgoingthereandthe

connectionandchemistryweshareisjustnotthe

same.MaybewhatIfeeltowardshimwon'tbe



mutual.Icannotbareseeingthatconfusion

plasteredonhisface.

"Please"hepleads.

"Okayfine"

"Thankyou,I'llsendsomeonetofetchyou"Hesays

soundingelatedlikeateenagerwhoisnewinhigh

schoolwhothinkseverythingisgoingtobe

sunshineandrainbowslittledotheyknowthey're

goingtobegivenwrongdirectionstotheTuckshop.

Igetoffsoquicklyinthecarandthedriveristaken

offbysurpriseasIleavethedooropenandrunning

insidethehospital.Icannotwaittoseehim.The

skyhasturneddarkandthebrightstarsare

hummingwhileafullmoonisbouncingupand

downbeautifully.Ihavechangedintoawhitedress-

-thatIleftatmybrother'shouse.



Whitedress,yes.

Suddenlyjoyandexcitementhaswrapitselfaround

melikeagift.WhenBongeziweseesmeheleads

metohisward.Hehasfreshenupandlooking

muchbetterthanearliershowingmehisdelighted

smile.

Whereisthemother?Andtheuncle?Iamscaredof

askingthough.

Heisseatedupstraightandlitheonthebedwitha

novelonhishandswrittenSenseandSensibility

andhiseyesfocused.Whenhehearsmy

movementhepickshisheadandturnstoface

towardsmydirectionandasmileappearsonhis

face.HiseyesfullofwarmththatItrulyadore,

"maMkhungo"Hesayssosmoothandwarmlythat

warmthspreadsthrougheverycornersofmybody



eventheonesthathasturnedcold.

Mylipsarepressedtightly,"bhuti"thatcomes

almostasawhisperstandinglikeagoatafraidof

beingslaughteredandhecloseshisbookand

placesonthetable,shiftingandpattingtheempty

sideofhisbed.Iamabithesitantbuthegivesmea

sternlookandmyfeetobeys.

Igetonthebedandplacingmyheadonhischest

carefullyandlookingupathimpalefaceandhis

headcoveredinabandage.Heisgorgeousasthe

nightwelastspenttogetherwhenhemademefeel

foreignthings."YoulookmorebeautifulthanI

describedyou"Hesaysafteroureternityofsilence.

Heisdragginghisvoicefromhischestsinceheis

drugged.Theatmosphereiswheezingwith

somethingIcannotdescribeintheairbutit'ssweet,

glitterywithfeathersanddiamonds.

"Where?"Ismileathim.



"Inmynotepad.Ididn'twanttoforgetaboutyou

anymoresoIhavewritteneverythingaboutyouon

myphone"Hetellsme.Iamcoveredinarosyhue.

"Wordscannotdescribehowbeautifulyouare

maMkhungo.Andyoulookamazinginwhite"His

softlipstouchesmyforeheadandourfingers

intertwining.Theyarealsopaintedinawhitegel.

Thephysicaltouchfeelselectrifyingandscorching.

Ilooktowardshisbook."Youarealwaysreading

romanticnovels"Ichuckle.

"Ididn'tbeforethewholeaccidenthappened.They

remindmeofwhatloveislike.Genuinelove.Ilearnt

thatwewon'tknowloveuntilwe'vetastethe

sweetnessofourown.Andthereafter,theheart

expandsinitscapacityandbeloved.Oursouls

hungersforalovethatremindsitofitsownbeauty

andpower"



"Iaminlovewithyou"Isayquietlyandlookingup

athim.Fearappearsinhis.Mirroringmyown.His

eyesdartsbetweenmines.

"MaMkhungo"Hiseyeskeepflutteringopenand

close.

"Iam"Icannotbreathe.Hecupsmyfaceinhis

hands.Hisbigandsofthandsandstaringatme.I

canseethecornersofhiseyescrinkling."Iamin

lovewithyouandIamnotabouttodenymyselfthe

simplepleasureofsayingtruethings.Forthefirst

timeIwanttobehonestwithmyselfandmy

feelings.Iknowthatloveisjustashoutintothe

voidbutIaminlovewithyoubhuti"

"Idon'twanttohurtyou"

"Someoneinabookoncesaidyoudon'tgetto

chooseifyougethurtinthisworldbutyoudohave



somesayinwhohurtsyou.Ilikemychoices.AndI

relatetoit.I'dgladlylovetobehurtbyyou.Ihave

neverbeenconsumedbyanyoneinthisworldthe

wayyouhad"

Hesmiles,"uyangishelamaMkhungo?"HeasksifI

amaskinghimout.Hiseyeshavelightenupso

beautifullyshinningbrightly.Leavingmeparalysed.

"Chabo"

"Iwantyoutothinkthingsthrough.I'llgiveyou

space.Taketimetoreallythinkifyouwanttobe

withsomeonelikemeandaftermakingupyour

mindthenwecanvisitthisconversation.Trustme.

Iammadlyinlovewithyou.AlthoughIdon't

remembernowbutfromwhatIhavewrittenwhatI

feelforyouisbeyondwordsandmyimagination.

Eventhechemistrybetweenusisundeniablecrazy

righthereandnow.Theenergiesneverlie

maMkhungobutIwantyoutobesureyoureally



wantthiswithme.Iwanttokissyousobadright

now"

"Whatisstoppingyou?"Isaybreathlessly.

"Youhavealotofthinkingtodo"

.

IamsorryfornotpostingatmidnightIfellasleep

whilewriting.
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"Twodistantheartscanneverbeseparated.

Itislovethatconnectsusall,andthatlove

Isenduringandeverlasting"



MONGEZI

Lightfillstheroom,coaxingmefromdeepsleepto

wakefulnessandIamcoveredinafinesheenof

sweatgaspingforairasvividimagesdancesin

everycornerofmybrainandIamdeliriousallofa

sudden.Mybodytremblingandmyheartracing.My

brainfeelslikeitisunderattackbythethousands

oftoysoldiersandinthatmomentadoctor

followedbymybrotherwalksinandIlookatthem

throughtheslitsofmyeyes.

Somethinginsidemeisbuildingup.Different

emotionsatonce.Anger.Hurt.Pain.Betrayal.The

missingpuzzlemakestheentireimageIhavebeen

lookingforcomplete,makingmewishthatIcan

flusheverythingonceagain.Myheartisrapidly

beating."Readytogohome?"Bongeziweasksme.

Hehaseyesofabirdlikeaseagull.Hisshirtlooking

wrinkledandpantsasifhecamehererunningand

hasalotonhismind.



Iclearmythroatasthedoctorisexaminingme,

askingthousandsofquestionsbeforeannouncing

heishappywithmyresultsandeverythingwillfall

backintoplacesoon--Ifonlyheknew.Amoment

laterhewalksoutoftheroomleavingmewithmy

brotherwhohasapalpableexpression.

Andthensheflashesthroughmymind

unexpectedlyfromthetimeIsawherdistanceaway

inherblackdressthatshowedabridgebetweenher

breasts.Theirexistenceisnotnoticeablebutthey

aredamnablyattractive.Thedresshadalongslit

showinghersmoothandflawlessgingerbreadthigh.

Shekeptstealinglookstowardsmeholdingher

glasscloselywithherwhitepaintedfingernails.

She'sartsy,asifthecreatorhadallthetimeinthe

worldtomouldherandthenthrewalittlebitof

attitudeandstubbornnessinthosemesmerizingly

goodlooks.



"Areyouokay?"BongeziweasksmeasIsmileto

myselfandIlooktowardshimashepacksmybags

whileIamseatedonthebedbuttoningtheblack

shirtandstealingglancestowardshim.

Igivehimanopaquenessexpression.Thiswillbe

veryhardtohidefromhimsinceheknowsmefrom

thefollicleofmyhairuptomytoenails."Iamokay"

Imurmurputtingonahatovermyheadandgetting

upfromthebed.It'sbeenoverlytwoweeksalready

beingstuckinthisfourwhitewalledroomwith

flowersonmytableandreadinganovel--she

hasn'tcameheresincethatdayshelookedintomy

eyesandtoldmehowshefelt.Myheartclenched

againstmychestandmyscalptightened.The

alphamaleinmeexaltedandenergyvibrated

throughinwaves.Myinsidesburntwithsomething

acidicandpoisonousasIhaveliedtoher.

IneverwroteanythingonmynotepadnordoIhave

apicturethatwastakenthatnightwhenIaskedto



dancewithherbutmymemoryisworking

wonderfullyandperfectlynormal.Functioningasit

shouldbe.Thebloodpumpingaroundmybrainasit

shouldbe.Nothingisfoggynorfrosty.

"Youlookmorethanjustokay"Bongeziwesays

examiningmeandIavoideyecontactgrabbingmy

bagsafterhehassignedmydischargingforms.

"Whatisthatsupposedtomean?"

Hestaresatmethenwebothwalkout.Ourfoot

stepsmatchingasifwearenothalfbrothers.I

wonderhowwillhereacttothetruth?Willhestill

lovemethesame?Likewhenwewereyoungboys

andhewouldletmesitnexttohimwhilehewas

doingsomethinginhiscomputer.Buildinghouses

inabstractshapes?

"Nothing"HesaysandInodvigorously.Wegetin



thecarandhelookscomfortableandconfident

behindthewheelbeforeoperamusicandperfect

orchestrafillstheentireleatheredcar.Heis

drumminghisfingerandwhistlingalongtoa

womaninafirstsopranoalongsideabaritonevoice.

"WhatareyouhidingfrommeMongezi?"Heasks

buthiseyesarefocusedontheroad."Andsince

whenyouhidethingsfrommewena?"Hisdeep

voicedrawls.

"Iamnothidinganything"Ichuckle.

"Haveyouspoketoher?"Heglances.

Iknowexactlywhoishetalkingabout.Butshehas

somethinkingdoandsodoIbutIthought

distancingmyselffromherwilllessenallthe

affection,passionandlovethatburnswhenIamin

herpresence."Notyet"Irespondtohimabsent

minded.



"Whynot?"

"Weneedspacetothink"

"About?"

"Everything"Irespondandshrug.Helooksonthe

rearviewmirrorbeforeturningthesteeringwheelon

theright."Momdidn'tcometothehospitaltosee

mewhy?"Ipretendtobeclueless.Iamgladshe

hasn'tshownherfacebecauseI'llendupdoing

somethingIwouldn'tregreteveninmydeepsleep.

"It'sbetterthatway"hesaysthatcoldlybeforewe

drivethroughthegatetohishouse.Thatallhesays.

Nothingmoreasweparkoutsidethenhetakesmy

bagsleadingmeinside.Hishouseisspotlesslyand

freakishlyclean.Thosewerelessonsourfather

gaveus.Ourfather?ThatsoundedasifIam



swallowingdenimdownmythroat.

Heleavesmeinthelivingroomandcomesback

withacupthathasasteamcomingouthandingit

tomeandpouringhimselfaglassofwhiskyonthe

rocks,takingasitonthecouchandcrossinghis

legs."Youremembereverythingdon'tyou?"That

caughtmeoffguard.Hehasanenigmatic

expressiononhisface.Thepinkelephantthathas

beendancingtangointheroomhasdisappeared.

Iclenchmyjawlineandgrippingtightlyintomycup

andmychestheavens."Howdidyouknow?"

"Icanseeitinyoureyes"Hegulpshisdrink.

"Whateverhappenedwon'tchangeanything

betweenusMongeziyouaremybrother"

"Howdidyouknow?"



"Ifoundoutwhenhecametothehospital"Hetells

meandgrabsthebottletodrinkfromitthenhe

startssardonicallylaughing."Alltheseyearsyou

wereraisedbyyourunclewhileyouruncleisyour

father"heshakeshisheadandgulpsdownhisdrink

onceagain."IfIwashome.Qophelowouldhave

triedtokillmetoo"

"Butcanyoublamehim.Hisbrotherwassleeping

withhiswifebehindhisback"Itakeasipfrommy

drink.

Heshrugshisshouldersanddrinksagainbefore

placingthebottleonthetabletorunhishandson

hisbaldhead."I'mgladyouremember.Ineeded

youman"HesayssoundingvulnerableasIhave

everseenhim."Thisissomefuckedupshitman

andthenshewentonandhiredKwandatobe

friendswithyou"

Whatwasthatnow?



"Shewhat?"Ileanforwardandplacingthecupon

thetabletolookcloselytohimashepickshishead

uptolookatme."Kwandawashiredtobemy

friend?"Ishiverassomethingcrossmymind.

Familiarpainknifedintome.Thefeelingisnot

viciousbutitisstillferocious.

"Sheonlyworkedforlikeaweekandthatwasjust

aboutit"Hesaysasifanyofthisissupposedto

makeeverythingbetter.

Sononeofthiswasgenuine?Shewasjusthired?

Thismakesmeincandescentwithrage.Mybrainis

fartootangled.

Igetupfromthecouchandandgrabbingthecar

keysfromthecoffeetable."Ihavetogo.I'llbring

backyourcar"Hejustblinksatmeandgroaning

underhisbreath.Ipathisshoulderandwalkoutas



ifIambeingchasedbyanarmy.

Thedrivetoherapartmentwasnotshorteither.I

knocktwiceonthedoorandherfriendinlong

dreadlocksasherandacreamwhitedressappears

withhereyeswidened."Kwandaisnothere"she

tellsme.

"WherecanIfindher?"

Shestepsasideallowingmetowalkinsidethenshe

closesthedoorbehind.Ilookaroundthehouse

beforeturningbacktoher."Hermotherhasbeen

missingfortwoweeks"shetellsmewitha

saddenedtone"andshewasfoundthismorning"

"WhereisKwanda?"

"Athermother'shouse.Iamonmywaythere"she



tellsmesoftly."Hermotherwasfoundhanging

fromthetree"
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"Lovedidn'thurtyou.

Lovegaveyouthestrengthtomoveon.

Toletgoandtoforgive

Andfindlovewithinyourself.

Lovesavedyou"

HehasbeenthefirstthingIsleepthinkingabout

andalsothefirstthingthatrunsthroughmymind

themomentmyeyesflutteropenasthesunrays

escapesthroughthewindowtoshineandburnmy

facewhilethebirdsaresoftlychirpingoutsidemy

window.

Wakingupintheearlyhoursofthemorningwith

tearsdriedonmyfaceandtastingthesaltinessat



thetipofmytongueandno,heisnotthereason

whyIhavebeencryingwaterfallsmaybeheispart

ofthereasonhashisloveburnsthrougheveryfibre

ofmybody.Mymusclesdanceswithhisaffection.

Mybloodhumshispassionthatburnswhenhe

looksintomyeyesandsoftlysayingmyname.

Yeses!

WhoIhavebecome?Abirdwhohasfoundloveand

cannotstopsingingloudlyandspreadingitswings

foreveryonetowitnessthelove.

Me?Love.

Funny.

Thatdaywhenmybrotherlefthefirstlywenttosee

mymother.Toconfrontherabouttheliesshehas

beenshovingdownourthroatsbutshewasnot

home.Thehousewasleftcleanandtidythanthe



usual,shebakedbeforesheleftandthearomawas

hangingthick.

Welookedeverywhereforherbutnooneknew

whereshewas--wecalledourrelativesand

immediatelymyauntcamehometohelpwiththe

searchingsincetherewasnosignofheranywhere.

Kayiseispacingaroundtheroomhashehas

receivedacallintheearlyhoursofthemorning

beforetheegghorizoncanevenrise.Heshoveshis

phoneinhispocketandpausespacingthenhe

dartshiseyesbetweenmyauntwhohasasmall

bottlevodkainherrighthandandherlefthand

claspedinherthigh.Iamseatednexttoher

huggingmyselfinpajamasandmydreadlocks

wrappedinamatchingcloth."Theyarecallingusat

church"hetellsus"momhasbeenfoundthere,

outside"hesayswithavagueexpression.It'shard

tointerprethisemotions.



"Hawuasambeniphela"Myauntsaysthatwe

shouldgoopeningabottleandtakingagulpbefore

shegroans,shakingherheadrapidly."Jesuwami!"

Shescreamsinahighpitchvoiceastheliquid

burnsherthroat.Andinthatmomentshegetsup.

Kayiselooksatmewithhisshouldershanginglow

andhiseyesdancingsidebyside."Whatdidthey

sayissheokay?"Myheartisabouttoleapoutof

mymouth.

"Let'sgoKwanda"hesaysandIfeelapangof

differentemotionsatthecornerofmyheart

followinghimbehind.Myfeetfeelsliketheyhave

beenchainedandsomethingspikeyrushesthrough

myentirebody.

Myauntisthefirstonetogetofffromthecarwhen

sheseespeoplegatheredoutsidethechurchthen

myfeetdragthemselves.Wecanhearpeople

exclaimingandsomeholdingtheirheadsasweare



approachingtowardsthem.Wearethentakenat

thebackofthechurchbutwewalkadistanceand

instantlyeverythinginmeshattersandstops

functioning.Itfeelsasifthebonesinmyknees

havebeenbrokenandtheylandonthefloor.Ilook

atherbodyhangingfromthetreeinherfavorite

olivedressandherdreadlocksarefloatingintheair.

There'sachairunderherfeetthatareintheairand

abibleandwhatlookslikeanoteinawhite

envelope.Agutwrenchingsobescapesmylipsand

painfulscissoredsoundfollows.Mytearscomes

likewavesinanangryocean.Everythinginmeisin

pain.ApainIneverknewexist.Myauntruns

towardshershoutingandcallingoutourclan

names.Andscreamingformymotheratthesame

time.Iamonmykneeswithwordslodgedonmy

throatandmyentirebodyshaking.

Mybrothertriespullingherdownbutheisadvised

otherwisesincetheelderlypeoplehavetoshoutat

mymotherandbeatherwithsticksforwhatshe

hasdone.Iamparalysedandsomeonewrapstheir



armsaroundbringingmecloselytotheirchest.

Whisperingsomethinginmyearandconsolingme.

Kayiseisbendingalmostkneelingwithhiseyes

bloodshotredeyesandshakinghisheadwhilehis

eyesareglisteningwithtears.

Kayisehasaskedsomeonetotakemeandmyaunt

home.Heistryingtotailorhisself,thetoxic

masculinityshoutsthatheneedstobestrongand

beaman--heisdoingthat.

Myaunthandsmeaglassofsugarwaterbefore

sheasksmetogoandsleep.Ihavebeentryingto

wrapmyheadaroundthattraumaticimageIhave

seen.Icannot.Insteadmybreathcomesingulps

andthewaterbeadscaressesmycheeks.

Myauntbathedmelikeafragileadolescent.Ina

bathtubIsattherelikeamimmobilestatuteasshe



ranherhandsaroundmybreastswithasoft

sponge.Raisingmyhands.Hertearssoftly

touchingmyskin.Nothinginmecouldmove.Not

evenmyfingers.AfterthatIwasforcedtoweara

longdressthatcoversmyshouldersandacloth

aroundmyhead.Ihavenotbeengivenachanceto

acceptmymother'sdeathinsteadtheyareshoving

itdownmythroat.

Everythinginourlivingroomissuddenlysombre

withjustamattress,acandleandplatethatonly

hastwocoinsonit.

Mygrandmothergotherehystericallycryingwith

herhandsonherhead,screamingfromthedepthof

hersoulwithablanketdrapedaroundhershoulders

beforeshewasforcedtositonamattressand

mournthedeathofherdaughterwhohastakenher

ownlifebecauseofpeople'sstereotypestowards

heronceuponatimehusbandwhoisa

homosexual.



Atentativeknockcomesfrommydoorinmyroom.

ApartofmehasbeenhopingitsKayisebutwe

havebeenavoidingeachother.Tooscaredto

witnessthepainmirroringinoureyes.Tooafraidto

utterthewordsthatsoundssouragainsttastebuds.

Iamseatedonthefloorwhenthedoorslowly

swingsopenandOnalennafollowedbyKhethelo

walksinbeforetheyrushtomethrowingtheirarms

aroundmeanditfeelsasifthetapsinmyeyes

havebeenopened.Iweepandshakeintheirarms.

"Iamsosorrysweetheart"Khethelocupsmyface.

Onalennaisanemotionalwrecknexttoher.My

motherwastheirmothertoo.Iambitingtheinsides

ofmycheekasmymucusfallsfrommynose.

"Comelet'sgooutsidesoyoucangetfreshair"

Khethelosuggests.

Ishakemyheadindisagreement,"Idon'twant

anyonetoseemerightnow"



"Noonewillseeyou,come.Youneedsomeair"

Onalennapullsmeupbymyhand.Istumblealittle

sinceIhaven'teatensincetheearlyhoursofthe

morningwhenwereceivedacall.

Wefolloweachotheroutsideandtheykeeppulling

myhanduntilwewalkoutsidethegateand

somethingtugsinmybellyseeinghim,standing

outsidemygateandleaninginhiscarwithbothhis

handonhispockets.

Ourmeets.HisarecoldinawayIhaveneverseen

before.Thefirethatalwaysignitesaroundthemis

nottherebutasIcomeclosertohimthecoldness

disappears.Hisdelicatejawisclenched."Bhuti"I

murmurstandingdistanceawayfromhim.

"SondelamaMkhungo"Hesayssternly,askingme

tostepcloser.Myfeetarejustplantedonthestreet



buthepullsmeclosertohim.SoclosethatIcannot

inhaleairinmylungsbuthiscologne.Hekissesthe

topofmyheadandImeltinhisarmsgrippinghis

shirtandburyingmyselfinhischest.

Ipullawayfromhimandlookuptohisface.IwishI

couldreadwhatisinhereyes."What'swrong

bhuti?"Iwhisperfrantically.

"Youhaven'teatendidn'tyou?"

Itrydroppingmyeyesbutheholdsmebymychin

andforcesmetolookstraightintothoseblackeyes

thatlooksdarkerthantheusual,"maMkhungo"His

touchresonatesdeep,deepinsidemewherethat

acheasspawnedandfrown.

"Bhuti..."Isaybreathlessly.



Hislipspartasheinhalessharplyandhisthumb

rhythmicallystrokingmybacksendingdelicious

tinglesdownmyspine."IsitasinthatIwantyouso

bad?Righthereandnow?Iammadatyou

maMkhungobutIcannotstayawayfromyou"

"Madatme?"

Heshutshiseyesonceandthenflutterthemopen

todartshiseyesbetweenmines."GoinsideandI'll

sendsomeonetobringyousomethingtoeat"

"WhatdidIdo?"

"Iamsorryaboutyourmother"Hesayshishandon

myfaceavoidingtorespondtome,"Goinside

Kwanda"hesayssternly.

"Youwon'ttell..."



"Kwanda"Heinterjects.

"Yebo"

"Hamba"
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"Yourmindcanbeagardenoragrave,

Practiceplantingseedsofloveandforgiveness,

andlearntoletdeadthingsgo."

ONALLENNA

Growingupmychildhoodwasdifferentfromothers.

Whileotherkidshadtheirmothersdrivingthemto

schoolmyfatherwastheonewhodroveme

instead.Whileotherkidshadtheirmotherstaking



themtotheparkandplayaroundwhiletheir

motherssitdistanceawaymyfatherwastheone

whodidthatformewithacam-recorderinhis

handsandawidesmileplasteredonhisface.And

notbecausemymotherwasnotaroundorwedon't

havearelationship.

Wehaveawonderfulandbeautifulrelationship.

Oneperfectfamilywithhappilymarriedcouplebut

mymotherwouldtakemeoutatnight.Mostlyfor

moviesorwe'dgototheparkwhenthere'snoone

andstareattheskyassheticklesmeandmysmile

burstlikeatinystarinasky.

I'dseethetrancesofpaininhereyeswhenmy

fatherandIhadtogooutanddanceinthesunbut

shecouldn'tbecausesheissick-shewas

diagnosedwithxerodermapigmentosum.Sheis

notsupposedtobeexposedtothesunnotevena

littleotherwiseshewilldie.



Mymotherneverwantedmetoweeparoundandbe

sadabouthersickness--sheneverallowedmeto.

InsteadsheaskedmetolivemylifethewayIwant

toandcomebacktotellherhowlovelyitistobein

thesun.Myfatherpaintedourwallsinyellowand

thelightbulbsaredecoratedlikeasun,beautiful

right?

Neverbeenluckytofindlovelikethat.

"Wazewamuhlentombiungavumeliabafana

badlalengawe"Anoldwomansaystomeaswe

meetatthecorridor.Ifonlysheknewthatboyshas

finishedmeandputanailonthecoffin.Ijustsmile

ather.Thehouseisfullandbuzzingwithnothing

butsadnessandsombrenesssincetonightit'sa

vigil.

YouseewhenImetKwandahermotherbecame

ours,anamazingwomanwiththewarmestheart

andverykind.Shehadonebeautifulsmilethat



madethewholeworldpausesandherflawlessly

skin--sheadvisedusallthetimetoeatfoodfrom

theearth.Itmadesensewhyshehadyogaclasses,

shewasveryspiritualandwantedtosharethat

knowledgewiththeworld.

Idon'tblameherforwhatshedidbutalsoatthe

sametimeshewasselfish.ButIcannothelpbut

thinkthatbehindthatexquisitesmileshealways

hadshewasstrugglingwithherthoughtseveryday.

Heronceupontimesweetheartanddarlingis

homosexualandworsesleptwithwhatwasherson

inlaw.Arewegoingtoblameherforheractions

anddoingwhatshethoughtwasgoodforher

childrenatthattime?Idon't.

Iftheirfatheralsowantedtherelationshipwithhis

childrentoworkouthewouldhaveatleasttriedto

reachouttohischildrenbutheneverdidbutthat

hasnothingtodowithme.



IhaveknownKwandafortoolongtoknowhow

muchofastrongpersonsheis,selflessalthough

shedoesn'twanttoportrayherselflikethatand

alsosoftwhenneededbutthesepastdayssheis

vulnerable.Noteating.Nottalking.Notlaughing.

Notsmiling.Nothingbutamarblefaceandtears

thatendlesslykeepinvoluntarilyfallingdownher

face.

Iwasaskedtolookforherinthebathroomsince

shehasbeentherefortoolong.Wearescaredand

walkingaroundeggshellsaroundher.Trees

frightenher,maybeitbecauseofthetraumatic

scenethatshesawbutKayiseaskedthatthe

avocadotreeoutsideshouldberemovedsince

Kwandahadapanicattackjustdaysago.

Istandoutsidethedoorandknockbutthereisno

response."Kwanda!"Iwhisperyshoutandstillno

responsesoIopenthedoorandsurprisingitisnot

locked."Kwanda!"Iscreamfindingherunderthe



waterthathasbeenfilledinabathtub,almost

lookinglikeamermaidassheisholdingherbreath

andbubbleskeepsappearingandimmediatelyshe

getsupgaspingforairthenshechucklessadlyand

wipingherfacewithherhandsthatarealways

paintedinawhitegelbeforesheleansonthetub

andlookatme.

"Iwasnottryingtokillmyself"thatdoesn'tlooklike

ittomethough.Ifurrowmyeyebrowsatherand

sheblinks"Iwastryingtoignoresomething"she

murmurs.

"Andwhatisthat?"

"Pain"sheshrugsherbareshouldersthathaswater

drippingdownonthethem."Butpaindemandsto

befelt"shegetsuponthetubplacingheronefoot

downthentheother.Igrabthetowelhandingtoher,

shewrapsitaroundherbody."Everyoneishere?"



Itakeasharpbreath,"Uhmyeah.Somepeoplefrom

churchareconnectingthesoundsystem"Itellher

andshelaughsslightly.ItbeenawhilesinceIhave

seenthosewhiteteeth.

"Peoplefromchurch"shesaysjeeringandwalking

outofthebathroomleavingmebehindwondering

whatwasthatsupposedtomeanandthenIfollow

behindtoherroom.

"Mongezisentthoseflowersandsomethingforyou

toeat"shelookstowardsthefreshtulipsandthen

continuelatheringherskinwithamoisturizer.

"Hecansendflowersbutnotshowhisface?Thatis

reallygreat"sheputsonalongdressandstraighten

itatthebottom,"Haveyouspoketohim?Hashe

toldyouwhatIdid?"Hehasn'tcamearoundsince

thatdayhewashere.Buthesendsflowersand

food,notadaypasseswithoutadeliveryfromhim.



"No"Irespondtoherandshenodsherheadand

thensmileweakly.

"Wecangooutsidenow"herplasticsmileappears

beforeshegivesmeherhandtotakeandweboth

walkout.Khethelohasnotyetarrived.Themoment

wegetoutsideIamsurprisedseeingmyparents

here.Myheartstartshammeringagainstmychest

andmyanxietywrapsitselfaroundme.

IpullmyfatherasideandIcantellheknowswhatI

wanttotalkabout."Babawhatareyouguysdoing

here?"Iaskhimunabletobreatheandheplaceshis

handsonmyshouldersaskingmetoinhaleand

exhaleslowly.UntilIcannormallytakeabreather

againandclutchingmychest.

"Howareyoufeeling?"Heasks.



"Iamokay.Dadwhatismomdoinghere?"

"Weareheretosupportyourfriend.Kwanda's

motherusedtocometoourhometovisityour

mother.Theywerefriends.Besideitsthenight

nothingwillhappentoyourmother"

"Nightvigilsnormallyendswhenthesunisaboutto

risewecannotriskthat"

"Wewillleaveearlydon'tworry.Thisistheleastwe

candoforyourmotherbecauseshewon'tbeable

toattendthefuneralandstopworryingangel"he

saysthenpullmeinhisarmskissingmyforehead

andreturnsbacktothetentwherethesinginghas

started.

"Yourboyfriendlovesyou"Ihearsomeonesaying

andlookrightnexttome.Atallframeisstanding

closelytomeandourshouldersarealmost



touching.Ilookupathimwithhisfullbeardand

baldhead.Hesmellsheavenly.Wehavemetwhen

heshowedupatmyapartmentalongsidehis

brother--Bongeziwe.Overlyconfidentbut

somehowattractiveandarroganttoo.

"Myboyfriend?"Ifurrowmyeyebrows.

Heshakeshisheadinagreementandpoints

towardsthedirectionwhereweseemyfather

enteringthetentandthenheturnshisgazetome.

"Althoughheis..."

Iimmediatelyinterject"Youhonestlythinkmy

fatherismyboyfriend?"Iaskhimandhefreezes

almostimmediately.Openingandclosinghismouth

andinsteadofgettingaresponsefromthat

arrogantmouthhechoosestowalkawayfromme.I

gettowatchhisbowedandfirmlegsashewalks

likeamodelwhohasmasteredwalkingona

runawaywithnothingbutconfidenceandhisone



handshovedinhispocket.

Myboyfriend?Ajoke.

Ifollowafterfewminutesofmumblingundermy

breathandtakingasitnexttoKwandaand

immediatelyKhetheloarrives.

Thesinginghasn'tstopped.Thedancingeithernor

thetalkingfromanyonewhohassomethingtosay

aboutKwanda'smother.Normallythecoffinarrives

onaFridaybutherswillonlyarrivetomorrowwhen

wearealreadyatchurch,theysaidit'ssomething

aboutbadlucksinceshetookherownlifeinthat

manner,ridiculousright?

EveryoneturnswhenKwanda'sfatherarriveswith

swolleneyesandtearsglisteningonthem.My

friendnexttomelooksathimonceandthenlook

awaytothefrontasofshejustsawarandom



strangerwholookslikehehasbeenrunningina

dessertwithnofoodorwater.

Weareclappingourhandsandjoyfullysinging

althoughthesombreatmosphereistherebutmusic

hasthepowerofbringingeveryonetogether.

MyfathersignsthattheyarealreadyleavingsoI

followthemoutside."Wearealreadyleaving"my

motherannounces,sheisstaggeringbeautifullike

alltheworldenergiesconfinedaroundher.

"TakeofyourselfandI'llseeyoutomorrowmama"

"No,noyourfriendneedsyou.I'llseeyousome

othertimeandstopworryingaboutmeOnalenna.I

amfine"shesmileswarmlyandthenherhusband

opensthedoorforhertothecar.Shekissesmy

cheeksfirstbeforesheclambersandthenmydad

doesprettymuchthesamebeforeheslidesbehind



thewheelandtheydriveoffwhilemymotherwaves

herhanduntiltheydisappear.

IalmosturinatemyselfwhenIturnaroundtofind

himstandingbehindwithhishandscrossedonhis

muscularandchiselledchest."Whatiswrongwith

you?Areyoucrazy?Ialmostdiedforheavensake!!"

Iyellout.

"Ican'tstayawayfromyou"

Idartmyeyesbetweenhis,"badlucksaregoingto

followyoufortherestofyourlifeBongeziwe"

Hesmilessoinfectious,"Andwhyisthat?"

"Hittingonmeonanightvigilareyouserious?

Couldn'tyouwaitforanotherday?"



"MakessensesoisitokayifIhitonyoutomorrow?"

Ilookatmywatch,"Tomorrowisintwominutes"

"Iknow"hesays"Andthat'swhyIsaidtomorrow"

"Anotherbadluck"

"YougottobekiddingmenowNkosazana"

"Tomorrowit'sthefuneral"

"Afterthefuneral"

"No!"Iprotest.

"Fine.Thedayafterthefuneral"



"Iamattendinganotherfuneral"

"Whodied?"

Iclearmythroat,"Mycat"

Heeruptswithlaughterandhisshouldersmoving

sidebyside."ThatisalamestexcuseIhaveever

heardmyentireexistence"

"Noreallymycatdied.Likesuperdead,gone"

"Ohreally,whathappened?"

"Somethingbadhappened"

Hechallengeshiseyebrowatme,"somethingbad

happened?That'sreallysad"



"Iknow"

"IsitokayifIcometothefuneral?"

"Thatisnotagoodidea"

"PerfectI'llseeyouonaMondayatyourcat's

funeral"Hesmilesthentakesouthisphoneand

walkingpassme.

Ihavetobuyacatandkillit,great.

[01/24,07:34] :23.

"Loveisstainless

Itislustthatfades"



Myeyesarehiddenbehindtherectangularshaped

dramaticglassesasIsithereatthefrontlookingat

mymother'scoffinandapictureofherwithasweet

face.Hereyesspeaksvolume-happinessandno

sorrow.Toobadshehadtodieinpainandhurt.

Thoseflowerslooksliketheybelongtherewithher.

Theworshipteamstartssingingasmybrother

standsbehindthepulpitandbalancinghiselbows

onitwhilerunninghishandsonhisdreadlocks.We

havenotyetspoke.Icanonlyunderstandthatwe

bothneedtimetowrapourheadsaround

everythingandthatparticulartraumaticpicturewe

saw.Thesingingpauses.Mybrotherleanscloserto

themicrophone,clearinghisthroatandrapidly

shakinghisheadasifheistryingtogetridofthe

imagehesawthatday.Asifheisshakingoffthe

pain.Toobadit'sdancesaroundhismind

regardless.

Inolongerhaveitinmetoweepandrollaroundthe



floor.Itfeelsasifthetapsofthesaltywaters

aroundmyeyeshavebeenclosedandallIcandois

tofeel.Nothingmore.Justfeelingandallowing

eachandeveryemotiontocrawlineveryfibreof

mybody.

Kayisepointshischestwithhisshakyhands.He

keepspointingandtryingtofindwordsthatcan

onlydescribehowheisfeelingbuthisvoiceis

lodgedonhisthroat."Kubuhlungu..."hechokes,

tellingushowmuchithurtsthat'sallhecan

managetosay.Ithurts.Ithurts.Thosewords

echoesinmyownheadasIcanrelatetothem.

"...Kubuhlungu"hecontinuouslysay.Hisentire

bodytrembling.Myauntnexttomestarts

hystericallycryingandmybrotherstepsawayfrom

themicrophoneandholdshishead.Heiscrying

androaring.Somethingspikeyeruptsallovermy

body.

Igetupfrommyownchairtothefront,climbingthe



staircasestothestagebutmykneesareweakling.

Asiftheyaredrowninginwater.ThatIalmostfell

onmybuttocksasIstumbledbackwardsbut

someoneholdsme."maMkhungo"Myheartstops

functioning.Iturnmyheadtoseehimlooking

impeccableinablacksuit.

Oureyesmeet,minesbehindtheglassesandfora

momentalltheangerIhavetowardshim

disappears.Thoseblackeyeslooksevenmore

darker,hidingsomething.Hisdelicatejawclenched

asheholdsmeinhisarmsandtakingmyhand.

Helpingmeclimbingthestaircaseslikeatoddler

whoisstilllearninghowtowalk.

Hewalkswithmeourstepsmatching.Oneandtwo.

IpretendlikeIcannotfeelhishandthatiswrapped

aroundmywaistasifheisbrandingme.The

physicalcontactfeelslikeascorchingsun.

Everythinginmeishummingasweetsymphony.I

amavoidingeyecontactwithhim.Icannotlookinto



thoseeyesagainotherwiseI'llevaporate.

Istepawayfromhimandstridingtowardsmy

brothertopullhimclosertomychest.Wrappingmy

armsaroundhimandhenuzzleshimselfonmy

neck."KubuhlunguKwanda"Hewhispersandifhe

wasnotclosetomyearIwasn'tgonnabeableto

hearhim.Itightlyembracehimandhegripsmy

dress.Allthetearshehasbeenholdingbackare

finallyflowinglikeariver.Theyarewarmagainst

myshouldersanddampingthefabricthatis

coveringmynakedness.

IhavenocomfortingwordstofeedhisheartasI

needconsolationmyself.Itakehishandasweboth

returntoourseats.Myfatherishere,wearingapink

tie.Itstandsout.

Mymindisscattered,everysinglethoughtneeds

myundividedattention.Myfatherwhoisnow

seatedbetweenKayiseandIwearingapinktiewith



gaugespiercinginhisears.Hecoversmyhand

withhisandIquicklypullawayfromhimand

claspingmyhandsonmythighs.Ithoughtthiswas

goingtobelikedrinkingsugarwaterbuteverytime

IbringmyselfintotalkingtohimIhearhisgroans

andthatpictureplaysinmyhead.

Mymindflashestowardsthemanwhoheldme

beforeIcouldfallandthatsoftlookintohiseyes,

thereissomethingdarkabouthimthoughandvery

dangerousnotforgettingscary.Icannotfocus

anymore,Iforcemyselfintoit.Lookingtowards

Mihlalistandinginthefrontlookingprettilypetitein

herblackdressthatmakesherstomachlooks

roundish,sleekhairandexpensivesunglasses.Her

lipsarepaintedinredandIcanseehertears

appearingbehindthoseglassesasshespeaks

abouthowmuchofagreatwomanmymotherwas.

Ihavebeenhearingalotofpeoplesingingthe

womanwhogavebirthtomepraises--some



wonderingwhatmadehertakesuchadrastic

decision.

Wearewalkingoutofthehalllisteningtothe

hummingandhystericallycrieswhilethemeninour

familyareholdingmymother'scoffinandtaking

onestepatatime,followingtherhythmofthesoft

voices.Myaunt,hernameisThokozile,shecan

hardlywalkandnowtheyareholding.The

foundationthatdoesn'tevenmatchherskintoneis

alloverherdressandherpinklipstickispeelingoff.

Notforgettingtheblueeyeshadowthatisnowon

hercheeks.

Hereheis.Walkingbesidemeandhetakesmy

handintohisandourfingersintertwines.Ilookup

athimandheislookingahead,focused.Thatallit

takesformetofinallyfeelthehumongouslumpon

mythroatandtheemotionsthatwerenumb.Ifeel

tearspricktheedgeofmyvisionsbutIblinkthem

away.Themomentwegetoutsidehepullsme



aside."Bhutiwecannotbedoingthis"Isay

breathlesslystandingfacetofacewithhim.The

sunlituphisfaceandheslowlytakesoffmy

glassestoreadmyface.

Atraitoroustearsfallfrommyeyeandheuseshis

thumbtowipeitoffandsuckitinhismouth.I

fluttermyeyescloseandsomethinginme,right

there,throbs.Heislookingmagnificentwithbroad

shoulders.Strong,leanandhard."Ihavetogoto

thecemeteryMongezi"Imurmurvelvety.Heisnot

utteringawordjustdartinghiseyesbetweenmines

makingmefeeluncomfortableandunderhismercy.

Heisnottouchingmeeither,feelslikea

punishment."WhatIdidtoyou?"Ifinallygetthe

couragetoaskandhisfacialexpressionchanges,

it'svague.

"Let'sgo"that'sallhesaysgracingmyforehead

withhiswarmlipsastheybrushagainstmyskin.

Mycoreclenchesinresponse.



Seeingthebrownshimmeringcoffindisappearing

undergroundmademyownsadrealitycomes

crashinglikeatidalwavethatmymotherisreally

gone.Gone.Nevercoming.I'llnevergettoseeher

sashayingherbodyaroundthekitchenbakingand

thearomahangingthickintheroom.

Wearebackhome.Icanheartheloudvoicesfrom

theoutsideandpeopleaskingforbeefcurryinstead

ofchickenandsomewantssteamedbreadandnot

samp.Andothersprefersjuicethancolddrink,

exhaustingreally.Myauntisshoutingateveryone

andtellingthemthisisnottherestaurant.Ican

hearlaughteraswellandthesmellofacowthat

wasslaughteredlastnightboilinginablackthree

legpot.

Iambeingcalledleft,rightandcentrebythe

relativesandneighbourswhowantedtoletme

knowthatthey'rearejustonecallaway.Ihavebeen



expectingthis.Notreallysurprising.Ireturnback

insidethehouseandKhethelograbsmyhand

leadingmetomyroomwhereIfindOnalennaand

mycousinYolokaziwhoisalreadydrinkingwine.

"Youhavetoeatsomething,sitdown"Khethelo

saysandflickingherdreadlocksbeforeshehands

meaplateshehaskeptforme.

Ilookatherandshegivesmeasternlookwithher

handsagainstherhips.SeemslikeIhavenothing

elsetodobesideforcingthissampandtribedown

mythroat."Herehavesomewinetoo"Yolokazi

handsmeaglassandIshakemyheadindicatingI

donotwantalcohol.Theyallgivemean

indescribablelookandtheireyebrowsfurrowed.

"Yoh!Motaseareyouokay?"

"Ofcoursesheisnotokay,letherbe"Khethelosays

takingtheglassthatwassupposedtobeminesand

drinkingfromit.



"WherecanIbuyacat?"Onalenna.

"Yoha.awenakhawumenobuqhwirha"Yolokazi

tellshertostopwithwitchcraftandherthickaccent

makesmeeruptswithlaughter.

"Whydoyouwantacat?"Khethelochuckles.

"Iwanttokillit"Onalennaresponds.

"Tjeeerrrr!!"Yolokaziexclaimsandtakingasipfrom

herglassafterclappingonce."That'sreallydark"

shecontinuessaying.

"Whywouldyoubuyacattokillit?"Iaskher.

Sheputsherphoneawayandcrossesherlegsto

getintodetailsbutatentativeknockinterruptsher

beforemynephewappearscarryingachocolatein

hishands."AuntKwandasomeoneaskedforyou



outside"hesayswavingthechocolateonourfaces

asanindirectbrag.

"Whoisthat?"Ifrown.

Heshrugs,"ButheisstandingnexttoaAston

Martinbabaandit'sred.Hegavememoneyand

chocolate"Hesayswithaslightgrinandpeelinghis

chocolate.TheroomisfilledwithlaughterbeforeI

getuptoseewhoishetalkingaboutonlytofind

MongezistandingoutsidehiscarwithBongeziwe

andKayise,theconversationlookswitty.

Hestridestowardsmewhenheseesme.Hehas

takenoffhisblazerjacketandtie."Don'tbribekids

withmoneyandchocolate,that'swrong"Isaythe

momenthestandsinfrontofme.

"Yousuddenlyknowwhatiswrongandright?"His

voicereverberatesinme,lowanddangerous.



Eyebrowschallengingmeandhisnostrilsflaring.

Iordermyselftobreatheandnotkeelover.My

mouthflattenedandmyeyesnarrowstoneedle

sharpness"whatisthatsupposedtomean?"

"Howmuchdidshepayyou?"Hiseyesarefixedon

melikeaglueonpaper.Ilookaround.Mybrotheris

loudlylaughingwithBongeziwe.Theyarepeople

walkinginandoutmygatewithplatesintheir

handstositintheircars.Theyaresmilingand

wavingastheywalkpassus.

"Whatareyoutalkingabout?"

"Mymother"Heboldlysays,"shehiredyoutobemy

friendrightmaMkhungo?"

"Isthatwhyyou'remadatme?"



"Oneofthereasons"

"Whatistheotherreason?"

"Howmuchdidshepayyou?"Darkeyesboreinto

meandashudderofawarenessmakesmynape

tinglesandmybreasttighten.Helooksatmyperky

nipples,screamingforhisattentionthenmyface

andhesmirks."Itseemslikewe'llhavethis

conversationatmyhouse"HepausesandIswallow.

"InmybedroommaMkhungo"

"Thatisnothappening"

Hestepscloser.Istepback.Closer.Untilthere'sno

roombetweenusandourchestsarerubbing

againsteachotherbeforehetugsthestrandofmy

dreadlockbehindmyear."Youthinkso?"



"Iknowso"

"Areyousureyouwanttochallengeme?"

"Ithoughtyouweremadatme"Icatchmybreath.

"Iam"

"Thenwhyyouwanttotakemetoyourbedroom?"

Heleansclosertomyear.Hisbreathfanningthere.

Thecreaminessinbetweenmylegsmakesme

uncomfortableasifeveryonearounduscanseeit.

"Uzobonawena"hewhispersandthenpullawayto

lookatmyface.

What?Whatamgoingtosee?



"Kwandastophavingsexthere!"Yolokaziscreams

andeveryoneturnstolookatme.Shelaughsloudly

andclappingherhandstogether."Kwandaand

Kayiseyouarebeingcalledinside"Thatallshesays

aftergrabbingtheattentiontous.IlookatMongezi

whohashislipspressedintoathinlinetohold

backhislaughterandhumourdancesonhiseyes.

[01/24,07:35] :24

“Youcanrunbutyoucannothide”

Ilookupathimwithasoftsmilewhilewatchinghis

eyeslookingmagicallikearosequartzbutIcannot

brushoffthedarknessinthem.Hislipsthatlooks

velvetyarepressedtogetherandIamsurebetween

theslitsthey'rebouncysincetheyaresothick,they

aretextureislikeasilkfabric.Mychestisslowly

movingupanddown.Ilookatthegreengrass

outsideouryardsinceoureyecontactfeelslike

intimacy--succulentsynergy.ThenIlookupathim



onceagaingrinning“Go,Iwillwaithereforyou

maMkhungo”Iwalkawaywithmylipsinbetween

myteethandbugscrawlinginmyshavenvagina

anddragonsmovingaroundmystomach.

Howdoyouexplainthis?Imeanthewayheis

makingmefeel.

Witchcraft?Khumbaya?Magic?

IwalkinsidethehouseandauntThokozileisseated

onthecouchlookinglikeagrumpycatandholding

hersmallbottleofvodkathenmyfatherisopposite

herwithhispinktie,sigh.Bothofmyunclehave

theirhandsontheirpotbellieslookingalmost

suffocatingastheyarebreathingheavilylike

bulldogswhoneedsaninhaler,“sitdownKwanda”

myunclesays,hisshirtbuttonswillflyacrossthe

roomifhesneezesorcough.Itakeasitnexttomy

auntwhosqueezesmyhandandthenlooksatme

battingherlashesandshehasappliedherdark



blueeyeshadowagainandaddedglitter.“Whereis

yourbrother?”Themomenthefinishesasking

Kayisewalksin.Alleyesonhimwiden.

Whendidhegobald?OrmaybeIdidnotnotice

whenhewasstandingwithBongeziwe?Whydidhe

shavehishead?

“Whathappenedtoyourhair?”Iaskafterpickingup

myeyesfromthefloorandputtingthembackandI

hadtoblinkfewtimes.

Helookstowardsmyfatherandclencheshisjaw.

Andmyfatherfixeshistie,itissopink.

IguessIamnotgettinganyresponsesincehejust

comesandsitnexttomeandbalancinghiselbows

onhiskneeswhileflaringhisnostrils.“WhyamI

beingcalledhere?”Kayiseaskswithanaggressive

tone.



Myuncleclearshisthroatstrugglingtositup

straightbutheeventuallydoesandlaughsin

between.“Sinceyourmotherhasdiedwethought

it’sagoodideathatyourfathermovesbackintothe

house.Theyweremarried.Youguysneedeach

other”malumeSonkesayswithhisfingerrestingat

thebottomofhisupperlipandlookingattentivelyat

mybrotherwhojustchuckledsardonicallythen

looksatmebeforeshiftingthefocussomewhere

else.

“Theydivorced”Iutterfirstbeforemybrothersays

somethingrudely,thatsweetandkind,light

complexionbrotherofminediedthatdayhe

watchedoldwomenbeatingmymotherwhileshe

washangingfromthetree,shoutinghowmuchofa

disgracesheisandwhentheyhadenoughheisthe

onewhoputherdowntoplaceherheadonhislap

andstrokedherdreadlocksbackwards.Lookingat

herpalefacethatlookedpeacefullythenhebrought

hercloselytohisnostrils,tosniffherscentand



nuzzleonherneck--heisgone.

Ohwhatasweet,sweetboyhewas.

“Westernizedyesbuttraditionaltheyareone”

“Heleftus!”Kayiseshouts,veinsshowingandhis

handsballedintoafist"Heleftmymothertobend

overtoanothermenandheisnotmovingtothis

house.Ibuiltthishouseformymother.Idon’tknow

whereyougottheaudacitytositthereandcallthe

shots.Youdon’thaveasayinanythingthat

involvesthishouse.Ifthere’snothingelseyou

wantedtosaymalumecanIleave?”Histone

soundscalmerbutpoisonous.

“Whatdoyoumeanhe’sbending...”Beforemy

unclecanfinishwhathewantedtosayaunt

Thokozilelaughsloudlyuntilsheburps.



“HewearsapinktieSonke”thatallshesaysand

opensherbottleofvodka,totakeasipandclosesit

again.“Mysisteracceptedhim,shetriedreallybut

he’llbringmeninherhouse”hesaysandmyfather

hashisheadhanginglow,“starttalking

Khumbulani”

Hepickshisheadupanddarthiseyesbetween

KayiseandI.Hemurmurshisapologybeforehe

startscrying.“Ijustwantedtobefree”hechokes.

“Bybringingmenhere?”AuntThokozile“Isthat

whatyoucallbeingfree?Beatingmysistertosee

howmuchofamanyouwere?Isthathowyouwere

tastingfreedomKhumbulani?”Myauntyells

“Zakithiisgone.Althoughyouleftherandthe

childrenallsheevertoldthemwasthatyouleft

becauseyourcareerdidn’tturnasyouplannedit.

Wenausatanonamabibane!!”Thistimeshegulps

hervodkaatonce.



Myunclesaremumblingundertheirbreaths.

“Khumbulaniwhatisshetalkingabout?”Hisbrother

asks,hiseyebrowsfurrowedandhiscorrugated

baldheadsweating.

“Iamgay”Heannouncesandtheygasp,whilehis

sonjustgetuptowalkoutoftheroomandclicking

histongue.“Zakithikilledherselfbecausethe

childrenfoundoutthetruth.Kwandawhoisseated

theresurelyhatesmewithhergutsaftershefound

mewithherboyfriendbutmyangelplease

understand.Ididn’tknowthatyouwerewithhim”

Hesayslookingatme,tearsfallinglikeraindrops

onawindowpane.

“Haibo!”MalumeDuduzaneexclaimswithhis

handsonhishead“Haibo!HaiboHaibo!”Youcan

saythethoughtofthisdisgusthim.“Andiyazile”He

continuessayinghehasneverheardofsomething

likethis.Lookingathisbrotherandthenheholds

hismouthbeforehepullshimwithhistiethat



makeshimlookslikehewillsingtwinkle,twinkle

littlestar.

Igetupquicklyfromthecouchtostandbetween

themdefendingmyfather.“Wearemourningmy

mother.Helostsomeonehewassharedhislife

with.Yesheisnotperfectbutallofusinthisroom

either.Himbeinggaydoesn’tmeanhehasa

contagiousdisease.Heisjustlikemeandyou.We

bothhaveeyes,bleedsamebloodandattractedto

differentgendersthat’sall”Isayandtheylookat

melikeIamcutealien,withaheadshapedlikean

eggandbigdarkeyes.Duduzaneisnothavingithe

justwanttograbhimwiththepinktie.

Icannothearwhoistalkingsinceeveryoneis

talkingatonce.Andofcoursetheyaresayingwhat

Isaidisnothingbutnonsense,rubbishwhich

meanseverythingthatcameoutofmymouth

belongstoatrashcan.“Everyoneout!”Kayise

shoutsstandinginthemiddleoftheroom.Looking



rough.“Outnow!”Heyellsoutanditechoesinthe

room.Theunclesleavestheroom.Myfathershares

aeyecontactwithhissonbeforehewalksout.

“Wenzakakuhlewabagxotha[youdidgreatby

chasingthemout]”myauntsaysmakingherself

comfortable.

“Naweauntphuma!”Kayisealsokicksherout.

Shegaspsandclutchesherchest,“Yoh!Zakithiis

turninginhergravealready.Mna?Soze”she

refusestoleave“Unenkingon?”Sheopensher

bottletotakelastsips.Yolokazitookallthe

madnessfromhermotherbut,shemadeherproud

thatdaysheworeherwhitecoatjusttocleanand

takeoutpeople’srottenteeththathasbeenpainful

forweeks,imaginehavingYolokaziasyourdentist?

Kayiselaughs,hisshouldersmoveupanddown,



“Finegotothebedroomke”hesayssoundingmore

calmerandmyauntgiveshimthemostdiabolical

lookbeforeshekissesourcheeksandleaves

silenceloomingbetweenus.Mybrotherwhoisnow

baldandmewithmyhairfallingovermyshoulders.

“Youcutyourhair”Isayaftertheeternityofsilence.

Heshakeshisheadinagreementandtakinga

sharpbreath,“Ihadtoletgo”Hesaysthentakesa

sitonthecouchpattingtheemptyspaceformeto

sit.Themomentwebothhavebeenrunningaway

fromisfinallyhere.Ourhandsareshaking.Tearsin

oureyes.Acheinourhearts.Paininourbones.

Hurtinourveins.Grieveineverypartofourbodies.

“Iamsorry”Hemurmurs“Ishouldhavebeenthere

foryou”hesays.

“It’snottoolateKayise”



“Iknow.Youjustscaredme.Youbecamelifeless.

Littlethingstriggeredyou.Kwandagrowingupyou

lovedtrees,youusedtoclimbonthemandyou

oncesaidwhenyougrowup,you’regoingtohavea

bigtreehouseandnow...”Hebreathes“Thingswill

neverbethesame”Treesremindsmeofthat

picture.

“Icannotbelievesheisgone”

“Metoo”

“Didyou...didyoureadtheletter?”

Hisfacialexpressionchanges,“Yes”

“Whatitsays?”



“Kwanda...”InthatmomentMihlaliwalksintothe

roomlookingangryandreadytokillthebothofus.

“Yourmotherpretendedtobemyfriendwhileshe

wasfuckingmyhusband?”ShescreamsoutandI

lookupatKayisewholookslikehealreadyknows

this.“Andsheleftaletter?Shethinksaletterwill

makeeverythingokay?Shedeservedtodiethat

bitch”Islapheracrossherfaceandshe

immediatelybecomesimmobileasastatueholding

hercheekandherhaironherface.

“Don’tcallmymotherbynameswhenyouwere

sleepingwithbrothers!Whatmakesyoudifferent?”

Ishout,shetrieschargingtowardsmebutinthat

momentBongeziweholdsherbackandMongezi

whopusheshersohardthatshestumbles.

“Hambalama!”Mongezi.Peoplehavebeenkicked

outtoday.Shepointsatmethensmirksbeforeshe

leaves,hersonsgavehersternfaces.



“WhatdidthelettersayKayise?”Icannotberelated

toMongezi,no.

“ItsaysBongeziweandIarebrothers”

“Andme?”

“No,butpinktiewasnotyourfathereither.He

cannothavechildren”hesay.Ibreathe.Ibreathe.I

breathe.AndIbreathe.

IturntoMongezi,myheadbuzzing,“Pleasetakeme

farawayfromhere”

“Kwandalisten...”Kayisebegs.

“Please”IlookatMongezi.
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“WhoamI?

Whoarewe?”

Haveyoueverfeltsomethingbuzzinginyourhead.

Itsoundslikechurchbellsbutalsolikethose

hospitalmachinespeepingorsomeoneisbanging

potsinyourheadwhileyourbrainisbouncingon

everycornerofyourhead,screamingandyellingall

atonce.Thatiswhathappeningtomerightnow,

everythingismovinginslowmotion.Iamaboutto

walkoutwhenYolokazistandsbythecorridor,tears

cloudinghereyesandmucusonhernose,shehas

turnedpink.Herblondeandbrowndreadlocksare

fallingoverherface.Sheaskedforthemwhenwe

wereyoungaftershesawmewithmines.Welook

somuchalikethatpeoplealwaysassumeweare

sisters.



“Theytoldyou?”Ifurrowmyeyebrowsandlooking

atthepainvisibleinhereyesandauntThokozile

appearshystericallycrying.IlookatKayisewhois

suddenlyavoidingeyecontact.“Kwandatheytold

you?”

“Yolokazidon’t”Kayisesays,“sheheardenough

today”hecontinuessaying.

“Iamnottheonewhowilltellherthetruth”Yolokazi

says,hervoicesoundshoarsely,asifthereisa

dumblingstuckonherthroat“Mamawilltellher”

shesayslookingtowardsauntThokozilewhoselips

aretrembling.

“Kayisewhatisit?”Iaskgrabbinghisarmand

forcinghimtolookatme“Ifyoudon’ttellmethenI

amgoingtoleaveandIamnotcomingbackisthat

whatyouwant?”



“Kwanda...”

“TellmeKayise!”

“YouknowIloveyourightand...”

“I’myourmother!”AuntThokozilebluntlysaysand

everythingstopsmoving.Literally.Everythingstarts

movinginslowmotionandbeforeIknowitmy

kneesareovercookednoodles.Mychestisslowly

closing.

“MaMkhungo!”thatisallIhearbeforeIcrashtothe

ground,myheadfeltlikeawatermelonhittingthe

floorandeverythinggoesdark.Icanhearvoices

butIcannotrespondtoanyofthem.Kayise

shoutingthatIshouldopenmyeyesandMongezi

tellingeveryonewheretogetoffandafterthatIam

unconscious.Icannotfeelmyself.Icannotfeelmy

hands.Myfeet.Mybreathing.Nothing.Lifeless.



Islowlyopenmyeyes,sunraysaretryingsohardto

crawlthroughtheromanblinds.Theslitsare

shinningonhisfacealmostlookinglikefreckles.

Eyeclosedandbalancinghisheadonhishands.I

aminafourwalledgreyandwhiteroomwithan

aircononmyleft.Iamjuststaringathimwitha

connectedneedleinmyhandandadriponmyright,

thedropletskeepsfallingandfollowingtherhythm

ofmyblinking.Irotatemyheadtofindhimwide

awakeandcreepilywatchingme.“Youscaredme!”

Isayaftergaspingforair.WhenIturnedmyhead

hewasdeepinhissleep.Hislipsmovestotouch

hischeeksformingabeautifulsmile,asexquisite

asthesunoutside.

“Howareyoufeeling?”

Ishrugmyshoulders,“HowshouldIfeel?”



Heshiftsonthechairalmostasifheismakinga

harddecisiononhishead.“Let’srunaway”hesays

unexpectedly“Forcoupleofweeks”

“Bhuti...”

“Iknowexactlyhowareyoufeeling.Ijustrecently

regainedmymemoryandIremembereverything

maMkhungo.Idon’twanttotalktomymother

aboutitasyet,sheisunawareabouteverything”

“Youregainedyourmemory?”

“Wewilltalkaboutit,notnow.Sowhatareyou

saying?Wewilldrivetowheretheroadtakesus”He

pauses“JustyouandIMooncres”Ilookathim

soundinglikeatoddlerwhowantstoruntothe

junglewithwildanimalsyethethinkstheyare

friendly.



“Soundlikeawonderfulideabut...”

“Nobutsweareleaving”hesaysgettingupfrom

thechairandwalkingtowardsthedoor.Hepokes

hisheadoutsideandthenturnstomegrinningand

rubbinghishandstogether.“Asambe”Mytongueis

paralysedasheissoclosetome.Hisbreath

fanningmyface.Hishandspullingoutthe

connectedpipesonmyhands.Iclosemyeyes,they

aretightlyflutteredshut.Ifeelhishandonmyface

andIopenmyeyes.

Theylockwithhis.Heleansdownandkissesme

gentlyonthelips.Whenourlipstouchesaslowfire

risesinmybody.Hedeepensthekissbypullingme

closerandIwrapmyhandsaroundhisneck.His

touchmakesfeelfreeandIforgeteverything.That

mymotherwasactuallymyaunt.Howfuckedup

thatcanbe?

AllmylifeIhavebeenraisedbymyaunt?



Hepullsawayfromthekissandsmiles,Iamtrying

toregainmysenses.“Weshouldgo,yourfamilywill

behereanytimefromnow”Hepicksmeupfromthe

bedandplacesmeonthecoldtiles.Werunout.Our

fingersintertwining.Iamrunningbarefootedwitha

hospitalgown.Followinghimbehinduntilweareat

thecarparkingwhereheopensthedoorformeto

hisgleamingcar.Wearelaughingloudlyfrommy

bellybutton.

Heslidesbehindthewheelallsleekand

manoeuveringthecarontheroadasafeminine

voicestartssinging,soundinglikeanangels

walkingaroundtheclouds.Thissongissobeautiful.

Icannothearwhatsheissayingbutthevelvety

vocalsaresmooth,forcingmetoclosemyeyes.

Withawindowopenandthebreezekissingmyface.

Hishandonmybarethighandtappinghisfingers

onthem.Everymomenthisfingerstouchesmyskin

allthevibrationsmovesalongwiththem.“Please

putthissongonrepeat”Iaskhimwithmyeyesstill



closed.Asthecarmovesontheroad.

“Don’topenyoureyeskeepthemclosed”

“Why?”

“Justkeepthemclosedntokazi”

Thecarhasn’tstoppedmoving.Theairsmellslike

basilandmint.Thesongisstillonrepeat.My

thoughtsaredriftinginonalldirections:north,

south,eastandwest.ButIammostlyfocusedon

thishumanseatednexttomewithhishandsonmy

lapandhummingalongtothesensualsong.“Bhuti”

Icallhim.

“Keepthemclosed”



“Iwantedtoasksomething”

“Okaygoon”

Itakeadeepbreath,Icannotaskhim.“This

song...whosesongisthis?”FantasticKwandayou

didgreat.

“ItsLiaButler,shedidacoversongofShoMadjozi

andwhatshedidtoitismagical.Butthatisnot

whatyouwantedtoask”

Howdoesheknow?

“Ithoughtabout...”

“Wewilltalk,notnow,there’ssomuchwehaveto

talkaboutbutrightnowenjoytheride,okay”He



squeezeshishandonmythighandallIcandoit

squirmonmyseat.Andnodmyheadlikean

obedientadolescent.

WhenIopenmyeyesweareinwhatyoucancalla

passivehouse,inahillsurroundedtreesthatgives

anorganicextension.Istarttremblingandhavinga

hardtimebreathingandmydooropens.Hequickly

picksmeupinsidethehouseandmakesmesiton

thecouchrunningtothekitchenandgettinga

bottleofwaterthenheforcesmetogulpitdownas

Iwasgaspingforair.“Whydidyouopenyour

eyes?”Thisisthereasonwhyhedidnotwantmeto

keepmyeyesopen.

“Icannotstayhere”

“Kwanda--”

Icuthistongue,“pleasebhuti”



“Iwantyoutofaceyourfearsherewithme.Iwant

tofacemineswithyouaswell.Weareheretoheal

andgobacktotherealworldmuchstronger

together”

“Nothere...”

“Hereisperfectpleasetrustme”Hebreathes“I

wantthis.IwantusmaMkhungo”

“Itseemsimpossible”

“Wewillmakeitpossible”

Idartmyeyesbetweenhisbeforewebotherupt

withchucklesandourfingersinterlocking.Weare

intimatewithoureyecontactandshowingeach

otherourteeth.“ItookthejobbecauseIrealisedI



wasintoyou”Itellhim,“Itwasallrealthefeelings.

Everythingitwasallreal”

“Itwas?”Hechallengeshiseyebrow.

“Itisallreal”Isaybreathlessly.

“Uyangithanda?”Heissocharming.

“Kakhulu”

Hetakesmyhandandmakesmesitonhislap.His

handscirclingmywaistandkissingthenapeofmy

neck.“Iknoweverythingdoesn’tmakesensein

yourliferightnow.ButIwanttobetheonlything

thatmakessensenotjustnowbutforever

Mooncres”



“Youreallythinkyou’recutewhenyoucallme

Mooncres,bhuti?”

“Doyouthinkyou’recutewhenyoucallbhuti?”

“Butyoulikeit”HesmileswhenIcallhimlikethat

nowhesuddenlyactslikehedoesn’t.

“Strangeenough,Ido”

“Ithoughtasmuch”

“Youwantmetobathyou?”

“AreyousayingIstink?”

Hechuckles,“Iwanttofeelyourwarmthwithmy

fingers”



“How?”

Hisfingershaveathermometer?

“I’lldiptheminsideyoumaMkhungo”

Lord!Thosewordsarelikehisfingersalready

dippedinsideme,movingslowlyinandout.“Sodo

youwantmeto?”Ihavelostmyabilitytospeakand

Ijustnodmyhead.

“Doyouwantmyfingersortongue?”

“Both”

“Greedy”Helaughs“Asambe”

[01/24,07:35] :26.



“Ifyouwateredtheseedsofpain

Withloveflowerswouldgrow”

Iamseatedinabathtubfullofwaterthatsmells

likefreshlybrewedherbs,theessenceisso

soothingandrefreshingthehotliquidmakesme

entirebodytremblemaybenot.Hishandisresting

bymyknee,notmovingjustthereandhehashis

eyesonmetoreflecthowpoisonousheis,whata

wizard.Hesmilesthenmoveshishandslowlyto

myinnerthighsandIshutmyeyes,breathing

heavilyandgaspingandsquirming.“Youarevery

responsivemaMkhungo”thatechoesinthechunky

marblebathroomwithwhitevanity.“Very

responsive”hecontinuesashishandsarealmost

bymykitten.Iexpecthimtoinsecthisfingers.Iam

ready.Iampreparedbuthedoesn't.Thesexual

tensionissohighthatItrembleslightly.“Ifyou

wanttheminsideyouthenopenyoureyesandlook

atme”



“Ican’t”

“Ohyesyoucan”Hejustmoveshisfingersagainst

myskin.“Getup”HeinstructsandIsnapmyeyes

open.“Nowyoucankeepthemopen?”Heisvery

sleek,verysmart.

“I...I...I”

“Youwhat?”Helaughs.

“Whyyou’realwaysdoingthis?”

“Iloveseeingyouundermymercygetupandface

thatside”Hewantsmetofacemarblewalls.Just

great.Igetupandthewatermakesasplashing

sound.Mybuttocksarefacingtowardshim.Wet.

Anddripping.Icanhearhismovement,hewas



seatedattheedgeofthebathroom.Herunshis

handsupmybackandsituatemyarmssotheycan

beabovemyhead.Ifeelaspankonbuttocksand

everythinginmeclenches.Thatfeltsogood,damn,

yes.Iwigglemybutthopinghe’dspankagain.But

hedoesn’tinsteadhemovesmyhandsfurther.

“MaMkhungo”Hecallsme.

“Hmmm...”Irespondback,nowordscomingout.

“Ngiyakuthanda”Yes,yes,yes.Thosewords

soundsmagicalastheyecho.Inthebathroom.In

myears.Inmyhead.Itryturningtofacetowards

himbuthepinsmeforward.“Yousaidyoucannot

lookatmedidn’tyou?”Heiscalmbutcontrolling.

“Ididbut...”

“Nobutsfacethatway”HegrinsandIchuckle.His

fingersslipbehindmeandpinchmybutt.Ibitethe



insideofmycheektokeepfrommakinganoise.He

keepshisonehandonmybuttocksandshiftingthe

otherstrokeonmybreast.Itrytorelaxandenjoy

thefeelofhishandonmeandthewarmthofthe

wateronmyfeetandlegs.Theexperienceismore

eroticbyaccompanyingmysighsandwhimpers

andmoans.

HefinallymakeshiswaybetweenmylegsandI

holdmybreath,anticipatinghistouchrightwhereI

neededit.“I’mgoingtofingerfuckyou”Hiswarm

breathkissesmyear.“Youcan’tmakenoiseand

youcannotcomesinceIaskedyoutoopenyour

eyesbutyoufailed.DoeitherofthetwoI’lldomore

thanjustfingerfuckingyou”

“Iwantyouto”

“Youwantmetowhat?”



“Domore”

“Whatismore?”

“Insertingyourthinginsideme”Heispurposely

makingthishardforme.

Hechuckles,“Whatthing?”Itryturningaroundto

pointatitbuthepinsmeonceagain.“MaMkhungo”

thatcomesoutasawarning“Nowtellmewhat

thing?”Hesaysmovinghisfingerslightlyovermy

clitandmakingmeriseonmytoes.

“ItstartswithaP”

“Sayit”

“Your...”Iarchagainsthimashisfingersfindsthe



spotinsideme,itfeelsgood.“Your...canImoan?”I

sayheavilybreathing.

“No!”Isuckinmybreathandalmostletoutamoan.

Myskinbreaksintoadeliciousshiver“Mywhat?”

Hestrokesoverandover.Myreleasebuiltwithin

mebutheimmediatelystops.

Whatonearth?

“Yourpenis!”Iscreamfeelingatidalwavecomes

runningandmybodyshakes,asifIhavebeenhit

bylighteningandforamomentIthoughtIwas

goingtodie.Righthereandmykneesareshaky.

Mywhooshingbreathinghasn’tstopped.Andhe

hasn’tstoppedmovinghisfingersinsidemeeither.

Hard.Rough.Slow.Fast.Morefaster.

“Bhuti...”Icallhimout“Iwanttoscream”Afingerof

nauseapokesmystomach.IthinkIamgoingto



throwupglitteroranythingcelestial.

Mythroatishot.Theheatbuildingupinmeuntilit

spillsonceagainintoaridingwaveofpleasure.

Immediatelyhethrowsmeoverhisshoulder

makinghiswaytothebedroom.Hegentlyplaces

meatthecentreofthebed.Mybodyistrembling.

Myeyesareclosedsincelargedropssplattersonto

myface.IcannotkeepthemopenuntilIfeelhim

grippingmywrist.Theembersinthefireflickersin

me.Iyearnhistongueandteethallovermyskin.

“Ah”Ifeelsomethinghardasasteel,rubbing

against.Thosearenotfingers.Isnapmyeyesopen

tolookathimandhesmileswhenoureyesmeet.

Heissobeautiful.Thelightcomingfromthe

outsideilluminateshisface.Hisskinissoflawless.

Heisnaked.“Youaredoingit?”Iaskinnocently.

“Notyetyouarenotready,Iamjustrubbing”He

hasstopped.



“Itfeelsreallygood”Hishandsgrabsmybreast,

twistingandpinchingmynipples.Hismanlyvigor

takingmeaway.Far,faraway.

“Youarebeautiful”Heisrubbinghimselfagain,so

slow.Withamagicaleyecontactwhilehishandis

restingonthesideofmyface.Ilovethatlookonhis

face.Eyebrowsbroughttogether.Hislipsslightly

opened.Igritmyteeth.“Screamsthandwasami”

Histongueinsidemyears,twirlingitaround.So

incrediblyeroticandstimulating.Ifeelhimalong

mytightcleftandmylabia.Hekeepsrubbinggently.

Kissingandnibblingmyneck.Iamscreamingand

mybodystartstoshakeasIgrunt.Ifinallycomein

hard,flooding,stickyandhot.Nowheputshis

fingersbetweenmylegsjusttofeelmeandthen

looksatme.“Areyouokay?”Heasks.

“Youwon’tstop?”Iaskbreathlessly



“YoucanstilltalksoIamnotstopping”Heletsme

catchmybreathandthencupsmyvulva.Thepad

ofhisfingerslipalongtherightslitfeelingthe

moundofmyclitoralgoodandhepushesintomy

slit.Myplumplabiapartshugginghisfingersina

sensualembraceandthenthehardasasteelpenis.

Loweryethecanfeeltheverysmallopeningofmy

vagina.IamnotwetbutIhavemyownwaterfallin

betweenmylegs.

“Jesus!”Okaythistimeitfeelsfeelsmindblowingly

goodashedrawsupthemoistureuptowheremy

clitoris.Imoan,huskilyandraw.“Mongezi”Istartto

mewllikeakittenandIshudderaroundhimasthe

orgasmconsumesme.Thistimeitfeelsasof

someonehasopenedthetapsinbetweenmylegs.

Hisgroanssoundslikemusictomyears.Thenhe

goesdowninbetweenmylegsandhisheadthere.

Hisfacejustinchesapart.

Heinhalessmellingmeandgentlypartstheplump



labiawithhisfingersandthumbexposingmy

clitorissheathandhetouchesmewiththetipofhis

tongueandmybodyjerks.“Mongezi...”Imurmuras

hepusheshisfingerupandkissingpastmyhymen.

Helicksandsucksandnibbles.Iscreamand

movingmyheadsidemyside.Igrabhimbyhis

headandpushinghimtome.AndIclosemylegs

aroundhimwithanotherclimaxapproaches.He

cupsmybuttockswithhishandsandholdsmeas

myorgasmwansandfinallyleavesmybody,limp

andnormal.Mybreathingsoftandregular.Irelease

thegriponhisheadwithmyhandsandthighs

openingmyeyes.

HelaysbesidemeandIsnugglesuptohimresting

myheadinthecrookofhisarm.

“Youknowwecannotrunawayfromrealityforever

rightbhuti?”Ilookupathim.Hekissesmyforehead

andstrokesmyheadback.



“Harshreality”True.

“Wecanstayhereforever.Justus”

“Iwouldlovethatbabytrustmebutwecannot

runawayfromourproblemsforever.Eventuallywe

havetofaceourdemons”

“Howbhuti?Mymotherwasmyauntandmy

brotherismycousin.Sayingthissoundscrazy”I

laughundermybreath.

“AndIcanunderstandexactlyhowyouarefeeling

andthatiswhywearegoingtofigureeverything

outtogether”Hetrailshisfingersonmyshoulders

andrepeatedlykissingmyforehead.

“Ihopewedon’tdothistoourkids”Wait.WhatdidI

justsay?Whatkids?Idonotwantkids.AllmylifeI



haveneverplannedonhavingkids.Idonoteven

holdthem.Theideaofhavinghumongousstomach

andwalkingaroundwithswollenfeetmakestiny

shiversbreaksintomyskin.

Helooksdownatmewithacoysmile.“Youwant

kidswithme?”No,Imeanyes,no.

“No!”Iprotest“No”Icontinuedefensive.

“Youwantmetodonatemysperm?Whichwon’t

happenbytheway”

“Doyouwanttohavekidswithme?”Iask.

“Yes.Wealreadyhaveone”

“Excuseme?”Ifrown.



“IhaveadaughtermaMkhungo”hesaysandIsitup

straightonthebed,shockedisanunderstatement

“Andshebelongstomybrotherbutmorelike

mines”Igrabapillowandhithimwithit.

“Don’teverdothat!”Helaughs.

“What?Youdon’twanttodatesomeonewitha

baby?”heasks.

“No.Iwanttobetheonewhogivesyoubabies”I

wigglemyeyebrows.

Hesmirks,“Let’smakeonenow”

“No!”



“Hawuwoza”
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“Breatheslow,in,out,

Mindsacrowdedmess,

Ineedtotakeasecondbreather”

ONALENNA

IaminterruptedbyaknockonthedoorasIam

curleduponthecouchandstaringatthetelevision

screen,everythingisdullandsombrealongsidethe

drizzlyweatheroutsidewithcoldbreeze.IfKwanda

wasaroundshewouldhavecookedsteamedbread

andsugarbeans,sadshedisappearedbuther

brotherassuredthatwhereversheisshe’sfine.I

amworriedaboutherespeciallysinceshe

collapsed.Sheisnottakingthedeathofhermother

verywell.



IdragmyselftothedoorandIalmosturinate

myselfseeinghimstandingonmydoorstepwith

flowersonhishandsandabottleofwine,wearinga

blacksuit.Whatanadorabledumbskull.Hereally

dressedupforacat’sfuneral?Hahaha.

Myeyesareswollenandlookingpuffy,Ihavebeen

cryingwhilewatchingthisromanticmoviethatwill

workonmyfavour.“Bongeziwe...”Isaylookingat

him.Imustsayhismotherreallyateexpensivefood,

withanamelikebonjourandgivenchy,whenshe

waspregnantbecauseherson’sareeverywoman’s

fantasy,theymakeyouwishyoucandoungodly

ghastlythings“Whataredoinghere?”

“Iamhereforthefuneral”Hesayssimply.

Iblinkathimtryingtokeepastraightfaceas

possiblewhilebalancingmyselfwithadoorhandle.



Hisfaceissuchaworkofart,asight.“Thefuneral

wastwohoursago,youarelate,sorry”Irespond,

thefactIamwearingablackdressworksonmy

favourtoo,verythoughtful.Icouldn’tbuyandkilla

cat.

“Oh!”Hedownturnhislipsintoascowl“CanIleave

theseflowersatthegravethen?ImeansinceI

couldn’tmakeittothefuneral”

Iclearmythroat.WhatifItakehimtocemeteryand

justtakehimtoanygrave?BadideaOnalenna.

“Mycathatedflowers,no”

“Icangothereandleavemilk”

Ilookattheseriousnessonhisfacebeforeerupting

withlaughterandsnorting.Helooksatmeasifhe



isfascinatedbythebeecreatinghoneywithaslight

smile.He’sfreshlyshaven,andthefulland

connectedbeardiskeptshinyandclean.“Ilied”I

confess.

“Iknow,theseareyours.CanIcomein?”Istep

asideandallowinghiminside.Hetakesoffhis

blazerjacketandplacesitonthecouchbefore

takingasit.Thesetulipsareverybeautifulactually.

“SinceyouknewIliedwhyareyouhere?”

“Iwantedtoseeyou”

“I’mJohnCena”

“What?”Hefrowns.



“Youcan’tseeme”Helooksatmeandsonorously

laughandthrowinghisheadbackwhileIputmy

flowersinavaseandthentakeasitnexttohimon

acouch.Icoverhimwithmybrownblanketandhe

smilesatmemakinghimselfcomfortable.Idonot

liketheintensityintheatmosphere“Ifyouwantme

toofferyouadrink,IamsorrybutIwon’t”

“Isthishowyoutreatyourguests?”Hechuckles.

“OneofthereasonswhyIdonotlikehavingguests”

“Why?”Heshiftshisentirebodytofacetowardsme.

Ikeepmyfocusonthescreenasaladyinalong

blondehairisrunningonthestreet,cryingand

huffing,shame.Badbreakupscanevenmakeyou

drinksunlightliquid

“Athomewehaveneverhadvisitors.SoIdon’t

reallyknowhowtotreatthemorbeagreathost”



“Yourparentshatedvisitors?”

“Youaregettingmeintoopeningup.Nextthingyou

willaskmeaboutmychildhood,right?”Iglanceat

him

“Iaminterestedinknowingyou”

“LookI...”

“Don’tsayit”

“ButIhaven’tsaidanything”

“Iknowwhatyouwantedtosay.CanIgetussome

wine?Andwecanwatchamovieoranythingas

soonasthemovieendsIwillleave.Youdonothave

totellmeanythingaboutyourselforanythingthat



makesyouuncomfortable”

“Iwillpourthewine”Ismileathim“Waitareyou

tryingtohavesexwithme?”Ilookathim.Imean

wineandthisintimateweather,doesn’tthatscream

sex?

“Rightnow?No”Heanswershonestlyandlaughing.

“Infutureyes.Iwouldlovetohavesexwithyou”

Damnlyattractive.

“Youaresohonest,Iwasjoking”

“Youwerenot.YouwanttosexmeOnalenna”he

mischievouslysmiles.

“Whatno!”



“Thenwhyyouasked?”

“Becauseofthisweatherandwine”

Heattentivelylooksatmeasifheisstudyingmy

bodylanguageandwhatisbehindmyeyes.“Are

youalwaysthisnervousaroundmen?”No.

“No”Igetupfromthecouchtothekitchen“You

makemenervous”Itellhimovermyshouldersand

grabbingtheglassesandabottleofwinehecame

with,makingmywaybacktothelivingroom.Heis

watchingmymovements,observingwithhishand

onhischinandconfidentlyleaningbackwards.The

scentofhiscologneishangingthickintheentire

room.

“Youshouldbenervousaroundme”



“Why?”

“BecauseyouahaveasameeffectonmethatI

haveonyou.ButIcancontrolmyself,Icannotsay

thesameaboutyouma”Whydidsomethingvibrate

inmybodywhenhecalledmelikethat.

Ihandhimaglassofwineandhetakesasipand

placesitbackonthecoffeetable,tuggingmeto

him.Okay,okay.“Youdonothaveaneffectonme,

getoffthathighhorse”

Hechuckles,andpullsmetohimplacingmyhead

onhischest.Idonotfighthimeither.Icanhearthe

tinydrumsbehindhischestasamoviestartand

hishandovermyshoulders.Iamprayingthatmy

weavedoesn’tmistakenlycomesoff,imaginehehe.

Wewatchthemoviesilently,justmyheavy

breathingasIinhalehim,allofhim.Hischinresting

ontopofmyheadandtheonlytimeheuttersa



wordiswhenIhavetopasshimhisglassofwine.

WhenIhearhimswallowing,Ialsoswallowmy

saliva.Thesoundhisthroatmakesis,sexy.Maybe

becauseheismakingit.

Idonotfindhimattractive,no.

Donotgetmewrong,Bongeziweisgoodlooking

andIwouldspreadmylegsforhimanytimeand

anydayorbreastfeedhimbutyoucantellthatthis

onechangeswomenlikeit’sahobby.

Whenthemovieends,Iwanttorewind.Idonot

wantittoobecausethatmeanshe’sleaving.

Wait,Idon’twanthimtoleave?OfcourseIwant

himgone.

Thewhitefontsonablackscreenaremoving



upwardsasasadsongplaysinthebackground.I

trymovingawayfromhimandIlookupathim,he

ispeacefullysleeping.

What?

I’dbesnoringanddroolingalreadyyethelookslike

anewbornbaby,withallthemusclesaroundhis

faceresemblingcalamity.Wasthemoviethat

boring?

Imakehimsleepcomfortablyandcoveringhim

withablanketaftertakingoffhisshoes.Icannot

believeIamdoingthis,butIfeelaneedto.Itakea

sharpbreathandkisshisforeheadlikeheisa

toddlerwhosleptafterabedtimestory.AsIturn

aroundattemptingtowalkawayandhegrabsmy

wrist.“Don’tgo”Hesayswithasleepyvoiceand

shiftingonacouchmakingaspaceforme.He

fluttershiseyesslightlyopen.“Please”Isnuggle

nexttohimandhewrapshisarmsaroundmywaist



andnuzzlingonmyneckbeforehekissesthe

sensitivespotbehindmyear.Idonotfighthim

althoughIwantto.ThisisthefirstandlasttimeI

amspendingtimewithhim,no,no,no.Icannotbea

weakling.Me?Iamnotnaïve.Iknowmen.Ihave

tastedallkindsofpenisesandallsizes.

WhenIwakeupIfindhimstaringwithasmile,such

acreep.“Howlongyouhavebeenstaring?”

“Longenoughtolickthesalivaatthecornersof

yourmouth”

JesusChristIwasdroolingandthatisdisgusting.

“DidIsnore?”

“AtsomepointIthoughtyouhavealionasapet”

Heresponds.NowImustdigmyowngraveand



burymyself,toomuchadmin.

“Ithinkyoushouldgo”

“Youreallywantmetogo?”

“Yes”

“Why?”

“Youweresupposedtoleaveafterthemovieended”

“You’rebeautifulwhenyou’resleeping.Allthese

vagueemotionsyouhaveinyoureyesdisappears.I

wanttowatchyousleepingeverydayandlickyour

drool.Andlistentoyoursnoring”

“YouwouldfitperfectlyinTylerPerry’smovies.



Thankyouforsellingmedreamsbutyouhaveto

go”Itryshiftingawayfromhimandhepullsme

closer.Ourfacesarealmostrubbingagainsteach

other.Hisbreathfanningme.Minesonhim.Hehas

darkbrowneyestheyarealmostblack.Ilovethe

shapeofhisnose.Iwanttorunmyeyesonhis

beardandbushyeyebrows.

“Whatareyouafraidof?”Heasks.

Isardonicallychuckle,“Nothing”

“Tellme”

“No!”Iresponddefensive“Youhavetoleave”

“IcanfindoutformyselfbutIwantyoutotellme

whyareyousoscaredofbeingloved?ThatallI

wanttodotoyou.Loveyou”



“Andthenrunawayonourweddingday?”

“Whodidthattoyou?”

“Itdoesn’tmatterIhavetoldyouenough.Please

justleave”

“IamnotleavingOnalenna”

“Letmegothen”

“No”

“Iamgoingtoscream!”

“Iamgoingtokissyou”



Ichuckle,“Bongeziweyouaresuchaforcethana

person”Ishakemyhead“You’reannoying”

“You’rebeautiful”

“You’reseriouslynotleaving?”

“No”

[01/24,07:36] :28.

“Hehasstoppedweepingovertheinevitable

Irealiseinhissilencethathismindhaswon

Iclingontohopeasfatelingers,enragedbythe

factthatIcouldneverpushedovertheedge.

Heisslipping,willinglyhefalls

CrippledbyhopeIgazeinamazement



Hewearsacapnow,likeabravehero

AnchoredIkeepmovingforward”

Ipaddownthecorridor,thereisonlysilenceinthe

housebutfilledwiththedrizzlyrainoutside.The

soundissmoothflowingripplebreathedalongside

thecalmestbreezeinthisweather,lowshelfreverb

withverywetambientechoesusingasubtledelay

withgentlerain,therapeutic.

Iwokeuptoanemptysideofthebed,hewas

nowhereinsightthenithitmethatIcameherewith

justahospitalgown.Iworehisblacklongsleeve

teethatIfoundandblacksweatpantsafterbathing.

Iwonderifhewearsblackbecauseheknowshe

makesitdamnablyanddevilishlyattractiveor

there’sastorybehindit.Ismellmasculine.Justlike

him.

Hislivingroomhasaview,butallIcanseeistrees.



Myheartstartstobeatrapidlyandveryunusual.

BurningasifIswallowedsomethingacidicand

powerfullydangerous,contagious.“Lookatme”I

hearhisvoicesayssmoothly,Ifluttermyeyesopen

tomeethimstaringatme,concernplasteredonhis

face.“Nowinhaleandexhale.Slow.Inandout.Your

focusonme”Ishakemyheadthewarmthofhis

handsonmyfacespreadsthroughme.Ileanon

them,breathing.UntilIcannormallybreatheagain.

Mymindisnolongeracrowdedmess.

Helooksintentlyintomyeyesbeforehetakesmy

handandpullsmeclosertotheglasswindow.

“Bhuti,no!”Itrypullingbackinsteadhestands

behindme.Hishandsonmywaistforcingmeto

lookatthetreessurroundingthisplace.Weare

technicallyinaforest.Theyarelongandgreeny

withdropsofrainonthem.Movingsidebyside.

Leftandright.

“Nowtakeadeepbreath.Getridofthatimageyou



haveinyourheadandlookathowbeautifulthe

natureis”Hewhispersinmyear.Theticklish

feelingmakesmerotatemyheadtolooktowards

him.“What?”Hesmirks.Whatamanheis,beautiful

really.

Ishakemyhead,“Nothing”Ismileathim.Hisgrin

isscorchingbeforeherotatesmyheadandforcing

metolooktowardsthetrees.Itakeasharpintake

ofbreath.Ilookatthem.Whenthepicturesflashes

inmymind.Ipushitback.Far,farawayandadmire

thebeauty.Idonotfeelthefireinmychestnorthe

crowdedmessinmyheadinsteadeverythingis

sereneliketheinteriordesignofthishome.Thetiny

dropsofrainonthewindows.Thehummingof

trees.

Ifacedmyfear,aroundofapplaudforme.

IturntofindhimwithaproudsmileasifIama

toddlerwhojustspatherfirstwords,thenheclaps



hishands.HaveImentionhowbeautifularehis

hands?Withnicelymanicuredfingersandveins.

“Wannagooutsideandtouchthetrees?”

“Slowdowntiger”Iwavemyhandathim.He

chucklespullingmeclosetohim.Hisfingers

massagingmywaistwhileIlookupathim.Hetugs

thestrandsofmydreadlocks.Helovesdoingthat

ornuzzlinghisnoseonmyhairwhenweare

sleeping.“Thankyou”Isaywarmlytohim.Looking

athisspotlessskin.Iamsureheexfoliatemore

thanIdo.Hedrinksalotofwatertoo,andtea.

“Iamdoingwhataboyfriendshoulddo”

“Whosaidyou’remyboyfriendbhuti?”

“Don’tmakemelosemymemoryagainweh

maMkhungoplease”Hesayswithathickaccent,

thatIfindtrulyattractive.Itmakesmewanna



attendamaskandifestivalandwalkbarefooted

coveredinnothingbutbeads.

Ilaughloudly,showingallmyteeth.“Younever

askedmeout”

“Youtookapieceofmeatfrommymouth”

“Itdoesn’tworklikethat.Wearestillfriends”

Hefrownstugginghisheadin.“Friendwhomakes

youscream?”

“Andmakesmefeelreallygood”

Hesmirks,“Idothat?”

“Iamhungry”Itryshiftingtheconversation.The



lookinhiseyeshasmebymythroat,histrailingon

mywaistisexquisite.Wearesharingbesottedlook.

“Iboughtusdoughnutsandcoffee.Igotyousome

clothesaswellandtoiletry”Icannotsuppressmy

grinorhisface.Hissmirkashisblackeyes

brighten.

“Whyexcitesyouthatyouboughtmeclothes?”

Helaughs,mercifullyit’sgood-natured.“Youdon’t

trustme?”Thatlaugh,no,Idonot.

“Iwanttotrustyoubutthatlookonyourface”When

Ipointathimwithmyindexfingers.Hesucksitto

hismouth.Ifeelmypulsejumpingwithecstasy.

“Youboughtmeeverythingwhite?”Hissnortisan

uglyyetcuteoneashelaughs.Heholdsupmy

handandkissesit.Ishouldhaveknown.



“Youhavemefiguredout”

“Blacknyiffandnyeffnyiffandwhiteisathing”I

imitatehisvoicewithaclowneryexpression

plasteredonmyface.

Hismouthtugsintoasmile,“Usazongitshelakahle

ukuthiubaniokhulumakanjalomaMkhungo.

Tonight.Butrightnowwehavetogetyou

somethingtoeat”HetellsmethatIstillhaveto

explainwhospeakslikethat.Hecouldbe

threateningtokillmebutthewayheisalwayscalm

aboutit,damn,damn.Beforehecanleave.He

kissesmylipsthatareeversosoftlybeforeboring

intome.Hedoesthatallthetime.Aroseblooms

overmyfaceunderhisgazebeforehecomesback

withabrownboxandcoffee.

Whenhecomesbackhismouthslatsovermines,

coaxingitopentosliphistongueinsidelickingmy

protestawayandthenwesettleonthecouch.Mein



betweenhislegsandrestingmyheadonhischest.

Hischinontopofmyheadandsilentlylisteningto

thesoundoftherainoutside.“Beforeyougaveup

ondreamingwhatisthatonethingyoudreamtof

doingorbecoming?”Hishoneyedvoicealways

bringsstickinesstomythighsthatIamonlytoo

happytoindulge.“IhatethefactthatIcannotsee

yourfacerightnow”

“Youwantmetoturn?”

“No.Iamkindofenjoyingtryingtofigureoutthe

facialexpressionplasteredonyourface”He

murmurs.“Sotellme”

“Apoet”

“Areyougoodwithwords”



“Imanagedtoaskyou”Irespondconfidently.

“Iwillneverheartheendofthis.Ihavetotakeyou

outonadatengikushelekahle”Hesayswitha

smileinhisvoice,“Doyoustillwanttobeapoet?”

Isigh.Heavilyandswallowingthedoughnuts

coatedwithchocolate.“No.Ineedtofindmyself

againandfiguremyselfout.IfeellikeIamlost.Like

Idon’tknowwhoIam.TheangerIhadtowardsmy

fatherreallystrainedme”

“Don’tcarrytheweightbyyourselfanymore.Iam

hereforyou”

“Forgiveyourmotherbhuti”

Hestretcheshishandtograbthecoffee,“Doyou

wantyourstoooryouwilldrinkfrommouth?”Iturn



lookingupathimwithamischievoussmile,so

seductiveashetriestochangethewholesyllabus.

Butwearedisturbedwhenwehearacaroutside

andMongeziimmediatelygetsup,andaknock

followswhenheopensthedoorhismotherwalksin.

Lookingsophisticatedasalways.Herbellylooking

roundishunderthetightdress.IsMihlalipregnant?

Hereyesmakesherlooklikeanightowlasshe

standsherelookingathim,withdisbelief.Looking

likeanakedstatuewithatinypenisandhandsin

theair.“Mongeziwhatisshedoinghere?”Hertone

isthick.Butshequicklygathersherselfwhenshe

meetsavenomouslookonherson’sface.Igetup

onthecouchandstandnexttohim.Iholdhishand

thatwasballedintoafist.Iknowhewasthinkingof

doingsomethingdangerous.Heisangry.Icantell

buthe’ssocalmthatyoucanonlyseehim

attackingandthenfeelhiswrath.“Ihavebeen

lookingforyouandIfiguredyoumightbehere.You



comeherewhenyouneedspace”

“Whatdoyouwant?”

Shelooksatmefirst.Icannotbelieveatsomepoint

thatthiswomanlikedme.Butnow,shame.That

lookonhergorgeousandmilkyfacesaysitall.

Rememberwhenshebeggedmetohelphisson?

Whenwewerebestfriends,gone.Thatsmileand

laughter.Allgone.Nowherfaceislikemarble.“I

amworriedaboutyou.Isshepoisoningyouagainst

me?”Sheglancesatme.

“Whyyouhiredherifyoudon’ther?”shegaspsat

thequestionandclutchingherchestdramatically.

“Me?”

Hah!Thiswoman.



“Iremembereverything.Youstandingbehind

malumeSisonkenakedafterdadfoundbothofyou

inhisbed.Irememberma”

Naked?
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“Truthwillsetyoufree”

Likecartoonswiththeireyesoutandheldbytiny

springsthat’showthewomaninfrontofmeinan

olivegreen,onearmdressandapixiecutfringewig

withblondetintslooks.Iwishherpersonawas

beautifulassheis,sheissomuddy.“Mongezi”that

comesasachoke,hersmallpursethatisshaped

likeatinysquarehaslandedonthefloor.Thecoffin

shapednudenailsarelayinggentlyonherchest

alongherhands,diamondringflashingonour

faces.“Wheredidyougetthatfrom?”Icantellthere



areknivesonherthroat,stabbingherandpoking.

Thebloodinherbodyisnotfunctioningthewayit

issupposedto.

Iamholdingthismannexttomefromdoing

somethingdangerousorbecomingamurderright

infrontofme.Heispainfullysqueezingmyhand

andIcanfeelmybonescracklingandbreakingbut

allIcandoisgritmyteeth.Ifthisishelpingthen

finewithme.“IremembereverythingandIknow

everythingbutmanjeIwantyoutoleave”Howishe

socalm?WhenheletgoofmyhandItakeasharp

breather.

“Letmeexplain”shepleads,hertearsarenot

ruininghermakeup.Itisstillthereandlooking

beautifullydone.Wholooksbeautifulwhilecrying?

Mongezilaughssardonically,butthatsoundslikea

chantyoucandoduringmeditation.“Howdoyou

explainthatmymemorylosswasnotcausedbyan



accidentbutyouwerebehindit?Youhired

maMkhungosoIcanoftenlycometoyourhouse

andyoucanusethedrugonmeagainbecauseit

waswearingoffright?IbledclotsMihlali.Icould

havedied.Youdidn’tcare,notevenoncecared

aboutsideeffects”Hereallycalledmelikethatina

middleofanargument.Myfocuscompletely

shiftedfromtheseriousmattertomybody

clenchingwithnothingbutecstasyanddelight.

“Iwasprotectingyou!”sameold,sameoldexcuses

theyalwaysusewhentheyhavegetcaught.Howis

thatprotection?

“Meoryourself?”Thecalamitynatureofthisman

ah,rightnowI’dbegunblazingandthrowingthis

womanagainstthewall,cuttingherbodyintoso

manypieces,cookingherandchantingwizardly.

“Canwesitdownandtalkplease”shekeeps

repeatedlywipinghertears,herlipstremblingand



rubbingherhandstogether.Nowthesightisnotas

beautiful.Withhermouthnowdownturnedand

mucusalloverhernose.

“Ngicelauhambe!”Hesaysisamonotone.Sheis

notwillingtomove,herfeetarestubbornlyplanted

onthemarblefloor.Heturnsfacingtowardsme

thenhismother.“Youwanttotalk?”Heasksand

shenodsherheadvigorously“Finebutnothereso

let’sleaveIwillfindyououtside”Isheplayingmind

tricks?

Mihlalilooksatmefrommybarefeetthatneedsa

pedicuretomydreadlocksthatweretuggedbehind

myears.Dangerousandmurderouslook.Scarytoo.

Thenhershoesstartstoclickasshewalksout

leavingawhiffofhercolognebehind.

Themomentshedisappearsbehindthedoorhe

turnsfacingtowardsmeandcuppingmyfaceon

hishands.“IwillaskBongeziwetobringyour



friendshereisthatokay?”Hishandsareshakingon

myface.NowIfinallyknowwherethedarknessI

havebeenseeingbehindhiseyesiscomingfrom.

Theyarecold,very,very.

“Don’thurther”Imurmur

Hesmilessweetly,warmly,beautifullymakingme

feellikeawarmbreeze,lovelyandnew.“Youwillbe

okayright?”Hishoneyedvoicespreadsthroughme.

“Yebo”Irespondtohimandhekissesmyforehead

takingastepbacktoexamineme,searchingfor

somethingbeforehislipsspreadsintoasmile.

Thenheturnsaroundattemptingtowalkout.

“Bhuti”Icallhimoutandhepausesfromwalking

turningtome.

“Sthandwasami”Heresponds.



“Uhm...”Icannotsayit.“Drivesafely”

“Thatisnotwhatyouwantedtosay”

Iclearmythroat,“That’sall”Iplaywithmyfeetand

hechucklesslightly.

“Ngiyabonga,minakengiyakuthanda”Hesaysthat

helovesme.Hiswordssoundssovelvetyandsilky

likefabricagainstmyskin.

“Namifuthi”Iutter.

“Nawefuthiini?”

“Iloveyoutoo”Itellhimandinsteadofhimtaking

stepstowardsthedoor.Hetakesthemtowardsme.

Iwasnotawareofjusthowclosehehasmove



towardsmeuntilnow.Somanydetailscomesinto

focus.Theshapeofhisthickandbrownishlips.

Themusclesonhisshoulders.Andthenhislipsare

onmines.Iclosemyeyes,andtheworldaroundme

fades.Therainoutside.Thedistractions.Allgone.

Allthatmatteristhetasteofhismouth,mixof

cinnamonandchocolate.Thereisfiercenessinhis

kiss,desperationandIanswerjustashungry.Ido

notstopwhenhepullsmecloser.Hisarmsgoes

aroundmywaistpullingmeontohimfurtherand

hisotherhandslideupthebackofmyneck,getting

entangledinmyhair.Hetakeshislipsawayfrom

mymouthandgentlytrailingkissesdowntomy

neck.Itipmyheadbackandgaspingwhenthe

intensityreturnstohismouth.Thereisan

animalisticqualitythatsendsshockwavesthrough

therestofmybody.Thenhebringshislipsbackto

mines.Hekissesmeslowlyandwemelttogether.

Everymovementofminesissomehowperfectly

mirroringhis.MyheartpoundshardthenIpull

away.



HishandsreleasemywaistandInoticeIamnot

theonlyonebreathingheavily.Hepullsmetohim,

bringingourbodiestogether.Theworldisallheat

andelectrifying,thickwithtensionthattheonly

sparkawayfromexplodingaroundus.“Iwantto

comewithyou”Imurmur.

“MaMkhungo...”

“Please”

“No,sthandwasami.YoustayhereandIwillbe

backtoyou.Iwillbefine.Ipromise”Abitof

uneasinessspreadsthroughme.Iwatchhim

walkingoutofthedooruntilitcloses.Idonothave

aphonewithme.Howamgoingtocallhim?

Itbeenoverlyanhoursincehehasbeengone.I

foundmyselfgoingthroughtheshoppingbagshe

camewithandheboughtgrocery.Iamnotthat



muchofagreatcookerbuthereIamsashayingmy

bodyaroundthekitchenwithmycrowdedmindas

dumplingandchickenhangsthickintheroom.

IcannotbrushoffwhatMongezisaid,itmade

sense,whywouldyouhireanyonetobeyourson’s

friend?Evil.Wasitaftershehasrealisedthathe

wasdistancinghimselffromherhaswhatever

poisonshewasusingonhismemorywaswashing

off.Iremembersheoncesaidsometimesshe

doesn’twanthersontoregainhismemory.I

wonderhowmanyskeletonsareinherclosets.As

muchIwanttopreachforgivenessbutthisis

unforgivable.

Acaroutsidemakingnoisesdisturbsandmost

immediatelyIgostandbythedoorstep.Theyare

here.Ididn’tknowmuchIneededthemuntilnow

andmyheartloudlybeatswhenIseeYolokazias

well,Icannowseetheresemblance.Everything.

Sheisoneshadelighterandhascuteduckshaped



shapedlips.Whenoureyesmeethersarecrowded

withtears,Iopenmyarmsandshethrowsherself

onmychest.Iwrapherlikeagiftandshenuzzles

onmyneck,sniffingthecolognethatbelongstoa

manwhohaschangedmylifeinawayIhavenever

imagineinashortperiodoftime.

ThenOnalennaandKhethelowraptheirhands

aroundus,makingourwayinsidethehouse.Being

herealonewasmakingmecrazyasIwasoverly

thinkingandmyheadwasbuzzing.

Khetheloisforevercalm,herauraispureand

ethereal.“Howareyou?IfoundBongeziweatour

placecuddlingwithourgirl”Khethelosaystaking

offherdressandleftwithawhitetopskinnyand

matchingthong,sittingonthefloorandcrossing

herlegs,yesthat’sherallthetime.

Onalennashootsherthemostdiabolicallookwhile

Yolokaziisleaningonmyshoulder.Mysister.It



tastesdifferentlysayingitbutsweetly.

IlookatOnalennawaitingforhertostartspilling

thenewsinsteadshecrossesherlegsasalways.

“Areyoucookingdumpling?”sheasksgiddy,thisis

theonlypersonwholovesmycooking,literally

causemybrotherisalwayseatinghealthysincehe

isavegan.

“Don’tchangethetopic!”Ichuckle.

Shedramaticallyrollshereyes,“RememberwhenI

askedwhereIcanbuyacat?”

“Topractisewitchcraft?Didyou...Onalenna!!”

Yolokazisaysdramaticallyloudandclappingher

handstogether“Youdonedidvoodohimwitha

cat?”shemovesawayfrommyshoulderand

lookingtowardsOnalennawhohasturnedintoa

tinyinsectlaughing.Shakinghershouldersupand



down.

“No!ItoldhimIhadacatthatdiedwhenhewas

askingmeoutsohesaidhewillcometothefuneral

andthatiswhyIamwearingablackdress”she

tellsusandwealleruptwithlaughterthatechoes.

Agoodlaughter.Oureyesalmostclosedandour

cheeksrubbingoureyelids.

“Andthenwhathappened?”Khethelo

“Hecameandwewatchedamovie.Hefellasleep

andweendeduptakinganaptogether.Besideswe

areneverspendingtimetogetheragain,no”she

shakesherhead.

“Why?”Yolokaziasksopeningherarms.

“Iwasleftatthealteronlytofindouthewas



marryinganotherwomansameday,different

province”shemurmurssadlyandimmediatelythe

vibrantmoodturnssombre,“Idonottrustmen.Not

evenonebit”

“NoteveryoneislikeAvulele”Khethelosays.

“Theyallhavepenisesjustdifferentsizes”Expect

thatfromher.“Canweeat”sheisshiftingthe

conversationfromhertosomethingelse.Igetup

makingmywaytothekitchen.Hehassmallwhite

bowls.Theyareveryadorable.Iambusyingmyself

whenYolokaziwalksintothekitchenandtyingher

dreadlocksup.

“CanIhelpyou?”sheasks.

“Ialmostdonebutyoucangrabglassesandwine”I

tellherandshesmilesmakingherwayaroundthe

kitchen.“Kayiseisamesswithoutyouaround.He



isstillyourbrother”shesaysnotlookingatmebut

focusedonthecupboardwithglasses“Thatwill

neverchange”

“Wearesameage,howcomewearesisters?”Iask

unexpectedlythishasbeenbafflingme.

“Wearetwins”shesays“Tada!Didyoulikeit?Oh

really.Thankyou”shesaysjokinglybeforethe

seriousnesscomesbackandplasteredonherface.

“Andourfatherisapastor”

“Whichpastor?”

“Sambulo’sfatherinspirit”shemocks“Umama

sleptwithhimandwhenshefoundoutshewas

havingtwins,shewantedtosendoneofusfor

adoptionsinceshewasnotreadytoraisetwo

humansatoncesoyourmothertookyouinstead.I

don’tknowwhattobelievableandnotbelievable



butIsawpicturesofuswhenwewereborn.Itmade

sense.Ialwaysfeltthatsomethingismissingyou

know”shetellsme.Ineverfeltanything.“AndIam

notexpectingyoutoaccepthoweverythinghas

turnedoutnow.TakeyourtimebutIwantyouto

knowthatKayisewillalwaysbeyourbrotherandif

youwantustokillmomthenIamdownforit”she

sayswithagrin.Ishakemyheadlaughingsoftly.

“IcannotbelieveIsharedawombwithyou!”

“Nowwemustsharemen”

“Youareoutofyourmind!”

“Youlovehimhuh?”Yes.

“Let’sgobacktothelivingroom”shechucklesand

alreadymakingherwaytothelivingroomleaving



mebehindtoalloweverythingtosinkin.

Pastor’skid?Me?No.
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“Themaskyoulivein”

MONGEZI

Icanseethesilveryglow,itallreflectedlight,the

hotgoldenlightofthedayturnscoolandetherealin

windingsthroughspaceasIgetoffmycar

immediatelythewomanwhogavebirthtomeparks

hersfrombehindme.

AtsomepointIthoughtIwasstilltryingtoswift

throughmythoughts,andallowmyselftofeeleach

andeveryemotionbutIrealisedthatIamvery

inadequateabouteverythingthatishappening.A



sadandsolidarityhumanwhooncethoughthewas

livinganormallifeuntilheeventuallyadaptedwhat

isnow“norm”tohim.

Mymothergetoffthecarwithwateryeyelidsand

suddenreddisheyes.Withsolemnlyplasteredon

herfaceprobablyhopingIwasstillheryoungboy

withwildhairwearingadungaree,runningaround

ouryardandchasingmydogandaftershehas

beatenmeupforplayinginthemud,I’dstillforgive

her.Runintoherarmssoshecanwrapherwarm

armsaroundme,braidmytangledandstubborn

hair.Heronceupontimelittleboyisnotso

magnanimouslyanymore.“Mongezi...”shecallsme,

wearestandingoutsidemyuncleshouse.From

herewecanseehiswifeinlilacknitteddress

laughingloudlywithherdaughterinlawbutas

soonastheyrotatetheirheadstowardsus.Their

facesbrighten,wavingtheirhandstowardsour

directionclearlyindicatingweshouldcomeinside.

Mymothershowsthemherteeththenlooks

towardsme“Whatarewedoinghere?”Hervoiceis



shakywithfear.Wonderingwhy?Shebetrayedthe

onlywomanwhostoodbyherwhenshehadnoone.

Ilookatherintentlyandwalkawaybutshegrabs

mebymyarm.“Shecannotfindoutthetruth.Itwill

destroyourfamilyMongezi.Canwegohomeand

justtalkaboutthis?”Ipoisonouslylookather

fingersaroundmyarmsandthenherface.She

removesherhandsandkeepthemtoherself.

Idonotknowhowtocrucifyherbutshewillfor

suredancewithherdemons.Alongsidean

orchestraunderredlights.Movingsidebysidewith

herheadupandherhandswavingintheair.

Kefiloeisstandingbythedoorlookingvoluptuous

andhermouthpaintedinredshowingwhitepearly

teeth.Herskinlookslikeshehasbeendrownedin

butter.“Comein!”shesaysinherhighpitchvoice,

fulloflifeasalways.Ismilewarmlyatherbutit

doesn’treachmycheeks,fakeenoughtolook



convincing.

Shestepsasideallowingmetowalkinsidethe

housethatscreamsnothingbutclassyelegantwith

shadesofgoldandwhite.Icanhearlaughteras

sheseesmymotheronherdoorstep.Shouldbe

interesting,right?Theintensityoftheatmosphere.

Theguiltthatwillmakemymothersitonthecouch

asiftheyhaveneedles,tappingherthighsas

anxietyscreamsontheleftearfirstandthenright

beforescreamingonbothofthem,softlyatfirstand

thenloudly.

Theywalkintogether,holdingaconversationthey

havecreatedfromthedoorbeforeKefiloe

manoeuvresmymothertositonthecouchthenshe

sitsoppositehercrossingherlegsinanimpeccable

mannerismandinthatmomentAzandewalksinas

well,sheismarriedtomycousinAvulele.Notreally

mycousinanymore–butmyhalfbrother.Who

wokeuponemorninganddecidedtomarryhishigh



schoolsweetheart.“Mongezi!”shegreetsthrowing

herselfnexttomeandleaningonmyshoulder.

“Iamsohappytoseeyouguyshere.Wehaven’t

donethissinceQophelopassedaway”shesays

withasaddenedtonewhenshementionstheman

whomIthoughtwasmyfather.Thetensitystarts

wheezingintheair.ButIstaycalmleaningbackon

thecouchandbalancingmyhandwhileleaningon

myshoulder.“HowaboutwecallBongeziweand

justhavelunchtogether.Myhusbandwillbehome

anytimefromnowwithAvulele”Londiwesuggests

rubbingherhandstogether.Ikeepmyeyesonmy

motherwhoswallowsthebricksonherthroat.

Uncrossingherlegsasherfriendlookscloselyat

her.

“Bongeziweisonhisway,thatsoundsperfect”I

respondthemomentmymotherwasabouttoutter

aword.Shelooksatme,withtheeyesthemanwho

standsonthesideontheroadwithabrown



cardboardwritteninblackfontsgivesyou,needing

coins.“Rightma?”Ikeepmyeyesonher.Herlips

purseintoasidesmile.Lookingatmethenher

friend.Methenherfriend.Guiltalreadygivinghera

lapdancetoanicesensualmusicfollowedby

shameasabackupdancer.Allshedoesisshake

herheadinagreementsincehercapacitytospeak

istemporarilyparalysed.

“Wonderfullet’sgotothekitchen.Azandegetup.

Mongeziyourunclewillbeher...”shedoesn’tfinish

hersentencewhenmy“uncle”walksintotheroom

followedbyAvulelebutthesonorouslaughter

disappearswhenhiseyesmeetminesandthenmy

mother.Anowlinthedaylight.

Ohhisreactionisdelightfulashekeepsdartinghis

eyesateveryoneintheroom.Toreadourfaces?To

findoutifheiscaught?Ireallywouldlovetoknow.

Kefiloegetsupfromhercouchandsoftlyrubsher

lipsonhis.Mymotherhangsherheadlow



clutchingonherpursesotightly.“Bafo!”Avulele

saysandIgetuptomeethimhalfawayandwe

shoulderhug.Strange.Verystrangethatwehave

alwaysbeenmorethanjustcousinsonlytofindout

wearemadeofasamesperm.“It’sgreatseeing

youhere”hesayswithhisforeverhuskyvoice.

“Mihlali”myunclesaysandmymotherslowlypicks

herheadup.Lookingtowardsmefirstbeforeshe

looksathimwithaplasticsmileandputtingouther

handforahandshake—Howsway?—buthepulls

herintoahuginstead.Notjustahug.Butanusual

hugwithfireworksdancinginthesky.

Kefiloegrabsmymother’shandandcallsoutfor

Azandetojointheminthekitchenleavingthemen

behindandawkwardnessbetweenmyuncleandI

whocanclearlyseeIknowsomethingthroughthe

coldnessofmyeyes.“LetmegochangeIam

comingback”Avulelesaysalreadytakingoffhistie

andwalkingoutoftheroom.



Awomaninapurpleuniformoffersmeacupoftea

thenshedisappears.Myunclepourshimselfa

glassofcognacbeforehesitsacrossmeand

takingasipgroaning.“Howareyou?”Helooks

closelyatme.Ikeeptheindescribableexpression

onmyface,takingsipsonmycup.

“Great”Irespond.

Henodshisheadslowly,eyesfixedonme.“What

didthedoctorssay?”

“Nothing”

“Rememberanything?”

“IsthereanythingIshouldremember?”



“Imeanyouhaddreamstoachieve.Youwere

almostatthepeakofyourcareer”

“Iamdoingjustfine.Ihavepeopleworkingforme.

Thatshouldn’tbotheryou”

Hegulpshisdrink,coolasacucumber.“Icare

aboutyou”

“Why?”Ileanforwardandhetakesasharpbreath

pouringhimselfanotherglassbuthissonwalks

backwithagrinplasteredonhisfaceandhissits

somewhereacrosstheroomclaspinghishandson

acouch.

“Iwenttoyourfashionhousetheotherdaytoget

myselfsomegarmentandthepeopleworkingfor

youareamazing.Iheardyouarecollaboratingwith

LulamaGumandYasmineKhuzwayo”Hesays



proudlyandallIcandoispursemylipsintoaside

smile–pretendinglikeIhavenoideawhatishe

talkingaboutmaybe?Yes.“ImustsayIwasnot

aboutthisthingofmenbeingdesignersbutyou

haveprovedmewrong”Hisfather–Ourfather–is

silence.“Ngiyaziqhenyangawebhutiwami[Iam

proudofyoumybrother]”

“Bhutiwami”Igrinandmyunclechokesonhis

drinkandstartscoughingrapidlyathowI

emphasisedthosewordsbeforehesearchesfor

somethingonmyface.Hewon’tfinditwhateverhe

islookingfor.It’snotthereasIhavemaskedit

perfectlywithaunreadableexpression.Minutes

passesbyinantenseatmospherewithmyuncle

whoiswrappedupwithuncomfortabilityandtoo

scaredtolookintomyeyes.Butkeepinghis

calamity?Heisverymuchperfectatdoingthat–I

guesslikefather,likeson,right?

Aftercoupleofminutesit’sannouncedthatlunchis



readyandBongeziweishereaswegetupmaking

ourwaytothetablehegrabsmebymyarmturning

metofacehim.Hisfacesharp,cheekboneshard.I

ammanenoughtosayheisaverygoodlooking

man.“Whatgameareyouplaying?”Heasks.

“Game?”Ismile“Iamnotplayingagame”

“Mongezi”Hewarns“Iunderstand...”

“Youdon’tunderstandanythingBongeziwe”

“Iamyourbrother”

“AndsoisAvulele”

Hebreathes,“Thiscouldruinus.Ourfamily.

Everything.Isthatwhatyouwant?”



“No.ButIamnotleavingKefiloeinthedarkeither

thatisonethingforsure”

“Thereissomethingthatyouarehidingfromme”

Hehasnoideaaboutmymotherpoisoningmeto

brainwashme.Turnmeintosomethingroboticthat

constantlyforgetsmemory.Staysinthedark.That

womanruinedme.Unforgivableifyouaskme.

“Thatdarknessinyoureyesscaresme”

Ismile,“Lunchisready”Iwalkawayleavinghim

whisperyshoutingmyname.Isitonthetablethat

issophisticatedlydecoratedinblackandgreen,

veryrefreshingasweeatgreenerovergigglesand

laughter.Joydancingintheatmosphere.Kefiloe

hasthemostamazingspirit.

“BabeMihlalihasbeenverysecretive...”shesays

smilingtowardsmymotherbeforelookingtowards



herhusband“shemetsomeoneandsheis

pregnant”Myunclespillshisdrink.Eyesoutoftheir

ownvolition.Gettingbetterandbetter.“Iknow.So

Mihlaliwhoishe?Imeanit’sbeenayearalready

sinceQophelopassedonsothere’snothingwrong

withmovingonrightbaby?”

MymotherglancesatmeandIleanbackwardson

mychairplacingmyhandonthetableandslowly

chewing–sheispregnant?Nowordsreally.“Tell

ushawu!”Azandesayschuckling.

Mymotherpokesherfoodthenpicksherheadup.

Tostealglancesatme.“IamsureZiweandNgezi

donotmindatallsotellus”Kefiloesays“Ordoyou

guysmind?”

“No,notatall”Ismilewarmly.“Tellusma”Isayand

lookingstraightintohereyes.“Thetruth”



Sheshiftsonherchairandclearingherthroat.

“Whenthetimeisright”shesmiles.

“Thetruthma”Isaysternly“Tellherthetruth”

Everyonehearsthetensityofmyvoiceandtheireye

irisareatmethenmymother.Interestedplastered

ontheirfaces.

“Mongezi...”hervoicetremblesandtearsstartsto

buildupinhereyes,glistening,shimmery.“...can

wetalk...”

“Thetruth”

Shelookstowardsmyuncle,thenhiswifenextto

himwhoseemssurprised.“KefiloeIamsosorry...”

“Mihlali...”myuncleinterjects.



“Lethertalkbaby.Whatiswronghoney.Whyare

you’resorry?”

“Babycanwetalkprivately?”SonketoKefiloe.

“No.Mihlalitalk”Thetensionissothick.

“Thetruthis...”

“Mihlalidon’t!!”Myuncleshoutsthenhelooks

towardshiswife.Whoistryingtomakesenseof

everythinganditclicksinhermindbecauseshe

removesherhandfrommyuncle,shiveringand

shakingherhead.

“Mihlalispeak!”

“Babycanwe—”Sonke.



“Mihlali!”Kefiloe.

Mymotherhasthesaltywaterstreamingdownher

face.Azandehasherhandsonherface.Avulele

hashismouthwideopen.Andme?Idon’tknow.

“Iamsorry”Thatcameoutasawhisperfrommy

mother“IamsosorryKefiloe”

“Whatareyousorryfor?”

“ThechildsheiscarryingisminesandMongeziis

myson!”Myunclebluntlysayswithhiseyesclosed

“Qophelodiedafterhecaughtustogether.He

wantedtokillMongezisowecanfeelwhatwe

madehimfeelbutsadlyhepassedaway.Iamsorry

baby”HesaysandimmediatelyAvulelegetsup

fromhischairscreamingout.Thosepiercing

screamsarefilledwithpain?Hurt?Disappointment?



Whateveritis,Irelate.

Kefiloeeruptswithlaughterdartinghereyes

betweenthetwoshakingherheadandpointingat

thembeforeshegetsupfromthechairandleaves

theroom.Mymotherishystericallycryingandmy

uncleismumblingunderhisbreath.Bongeziwe

eatingfromhisplatelikenothinghappenedand

Azandeleavingtheroomlookingforherhusband.

WehearfewscreamsbeforeKefiloeappears

holdingagunandAvulelefollowingbehindhimand

beggingher.Everyoneonthetablegetsup

immediately.MymotherstandingbehindSonke—

feelslikedejavubutthistimetheyarewearing

clothes.

ThemanIthoughtwasmyfatherinthemiddleof

theroomwitheyesredasbeetrootwater,mucuson

hisnose.Hishandsshakingwithangerandthe

veinsonhisforeheadvisible.Hisbrotherstanding



infrontofhimwithhispenisdanglinginbetween

hislegsandhiswifestandingbehindhim,hiding.

Beggingthatheshouldstaycalm.Everythingfeels

thesame.Mymindfeelslikeshatteredglasses.

“Kefiloedon’tdo...”hedoesn’tfinishhissentence

beforeagunshotgoesoff.Screamsfollows.

Anothergunshot.Anotherscreams.Another

gunshot.Black.
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“–OfaWhole–

ThissideisFurious

ButValid,knockingoptions

Withheavilyimpulsivity

Stretchingpartsthatmakeupmydiversity

Andthatside

Spiritcallsme,

Inclusive,

Coversandmolds.



Isee

Eventhroughwrong

Witheachstepinthewind

Istillstandstrong”

MONGEZI

It’safterthelastgunshotandloudscreamwhenI

seehisbodycrashingintothegroundandredliquid

rightnexttohim.Myheartbeatacceleratesand

hammersinmythroat.“Bongeziwe!”Iscreamout

kneelinginfrontofhimandplacinghisheadonmy

lap.Heisholdinghisbleedingarm,groaninginpain

ontheothersideoftheroommyuncleiscallingmy

mother’sname.“Bongeziwe!”Icallhimonceagain

ashiseyesareslowlyclosingandhislonglashes

arerestingatthebottomofhiseyeslikeacrescent.

Ipickmyheadtomeetthedangerouslylooking

womanholdingagunwithherhandstrembling



matchingherlips.Tearscloudinghereyesand

anothergunshotgoesoffstraighttoherhead.The

whitewallsarecoveredwithtinydropsofblood.

Herbodyisonthefloor,eyeswideopensurrounded

bythepoolofbloodandherplumplipsthatwere

paintedinnudeareslightlypartedoozingblood.

“Ma!”Avulelescreamtearsglisteninginhiseyes.

Myuncleshoutsallatoncebothathismistress

andhiswife.Theentirehouseisechoingwith

screamsandAzande’swomanlycries.

Icanhearsirensbeforetheparamedicsrunsinside

thehousefollowedbythepoliceofficers,Iambeing

pulledawayfrommybrother.Heisstillbreathing

buthardly—butheisalive.Hegottobe.

Ilookaroundtheroom,withawomaninatwopiece

takingpicturesofthescenewhiletheyarepushing

Kefiloe’sbodyoutsideinabodybag—thisspiralled

outofcontrol.Ijustwantedthetruthout.Iwanted

mymothertobepunished,Idonotknowinwhat



mannerbuttheresheisbeingshovedinan

ambulance,coveredinpipesandbleedingfromher

stomach.

Myunclelookslikeamaninagonizingpainand

utterlylost,walkingtowardsmeandhegrabsmeby

mycollarpushingmeagainstthewallandsaliva

comingoutfromhismouth,dripping.Tears

coveringhissternandharshface.“Thisisallyour

fault!”Heyellsouttomepoisonouslyandhe

attemptstowraphishandaroundmyneck.Iholdit,

tightlyfeelingshisbonescrackling.Stranglewho?

Me?Never.

“EverydaybeforeyousleepatnightIwantyouto

rememberthatyoukilledyourbrotherandyourwife.

Notme,youdidthat”Isayinalowertone,

venomously.Hiskneeswigglesbeforetheyland

himonthemarblefloor,hanginghisheadand

shoulders,thatkeepsmovingupanddown.Iwalk

outside.Wehaveneighboursstandingoutsidein



theirgownstoseewhatishappening.

Islidebehindthewheelmanoeuveringthecaron

theroadfollowingtheambulancethatkeeps

flashingtheredandbluelightsthathasmybrother

inside.IfanythinghappenstoBongeziwe,Iwilltake

theblameandputitonmyshoulders.Turnall

fingerssotheycouldpointtowardsme.Thebullet

wasmeantformebuthetookitinstead.Iguess

Kefiloewantedtokilleverythingthatwillremindher

ofherhusband’sungodlyghastlydoings.

Thedrizzlehasturnedtoafullblownrainbythe

timewegettothehospital.Thepandemicslooks

likeninjascomingoutfromthebackofthe

ambulanceandpushingmybrotherbeforemy

motherfollows,rushingtotheemergencyroomand

IamadvisedtostandoutsideasIwashovering

themwiththousandsofquestions.

Isitherealonepacingupanddown,myhands



runningthroughmyheadandneck.Thesoundof

therainoutsideistherapeuticandcalmingsitting

herealongsideawomanandwhatIthinkisherson,

anxiouslyandtappingherfeet.Adoctorinawhite

coatwalksintotheroombeforecallingouttheir

names,sheimmediatelystandswipinghertears

fromherfaceandpullingdownthesleevesofher

knittedjerseycoveredinblood.

Thedoctormakesanannouncementandinstantly

shefallsonherknees,cryingfromthedepthofher

soulandshakingherheadrepeatedly.Thesonis

holdingher.Thesightissadandpainfultowatch.I

getupmakingmywaytothecanteenbuyingacup

ofteatowarmtheanxietydancingineveryfibreof

mybody,mybrainandeverywhereelse.

ReturningbacktotheemptywaitingroomIdecide

tocallKayise—it’sonlyfairsinceBongeziweishis

brotheraswellandalsotoprovidedhimwiththe

locationtofetchmaMkhungo.Icannotlookintoher



eyesrightnowbecauseofthesuddenguiltthathas

foundawaytowrapitselfaroundme.

Maybethisshouldhavebeenleftunsaid,butalso

truthalwaysfindawaytocomeout.Onewayorthe

other,itwouldhavefoundawaytoappearfromthe

darknessandstandconfidentlyinthelightwith

armscrossedwearinghighheelshoeswithasmirk.

Theteainmyhandisturningcold.Ihavenotyet

takenasip.Icannotbringmyselfintoswallowing

thehotliquiddownmythroat.Ihaven’theard

anythingfromthedoctors.

IleanforwardonthechairwhenIhearfootsteps

pickingmyheadupmyuncleishere,excuseme–

myfatherishere–insameclothescoveredwith

bloodandwedonotexchangeanywordsinstead

hemakeshimselfcomfortableinoneofthechairs

rubbinghishandstogether,mumblingunderhis

breathandlookingagitated.“Iloveyourmother...”



hesaysunexpectedly“...justasmuchasIloved

Kefiloe”Helooksuptoseemyreactionandhe

meetsmyfaceplasteredwithagrinandshaking

myhead.

“Keepittoyourself”IrespondandonlythistimeI

takeasipfromthelukewarmliquidstillgrinning

undermybreathhashiswordsechoesinmyhead.

“Bullshit!”Isayitoutloud.Helooksatmewith

somethingsphinxlikeinhiseyesbeforehelooksat

hishandsagain.Wecontinuesittingintheroom

withapinkelephantannoyinglysingingbetweenus,

andsittingonourchests.Itbeenhours.Nothing

fromthedoctors.Mymindgrowsfuzzierand

fuzzierasifmeltingfromedgesin.Adullnessbegs

themindtogoblank.

“Bhuti...”Ihearhersmoothvoicecallingmeout

repeatedlyflutteringmyeyesopentheresheis

wearingmyclothesandherdreadlockstiedintoa

looseponytail.Igetupimmediatelyandshewraps



herhandsaroundme,herheadjustbelowmychin.

“Ithoughtsomethinghappenedtoyou”shesaysin

alowertonewithasenseofrelief.Iholdherclosely

tomychest.Itcomescrashingasatidalwavethat

thisiswhatIneeded.Herhandsaroundme.The

soundofherwashingovermetofeelthesenseof

calmnessagain.

Shelooksupatme,“Howishe?Whathappened?”

sheasksallatonceandpullingawayfromme

takingmyhandsowebothcouldsitontheplastic

chairs.

“Wehaven’theardanythingfromthedoctorsasyet”

Itellherandshenodsherheadlookingtowardsher

friendwithapuffyface.“Canwetalkoutside?”Iask

hersheshakesherheadinagreementwithaslight

smile.IgiveKayiseahandshakebeforewefollow

eachotheroutwithmaMkhungo,ourfingers

intertwinedandherheadonmyshoulder.



Westandoutsidefacingeachother,underthe

moonlighttheilluminatesherface.“Whathappened

Mongezi?”theseriousnessofhervoicescaresme.

Shestepscloserandcloserthencupsmyfaceinto

herhands.“Talktome”hereyesareonmines,

dartingandsearching.

“Myauntfoundoutthetruth.Andshelefttheroom,

camebackwithagunandstartingshooting.

Bongeziwetookmybullet”Itellherandshegasps,

pullingherhandsawayfrommyface.Thewarmth

thathasseepthroughmedisappears.

“Shewantedtoshootyou?”Itisasifeverythingis

sinkingslowlyintoherbrain.Dropbydrop.Making

senseofitandthenshestartsshaking.Itakeher

handtomines,holdinghertome.ThistimeIamthe

onewhocupshermesmerisinglybeautifulfacein

myhandswithherlipsinbetweenherteeth.

“IamfinemaMkhungo,stop”



“Icannotloseyou”

“Thatwon’thappen”

“Whatifshetriesshootingyou...”

Iimmediatelyinterjecthearingherpanickedtone.

“Shekilledherselfaftershooting”Hermouthhangs

open.

“Andyourmother?”

“Alive”Itellher.

Sheswallowshersaliva,“Howareyoufeeling?”



“Nowthatyouarehere.Iamokaysthandwasami”

WeinterruptedbyAvulelewhowalkstowardsus

alongsideAzande.

“Howishe?”HereferstoBongeziweafterhehas

greetedmaMkhungowhoiscloselylookingathim

andobserving.

“Wehaven’theardanythingasyetbutwecango

insideandhear.Iamrightbehindyou”Itellhim.He

lookslost.Henodshisheadandtheywalkinside

withAzande.

“Doyouknowhim?”Kwanda.

“Heismyhalfbrother”

“Hmmm”shemurmursbeforewefollowright

behindAvuleletofindeveryoneontheirfeetand



listeningtothedoctor.

“Onalenna!”AvulelesaystomaMkhungo’sfriend

whoturnstofacetowardshim.Youcannotmiss

theangerandhatredinhereyes.Thenshewalks

outoftheroomwithoutsayinganything.

Whatwasthatabout?

UnexpectedlyKwandapunchesAvulelebeforeshe

followsherfriend.

HaiboMohammedAli!
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“Lovedidn’thurt.Lovegaveyouthestrengthto

moveon,toletgo,toforgive,andfinelovewithin

yourself”



ONALENNA.

Istoodinfrontofthemirrorasthesunwasslowly

settingcreatinganorangeartisticpictureoutside.

Inacorsetwhitegownthatlookedlikeitwas

tailoredmadejustforme–Yesitwas–itfittedme

likeaglove,perfectlyandbeautifullywithmymake

upimpeccablyandsophisticatedlydoneasIhad

requested.

Thehousewasfilledwithloudsingingand

joyfulnesswheezingintheair.“Onalenna”my

motherwalkedintotheroom,withhercheeks

touchinghereyesthatwereglisteninglikepearlsin

aglassfullofwater.Imadethedecisionofgetting

marriedunderthemoonlightandstarstwinklingin

theskysoshecanbethereseatedinthefrontand

lookingbeautifulinherblackandwhitedress.

Ohmanycomplainedaboutmythemecolourand

gettingmarriedatthattimeofthedaywithoutan



understandingthatblackandwhiteiswhatmakes

life—therewasapowerfulmeaningbehinditallas

wesatwithmyonceuponatimesweetheartatthe

parkseatedinaredandwhiteclothandlaughing

fromoutbellybuttonsplanningourwedding.

Ourlovestory?Hmm.Itwasn’tyourtypical

fairytalewherewehadmetatacoffeeshopand

spilledthecoffeeoneachother’sclothes,laughed

aboutitandthenwentoutoncoupleofdate.Reality

doesn’tmimicmovies,sadly.

Itwassupposedtobeaonenightstand,soI

thought,fallinginlovewithhimwasnotpartofthe

planbutithappenedunexpectedly.Exploringwhat

wasbetweenuswasthemomentbeautifulthing

thateverhappenedinmylife.Idonotregretittill

thisday—becauseIbelieveitwasmeanttohappen.

Toteachmesomethingmaybeaboutlove?Iguess

butitwasmostdefinitelyalessonlearnt.



“Avuleleismissing”Myunclewalkedintotheroom

asmymotherwasabouttogivemeoneofthose

sweetandemotionalspeeches.Istoodupfromthe

edgeofthebedtowalktowardshimashelookedat

mewithmelancholyofsweetsadnessonhisface.

“Andwefoundsomething”

“Avuleleisnotmissing”Isaid“Heisnotmissing!”I

continuedmoresternlythistimeandbreathing

throughmymouth.Mychestslowlyclosingashe

givesmeaphone.Ilookathisfacefirstbuthe

hangshisheadlow.Thebrightscreenblindedme,

butIsoldieredontomeetpicturesofthemanIwas

deeplyinlovewith,standingatthealterwithawide

smileonhisfacingandloveinhiseyeslookingat

anotherwomanholdinghandsintheirblackand

whitethemedwedding—aslapinthefacewasn’tit?

“Blackrepresentsthedarkandwhiterepresentsthe

light.FeminineandMasculine.Itwouldbe

wonderfultousethosecoloursforourwedding.



Youbringthelightintomydarkworld”Hesaidto

meeatingpeanutbutterfromthejar.Iwonderifhe

saidthesametoher.Ifhewaswearingboxersand

sockseatingpeanutbutterfromthejarbefore

smilingbeautifully,likeanangel.

Ishookmyheadrepeatedly,watchinghiminashort

videosayinghisvows.Hisvoicesoundedso

velvetyanddrippinghoney.Thewayhelookedat

her.Hersmile.IsawamanIwasverymuchinlove

withcollidingwithanotherwomaninfrontofme.I

pickedmyheadupwithmyeyescloudedwithtears

thattastedlikeangryoceansandmymotherwho

mirroredthesamemotion.

Itookoffmyshoesandpulledupmydresstorun

outofthehouse.Dryheavingandblinkingmytears

away.Ignoringtheexclaimsbehindme.The

screaming.Theshouting.Thepicturetaking.The

whispers.Thegossiping.Iignoredallofitandkept

runningwithmythoughtsscatteredlikeapileof



papersnexttoatrashcanandmybrainshattered.

Icalledhimandallhesaidwas“sorry”withoutany

senseofsolemnlybeforehehungupthecalland

thatwasit.Ineverheardanythingfromhim.He

nevercalled.AndIdid,countlesslyuntilmynumber

wasblocked.

Youseethosesimcardsyougetforfree?Ihad

manyofthem.Thenhechangednumbersand

blockedmeeverywhereonsocialmedia.

Icreatedsomanyaccountsandspentmynights

stalkinghimandhisvoluptuouswifewithaface

thatlooksstraightoutofmagazine.Iwish,IwishI

couldcallherbynames.ButwhywouldI?When

shedidn’tdoanythingtome,Ibetsheisnoteven

awareofmyexistence.

Weareinthelivingroomwithasweepingview.A



moderncouchbacksontoasimplediningarea,its

lowbackallowsthetwodifferentzonestoconnect

yetstillremaindefined.Thesofaisfacingontothe

televisionwallthatiscladinamirroredpanelanda

neatfloorlampprovidesreadinglight—everything

screamssereneliketheowner.Thenthereisa

curvaceousglasspanelscreensthekitchenfrom

thelivingroomdiningcombo.Kwandaisslowly

fallingasleepandsnugglingnexttome.Ihadfew

glassesofwineandIamfeelingthealcohol

shootingthroughmybloodstreambutthetentative

knockdisturbs.

Welookateachotherspooked.“Kwandaopen!”the

personatthedoorsays“uKayise”hecontinues

sayingandKwandagetswalkingbarefooted,she

hassuchbeautifulfeet.Ihaveafetishbytheway,

shecomesbackwithherbrotherfollowingbehind

andKhethelosuddenlyhasunremovablesmileas

heappears.



Hegreetshiseyesonmyfriend,whoishalfnaked

inthiscoldweatherandaglassofwineinherhand.

“Iwassentheretofetchyouguys”heannounces,

thatdoesn’tsoundgood.“Bongeziwehasbeen

shot”heannouncesandmyintestineswerefound

attheedgeofthemountain,shaking.BeforeIgasp

forair.

“Isheokay?”Iaskfirst.

“IdonotknowasyetbutIamheretogetyouguys

beforeIcangotothehospital”Ifindmyselffeeling

somethingIhavepromisednottoeverfeeltowards

amanagain,ever.Andthatiscaring.Heartisavery

stupidorgan.

“Mongezihowishe?”Kwandaaskspanickingand

beforehecouldresponse,sheisalreadyrunning

aroundthehouselookingforsomethingthenshe

comesbackwearingoversizedshoes.Ifitwasany

otherdayIwouldhavelaughedathowclownery



shelooksinthoseshoes.Thisisnew.Myfriend

caringaboutsomeonelikethis.Thefacial

expressiononherfacegiveseverysingledetailof

heremotions.Awomanwhohasfallendeeplyin

love—shecannotbesaved.

Inthebackseatofthecarandmybodyis

uncontrollablyshaking.Iamprayingundermy

breath.Foraman.Strangehuh?

Kwandaisstaringoutsidethewindowandsilently

cryingwhenYolokazipullsherintoherlap,stroking

herdreadlocks.Ihavemasteredmaskingmy

emotions.TrustmeIamverygoodatdoingjust

that.

WhenwegettothehospitalKwandarunsoutofthe

caralmosttrippingbecauseoftheshoesthatare

toobigforherfeet–onlyshecanmanagetomake

youlaughattimeslikethis.Sheturnsaroundtosee

ifwesawthatshealmostfellthengrinsalittle



beforewalkingawayaswefollowrightbehindher.

Twomen,inatenseatmosphere,andMongezi

uncomfortablysleepingonthewaitingroomchairs.

WesettledownwhileKwandawakeshimup.His

eyesbrightenwhenheseesherimmediatelygetting

upfromthechairandshewrapsheraroundhis

bodyembracinghim.Isitheretappingmyfeeton

theflooragitated.

MongeziandKwandaareleavingtheroomholding

hands,theyarebeautifultogether,different–very

differentbutcompatible.“MrBNdamase’sfamily”

Awomanwearingscrubssaysandeveryonegets

upatonce.Iamhuggingmyselftostopshaking.It

happenswhenIamsuperanxious.

Thedoctoropenshermouthtosaysomething.

“Onalenna”someonecallsme,afamiliarvoice.I

turnaroundtomeethimstandingnexttoher.He

doesn’tlookasIimaginedorthoughthewould



whenIseehimagain.Wornout,liketheearthhas

chewedandspathim.Notevenclose—damnheis

sofineasIfirstsawhimacrosstheroomwith

colourfuldiscolightsandadrinkinhishand,

smilingandshowinghiscrispywhiteteeth.Hisskin

lookslikehehasbeendrownedinbutter,sosmooth

andflawless.Hisjeansfithimperfectly.Andshe

standsnexttohim,thesameovalshapedringthatI

havechoseninherfinger.

Mychestslowlyclosesup,findingithardtobreathe

anddivingthroughthesuffocation.ThememoriesI

thoughtIhavedugagraveforcomescrashinglike

awaveinshore.Ilookathimreflectingexactlyhow

Ifeeltowardshimandwalkingoutoftheroom.

Cryingoverhim?Neverthat.IwalkfasterasifIam

beingchasedbythedemonsandthatiswhen

everythingshutsaroundme.Noisesinmyhead

becomeslouderandlouder.Tearscloudmyown

eyes.“Ona!”someonegrabsmebymyarm.ButI



pushherbackfuriouslyandshestumbles.

Khethelofindsherbalanceandgrabmeagain

forcefullypullingmeintoahugandagutwrenching

sobescapesmymouth.Thesoundhurtmyown

oesophagus.Mychestisdrummingloudlybeing

heldopensthetapsIwantedtostaycloseinmy

eyes.Kwandaiswalkingtowardsusangrily—she

tripsagainbutshebalanceonthegrovelwithher

hand.Icannothelpbuteruptwithlaughterwhile

stillcrying.Thisonewillbethedeathofme.She

clickshertongueanddustingherhands.Weare

laughingsittingonthepavementofthehospitaland

themwrappingtheirarmsaroundme.

Hereallymovedonlikenothingeverhappened?

FearmenrightafterGod.
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“Happinessisjustabreathaway”



ONALENNA

Itbeenoverlyfivedays,ofmywoundsbleedingand

needingtenderlovingandgentlenesstocleanthem

upandtakecareofthem.

Ihavebeenstuckinthisroomfilledwithdarkness

andnotevenasingleslightofsunshinemanagesto

escapemyclosedcurtainsandwindows–

pretendinglikeIamokaywhenIwalkoutofthis

roomthough?Iamperfectionistatdoingthat.I

havebeengivenspacetoo,tobemyselfandwithin

myemotions.Whenthetimeisrighttospew

whateverthatIamfeelingthentheywillgivemean

ear.Ireallyfoundsistersinmyfriends.

Icurrentlydonothaveajobsincemybossis

fightingforherlifeinacomaaftershehasbeen

shot.Nooneknowswhathappenedormaybe



Kwandadoes.Ijusthaven’tbroughtupthat

conversationsinceitmightseemlikeIcareabout

thatgorgeousbaldmanwithafullbeardand

beautifulhandswithnicelymanicuredfingersand

veinsatthebackofhishandandarms,tellmewhat

ismoreattractivethanthat?Hiswhiteteeth?Orhis

brownishcolouredlipswithahintofpinkish.

Youarethinkingabouthimagain,mybrainappears

sayinginasing,sing,songandwearingfeathery

dresswhiledoingtango.

Thatlookonyourfacescreamsyoucare,myheart

saysthistimeandstaringatherselfinthemirror

beforeshelookstowardsmewithamischievously

smirk.

Icare?No.ImeanwhywouldI?Whenheisrelated

toamanwhotreatedmelikefilthandhadan

audacitytocalloutmyname.IamsureBongeziwe

knowsaboutthisandheapplaudedhimforbeinga



sleekplayernowhewantstofinishme,shamepoor

me.

Idramaticallyrollmyeyesatthesetwoandwalking

outmyroompaddingtothekitchentofindKwanda

cookingporridge.Ithoughtshe’llbeathermother’s

housethesedaysorbrotherbutsheishere,always,

likesomeonewhoisrunningawayfromsomething.

Asalwayslookingbeautifulinherwhiteorganza

topwithpuffysleevesandshortmatchingskirtthat

holdsherbodyperfectly.Nooneisasvoluptuous

asthiswomanstirringherpotswithasmileonher

faceandherdreadlockstiedneatlyintoafleek

ponytail.“Goodmorning,yousmellgood”shewinks

atme,Ijustcameoutofthebath.“Doyouwant

porridge?”Ishakemyheadinagreementandshe

showsmeherthumbs.

“KhetheloandYolokazihaveleftforwork?”Iask

makingmywaytothelivingroom,shoutingovermy

shoulders.



“Justminutesago.Butterorpeanutbutterinyour

porridge?”sheasksmeshouting.

“Bothpleaseandthankyou”Imakemyself

comfortableonaredsofa.Icanseeher

movementsinthekitchenandminuteslaterweare

seatedtogetheronthesofawithbowlsinourhands

andlookingtowardsthetelevision.Iclearmythroat,

itisstuckinmythroat.IwishIcandosomethingto

makeitevaporates.“HowisBongeziwe?”Ibluntly

askmakingsurethatmyfocusisonthescreenand

nothingelsebutthescreen.

Icanseeherfromthecornerofmyeyesglancingat

meandshovingaspooninsidehermouth.“Hewas

dischargedyesterday.Doyouwanttocomealong

withus?WearegoingtherewithMongezi”Myheart

andbrainscreamyes,yes,yesatonce.



Ishakemyheadindisagreement,“That’sgreathe

wasn’tthathurt?”Theporridgeburnsmythroatbut

Isoldieronandkeepitmoving.

“Idon’tknowbutyoucancomeandfindout.

Avulelewon’tbethere,Ipromise”sheshiftsher

bodytowardsmegivingmeanadorablelookasshe

begswithpoutingherlips.Thenwehearaknock,

shequicklygetsupandhermanappearsbehind

thedoorwearingallblack.Aretheymatching?

Blackandwhite?Ihatethisblendingofcoloursbut

theymakemefallinlovewithitalloveragain.

Thismanrighthere,inblack–anAdonis.

“Sawubona”hegreetsmewithasmilesittingonthe

sofaandIgreethimbackmirroringhissmile.He

grabsthebowlthatbelongstoKwandaandeating

herporridge.Andsheplayfullyshoveshimashe

handsherbackthebowl.Thelightintheireyes.The

lookontheirfaces.Thesmileonhisfaceashe

looksather–thisiswhatdreamsaremadeof.



“Onalennaareyoucoming?”Kwanda.

“Yes,letmechange”Igetupfromthesofaand

stridingtomyroomanditonlyhitme,nowthatI

agreedtothis.Imeanshecaughtmeoffguard

whensheasked.Iwasstilladmiringherandher

man.WhatamIgettingmyselfto?Icanstillcome

upwithanexcusethoughright?

Ichangeintoarust,orangehueasymmetricdress

andmynaturalsilkblondehairittiedintoasleek

ponytail.Andno,Iamnotbiracialbutmyhairis

silkybecauseIusechemicalsonitanditsblonde

becauseIbleachedit–nothingspeciallyreally.

IthinkIlookdecent,morethanthatactually,Iwould

havelovetotouchmyfacewithmakeupbutIdo

nothavethatmuchtimebutmascaraandlipgloss

couldwork.



WhyamIbothered?ActuallyIamnot.

WegetinthecarandMongezislidesbehindthe

wheelbeforesoftmusicfillsmyears,verysoulful

andsmooth.Thereisabitofsunshinebutthese

pastdaystheweatherjustchanges.Oneminuteits

hotleavingyouflusteredandthennextitsraining

heavilyleavingyoudrenched.Thechemistry

betweenthesetwoisundeniable,thisissomething

enjoyabletowatch.Seeingthelovebeingshared

rightinfrontofyou,notwithwordsbuteyecontact,

smilesandfingertips.Themusicplayingsoftly

makesthemomentevenmorebeautifulasmile

managestoescapemyownlipsandKwandaturns

tolookatmefromthefrontseat“Areyouokay?”

sheaskswithagrinandIshakemyheadin

agreementbeforewedrivethroughthemallfirst.I

amfeelingveryagitatednow.

Ichoosetostaybehind,Mongeziwasnothappy



aboutthatonebutheletmeoutoftheleash.Istay

behindtappingmycoldhandsonmythighsand

takingunevenbreaths.Lookingatpeoplewalking

outthestoresandpushingtheirstrollers.

Thetwofinallycomesoutpushinggroceryand

MongeziislaughingatsomethingwhileKwanda

keepsherstraightface,hedoessomethingwithhis

facethensheeruptswithlaughter,pausingwalking

lookingratherdefeatedasshelaughsthenshe

shakesherheadastheycontinueapproaching

towardsthecar.Ihelpthempackinthebootbefore

wecontinuedriving.

Wedrivethroughahousewithabeautifulbalcony

heightens,thatprovidesyouanenjoymentofthe

outdoors.Large,open-framedwindowsthatmakes

themostofthisruralsettingwhileglassrailings

allowacomfyseatinanoutdoorpod.

Mongeziopenshiswoman’sdoorfirstthenmines,



gentlemanmannerism.“Areyousureyou’reokay?”

Thistimeheistheonewhoasks,attentivelylooking

atme.Doesheknow?Ihopehedoesn’tbecauseI

donotwantapitypartyrightnow.

Ismile,“Iamokay”Henodshisheadashegrabs

theplasticsfromthecarbootsthenhewalksbefore

us.WefollowbehindwhileIadmirearounduntilwe

areinsidethehousethatfeaturesadarkhone

designwithwonderfullyuniquedualtone

herringbonefloorwhichsweepsthroughalarge

openlivingarea.Asolidareaofwhitefloorplanks

transitionintorichdarkwoodtonebyintroducing

contrastingplanksatrandomintervalsacrossthe

midsectiontostunningeffect.

Heisnowhereinsight—Itakeadeepbreatherthat

wasverymuchneeded.“Makeyourselfcomfortable,

Iwillgethimfromhisroom”Mongezisaysthen

kissesKwandaonthecheekbeforehedisappears.



Thelivingroomtoohasdifferentcolouredcouches

usinggreenandlightbrownthatalsomatchesthe

rug.Myheartmovesfromitsnormalplacetomy

throatwhenheappearsingreysweatpantsand

greysweater.Hehassplintsohisarmiscloseto

hisstomach,helookssurprisedtoseemeandan

unexpectedsmileescapeshislips.“Makotiwami”

HegreetsKwanda.Isthathowhegreetsher?Why

hecallsherlikethat?AndwhyamIgreenwith

jealous?

“Mymnyeni.Youlookmuchbettertoday”shesays.

Helookstowardsme,“sheishere”herespondsas

heisabouttosit,Iquicklygetuphelpinghimand

placingacushionthathecouldleanon.He

searchesformyeyesandIavoideyecontact

insteadheholdsmyarmforcingmetolookupat

him.AndwhenIdo,Iammetwithunexplainable

expression.HardtoreadbutIquicklypullaway

fromhim.AndtakeastepbackwhenIamsatisfied



thatheiscomfortableenoughIreturnbackto

whereIwasseated.

“MaMkhungo,let’sgoandcooksomethingquickly”

Mongezisaysalreadyonhisfeet.

“HaiboIamaguestIcannotco...”hegiveshera

sternlookandshelooksatmethenBongeziwewho

ischucklingunderherbreath“Oh...yeah”shegets

up“Onalennayouwanttohel...”shegetsthe

diabolicallookfromboththebrothers,shejust

walksawaywithoutsayinganythingandMongezi

followsherlaughingandshakinghishead.

“Ngenzeni?”Heasksthemomentthetwo

disappears.AndIpickmyheaduppretendingIdid

nothearathing.Ihatetheseriousnessonhisface,

itmakesmefeellikeIaminhisden.“WhatdidI

do?”



“Nothing”

“Let’stryagain.WhatdidIdotoyouOnalenna?”

“Nothing”Irepeatagain.

“Youcannottellmeitsnothingwhenyoucannot

evenlookatmeintheeye,comeandsithere

please”hepatstheemptyspacenexttohimandI

shakemyheadinagreement.Thesebloodyacidic

watersinmyeyesareslowlyapproachingIcanfeel

them.Onemorewordfromhim,Iamgoingtoweep.

Ilookdownatmywhitesneakersthentowardshim.

“Please”IgetupandwalktowardshimwhenIam

abouttosithetakesmyhandandforcesmetosit

onhislaplockinghisbighandaroundmywaist,

somethingclenchedinecstasy,somethinginme

jumpedwhenhishandcameincontactwithme.

“Khulumanami”Heasksmetotalktohim.



“Iwasworriedaboutyou”Iconfess.

“Yetyoudidnotcometoseeme,why?”

“Nothing”

“Pleasestopsayingitsnothingbecausethere’s

clearlysomething”

“Yourhouseisbeautiful”

“IonlyhaveonearmOnalenna”

Ismile,“So?”

“Donotforcemeintohavingsexwithabrokenarm

togetyouintotalking”Myvagiawallsclosesand

opens,humminganddancing,screamingand



shouting“Whyareyousquirming?”Hesmirks.

“Iamnot”Itrykeepingastraightface.

“Umuhlenezinweleezigold[youarebeautifulwith

yourgoldhair]”hecompliments.

“Blonde”Icorrecthim,“Ngiyabonga”

“WhenKwandaandMongezileavescanyoustay

behindforthenight?Sowecantalk?”

“Okay”JustlikethatIagreedandhesmilesagain

andhisfingersrubbingmyback.“What?”Ihatethat

coysmileonhisface.Iamcoveredwitharosyhue.

“Nothing.Wantustogohelpinthekitchen?”After

shakingmyheadinagreementwemakeourwayto



thekitchen.Withdozensoforbsshapeddining

roompendantlightscluster,likegiantwhitecaviar,

atthecentreofakitchendinerwithblackkitchen

cabinetssurroundingtheeatingarea,cutthrough

withastripedazzlingwhitemarble.Thecloud

diningpendantsfloatoverawhitemarbletabletop,

teamedwithdeepgreendiningchairs.

MongeziiscookingandKwandaischoppingthey

makeeverythinglooksfun.

“Whattimeareyouguysleaving?”Bongeziwe

“Wearesleepingover,yindaba?”Mongeziresponds

andBongeziwelooksatmewithwidenedeyes.I

laughloudly.

[01/24,07:38] :34.

“Myhandsarepower



Theyarejustthatgood”

Weareinthelivingroomandtheonlythingthatis

illuminatingthisentirefourwalledroomisthe

televisionscreen,wearewatchinganactionmovie

andIamslowlyfallingasleeponMongezi’s

shoulder.Wespentthedayathisbrother’shouse,

hehasbecomeoverlyprotective.Mongeziwantsto

seeBongeziweinfrontofhiseyestwentyfourseven

andmakingsurethatheisperfectlyfine.If

Bongeziwedaresgroansinpain,thismanrighthere

isthefirstonetoquicklyspringoffthesofato

checkifeverythingisfine.Theyhavealovely

bromance.“Babywakeup,weareleaving”Mongezi

sayssoftlygracingmyforeheadwithsoftkisses

andlookingdownatme.Iopenmyeyesslowly,I

wasreallydeepinmysleep.

“Arewenotsleepingover?”Idragmyvoice—that

wastheplan.



Hesmilesandkissesmyforeheadagain,“Ihave

otherplans”Ipickmyheaduplookingattheother

twofocusedonthetelevisionscreenbeforeIgetup

fromthesofaasMongezipullsmeup.Hewraps

mewiththefleeceblanketwewereusingbecause

ofthesuddenchangeofweather.“Bafo,weare

leaving”heannouncestohisbrother.

“Oh.Already?”Hesoundsexcitedthansaddened

thatweareleaving.Theclockjustblinkedhalfpast

ninepmandheisaskingsocasuallythatweare

alreadyleaving.

“Wewillcomebacktomorrowmorning”

“Notinthemorningthough.MakotiwamiIwillsee

youtomorrow”Hesaystome,hecallsmehiswife.

Iwinkathim,“Onalet’sgo”Isay.



“OhIamstaying”stayingwhere?Here?

ItugmyheadinandbeforeIcanutteraword

Mongeziunexpectedlypicksmeupandswingsme

onhisshoulderlikeasackoforanges.Shouting

overhisshouldersthatwearegone.Untilhe

shovesmeintothecarsmirkingandshakinghis

head.“hhayimaMkhungo”thatallhesaysfastening

myseatbelt.“Wantsomethingbeforewedrive

home?”Ishakemyheadindisagreement,still

laughingathowslowIam.“Youmightwanttotake

offyourunderwearrightnow”Heshutsthedoor.

Oxygenhasbeenknockedoutofmylungs.His

wordsstolebreathfromtheselungs.Myheartis

drumming,asIwatchhimslidebehindthewheel

andstartingtheenginelikehedidn’tnotjustsay

that.

Therobotturnsredandhishandtravelsinbetween

mylegsandIglancetowardshimbreathinguneven.

Theeffecthehasonmeisinstantaneous.Ifeela



rushashefeelstheplumpnessofmyvulvathrough

mylaceunderwear.Hisfingerstracesalongmy

cleftandbloodpoundsinmyheadashefeelshow

plumpismylabiaandIgaspasthetipofhisfinger

touchesthenubbinofmyclitoris,Iclosemyeyes

andstarttomewl.Hisfingersgentlyrubsandpress

mynubbinthroughmylaceunderwear.Icanfeel

thecarnowmovingasIshudder.Mybodystartsto

shakeandIgrunt–Iknowhefindsthisprofoundly

sensual.Hedrawsthemoistureuptowheremy

clitorisisthatisnowhood,largerandfirmer.Imoan

grippinghisarm.Hemassagesandpresses.He

keepsrubbinguntilIreachmyclimaxandcomein

myunderwear,closingmylegsaroundhislegsand

myframeshudderingasmyorgasmconsumesme

thenhepullshishandoutofmythighsandlicking

hisfingers,slowlylikeheistastingsomething

chocolateflavoured.

Ileanbackwardsmyeyesstillclosedslowlyfalling

asleep.IfeelhimmovingmyheadsoIcanbe

comfortable.Minuteslaterweareparkingoutside



hishouseandtheseabreezeiscoldmakingme

shivery.Theblanketwetookisstilldrapedaround

myshoulders.

Whenwegetinsidethehouseafterhehasshutthe

door,Ifeelhimfrombehind.Nottouchingmejust

standingandtheblanketovermyshouldersslipsto

thefloor.Hisfingerstrailingfrommywristallthe

waytomyshouldersandaroundmystomach,my

bellybuttonsincemyshirtislikeaformalcroptop.

“Iwantyou”Hewhispersatmybackandstroking

mybreasts.Theanswerisonmylips.Thenhe

burieshisfaceonmydreadlocksandIgasp.“I

needyoumaMkhungo”Mykneesbuckles.

“YousaidIamnotready”Iswallow.

“ThearesomanywaysIcanhaveyoubutIwantto

knowwhatyouwant”



“Rubyourselfagainstmeagain”Itfeelreallygood

havingwhatfeltlikehardsteelrubbingagainstme

thesensationthatitcamewith.“Please”Ibeg.I

wishIcanseehisface.Hepullsmeintoarms,

liftingmyfeetfromtheground.Iloopmyarms

aroundhisneck.Carryingmetohisroom.He

lowershiskneeandrestsmegentlytothebed.

Pullingmyskirtdownandhepushesmylegsapart.

Myspiritsoarswithdesire.Hefindsthewaistof

laceunderwearandslowlyedgeshishandunder

theelasticwaistbandandcupsmyvulva.Feeling

me,squeezing.ThesmoothnessandIopenmylegs

togivinghimmoreaccess.Thepadofhismiddle

fingerslipsalongmytightslitsfeelingthemoundof

myclitorisashepushestomyslit,mylabiaparts

hugginghisfingersinasensualembrace.Itakeoff

myowntop.

Hegroansfeelingmywetnessandhedrawsthe

moisture.“Yes!”Imewllikeakitten.Ilookdownat

him.Hisfacejustinchesawayfrommykittenand



inhalingmyscent.Ifeelhimpartingmylabiawith

fingerandthumbexposingmyclitsheathandhe

touchesmyclitwithatipofhistongue.Itfeelsasif

Istuckmyfingerinanelectricoutletasmywhole

bodyjerks.Heputshismouthovermykittenand

startskissingit.Hegentlypushesanexploratory

fingerinsideme.“Ah,thatfeelsgood”Imurmuras

hepusheshisfingerdeeper.ItfeelsasifIambeing

penetrated.Hecontinueskissingandnibbling

causingmetomoanlouderashesuckmynubbin.I

movemyheadfromsidetoside,upanddown.I

placemyhandsonhischeeks,pullinghimtome

further.Hisfingersdigintomemore,thepace

quickeningandthesoundofmypantsincreases.

Mysexspasmbeforeconstrictinghisfinger,a

suddenwaveofsweetjuicegushesfrommeandI

stiflemyscream.Myorgasmcomeshardandfast.

Mybodyquiversandtwitchwitheachpleasureand

hebitesmyinnerthighs.Helicksandsuckmynub

andtheliquidthathasrushfromme.Iletouta

satedsigh,thegripinhisheadlooseningandhe

smileswatchingmybreastrisingandfallingwith

eachdeepbreath.Iclosemyeyesonceagainas



thewaveofpleasurepassthroughme.Ifeelhim

pullouthisfingersfrommeandIopenandsmileat

thesightofhimslurpingmeoffhisfingers.Helicks

eachfingerclean,andbenddownovertocapture

mylipswithahotkiss.

“Iloveyou”Iconfess,ashepositionshiships

betweenmythighstakingoffhisblackteeand

unzippinghisjeansthrowingthemacrosstheroom.

“Iloveyoutoobaby”Hesaysthemushroomhead

ofhispenispressingagainstmyhotentrance.My

hoodedgazemeethiswithandazeexpressionstill

feelingthewavesofpleasureaftertheintense

orgasm.Heliftsmylegoverhishipsandmovesme

closersuchthattheheadofhismushroomsitsin

mymons.Graspingtheshaftherubstheheadup

anddown,passingovermyclitorissendingsparks

ofelectricityintome.“Youlikethat?”AllIcandois

shakingmyheadinagreementashisheadsitatmy

opening.Iwatchashestrokeshisheaditisalmost



pushinginsideme.Icanfeelmyselfstretchinga

little.ThefeelingisincredibleasifIambeing

penetrated.Hecontinuesswipingupanddown,

bumpingovermyclitoralhoodsendingsparkingof

pleasure.Hisgroansaremusictomyears.Ashe

screamsoutformyname,eyesclosedandhis

lashesrestingatthebottomofhiseyes.Mines

fluttercloseinstantlywhenanotherwave

approaches.Hecontinuespushingasidemyplump

labiastrokinghimself.

Ihearhimgruntafewtimesandhishotsemen

spurtsinsidemyvagina,fillingme.

Icanseetheexcessoozingoutbetweenthehead

ofhispenisandslightlystretchedopeningmy

vaginaandimmediatelyIclimax.

Hecollapsesontopofmeasthelastofhiscome

dribblesoutintomykittenandIcanfeelhishot

breathonmyneckandwhenhefinallyrelaxeshe



sleepsnexttome,placingmyheadonhischest

strokingmyhairback.“WhyyouthinkIamnot

ready?”Itrailthetattoosonhishandslowlyandthe

onesonhisfingers.

“Idon’tthinkyoutrustmeenough”

“Itrustyoubhuti”

HekissesmyforeheadandIlookupathim.“You

don’t”Hestatesstrongly“Thisisspecial

maMkhungoandIwantyoutobesurethatyou

wannagivethattomeandoursoulsconnect

beyondtheconnectionandchemistrywealready

have.YouarenotreadyandsoamI.Whenthetime

isrighteverythingwillfallintoplacenaturallybutI

won’tstopmakingyoufeelgood”

“Hmmm”Imurmur.



Hechuckles,“Areyoumad?”

“No”Iprotest.

“Youreallywantthis?”Hetakesmyplaceplacingit

onwhatfeelslikeahardsteelandIfreezelooking

intohiseyesandhesmirksmischievously.Myhand

juststaystherenotmovinguntilIstartrubbingmy

fingersovertheendofprecumthatleakedout.I

grasphisshaftandstartstrokingit.Oureyes

locked.Hisbreathingstartstoincreaseandhis

eyescloses.Imovemyhandupatadandrubbing

theendthenIleanoverkissingtheendofhis

mushroomshapedcrown.Iopenmymouthand

stuckmytongueout.

“AmIdoingitright?”

“Yes,baby,yes”Hewatchesmeputsmymouth

overhisheadagainandsuckingitlikealollipop.My



cheeksindentedasIsuckallofhim,feelingitinmy

throat.IstartstrokinghisshaftasIsuckonhis

head.Heislayingbackandenjoymentwrittenon

hisface.Icontinuesuckingwithmylipsunderthe

rimandrubbingmyfistupanddowntheshaft.I

suckandfisthim.“Babystop,Iamclose”Idonot

stop.Heneverstopseither.Ifeelhimswellasthe

firstofhisthick,saltyliquidsurgeitsshaftintomy

mouth.Heroars,hisheadonmydreadlocks

pushingmeharder,fuckingmymouthanddeep

throating.Igagandmyeyesarewatery—thisisa

neardeathexperiencebuthavinghimundermy

mercyiswhatIamstrivingfor.Iquicklypulloffand

letthenextropeofvumesplashintohisstomach.

HelooksatmeeurbhiscomeinmymouthandI

swallow,itstasteless.Ilickmylips.“MaMkhungo”

hehasasatisfiedsmirk“Hhayi”heshakeshishead

andpullingmeintohim.“Hhayi”herepeatsagain

lookingdownatmebeforehekissesmymouth

gettingoffthebed.

Hecomesbackmomentlater,“Iamfillingthe



bathtubwithwarmwatersowetakeabathbefore

wesleepbutbeforethat.Iwantyoutodo

somethingforme”Hestandinginthemiddleofthe

room,nakedlikeaperfectsculpture.Hisskin

smooth,decoratedwithtattoos,somearetinyand

cute.

“Whatisthat?”

“Iwantyoutotalktoyourbrother”

“Mycousin?”

“Yourbrother.Youhavebeenrunningawayfrom

thisfortoolongofwhichIunderstand.Ifyoudon’t

wanttotalktoyourmotherasyetthenfine

sthandwasamibutyourbrother.No,youhaveto

talktohimbecauseheneedsyouasmuchasyou

needhim.Heisstillyourbrother,nothingwill

changethat”



“Okay,fineIwilltalktohim”Ieasilyobeytohis

commandingtone,itsannoying.

“Ngiyabonga.ComesoIcanbathyouandgive

thankyouformakingNdamaseexcited”Helooks

downathispenis“Woza,uyekeukumoyizela[come

andstopblushing]”hechuckles.
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“EverytimeIworshipyou

Mymouthisfilledwithhoney”

ONALENNA

Thisisme,cleaninghiswoundasheisseatedon

thebedwatchingmymovementasIlatherointment

inhisstitches,tenderlyandgently.Helooksatme

withalookIthinkIamslowlyfallingfor,notexactly



whatIhaveexpectednorneedrightnowbutthere

issomuchwarmthinthoseeyesthatinvitesme.

Themusclesonhisarmsaretaunt,hisskinis

coatedwithrichmelanin.Heshutshiseyestofeel

mytouch.Becauseatouchneedstobefeltnot

experiencewhetheritsskin,soulorasoil.Iswallow

thedenimstuckonmythroatwatchinghischiselled

chestrisingupanddownslowlyandrhythmically.

IstepbackwhenIamdonewrappingabandage

aroundhisarmandheopenshiseyesandflapping

hislonglashes.“Ngiyabonga”helooksathisarm

andthenstraightatmestandinginthemiddleof

hisbedroom.Thatisfreakishlyneat.“Iamgladyou

decidetostandthere”hestartsatrailingblazefrom

mytoesallthewayuptomyface.Hiseyesburning

myownskin,causingmetoquiverlikealeaf—

withoutevenbeingtouched?Ihavebecomeweak,

weak.



“Why?”Iraisemyeyebrow,atleasttheattitudeis

stillthere,crossingmyarmsagainstmybreasts

thathavebecomeperkyandnipplesthatarestaring

athim,rollingtheirowntongueandcallinghim.

Hechucklessoftly,andclencheshisjawline,ina

mostsexualway.Theveinsinhisarmsandhands

areevenmorevisiblemakingmewonderif–letme

getmyactright.“Areyoureadytotalktome?”

“Bongeziwedoyoustillrememberthatwearenot

dating?Idon’thavetoansweryourquestions”He

getsupfromthebed.AndIswearIgaspedforair.

Unexpectedly.ItfeltasifIwaschokingfromwater.

Hestandsinfrontofme,closelyandourchests

touching.TheonlythingIcaninhaleishisscent.

“Thenwhyareyouhere?”Hisvoice.Hisdamnvoice

andthatbreaththatkeepsfanningmyface.Witha

mixtureofcinnamonandmint.



“Youwerethereformewhenmycatdied”Ihave

managedtosay,inawhisperyvoice.Andhe

furrowshiseyebrowsbeforeasoftlaughtercomes

outofhismouththenhestepsevenmorecloser.

“Bongeziwe...”Isaybreathlesslyhishandpeeling

offonestrapofmydressandthenhelooksintomy

eyesandsmilebeforehepeelstheotheroneand

mydresstouchesmyfeetexposingmysaggy

breastwithperkynipples.Theyarenotsmallnor

giganticbuttheyarethereandfull.“Bong—”I

purredbuthegrabsmybuttockshardandrough

pullingmeevenclosertohimandhisfingersare

almosttherebymyululatingkittenandIgasp,my

chestfeelslikeamotorcycleenginewithmyeyes

shut.

“Lookatme”HecommandsandIslowlyopenmy

eyestomeetaseductivegaze.Hereadsmy

expressionbeforeheslamsmedownonthebed

andpinningmyhandsontopofmyhead,staring

intomyeyes.“YouwanttoknowwhatIamgoingto



dotoyou?”Heisinbetweenmylegsanddry

humpingmeslowlywithhisgroinincontactwith

mynowsoakingsex.Iampantingandsquirming.I

shakemyheadinagreement.“Iamgoingtofuck

you”hesaysunravelled“Hard”hesmirksrunning

hisfingersbetweenmynowwetlipsundermy

underwearandImoansoftly.Hisfingerscaresses

myachingsexandslidinginmelikesilk.Iopenand

closemyeyesthenlockthemwithhis.

“Yourarm”

“Forgetaboutit”Hethrustshisfingersharderand

fastersounexpectedlythatmymoansechoesthe

entireroom.Thisnotdelectableandgentle.Itsa

hardfuck.Heripsmyunderwearandthrowsiton

thefloor.Whenheseesthelooksonmyface,he

chucklestakingoffhissweatpantsandhismember

springsfree–IreallylikewhatIsee.Heopensthe

shelfandgrabbingoutafoilopeningitwithhis

mouthbeforehewearsitaroundthehardsteel.



“Youstilldon’twanttotalk?”No,no,no.

“Itoldyouits...”Hethrustsunexpectedlyandthen

pullout.“Fuck!!”Iscreamandswallow,lookingup

athim.Helowershisheadtomylipsandcapturing

meintoatenderkiss.Hishandgrippingmyface

roughly.Thenhewrapshisonehandaroundmy

waistandtheotherbehindmyneckasheslipshis

tongueintomymouth.

“Donotgivemewronganswers.Nowtellmewhat’s

wrongOnalenna?Donotpissmeoff”Iamstill

tryingtorecoverfromthatonehardthrust,justone

andmyvaginawallswerefoundscreaming.

Ibreatheandblink,“Whydidyoustop?”

“BecauseIamstillgoingtofuckyou”



“There’snothingyouaregoingtodothatwill...”He

thrustsagainintome.Allthewaytomycore.Igasp

relentlesslytakeme.“Fuck!Fuck!”Hedoesnotsay

anythingbutholdsmygazewithhisbouncingoff

meandintohispenis.Thesoundofhishardrod

squelchinginandoutofmequickenedandIfeelan

intimidatingfeelingbuildinguptensioninmybelly.

Heistakingmehard,sodominatingandfierce.My

headfallsbackasIfeelagushoffluidexplodes

frommewithanunbearablefeelingofdesire.My

climaxissostrongbutdoesnothingtosatethe

hungerwithinme.Iwantmoreandmore.

“Bongeziwe”Itightenmylegsaroundhiswaistand

bothhishandsdigintomybuttocksstillholdingmy

gazewithhisfieryeyes.Hisdelicatejawline

clenchedandsofocusedonmypleasure.

“Khulumanami”Whenhesaysthateverythingin

mescreamsforhim.Mybodyreactslikeastrong

chemicalandIgaspagainandreachingthepoint

thateachoneofhisdeepthrustsmakesashort

gaspbreakthroughmylips.Ifeelcloseagain.My



voiceisbetrayingme.

“Iamclose”Iscreamandhestopsmoving.Ihear

himchucklingandwhenIwasabouttocalmdown

hishardsteelpummeledintomeagainevenharder.

Thenstop.Ihissinprotestandnippinghisneck,

groaningwhenhepullsoutfromme.Heuntwists

mylegsaroundhiswaistandpushmeoffhim,

beforegrabbingmyhipsandspinningmearound

likeacoin.Ipushupontomyhandsknees,looking

overmyshouldersathim.Iammetbylustdancing

inhiseyesandhewinksbeforeslamminghimself

backintome,reachingtheentrancetomywomb.

“Ah!”Hepushesallthewayintome,slowly

withdrawinguntiljusttheheadofhismushroom

headteasesmyentrancebeforepushinghimself

back.

Hishandsgrabsontomyhips,hisbackarchesand

hisheadrollsbackasheslamsintomeharderand

faster.Hefeelswonderfulinmyslicktunnelashe



rubshishanddownmyspine.Hishandssuddenly

gripsmyhairanditwrapsaroundhishandlikea

coilofrope.Myheadisforcedupandmymouth

automaticallyfallsopenasIstruggleformybreath,

feelinghowheisgraduallyspeedinguphisthrusts.

“OhmyfuckingGod!”Icryandwantonlyarch

myselfevenhigherupsothathisthrustsisdeeper.

IamsocloseandIcanfeelmycoretightening

aroundhimandmylimbsbegintoshake.“Iam

goingtotellyou!”IscreamasIcomeapartandfeel

howheharshgruntramminginsideme,hittingthe

rightcornerswithabulletlikeprecision.“Iam

going...Fuck!”Iwailloudlyandstartshoutinga

stringofgibberishasmycorelocksaroundhim,

spasm.Myarmsshakeandnowalsothreatento

giveoutfromunderme.Heslowsdownhispaceas

myorgasmfinallysubdue.Iampantinghard.

Hechucklesabovemeanduncurlingmyhair

aroundhisfist,hetrailshishanddownmyspineto



mymid-backuntilittakessidewaysdiveandgoes

aroundmywaisttomystomach.“Talktome”He

humsleaninginoverme,supportinghimselfonone

handandrubbingmybreasttentatively.Hepresses

akisstomysweatyneckandthenpresssmallones

downmyshouldertomyshoulderblade.

Iwigglealittleunderneathhimandheisstillhard

insideme.Thenheplacesanotherkissonmyneck,

sosweet.Imoanashedrawsbackagainandreturn

tohispositioninsideme.Hepressesonehand

againstmyback,pressingmyupperbodyfurther

intothemattress.Thenheputbothhiswarmpalms

onmymybuttocksandsqueezedthemtightly,

causingapurrtoslipfrommylips.Hemovesout

andthrustbackinside.SlowatfirstwhileIamstill

recoveringfrommyorgasmbutitdoesnottakehim

longertospeeduphispace.Ifeelhimbeginto

throbinsideme,swellingupandthreateningto

erupt.“Yes!Yes!Yes!”Imewlagainstthepillows

andhishardsteelstrikeinsidemeoverandover

againuntilmykittenisdrippingforhim.Icanfeel



myownbuildupcomingagain.“Heleftmetheday

weweregoingtogetmarriedandhemarried

anotherwoman.FuckBongeziwe,Iamcloseagain!”

Hegruntsabovemeandsqueezesmyreareven

harder.Itisborderingpainful,thewayhisfingers

digintomyjuicyflesh.“Bongeziwe...”Ibreatheas

feelhishipstakeover,hisstrokesbecomingshorter

andfaster.“ItwasyourcousinAvulele!”Iscream,

feelingmytearsthreateningtospill.Isitpleasure?

Orpain?Itcouldbeboth.“Iamscaredyoumight

hurtmethewayhedidwhichis...Fuck!!Yes!”He

groansanimalicandhejerksinsideme,“whichis

whyIdecidedtodistancemyselffromyou”Ishiver

andfeelmyselffallintoanothersmallorgasmthat

hasmegaspingformybreathandleftmefeeling

numbinmyfingers.

Finally,anothermomentofpantingonbothour

sidesandIfeelhimpulloutofme.Emptyand

drained.Heisbreathinghotlybehindme,hisfingers

diggingintomybuttocks.Withdrawinghis

softeningmember.Imoanfeelinghimdippinghis



onefingerinsidemeandrubsslowlyagainstmyclit

thenupanddownmyfolds.Iwanttoseehisface.

LordknowhowmuchIwanttolookintothoseeyes

afterbluntlyconfessinglikethat.Icanbarelyfeel

myfeetanymore.

Heturnsmearound,mybackagainstthemattress

andIamunderneathhisscorchinggaze.Hedarts

hiseyesbetweenminesandhiseyebrowsfurrowed

together.Hekissesmyforehead.Mynose.My

wateryeyesandlickingmytearswithhiswarm

tongue.Mylips.Mycheeks.Mychinandmylips

again.“Youwon’tsayanything?”Iwhisperlooking

upathimandhiswoundthatisbleeding.“Weneed

tocleanthatup”

“Don’tworryaboutthat.Iwilltakecareofit.You

needtorest”

“Pleasesaysomething”Ibeghim.



“Youarebeautiful”

“YouknowexactlywhatImean.Whatisonyour

mind?”

“ThatIwanttomakeyoumines”

Ibreathe,“Areyoumadatme?”

“VeryforthinkingIamlikehim.Butmyactionswill

provemyintentions”Hesays“Wewilltalkabout

thisjustnotnowOnalenna”
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“Loveistheonlythingthatisperfect.

Andthatiswhywehaveeachother,tohelpus

perfectourloveinthisschooloflife”



WalkingintothelivingroomIalmostrunbacktothe

bedroomwhenIfindmybrother,alonerubbinghis

handstogetherandmumblingunderhisbreath.The

seabreezefromtheoutsidehasmanagedtowhizz

intheairsincethewindowsareopened.Ipause

whenherotateshisheadtowardsme,andwejust

stareateachother–Idonotknowwhattodowith

myselfstandinghereandgrippingoneachsidesof

thisblackcollardshirtIamwearing,itlookslikea

dress.

Hegetsupandstandonhisfeetlookingcharming

inhismushroomlinenshortpantsandmatching

shirt.Powerfulwaterychemicaldancesinmyeyes

whenIseeasmilebloomsonhisfaceopeninghis

armsforme.Iamimmobileasastatueonthespot

beforetakingslowstepstowardshimandwhenI

finallygetinfrontofmeIthrowmyselfinhisarms.

Hewarmlyembracesme,kissingthetopofmy

head.ThelumpIdidn’tknowhasbeenonmythroat

forsolongburstsopen,makingawayforagut



wrenchingsobthatescapesmylipsandIstartto

cry.Silentatfirstbuthashetightenshisarms

aroundme,mycriesbecomeslouder,feelingwiggly.

HeholdsmesotightandIfeelhisteardroppingon

myshoulder.Breathing.Sniffling.Holdingeach

othersotightlylikeitisthelasttimewearedoingit.

Andwhenwebothfinallycalmwepullawayfrom

eachother.Ilookupathimsmilingsosweetlylikea

littlegirlandhewipesmytearswithhisthumb.“I

missedyou”Ifinallyutteraftertheeternityof

silencethathasbeenloomingbetweenus.Wewere

justexchangingheartmeltingsmilesandgiggles.

“Imissyoutoo”Ireallydid.Webothsitonthe

couchnexttoeachotherandIturntofacetowards

himandpressingmyhandagainstmycheek.I

cannotstopsmiling.Heactuallylooksreallygood

withoutthedreadlocksmoremasculinethanbefore.

“Whendidyougethere?”Iaskhim—Iwonder

whereisMongezi.



“Fewminutesagoandyourboyfriendleft.Hesaid

hewantedtogiveusspace”Hetellsme.Wearelike

twotoddlersmeetingforthefirsttimeatthe

playgroundwithunremovablesmilesonourfaces

andhewiggleshiseyebrows.

“Myboyfriend”Imimicgigglyandheshakeshis

headlookingathishandsthenme.“Howareyou?”I

askhimandhisfacialexpressionchangesto

somethingmoreserious.

Hetakesasharpbreath,“Honestly?”Ishakemy

headinagreement“IamnotokayMooncres”He

utterssadly“Ihavebeendealingwitheverything

aloneIneedyou”Ihangmyheadlowandavoiding

eyecontact“Yourfathercametomyhousedays

agowearingapinkshort”Hetellsmewithasense

ofhumourandIpickmyheadup,beforeweboth

eruptwithlaughterthatfillstheentirelivingroom.

Hissoundssonorousandminesisquiteasatiny

bell.



“Whatdidhewant?”

“Hewantedtotellusthathewillalwaysbeour

father.FunnyenoughhewasnoteventherebutI

listenedtohimanyways”Idramaticallyrollsmy

eyesandcatchingmybreath.“Youwillalwaysbe

myprincessyoudoknowthatright?”Hisredeyes

arelookingstraightatmines,theatmosphereis

tenseagain.

“Therealityis...”

Heinterjects,“Idon’tcareaboutreality.Youaremy

sisterKwandaandnothingisgoingtochangethat

andIwantyoutoannoymefortherestofmylife.

PissmeoffhasalwaysbecauseIwouldratherhave

thatthencompletelylosingyou”

“Iamnotannoying”Iprotestplayfullyshoving.



“Nooneisannoyingasyouare.Ifeellikethrowing

youagainstthewallssometimes”

“Toobadyouarestuckwithmeforever”Hisface

brightenswhenthosewordscomesoutfrommy

mouthandhegivesmethebestsmilehehasonhis

shelf.Hisbodylanguagebecomesmorerelaxed

thantensed.“YouwillalwaysbemybrotherandI’d

chooseyouasmybrotheranytime.Iamsorryfor

justleavingyoulikethatIneededtimetowrapmy

headaroundeverything”

“IknowtrustmeandIdonotblameyou.Whatever

stepyoutakeafterthisjustnowthatIamherefor

you”

“Icannotacceptherasmymother”

Hebreathes,“Takeyourtime.Youdon’thaveto



accepteverythingnow.Onestepattimeand

eventuallyeverythingwillfallintoplace.Donotrush

intomakingdecisionsbutwhateverdecisionthat

youmakeremembertoputyoursanityfirstand

yourself.Notmeorheroranyoneforthatmatter”

Ilookathimandsmile,“Manjeubabawakho

showedupwithapinkshort?[Soyourfatherreally

showedupwithapinkshort?]”Iaskhumorousand

ourlaughtereruptslikeavolcano.

“Mfethu!”Helaughs“Ihaveacceptedhimthough

notbecauseheisnotmyfatherbutbecauseheis

notdifferentfromme.Hewaspartofourlivesat

somepointsowecannotjustpushhimasidelike

that”

“Icannotgetoverthatpictureinmymind”

“Hisasswasup?”



“Kayisestop!!”Doesheknowhowtraumatisingthat

wasforme.Andhearingmyfatherscreaminglike

that.“Uyang’traumza”Ishakemyhead.

Hechuckles,“SoyouandMongezi?”

“Itseemslikeit”

“What?”

“Iamjoking.Wearedating”

“Uyamthanda?”HeasksifIlovehimandbeing

underthatseriousnessofhisgazemakesme

uncomfortable.“Stopblushingandtalktome”

Iamcoveredwithglitter,“Hmm”Imurmur.



“Hmmwhat?”

Ipushhimplayfully,“Ilovehimhawu”

“Howdidhedoit?Youwereneverlikethiswiththat

otherguy.Imeansomethinghaschangedabout

youKwanda.Thereisfireinyoureyes.Youlook

morealive.Ihaven’tseenyoulikethisinawhile”

“Andyouthinkitshim?”

“Itsnothim?”

Ishrugmyshoulders,“Idecidetolivemylifeforme

andnotsomeoneelsebutme.ForsolongIlived

mylifesoangryateverything.Iamdonebeingthat

person”



“MayaAngelouisthatyou?”

Ipokehim,“Youaresoannoying.Iwonderhow

Khethelokeepsupwithyou”Thisisthetimetofind

outwhatiscookingbetweenthetwo.

“YoushouldhaveaskeddirectlyifIamdatingyour

friendandthenIwouldhavetoldyouthatno,Iam

notdatingyourfriendbecauseIamstillstuckon

myexwhichisfuckedupbecauseIactuallylike

yourfriend”

“Whichex?”

“Youdon’toffervisitorssomethingtoeat?”He

teasesme,pressinghislipstogethertoholdback

hislaughterandwhenheseesmyfacehebursts

outlaughing.Istareathimwithmymouthpouted

andthatmakeshimlaughevenlouder.Iwasnot



planningonlaughingbutthatidioticlaughterofhis

forcedmeintolaughingandinthatmoment

Mongeziwalksintotheroom.

WeexcuseourselvesasMongezicallsmetothe

kitchen,IwinkatKayisewhoshowsmehismiddle

finger.Ilaughdisappearinginthekitchenbutthe

momentIgetthereIhearvoicesandloudlaughter

fromthelivingroom.“Wehavevisitors?”Iraisemy

eyebrow.

“Mybrotherandyourfriends.Iwantedustoget

together.Togetourmindsoffthings”

“Youshouldbeatthehospitaltoseeyourmother

andhelpingyourunclewiththefuneralbhuti”He

stepsclosertomepinningmeinthekitchen

counterandhisgroinpressingonmystomach.I

lookupathim,andhehasamischievoussmileon

hisfacebeforehishandslowlytravelsbetweenmy

thighs.Heseparatesmylegswithhiskneesand

dipshisfingerinsideme.“Bhuti”Igasp.Hethrusts



hisfingerssodeepinsideme,so,sodeepandhis

thumbisonmyclit.Itfeelssodamngood.

“Youcalledmemfaziwami”

“Isthathowyoucallmenow?”

“Yebo”

“Why?”HisfingersgoevendeeperandIgasp,

wrappingmyonelegaroundhiswaisttogivehim

moreaccessnuzzlingonhisneckandbreathing

downtherethenIlookathim.

“NgobangiyakuthandamaMkhungo”Hismouth

capturesmines,histongueinsidemymouth

thrustingdeeperevenhisfingersfillsmeup.Soraw

andwild.Whatisexcitingistheideaofhaving

someonewalkinginonuswhileIamheavily



breathingandhisfingersslicklymovinginsideme.

Yes!SomeonewalksinandIimmediatelyputmy

footdownandMongezipullsawayfrommymouth

buthisfingersarestillinsidemenotmovingjust

there.Iturnfacingtheotherdirection.

“Ohsorry.Wewantedtoknowifwearegoingto

cookpaporshouldKayiseandIgobuyrolls?”

Khetheloasks.AsIopenmymouthtospeak

Mongezistartsmovinghisfingers.Upanddownmy

folds,histhumbonmyclitoris.Idonotknowwhat

kindofwitchcraftisthis.

“Hmm”Imurmurthenclearmythroat“Weare...”He

thrustsdeeperturninghisfingerinsideme,moving

inandout.Iwhimper“Rolls”Myvoicecomesout

huskier.Mongeziisstandingbehindhim.Icanhear

himchuckling.“Rolls...are..”Iclearmythroat“They

arefine”



“Okay.Andchakalaka?”

“Wewillpreparechakalaka”Mongezirespondsand

Khethelolooksintomyeyes,Ithinkshefinallysees

whatishappeningandthensheimmediatelywalks

outlaughing.

Hethrustshisfingersharder,Igasp.

.

TothosewhohavebeenaskingforinsertsonVW,I

donothavedataninasodowhatyougottado.
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“Deepwithinmandwellthoseslumberingpowers;



powersthatwouldastonishhim,thathenever

dreamedofpossessing;forcesthatwould

revolutionizehislifeifarousedandputintoaction”

MONGEZI

Itbeenoverlytwoweeksalreadyandthefuneral

preparationswerepausedasmyuncle–father–

hasbeenonawarwithhisinlawswhowerenot

happywithhowtheirdaughterdiedandtherefore

theywantedtobetheoneswhotakesover

everythingwithregardstothefuneralpreparations

butmyuncle,Icannotcallhimmyfather,itsvery

hard.Hesteppeddownandfoughttoothandnail

sinceKefiloewashiswifebuteventuallythingsfell

intoplacesoherewearetodaysayingourfarewell

toawomanwhocouldn’thandlethebetrayalfrom

whatshecalledafriendandherhusband,therefore

shetookherownlife.

Istillpointfingersatmewiththeturnoutofevents



thatdaywhenshepointedthegunonherheadwith

ahandstremblingandwaterbeadsinvoluntarily

streamingdownherface.Thenagunshotandthe

wholewhitefloorwascoveredwithapoolbloodas

shefellonthefloorlikeasmallbirdbeatenbythe

stormagainstthewall,dead,youcannotputthat

memoryintotrashwhenitsfreshlystoredinyour

mind.

Therealityslowlysinksinthatthiswomanwhowas

oncelikeamothertomeisgonelookingatthe

pictureinthefront,assheshowedherteethand

lookingsophisticatedasalways;shehadan

immaculatesenseofstylethathermanicureused

tomatchwhatshewaswearing.Funnyenoughshe

waslikeeveryone’sstylistasshewillforce

everyoneintowearingacertainwayforacertain

event.

Therebyherpictureisagleamingcoffinwith

flowersatthetopthatlooksliketherestofthe



flowersinthefrontandthecandlesthatare

shinningbrightlythere.Thesweetsymphonyis

playingalongsideabreathyfalsettofromawoman

withlongredhair,holdingamicrophoneatthefront,

sheisshakingherheadwithtearsappearingbehind

herglassesasshesings–that’sherdaughter,

Asaki.

WhenIhearmaMkhungosobbingnexttome,Ipull

herclosersoshecouldleanonmyshoulderwith

ourfingersintertwining.Itakeherhandandrubbing

herfingertipsagainstmylipsasshecontinues

silentlycrying.

Ihaveslowlyunfoldedsomanylayerstothis

womanrightherethatIamfallinginlovewithevery

timewhenIwatchhersleepingwithhermouth

openedslightlyandherlashesrestingatthebottom

ofhercheekslikeabrushagainstcanvas.Oneof

thelayersIgottoexploreisthatsheisnotthis

heartlessandcoldheartedpersonshealways



portrayedherselftobe,notevenclose,butshe

alwayslaysdownamatforotherpeopletobe

comfortablewhilesheliesdownonthegrovel.

Thesombrenessisjustwheezingintheairuntilwe

finallyhavetogotothecemeterythenbackhome,

whereitsjustfamilyandnooneelseandsharing

thebeautifulmemoriesofKefiloeandhercrumbly

senseofhumour,itwasdrylikebrownbreadbutwe

stilllaughed.

Bongeziwedoesn’tlooklikehisnormalselfthough,

hehasthemostdiabolicallookplasteredonhis

face,leaningbackonthecouchwithhislegcrossed.

Hisinjuredarmisrestingcloselytohisstomach

withaslingwhilehisotherhandrestabsentlyon

hischin.“Wanttogooutside?”Iaskhimandhe

doesn’tanswerwithwordsinsteadhegrabsthe

smallglassofalcoholhehasbeendrinkingfrom

andwalkingoutoftheroom.Nooneasksanything

withthatlookonhisface,youwouldn’tdare.



Mycousin,wellsister,Asakihasdisappeared

aroundthehousewithmaMkhungotheypretty

muchseemedtobegettingalong.Surprisingsince

Asakihardlygetsalongwithanyoneevenpeople

fromthisfamily.

They’repeoplewhoarewalkingupanddownthe

houseaswemeetthemwhilewalkingoutwehave

tocreateunnecessaryconversationbeforewalking

passuntilweareoutsidebythegardenand

Bongeziweclickshistongueandfuriouslyshoving

hishandinhispocketscomingbackwithapackof

cigarettes,takingoneoutandputtingitinhismouth

thenhetellsmetosparkit.

“Kwenzenjani?”Iaskhimwhathappenedashe

inhalesthecancerstickinhismouthandflaringhis

nostrils.SeeingAvulelewalkingtowardsus,he

becomeslividandclenchinghisjawline.



“IknewIwillfindyouguyshere.BongeziwecanI

haveasmoke?”Helooksutterlylostsincehelost

hismother,heisnothimself.Thecoloursonhis

facehasbeendrainedout.

“Chabo”Bongeziwerespondspoisonouslywithhis

tonethickandscreamingdanger.Ilookathimand

thenAvulelewhochuckles,thinkinghe’sbluffing

maybe?Whatcomesafterthatisunexpectedwhen

Bongeziwe’sknucklestoucheshisfaceand

immediatelyhebleedsstumblingbackwards.Then

hepickshisheadupclearlysurprisedbythe

lighteningthatstrokehim,holdinghisbleeding

nose.“DonotlaughwhenItalktoyou”Bongeziwe

saysunstrappinghisslingandsettinghisinjured

armfree.“Ungangijwayelikabi[Donotpatronise

me]”

Avuleleopenshismouthtosaysomethingbuthe

doesnotfinishasanotherpunchsurpriseshim,

followedbytwo,threemorebutthistimehefights



back.Itisasifhepokedalionintheeyebecause

Bongeziwepuncheshim,Icannotcounthowmany

times,AvulelefallsonthegroundandBongeziwe

placeshiskneeonhisneck,Ipullhimbackbuthe

pushesmeaside.Heislikeabeastthathasgained

superpowersandthenpeoplewhowereinsidethe

houserunsout,exclaiming.IpullbackBongeziwe

buthefightsmeinstead,westareineachother’s

eyesintentlyasIholdhim.“NgiyekaMongezi!!”He

triesescapingmygrip,yellingthatIshouldleave

himalonebutinthatmomentmaMkhungocomes

andstandbetweenusandseparatingus.

Bongeziweclickshistongue,bleedingfromhis

woundthroughthewhiteshirtheiswearing.That’s

whereImistakenlygrippedon.Iwasaboutto

murmurmyapologybuthewalksawayandthen

halfwayheturnsback.“Wearenotdone”Hesays

toAvulelewhoisnothingbutapulpcoveredin

blood.



Whatisgoingon?

Noweveryoneisaskingwhathappened,Ichooseto

walkawayfromthesceneandIcanhear

maMkhungofollowingbehindme,hershoes

clickingonthefloorperfectlyandherfruityscent

fillsmynostrils.

Iwaitoutsidethecarasshewasfetchingherbag

insidethensheclambersinbeforewemanoeuvre

thecarontheroad.“Youwon’tfindhimathis

place”shesayssilently.

“Andhowdoyouknowthatmfaziwami?”Iglance

towardsherturningthesteeringwheeltotheleft

andfocusingontheroadagain.

“Because...”sheknowswhatwasthatabout.

“RememberatthehospitalwhenIpunched

Avulele?”sheasksme.HowcanIforget



Mayweather?Wejustneverrevisitedthat

conversationcauseitslippedmymind.After

shakingmyheadinagreement,shelooksatme

readingmyreactionwhileIimpatientlywaitforher.

“Stoplookingatmelikethat!”

HowamIlookingather?

“Iamsorry,talktome”Ihavetoapologise,these

dayshermoodsbecomesautumnleavesoutof

nowhereandforabsolutelynoreason.

“Fine.Avulelewasgoingtogetmarriedwith

Onalennabutontheweddingdayhedidnotshow

upinsteadhegotmarriedtoAzande,samecolour

themeandeverything”shetellsme.TosayIam

shockwouldbeanunderstatement.Idonotblame

Bongeziweforactinganimalistic.Iwouldhavedone

thesameandmoreifeversomeonedidthatto

maMkhungo,nowIregretholdinghimback.He

shouldhavepunchedhimtodeath.“Iamsureheis



withOnalennasogivethemspace”

“Ineedtoknowifheisokay”

“Hewillcallyouwhenhehascalmed.Justlethim

befornow”thenherstomachsgrowls.Ilookather

intently,onethingwefightaboutallthetime.

“Kwandadidyoueat?”

Shelooksatmewiththecornerofhereyes,“Ido

nothaveappetitebhuti”sheresponds.

“Ishonephi?[Wherediditgo?]”Iaskcalmly.She

justlooksatmeandthenoutsidethewindow

withoutresponding.“Kwanda”Icallherout.

“Hmm”shemurmursbattingherlashesatmelikea

toddlerandchewingtheinsidesofhercheek.



“Whenwasthelasttimeyouate?”

“Lastnight”

“Lastnight?”Ichallengemyeyebrowather.

“Inthemorning”

“Inthemorning?”

“Fine.Lastnightbhuti”Isternlylookatherandshe

turnsherbodyfacingthefrontandfiddlingwithher

fingersasIdrivethroughthenearestrestaurantand

webothstepoutofthecaratthesametime,

circlingmyarmsaroundherwaist.Shelooksupat

meandsmiles,Idonotsmile.Nomatterhow

beautifulthatsmileis,butno.



Noonemanagestomakemeangryyetsocalmat

thesametimelikethiswomanrighthere.Shekeeps

smilingatmeuntilIacceptthedefeatandsmile

backshakingmyhead,aswewalkthroughthe

glassdoortoarestaurantandawaitressleadsus

toatablefortwo.IpulloutachairformaMkhungo

andshesitsdown,beforeIsettleoppositeherto

stareatthatbuttonnoseandbowshapedlips.

Shehasthemostflawlessandsmoothskin.“Let’s

pretendweareonadateandwedonotknoweach

other”shegrinsflickingherdreadlocks.

“Wewillgoonadatetomorrow,notthis”Igrinback

leaningforwardonthechairtocloselylookather.

“Nope.Thisisperfectforme,sowhatdoyousay?

Twostrangersonadate?”Idartmyeyesbetween

hers,asmilemanagestoescapemylipslookingat



herecstaticmoodasIagreetothis.

Shegrabsthemenuandgoingthroughit,beforethe

femalewaitressstandsinfrontofusandtakingour

orderthensheleavesandsuddenlyKwandais

bittersweet.“Areyouokay?”

“No.Iamdizzyfromalltheflirtingyouweredoing

withher”shesaysthickly,haibo.Whendidmaking

anorderbecameflirting.“Mustbenice”she

mumblessardonically.

“Iwasnotflirtingwithher”Idefend.

“Iwanttogo,Ihavelostmyappetite”

“Youhavetoeat!”



Womenareconfusing.

“Finethen,IwillhaveatakeawaybutIwillnotsit

hereandwatchyouflirtingnowthatwon’thappen”

atfirstIthoughtshewasjustjokingbutsheisnot,

aspittingdragonjustappearedfromnowhere.She

getsupandgrabshersmallbag.“Youwillfindme

inacar”thenshewalksaway.

Hhayike.
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“Theeyes,you’dthinkyou’dshakeyourthighs,

Inaroomfulloffallenhopeandtaintedskies”

BONGEZIWE

Myangerfeelslikesomethingspikeycrawlingout



ofmyskinandlookinglikethornsonarose,

impatientlywaitingfortheelevatorthateventually

makesthepingsound,thedoormadeofsteel

automaticallyopening.

Istandatthedoornotknowingwhethertoknockor

turnaroundandreturnbacktomycarbutalsoI

wanttoseeher,shehasn’tsaidanythingtomenor

havebeentakinganyofmycallssincethatdayshe

spentthenightatmyhouse.

EventuallyafterhesitatingIknocktwicethenIhear

movementsfromtheinsidebeforesheappears

behindthedoor,wearingaromperthathas

cartoonsasdecorationandsheiscarryingateddy

bearwarmerinherhands.Herhairlooksnappyand

itseemsshehasbeencurledupinbedallday.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”Icannotreadherfacial

expression“Bongeziweyouarebleeding”shecares?

Ihopeso.“Comein”Iguessshewon’tletmespeak

asshestandsasideallowingmewalkinandthen



shedisappearsaroundthehouseleavingme

behind.Thenshecomesbackwithabasinand

warmwater.

Nowordsexchanged.Islowlytakeoffmyshirt,

fromthatonesleevewhereIambleedingandshe

looksawaytoavoideyecontactwithmewhenIam

donetakingoffmyshirt,Iclearmythroat.The

atmosphereismakingmeveryuncomfortablewith

itsintensity.Whensheplacesherhandsonmyarm,

mymanhoodpumpsandIsearchforhereyesuntil

Ifindthembutshelooksdown,pattingthewarm

towelinmywound.Theointmentsheisusing

smellslikefreshlybrewedherbsandthenshe

badgesmyarmbeforeshedisappearsagainand

comesbackafterafewmomentsittingonthe

couchuncomfortably.“Doyouthinknottakingany

ofmycallandtryingtoavoidmewilllessenhow

muchIcareaboutyouandalsomyaffectionfor

you?”Idrawlthroughthetensitybetweenusand

shegrabsherwarmerandplacingitbyherstomach

afterwhimpering.“Areyouokay?”



“Yeah”

“Thisthingoflyingtome,izosixabanisa”

Sheopensandcloseshermouth.LasttimeIhadto

dosomethingIwasnotplanningondoinganytime

soonforhertotellmewhatwasonhermind—sex

wasnotpartof—okayIamlyingbecausethetruth

is,Ifoundhersexuallyattractivebeforerealising

thecouldbemoretothisthanthatafterwespenta

daytogetherandwatchingcornymovies.

“IamonmyperiodssoIhavecramps”shetellsme

andthenstretchesonthecouchtosleepinamost

comfortableposition.

“IsthesomethingIcandotohelp?”



“Leave”shethencloseshereyes.Igetupfrom

whereIwassittingstridingtowardsher,“Don’t

touchmeBongeziwe!”sheyellsasIpickherup

fromthecouch,shefightsmebutmygriparound

herwaistandbehindherkneestightenstakingher

toherbedroomandgentlyplacingheronthebed.I

walkoutleavingherabouttosaysomethingtothe

kitchenandIboilwaterinthekettlewhilemixing

coffeeandsugarinacup—thisiswhatmymother

drankallthetime,whenshewasexperiencingthese

pains,speakingofthatwoman,okaynevermind,I

havenothingtosayhonestly.

Ireturnbacktoherroomandshefallenasleep,for

someonewhowasjumpinglikeatoddlerinmy

armsshelookspeacefullysleepingwithhermouth

tightlyclosed.Isoftlyshakeherandsheopensher

eyesslightlythenshetakesacupfrommyhand

takingslowsips.“Ngiyabonga”shethanksme,she

canbarelysitupstraight.



“Youhaven’tbeentakingmycalls”

“I’vebeenbusy”

Ifurrowmyeyebrows,sheisveryfeistyandsheis

makingsurethatshekeepsherfacesternlyto

scareme?Onlysheknows—veryfunnybut

adorablesincesheislookinglikethatpopeyesheis

wearing.

“Busybeingbusy”sheshrugshershoulders.

“Clearlyyoudon’twantmeheresoIamgoingto

leaveandwhenyouarereadytotalktomethencall

me”shelooksatmeandswallowingtheliquid

insidehermouth.Ichallengemyeyebrowather

andshekeepsflappingherlashestowardsme.

“Whathappenedtoyourarm?”



“IhadafightwithAvulele”

“Whatareyoucrazy?Youcannotbegoingaround

andfightingpeoplewhenyoupracticallyhaveone

arm.Uyahlanya?Whatifhebrokeyourstitches?

Whatiswrongwithyou?”sheisyellingatme.

“IsthisawayofyousayingIshouldn'tleaveby

changingthetopic?”shetugsherlowerlipin

betweenherteeth.Ipressheragainstthemattress

aftertakinghercupawayandplacingitaside,she

breathesheavilyunderneathmewhenshetries

touchingmyfaceIgripherwristsontopofher

headwithonehandandtheotherhandaroundher

neck,almostchokingherandshegaspsarchingher

backtomeetmygroin.“Whyyoualwayswantme

todothisforyoutotalk?”

Shejustbreathes,noresponse,myhandaroundher



necktightensandintentlylookingintohereyesasa

moanescapeshermouth.“Onalenna”Icallherout.

“Hmmm”shemurmurs.

“AresponseiswhatIamexpectingfromyou”

“Idon’twantyoutoleave”

“Whyyou’vebeenignoringmycalls?”sheblinks

andIstarttomoveslowlyinbetweenherlegsand

dryhumpingher,mygroinmeetingherentrance

thatiscoveredwiththefabricthatsheiswearing

andshegulpsdownsomeair.

“Iamonmyperiods”shetellsme“pleasestop”My

rhythmbecomesfaster.Upanddownandhereyes

arewatery.Gettingtotastesomethingyouwon’tbe

abletoeatsoundslikeagreatsufferinghuh?“Iwas

scared.Iwasscared.Bongeziwestop!”



“Ofwhat?”

“IthinkIamgoingtocome”

“OfwhatOnalenna?”Myvoicebecomessternly.

“Gettinghurtagain”

“Youarecomparingmetohimagain?”

“I...pleasestopandIwillanswerallyourquestions”

adropoftearfallsfromthecornerofhereyesand

mytonguesweepshermouthandshemoans,

tryingtoescapethegriparoundherwristssoshe

cantouchme.GrowlinglowinmythroatandIslid

myhandoverherstomach,goinglowerandover

untilIcupherpussyfromoutsideherfabricand

shegasprollingagainstmyhandurgently.



Removingmyhandandreturningitbackaroundher

neckandthrustingharderthenbeforeandshe

moanslouderandwhenIfeelsheisclose.Istop

andpullawayfromher,shegaspsandflutterseyes

opencatchingherbreath.“Youstopped?”

“Youaskedme”

“Idon’twanttogethurtagainsowhateverthatwe

havehereitshouldend”shesayscatchingher

breathandpullingdownhersleeves.

“Soyouthinkthere’ssomethinghere?”

“Youarealwayspushingmeinacorner”

“Iamnotperfect.Idon’twanttosithereandlieto

you.Iwillneverintentionallyhurtyou.Butifitever

happensthatIdoandyouwanttoleave,Iwon’t



blameyou.Justdeleteyourpastfromyourmind

andstartafreshwithanewmindset”

“Youmakeitsoundeasy”

“Holdingtowhathappenedwon’ttakeyou

anywhereeither.Youwillmissoutonachanceof

findingsomethinggenuineandthepersonyouare

busyweepingaboutishappilymarriedand

planningtohavekidsalready.Heisabletocontrol

yourlifewhileheisnotevenaround.Don’tgivehim

thatpoweroveryou”

“Ineedtime”

“Whattime?”

“Tothink”



“Aboutwhat?”

“Us”

Ithrowmyhandsintheair,“Fine.Iwillgiveyouten

minutes.Whileyouareit,Iwillbeinthelivingroom

andorderingsomethingwecaneat”

“HaiboBongeziwe!”

“Yourtimestartsnow”Iwalkoutoftheroomasshe

wasabouttosaysomething.Shewantstoaskfor

timeandthenghostmeuntilthenextlifetimewhen

wehaveturnedintobutterflies,nothappening.Iam

notleavingthisplaceeitherwithoutgettingtocall

hermines.Isitonthesofatakingoutmyphoneto

makeanorderwhenIseeanincomingcallfrom

Mongezi,atfirstIignorehimbutheisnotgivingup.



“Finally...”HebreathesthemomentIanswer“Ineed

yourhelp”

“Whatisit?”

Heclearshisthroat,“YouknowIhaveneverbeenin

aseriousrelationshiprightlikeever?”

“Hmmm”

“AndyouknowIhaveneverbeeninasituation

wherebyIhavetofigureoutawomanwhenher

emotionsspiraloutofcontrolright?”

“GettothepointMongezi”

Hesighs,“ItsmaMkhungo”

“Umenzeni?”



Hehuffs,“Literallynothing.Shejustaccusedmeof

flirtingwithawaitress...”

“Butdidyou?”Iinterject.

“No!Iwasorderingfoodandthatwaitresswas

doingherjob,smilingtothecustomersandthatis

whenIwasaccused.MaMkhungohasbeenacting

likethissincethisweekstarted,namiangazi.Aswe

speakshehaslockedherselfupinthebedroom

crying”

Ilaugh,“Mongeziyouarewhipped!”thefrustration

inhisvoice.

Heclickshistongue,“Areyougoingtohelpmeor

not?”



“IamcomingwithOnalenna”

“Thankyou”HesaysthenhangupimmediatelyasI

amstilllaughing.Womenreallywalkintoyourlife

andturnitupsidedownjustlikethisone,whojust

walkedinandstandinthemiddleoftheroomwith

herhandsagainstherhips.

“Ineedanhournottenminutes”shesays.

“That’sokaywithme.Doyoumindcomingwithme

tomybrother’splace.Kwandaisthere”

“Letmechange”shedisappearsandcomesbackin

anylontracksuit.Weleavewithoutanyother

exchangeofwordssoshecandrowninherown

thoughtsuntilweareparkingoutsideMongezi’s

undergroundgarage.Themomentweringthebell

heimmediatelyappearsandbreathingout.



OnalennaleavestoseeKwandasinceItoldher

whathappenedandshesaidsomethingabout

premenstrualsyndrome—PMSing—theother

genderalwayshasfancywordsforukuhlanya,trust

me.

Mongezihandsmeoneofhisblackshirtstowear

sincemineshasbeenstainedwithblood.Heis

physicallyherebuthismindisinhisbedroomwith

Kwandafiguringoutwhatiswrong.“Missbeinga

fuckboy?”Ichuckleandhegivesmethemost

diabolicallook.

“Mxm”Heleansbackwardsonthecouch,heisso

agitatedandclenchinghisjawline.“Doyouthink

sheisstillcrying?”ButIamherewithhim.

“HowwillIknow?”

“ThinkBongeziwe,cabanga”



“Yeah,shemustbecryingespeciallythemoment

shesawherfriend.Hertearsflewevenmore”I

teasehimandhegetsupfromthecouchand

attemptingtogotohisbedroomwhereKwandais

butIholdhishand.“Ngiyadlala.Relax,sheiswith

herfriendandshewillbehereinnotime”

“Iwillneverflirtwithawaitressoranyotherwoman

inherpresenceyouknowthatright?Evenifsheis

notthere.IwillneverdoitBongeziwe”Gone,gone,

goneandnotcomingback.

“Relax,Iknowthat”

Hetakesanotherdeepbreath,“Iamgoingtomake

tea.Doyouwantteaorbeer?”

“Beerandrelax”
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“Thenightskyisamirrorinwhichwecanseethe

reflectionofourtrueself.Allofthesplendorofthe

universe,thatisyou”

MONGEZI

OutofallwomenIchosetofallforthecrazyone

withpuzzlingmoodswings.Onemorningshecould

wakeupwithhermoodresemblingrainbows,

sunshineandunicornsandthenwithinasecond

shebecomesaheavythunderwithafullblownrain,

fromnowhere.Hertearscanbecomeariveror

waterfallsomewhereinaforest.

Ihavebeenwalkingbarefootedonlavaaroundher

sinceIwasaccusedofflirtingwithanotherwoman,

there’sthislookshegivesme—hehehe—she

looksatmewiththecornerofhereyeswhenwe



comeacrossarandomwoman.Thatlookisso

intensethatIfeelguiltyofsomethingIdidnoteven

do,orsomethingIwasnotevenplanningondoing.

Mymotherisstillatthehospitalbreathingthrough

themachines,Ihaven’thaditinmetowalkthrough

herwardandsitbesideherwithsombrenessand

sorrowwheezingintheair.Apartofmebelieves

shedeserveseverythingthatiscomingherwayand

yetstilltocomemaybeitsbecauseIamconsumed

byangerbutIdon’treallycarewhathappenstoher

likehowshedidnotcareaboutwhathappenstome

whenshewasflushingmymemory;somany

peoplelosttheirlivesbecauseofher.

Andthenmyuncle,Iamnotacceptinghimasmy

fathereither–hedoesnotdeservethatmuchfrom

mehonestly.Hecametomyhousedaysago

beggingmetoseemymothersincehebelievesmy

presencealongsideBongeziwecouldmakea

differencewithherprogresslikewehavesomesort



ofhealingsuperpowers,shame.

AknockinterruptsmeasIwasdrawingfew

sketchesandpickingmyheadup,sheishere,

standingbythedoorandwearingalinenloose

whitedressandsneakers.Sheiswearingwhite

moreoftenasifsheknowshowmesmerisingly

beautifulshelooksinthiscolour.Ishouldbe

keepingasternfacesincelastnightshefoughtme

foransweringhercallatthirdring—besidesthe

moodswings,shehasbecomeveryneedyandall

myattentionshouldbefocusedonher,nothingelse.

Asmilecreepsthroughmylipsandalmosttouching

myeyesseeingherleaningonthedoorandclosely

lookingatmefocusedonthepencilinmyhandand

sketchbooks.“Wozalamfaziwami”Ismiletaking

offmyglassesandplacingthemonawoodentable.

Iambacktoworkbutcurrentlyworkingfromhome

sinceIamnotmentallyreadytobearoundthatkind

ofenvironmentandpeople–Ihaven’tfully



recoveredasyet.

Sheshakesheraheadindisagreementandchewing

theinsidesofhercheeks.Itakeadeepbreathand

gettingupfromthechairstridingtowardsher.

Ialreadyknowthislook,sheisabouttocry.

Istandinfrontofherandcirclingmyhandsaround

herwaistandshelooksupatmewithtears

streamingdownherfacelikeraindropsona

windowpanethenIcupherfacewithbothmy

handsafterswipinghertearsthroughhercheeks

withmythumb,kissingherforeheadandthenboth

hereyeswithweteyelids.

Howdidwegethereagain?

“What’swrongmaMkhungo?”



“Youaremadatmebhuti”Verytrue,butIamnot

abouttosaythatnow.

“Iamnotmadatyou”shechallengeshereyebrow

atme.Ohsheisnotcryinganymorebutgivingme

attitude?“Fine,mfaziwamiyouraisedyourvoiceat

melastnight”Isaycalmly.

“Youwerenotansweringyourphone”

“Iansweredmyphone”

“Atthirdringbhuti”

Itakeasharpintakeofbreath,“Ngiyaxolisa”my

onlywayout,“Imissedyou”hercheeksslowly

spreadsshowingmeallherteeth,pinkglitter

shinningonherfaceandhereyeslookinglikepink



skies.

“ImissedyoutoobutIamleavingjustnow,

Yolokaziiswaitingformeoutside”

“Youarenotstaying?”

“No,Iwillseeyoulater.Ihavedecidedtofinallytalk

tomymom.Wecannotrunawayfromrealityforever,

maybeIwillfindsomethingoutaboutmyrealdad.

Andmydadisgonnabetherehewantsustotalk

aboutSambulo”sheshrugshershouldersand

lookingupatme.Istareintohereyeswondering

howshedoesit?–Ihaveonlyseentoddlersbeing

theonlypeoplewhocanforgivesoeasilyandmove

onlikenothingeverhappened.Youcanbeatthem

upnow,theywouldcryandscreamtheirhatred

towardsyoubutanhourlaterwraptheirhands

aroundyourneck,gigglyandlaughingloudly.



“Ifeveryouchangeyourmindorfeeluncomfortable

pleasecallmeandIwillcomeandfetchyou

maMkhungo”

“Thereisnoneedforthatbhuti.Iwillbefine”she

assuresme,Iwilldoanythingtoprotecthersanity

becauseitsessential.

“Maybeyoushouldcons...”Iknowwheresheis

goingwiththisalready.Ikissher,mylipstrapping

herswhilemytonguegentlytwirlcirclesaround

hers.Herhandsrestonmyshoulders,hersmooth

nailsdigintomyskinwhenIpushmygroinagainst

hersandshestiffensaroundmyarms.Theanimal

insidemeisgoingberserkwishingtotakehernow

butnotlikethis.Thehootcomingfromtheoutside

disturbsusandshepullsaway.Ikissthetipofher

nose.

“Ngiyakuthandamfaziwami”Myloveforherhitme

heavilythanherpunchesandherlipscurves.



“Ngiyakuthandanamimnyeniwami”Something

tugsinmyownbellyandelectrifyingsensation

shootthroughmybloodstreamandsheslideupher

handsupmychestandwrapherarmsaroundmy

neck—shehasnevercalledmelikethisbefore,and

thevelvetytonemadeitmorespecial.

“Butconsiderit”Thecaroutsidehootsagainand

shedartshereyesbetweenminesandtakingmy

handsoIcanwalkheroutside.Whenweget

outsideshewalksawayfrommeafterkissingmy

cheekthenpausesmiddlewayandturningback.“I

amreadybhuti,pleasemakeitspecialtonight”she

saysthatwithaheartwarmingsmileandwalking

onafasterpacegettinginacarafterwavingand

theyhootbeforethecardrivesoutofthegate

leavingmetemporarilyparalysedandmyfeet

plantedonthespot.

Tonight?Hehehe.



AsIamabouttowalkbackinsidethehouse

anothercardrivesthrough,thispersononlygained

accessbecausemaMkhungoandhersisterwere

drivingout.IstandherebuttomysurpriseAsaki

comesoutofthesmallblackandwhitecarandI

cannotreadherfacetounderstandwhatbrings

here,shewalkstowardsmeandthemomentIcan

closelyseeherfacethatiswhenhermouthslits

formingasmile,wehaveastrongresemblance.

AndIhopeherfatherdidnotsendhere.“Mongezi”

shesaysstandinginfrontofme,wearesame

heightandforawomansheisverytallwithlong

legs.“Canwetalkinside?”Shehasaveryserene

andcalmauraaswellthatmirrorsmines.“Please”

shepleads.

Ishakemyheadinagreementandleadingher

insidewhereshetakesasitonacouch,takingoff

hershoesandmakingherselfcomfortable.“Teaor

juice?”



“Beer”sheopts“Acoldbeer”shecontinuessaying

withagrinandItugmyheadindisappearingtothe

kitchenandtakingoutthegreenbottlethatIalways

keepforBongeziwewhenhecomesaroundand

returningbacktothelivingroomandshethanksme,

whilesheopensthebottleandtakingfewsipsthen

sheleansforward.

“Whatbringsyouhere?”

“Youarehardtotalkto,why?”

“Idonotunderstandthatquestion.Andyoucannot

answermyquestionwithanotherquestion”Icamly

saytoappearmorewelcoming.

“YouseewhatIamtalkingabout.Althoughyouare

verycalmbutthereissomethingaboutyou...”she

pausesrunningherfingertipsonherbottle,“Iam



gettingcoldfeet.It’seasytalkingtoBongeziwethan

you”

Ichuckle,“talktomeAsaki”

Shebreathesout,“Ifoundoutabouteverythingthat

happenedthatdaymymotherdied.Althoughdad

didnotwantmetofindout”

“Soyouareheretowhatblameme?”

“No,no,no.WhywouldIblameyou?Youdidnotdo

anythingbutIamheretofindouthowareyou

doing?”Verynewtohavesomeoneratherthan

maMkhungowantingtoknowhowIamdoing.

“Iamfine”Ianswerdishonestly.

Everytimewhenthetruthcameintolighteveryone

wantedtousemetopunishmyparentsfortheir



sinsasifIamtheonewhosentthemtodothe

ungodlyghastlythingstogether,sowhyamIbeing

crucified?

“Iknowyouarenot”thenwhysheaskedthen?“I

justwantedtohearyousayit.Iamsorryforhow

everyonetreated.Andmymomtryingtoharmyou.

Youdidn’tdeservethat”Iunderstandthisiscoming

fromapureheart.Ireallyappreciatethatbutthisis

nottheconversationIwanttohaverightnow.I

haveaspecialnighttopreparefor.Ihaverose

pedalstoscatterinthiswholehouseandhave

thousandsofwhiterosessurroundingmybedroom

withscentedwhitecandles.Ihaveflowersto

sprinkleintoabathtubforabeautifulritual,so

maMkhungocansoaktorelaxbeforewedrift

emotionallyandphysicallyintotheconnectionwe

bothhavebeenwaiting.Thisisnottheconversation

Iwanttohaveespeciallysinceitneedsmetoopen

upabottleofemotionsIamnotyettotouch.



“Iappreciatethisbutwecantouchthis

conversationsomeotherday?”

Shesmileswarmly,“Iunderstand,Iwillleave”she

announcesandstandingonherfeet.

“Wait...”Istopher“Donotleave”Iclearmythroat“I

willlikeyoutohelpmewithsomething”

“Youwantmyhelp?”

“Yebo”

Shecannothideherexcitement,andrubbingher

handstogetherasItellherwhatIamplanningthen

shecomeswithsuggestionsbeforeshestarts

makingcalls,inlessthananhourwehavepeople

walkinginandoutofthishouseandmybedroom

lookslikeafloristheavensurroundedbywhite



rosesandscentedcandles.

Itsalreadydarkoutsideandthehouseisdimmed

illuminatedbythecandles.Ikeeplookingattheset

upandshakingmyheadwhilemumblingundermy

breath.Thisisme?Doingallthesethings,heartisa

stupidorgantrustmeonthatone.

Iaminterruptedbyaphonecall,whiledoingfinal

touchupshereandtherewithAsakiwhohasbeen

takingpicturesandvideosformaMkhungo.

“Mongezi,itsKayise”hedrawlsthroughthecall,

“Kwandaisbeingtakenbytheparamedics.You

needtocomehere”

What?

“Whathappened?”



“Iwasdrivingherthere.Andshesaidshewanted

somethingtoeatsowepassedbythemallshekept

complainingaboutfeelingdizzyandtheheatthen

shefainted”
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“Newlife,

Itbloomslikeaflowerinspring”

Theeeriesilenceintheroomisveryuncomfortable

withmyauntoppositemewithherglassofher

specialdrinkwhichisvodkaandorangejuice,she

hasherblueeyeshadowandsilversilkdress

lookinglikeacharacterinaretromovie.“Yousaid

youwantedtogiveoneofusawayforadoption

becauseyoucouldn’tmanageraisingthebothofus

right?Wherewasourfather,whyhedidn’thelp

you?”Yolokazibreaksthroughthesilenceasking

hermotherwhojusthiccuppedandtakinganother

sipfromherglass.



“Menzidoesn’tknowwehavechildrentogether.We

happenedtohavesextogetheronthenightbefore

hisweddingthefollowingday.Itwasamistakeand

Igotpregnant.Iwasashamedespeciallysincehe

mademefeellikeitwasallmyfault”shesays

shrugginghershoulders.

“Andalltheseyearsyoustilldidn’tthinkhe

deservedtoknowaboutusorwedeservedtoknow

thetruth?”Iask,suddenangerIdonotknowwhere

isitcomingfromerupting—actuallyitspuzzling

emotionssincetherearegraycloudshangingover

myeyesandifIblinkfourtimesitwillstartraining.

Shetakesadeepbreath,“yourmotherandIboth

agreedthatthetruthwillonlycomeoutwhenoneof

usdies.Thatwasouragreement.Icouldn’tjust

snatchyouawayfromherbecauseshelovedyouin

awayIwouldhavefailedto.Iamnotagreat

mother,askyoursistershewilltellyou.Iamnot



perfect.Neverbeen.Idon’twanttobeandIwill

neverbebutIloveyouKwandajustasmuchasI

loveYolokazibecausebothofyouaremy

daughters.Ifyouwanttomeetyourfatherandhave

arelationshipwithhimthatisokaywithme.Ihave

nothingagainstthat”themomentshefinishesher

sentence,Iamalreadycarryingatissueinmyhand

thatisalreadysoakingandmucusisblockingmy

nose.ThewayIamsuchanemotionalprickthese

days,itevenannoysmesomuch.Idonot

understandthemmyselformaybeitsbecausemy

cycleischangingsincemymonthlyvisithasnot

comeforashow,whichistotallynormalbytheway

frommyresearch.

Yolokaziclaspherhandsfromherthighs,“What

happensnextafterthis?”shedartshereyes

betweenthebothofus.Myauntwhonowhasher

armscloselytoherbreastwithglisteningeyesand

snifflingandthenmesittinguncomfortablyonthe

couchbecauseoftheburningbackpains.



“IjustwantedtosayIamsorrytobothofyou.I

knowIamnotworthytobeforgivenbutfromthe

bottomofmyheart.Ndicelauxolo.Iwouldloveif

threeofuscouldworktowardshavingarela...”The

dooropensandKayisewalksin.Hisscentfillsthe

entireroomandsomethingpresshardinmy

stomach.SohardthatIfeelanurgetospew.You

knowafterdrinkingtoomuchalcoholandneeding

tothrowupallofyourinsides,thatisexactlyhowI

amfeelingbutIswallowitback.

Heapologisesforbeinglate,myfatherwhosaidhe

wascomingtothemeetingaswellisnowherein

sightnordidhecallorsentamessage.Kayise

comesandsitnexttome,ticklingmelikeatoddler

andwhenhisscentfillsmemynostrilsagain,Ido

notgetachancetobecomeanathleteandrunto

thebathroominsteadIstartthrowinguponthe

marblefloorandheyellsout.“YesesKwanda!”He

screamsandagutwrenchingsobleavesmymouth

andmyvomitcomesoutofmymouthasifIama

drawnanimecharacterspewingspaghettior



noddles.Hehelpsmegetupandtakingmetothe

bathroomwhilemyauntandYolokazigetupto

cleanupmymess.“Haveyoubeendrinking?”

“No!”Iresponddefensiveandwashingmymouth

turningtohimtotakeasitonatoiletseatand

catchingmybreath.Throwingupispainful.They

makeitlooklikeitssomethingreallyfuntodoand

tryoutinmoviesbutthereisabsolutelynothingfun

aboutthis.“Iamfeelingsick”Itellhim.

“Whatiswrong?”Icannotexplainit.ButIamfeeling

sickandalsoIwanttosleepotherwiseIamgoing

tohavemyeyeballsfallingtothegroundbecause

myeyeswillbefloodingsfromtears.

Ishrugmyshouldersandpushingmydreadlocks

back“Ireallydon’tknowKayise”Itellhimonce

again.ItssomanythingsatoncesometimesIhave

periodpainswhilstthecowhasnotbeen

slaughtered.“Iwanttogo”Istartcrying.



“Whereyouwanttogo?Letmetakeyoutoa

doctor”

Ishakemyheadindisagreement,“Pleasebuyme

somethingtoeatandthentakemetoMongezi’s

houseplease”HelooksatmespeculativelyandI

amsurethedoctorinhimwantstosaysomething

butinsteadhecomesandkneelinfrontofme,

cuppingmyfaceandkissingmyforehead.

“Moonyouknowyoucantellmeanythingright?

AndIamdoctorsoyoucannotreallyhidethisfrom

me”HesaysandIfurrowmyeyebrowslookingat

mestraightintothosehazeleyes,theyaresparkling.

“AmIgoingtobeanuncle?Becauseif—”

“Kayise!”Ipunchhischestandhegroansinpain

beforehechucklessoftly.“Ihaven’tdoneitasyet”I

tellhimandhehasconfusionplasteredonhisface



thenheclearshisthroatbeforesilencejumpsand

downbetweenus.Thenwebotheruptwithlaughter

shakingourheads.

Webothgetupandshareheartwarminghugbefore

followingeachotheroutofthebathroomtothe

livingroomthatnowsmellslikelavender.“Areyou

okay?”myauntasksmeandIshakemyhead

vigorouslyasshelooksatmeasifsheissearching

forsomething,somewhereinmybodybeforeshe

takesherglassandsipsmirking.“Yolokazihadto

rushbacktowork”shetellsus.

“Wecantalksomeothertime”Itellherand

grabbingmybagbeforewalkingoutwithKayiseas

weareabouttogetinacarmyauntappears

standingbythedoor.

“Kwanda!”SheshoutsandIpauselookingtowards

her.“Ngiyanithanda”shesaysbothtomybrother

andI.KayisesmilesatherandsoamIbeforewe



getinthecaranddriveoff.

Themusicloudlyplayinginacarmakesmefeelas

ifmyeardrumsaregoingtobleed.“Iwasthinking

thatyoushouldtakethecarthatbelongedtouma”

Kayisesayschanginghisgearsandlookingatthe

rearviewmirrorbeforeheglancesatme.

“Areyousure?”

Henodshishead,“Yeah.Youalwayslovedthatcar

anywaysbutifyouareuncomfortablewithusingit

thenIcanbuyyouacar”

“IwillthinkaboutthisrightnowIneedmeat”Isay

andhechucklesshakinghishead,movingthe

steeringwheeltotheright.“Haveyouspokento

Khethelo?”

“LeaveitKwanda”



“Hawuwhy?”

“Because...”Hescoffs“Yourfrienddeservesbetter

thanwhatIcanoffertoher”

“Theexwhoisshe?”

“Noneofyourbusiness”

“Youarehidingthingsfromme?”

Hebreathes,“WhenthetimeisrightIwilltellyou

butnotnow.Comelet’sgetyousomemeat”He

saysalreadyparkingoutsidethemallandthenwe

bothgetoffthecar.Iamsuddenlyfeelingflustered.

ItfeelsasifIamgoingtomeltbecauseoftheheat.

Andthepeoplewhoarebusywalkingupanddown

aremakingmedizzyandnauseous.



Itakeadeepbreathslowly.“Kayiseareyounot

feelinghot?”Iaskhimandheglancesatmeaswe

walkinsidethestore.Themomentheisaboutto

saysomethingmykneesknockeachother,likeover

cookedpastatheywiggleandinthatmoment

everythingaroundmestartsbuzzing;fallingtothe

groundandmyeyesshut.

Myeyesshiftleftandrightyettheyarestillclosed.I

flutterthemopenandthesmellofvaccinedances

aroundmynose,peepingsoundclosetomyears

andaneedleinjectedinmyhand—Ihatethiswhite

fourwalledroom.Immediatelythedooropensand

Mongeziwalksinlookingscruffy.“Youare

awake...”Hebreathes“maMkhungo”Hesmiles.

“HowlongIhavebeenhere?”

“Justfewhours.Ihavebeenwaitingforyouto



wakeupsoIcanbethefirstpersonyouseewhen

youopenyoureyes.Andwenayouchoosetowake

upwhileIwenttothetoilet”Hesaysandsmiling.

Thenhesitsnexttomeandkissesmycheek.“You

scaredmemfaziwami”Ohthefearissovisiblein

thoseblackeyes.

“Iamokay”

“Thedoctorwilltellusthat,letmecallforhim”He

soundslikeastrictparentnowdisappearingbehind

thedoorandcomingbackwithamaninawhite

coatwearingbigglasseswithgreyhair.Hesmiles

atmecarryingaboardinhishand.“Doctorwhatis

wrong?”Mongeziasksimpatientlyasthedoctoris

doingcheckupsandaskinghowamIfeelingwhile

writingontheboard.Hehasfatherlyinstinctsashe

keepscallingmehisdaughter.

“Intheearlystagesofpregnancythisisnormal...”

HeuttersbutMongeziandIexchangelooksthen



lookstowardshimagain.Shameheisoldsoits

understandablethathemighthavemadeamistake.

IglancetowardsMongeziagainwhoispressinghis

lipstogetherandholdingbackhislaughter.Iam

alsosuppressingmines.Thisisfunny.Seeinga

doctormakingamistake.

“Ithinkyouaremakingamistake,shecannotbe

pregnant”Mongezisayswithlaughterinhisvoice.

“Theresultscameoutpositive.MissMkhungois

threeweekspregnant”Wefailtoholditback

insteadwebotheruptwithlaughterandIevenclap

myhandstogether.Thedoctorlooksatusfrowning

butheendsuplaughingaswesoundlikederanged

chimpanzeesinazoo.“Yousoundsosurethatshe

cannotbepregnant,areyounotintimate?”

“I’mavirgin”Isayboldlyandcatchingmybreath

fromlaughing.



HelooksatMongeziandthenme,“Soyouhave

nevereverbeenintimatenorhavedoneoralsex?”

HeasksandIlooktowardsMongezi,thehumour

thatwasdancingonhisfacehasbeenwiped.

Okay,whatiswrong?

Mongeziclearshisthroat,“Wehavedoneorala

coupleoftypes”Herespondswithadeepvoice.

“Youareawarethatifaspermcomesincontact

withavaginaawomancanconceivesointhiscase

thatiswhathappened”Iamconfused.

Mongeziglancesatmeonce,“Yousaidsheisthree

weekspregnant?”No,Iamnot.Igiggleonceagain.

Heisnolongerlaughingbutheiswearingaserious

facemask.Andalsohelooksworriedabout

something.



“Thatiscorrect”

“Thebabyisokay?”

Whatbaby?

“BhutiIamnotpregnant!”Isay.Theyarestartingto

annoymetalkingaboutbabiesandpregnancy.Oral

sex?Whatisthat?Therubbing?Thatisimpossible.

Icannotbepregnant.Me?No.

“ThebabyisfinebutIamgoingtokeepthemother

forfewdaysbecauseIamnothappywithherblood

pressure”

“Whoisthemother?Becauseitcannotbeme”Isay

annoyed.



ThedoctorlooksatmethenMongezi.

“Congratulationsandyoucannowpopthecherry”

Hesmiles.

“Thankyou”Mongezisaysandthedoctorleaves

aftersayingsomethingaboutvitamins,ironand

enoughsleep.Iwanttoleave.Iwanttogohome.

“Bhuti...”Icallhim.Heisscaredtolookatmebut

herotateshisheadfacingtowardsme.“Iamnot

pregnant”Itellhim.

“MaMkhungodoyouknowwhatisukusoma?”He

asksme.AndIshakemyheadindisagreement.

Hetakesasharpintakeofbreath,“Okayfine.So

youseewhenIrubmyselfagainstyou?”



“Hmmm”

“Thatiswhatiscalledukusomasthandwasamiand

itspossiblethatawomancangetpregnantandin

thiscasethatiswhathappened”Heexplains.Iam

goingtokillhim.IamgoingtokillMongezi.Whyis

hesmiling?

“Leave!”Isaysternly.

“MaMkhun—”

“LeaveMongezi!Hamba!Idon’twanttoseeyou

againsopleaseleave”

“Haiboinganeyami?”

“Thereisnobabyheresopleaseleave”



“Kwanda...”

“Leave!”
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“Reborn”

MONGEZI

Bongeziweislookingatmeandlaughinghis

intestinesout.Hisshouldersaremovingupand

downaftertellinghimaboutthenews.“Manjeeh”

Hestartslaughingagainafterhehascaughthis

breathandthistimehechokesonhissalivaand

coughingrapidly.“Shekickedyououtatthe

hospital?”HeasksandIclickmytongue.Thereis

absolutelynothingfunnyaboutthis,nothingatall.



“Mxm,canyoupleaseleavemyhouse”

Hebreathesoutandpressinghislipsintoathinline.

“Okayfine,sorryke”hesaysandraisinghishands

intheair.Heisnotusinghisslinganymoreyethe

hasnothealed.“Soveleushayeiqandawithout

entering?Awuizinjamandoda,haiboJoseph.[So

yougotherpregnantwithoutpenetration?]”Didhe

justcallmeJoseph?AsinJesus’sfather.Iwasnot

planningonlaughingactually.

“Bongeziwepleaseleave”Isaylaughing.

“IpromiseIwon’tsayanythinganymoresorry”But

hehasbeensayingthisandthensayssomething.

“Sowhatareyougoingtodonow?”

Ishrugmyshoulders,“WhatmustIdo?”Iamreally

clueless.Itisevenhardformetowrapmyhead

aroundthepregnancy,itbeenoverlytwentyfour



hoursalready.Buttheideaofbecomingafatheris

exciting.

“Takealltheseflowersandhavethemdeliveredto

thehospitalwithacardapologising.Orbuyher

flowersandthosegiantteddybearsandtakethem

thereyourself.UseyourbrainMongezi”Thehouse

stillprettymuchlookslikehowitlookedyesterday

whenIwasplanningherspecialnight.“Actually

let’sgotheretogetherwithalltheseflowers”He

suggests.

“Thatisnotagoodidea”

“Trustmeifyoudon’tgotoseehernowthenshe

willgetmadatthefactthatyoudidnotgothere.I

havebeenherebeforeyouknowthat”Inever

thoughtonecouldgetpregnantwithoutpenetration.

Butfrommyresearchitstatesthatwhenasperm

getintothevaginaoronthevulva—andeventually

upthroughthecervixintotheuterusthenthe



womancouldgetpregnant.

Takingasharpintakeofbreathwepackallthese

whiteroseswiththeirglassvasesatthebackof

Bongeziwe’scarbeforewedrivetothehospitaland

Iamlisteningtohimtalking.Heseemshappythese

days,smilingandlaughingmoreoftenand

happinesslooksgoodonhim.“Iwenttoseemom”

Hesaysafterwehavebeenlaughingatsomething

thathesaidandimmediatelymycheeksslowlyfalls.

Ilookathimonceandfaceforwardfocusingonthe

roadsinceIamtheonewhoisdriving.“Youwon’t

askmehowisshedoing?”Iignorehimandthetall

manwiththreeeyesandlonglashes,changes

colourtoredmeaningthecarneedstohalt.No

timingorwhatsoever.“Mongezi”

“Idon’twanttotalkabouther”

“Sheisourmother!”



“Idon’tcareBongeziwe”Isnap.

Hebreathes,“Iunderstandthat...”

“Ididnotaskyoutounderstand”

“Idonotlikeyourtone”Heutters.

“Ifyoudidnotbringherupthenwewouldn’tbe

arguingaboutthis.Idonotcareaboutwhat

happenstoMihlalisopleasedonotmentionher

nametomeeveragain”Thetallmanblinksgreen

andIcontinuemanoeuveringthecarontheroad.

Theeeriesilenceisveryuncomfortablewithmy

handstightlygrippingthesteeringwheel.

Gettingtothehospitalweaskasecurityguytohelp

uswithcarryingalltheseflowerstoKwanda’sward



andhethencallshisotherfriendtohelpus.Getting

intoherwardsheisnothere—strange.Assoonas

wefinishsurroundingherwardandmakingitlook

likeafloristheavenshewalksin,wearingagown

andbeinghelpedbyanurse.

Shecomfortablysleepontheandfacetowardsthe

walltoavoidseeingmyface.BringingBongeziwe

wasabadideabecauseheisbusylaughingunder

hisbreath.“Howisshe?”Iaskthenurse,stealing

glancestowardsKwandawhojustcoveredherface

withablanketeventhenurseisgiggling.

WhatIdidtodeservethis?

Idecidetowalkoutsidewiththenurseleaving

Bongeziwebehind.“Sheisfine.Givehertimeto

acceptthisbutshewillbeokayeventually”the

nursetellsme.



“Didsheeatanythingtoday?”

“Yesbutthethrowinguphasn’tstoppedeither”

“Okaythankyou”Returningbacktoherwardsheis

talkingandevenlaughingwithmybrotherbutthe

momentsheseesmeherlipsstartstotremblethen

shestartscrying.

Somandla!

“MaMkhungo...”

“Leave!”

“Canwetalk?”

“No.Iwantyoutoleave!”shesayswithashaky



tone.IlookatBongeziwewhomumblesthatI

shouldleave.Mystubbornfeetplantsthemselves

onthefloorbutseeinghercryinglikethisleavesme

withnootherchoicebutleavingtowaitoutsidefor

Bongeziwe.IthinkIamgoingtolosemymindhere.

Waiting.Pacingupanddown.Myheadfeels

crowded.Howlongarewegoingtogoonlikethis?

Herfriendsfindmestandingoutside.“IsKwanda

okay?Whyareyoustandinghere?”Onalennaasks

concerned.

“Sheisfine,justdoesn’twanttoseeme”

“What?Why?”Khethelo.

“Shewilltellyou”Theylookatmeonceandthen

walkinside.InthatmomentBongeziwewalksout,

laughingatmeandpattingmyshoulder.“Whatdid

shesay?”



“Shehatesyou”

“HahasofunnyBongeziwe”

“Haiboshehatesyou”

“Shereallysaid?”

“I'mjoking,shetoldsheismadatyouandshefeels

youdidthisonpurposebutshewillcomearound.

Thisisgoingtobealongrideforyou,shehas

psychopathichormones.Rightafteryouwalkedout

whenshewascrying,shewipedhertearsand

laughed.KwandalovesyouMongezidonotdo

anythingthatmightcostyoulosingher”

“Isthatwhatshesaid?”



“Isawit.Asambe”Hewalkspassme.Leavinga

smilecrawlingoutofmymouthandspreadingmy

cheeksapart.

Insteadofdrivingbacktomyhousewedroveback

tohis.Iamplanningongoingbacktothehospital

tonightwhensheissleeping.Ijustwanttoholdher

handandinhaletheuniverseinsideherskin.

WefindBongeziwe’sdaughtersittingoutsideontop

ofherbaganditseemsasifshehasbeenherefor

toolong.Shehastearsdriedupherfaceandthe

momentsheseesus,shegetsuprunningtowards

herfatherandhugginghislegs.“Namisawhatare

youdoinghere?”Bongeziweaskstakingherintohis

arms,sheissix.

“Mamaleftmehere”shenuzzlesonhisneck.He

clencheshisjawlineandwewalkinsidethehouse



aftergrabbingthebagsonthefloor.

Hehasdisappearedsomewhereinthehousewith

hisdaughterandIammakingsomethingforherto

eat.Hecomesbackafteramomentclickinghis

tongue.“Whathappened?”Iaskhim.Heisangry.

Takingoutabeerfromthefridge.

“Shesaidshewaslateforherflight”Sheisreferring

tothemother,theirrelationshipislikefireice,that

blameisnotonherthough.Bongeziwedidn’ttreat

thatwomanright.

“Flight?”

“Sheisrelocatingwithherman,Mongezi”

Hah!



“AndsheleftNamisa?”Heshootsmealook.Thisis

arhetoricalquestion.“IthinkleavingNamisabehind

wasagoodideathoughbecauseyouwouldhave...

”

“Onalennadoesn’tknowIhaveachild”Heinterjects.

“Manje?”

Noreally,so?

“Whatifshedoesn’tacceptmydaughter?”

“Thenfocusonyouanddaughter”Ishrug.

“Thankyouverymuchbhutiwamithatwasvery

helpful”Hesayssardonicallyandtakingtheplate

onthetablewithasandwichandattemptingto



leavetheroom.“Iftheroleswereswitchedwould

youhaveacceptedherdaughterandbehonest”

“IloveOnalenna”

“Youarenotansweringwhataskedyou.Howdid

youpassatschool?”

Heflareshisnostrils,“Iwould’veacceptedher

daughter”Heanswers.

“Why?”

“BecauseIloveherandeverythingthatcomeswith

her”

“Sowhatmakesyouthinkshewon’taccept

Namisa?”Heshrugshisshoulders.“Stopbeingan



imbecilefortwominutesofyourlife,please.And

minaasafather...”

“YouarenotafatheryetMongezi”

“MinaasafatherofathreeweeksoldIamsayingif

shecannotacceptyourdaughterthenthatistotally

fine.Moveon.Focusonyourdaughterandbond

withher,thisistheperfecttimeforthat”

“Thebabyisnotevenbornyet”Helaughs.

So?Iamstillafather.

“Afatherofathreeweeksoldisabouttoeata

sandwichwithacupofteathereforepleasedonot

disturb”Isaytohim.Andheroarslaughingand

shakinghishead.
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“ShegivesherselfuntoherspiritualLord

Inecstasythatdothallfleshconsume;

Hersoul,incorporateintheHeavenlyWord

Alreadyleavesherbodyinthetomb;

Sosweet,holily,haveIbeenstirred

Nouncompanionedinthevacantroom”

IknowIsaidIdonotwanttoseehimanywhere

nearmysightbutthatdoesn’tmeanheshouldstop

makingeffortstoseemeright?—Iwasdischarged

laterthisafternoonandIwashopingtoseehim

withbouquetofflowersormayberosessincehe

hasbeenhavingthemdeliveredtomyward.

Butno,hedidnotshowuporevencalled.

IammanoeuveringthecarontheroadasifIam



beingchasedbydemons.Themoonisshinning

brightlyinthedarkskylookinglikecanvas.Iam

goingtohishouse.Togivehimapieceofmymind?

YesandthenafterthatIamgoingtoendthings

betweenus.

ThatiswhatIamgoingtododumphim.Idonot

evenwanttotouchthetopicofhavingawhole

humangrowinginsideofme.Iwasscaredtodoan

ultrasoundsoIamendedupnotdoingit.Iamnot

readytocomeintotermswiththefactIama

pregnantvirgin.

Whowouldhavethought?Thatthegirlwhowas

oncethelifeofthepartyinshortdressesand

showingtoomuchskin,jumpingfencesand

runningawayfromdogswouldbecomeamother?

Me?IhateMongeziNdamase,Ihatehim.



Gettingoffthecarthenightseabreezewelcomes

mewarmlyandmydrapedpolkadotdressdances

alongwithit.

IdonotknockonthedoorthemomentIrealisethe

doorisnotlocked,walkinginItakeoffmyshoesso

myfootstepswon’tmakeanynoiseswheneverI

takesteps.

ThemoreandmoreIamwalkingclosertotheliving

roomasongthatemergesaswarm,openand

soulfulisplayingandheisseatedontherugwith

whatlookslikeanotepadandapencilinhishand

drawing—Hisheadmovingalongtotherhythmof

thegroovyandfoottappingsong.Thereisacupof

teaonacoffeetable.

Iwatchhimwithhiseyesfocusedashishands

movealongtothewhitepaperandhelooks

deliciousnotwearingblackbutinsteadheis

wearingfadedskinnyjeanwithfrayedhems



alongsideawhitetop—new.

Whenhepickshisheadupandseesme,hefrowns

firstreadingmyfacialexpressionthenhislips

spreadintothatcharmingsmilethatattractedme

thenightIsawhimacrosstheroomwearinga

blacksuit.“MaMkhungo”HissayssultryandIkeep

myhardface.Heismakingthissohardashe

slowlygetsup.Istaredownathisfeet,theyareso

beautifulcomparedtominesthatareshapedlike

niknaks.“Howdidyougethere?”

“Donotcomenearmebhuti”Idonotwanthim

anywhereclosertome.Hewillslaymewithhis

goodlooksandpoisonoustouchthenIwillforgetto

beaspittingdragon.Hepausesdistanceawayfrom

me,thereisspacebetweenusbutnottoomuch.At

thesametimeenoughtofeelhiseffectonme.“I

drove”Isayswallowing.

“Alone?Atthistimeofthenight?”Ohno,hecannot



bemadatme.Hehasnorighttobemadatme

infactheisthelastpersontofurrowhiseyebrows

atmeandgivingmethatintimidatinglookonhis

face.

“IfyoucametoseemeatthehospitalthenI

wouldn’thavedrovealoneatthistimeofthenight”

“YoudidnotwanttoseemeKwanda”

“IamKwandatoyounow?”Ichallengemyeyebrow

athim.

Heissocalmastheusual.Itissofrustrating

becauseyoucannotreadwhatishethinking.His

thoughtsandfeelingsareneverlucid,ever.

“Ngiyaxolisamfaziwami”Heapologiseswitha

calamityseductivetone.



Heistakingstepsclosertome.Oneatatime.The

morehestepsforward,mybreathisbeingknock

outofmylungs.“Ihateyoubhuti”Iutterthe

momenthestandsclosetomeandmychest

almosttouchinghis.TheonlythingIaminhalingis

hisscent.Itissointoxicating.Ilookupathim.The

intensityoftheatmospheremakesmeshiverlikea

leaf.“Ihateyou”Irepeatagain.

Hetakesadeepbreath.Nottouchingme.Keeping

hishandstohimselfanditfeelslikeapunishment.

“Minangiyakuthanda”Hevelvetysaysthatheloves

me.“Kakhulu”Myworldstandsstill,tiltsandthen

spinonanewaxisandIsavorthemomentgazing

intohissincere,beautifulblackeyes.“Yezwa

Nokwanda”Heleanscloserandhisbreathtrails

itselfonmyfacewhilehishandsarearoundmy

waist.Hisinflamingtouchmakesmegulpforair.

“Ngiyakuthanda”HenuzzlesonmyneckandIcan

feelhissmilethere,hisfingerstouchesmy

stomach.Iamfeelingapleasurableachedeepin

mybelly.Igaspwhenhegentlybitesmyearlobe



andhislipsbrushesmyear.

“Bhuti”

“MaMkhungo”

“Idon’thateyou”Isaytohimandhelooksatme.

Webothchucklesoftlyandthenhecupsmyfacein

hishands.Andhekissesme.Hismouthclinging

intominesandpouringallhisemotionsandwords

hecanneversayintoakiss.Thenhesweepsme

intohisarmscarefully.Icanfeelthemovement

withmylegslockedaroundhiswaist.

Gentlyheplacesmeonthebed.Mybodypressed

againstthecrispywhiteduvetandthistimeheis

kissingmemoretenderly.Takinghistime,kissing

mymouth,myeyesandpullingupmydressupto

mywaist.Hekissesmyshoulders.Heistreating

everysurfaceofmybodylikeanerogenouszone



thathewantstogentlystimulate.Squeezingmy

hipsandthighs.Runninghisfingersalongthe

waistbandofmyunderwear.Slippinghisfingers

downmypantiesandfeelinghowwarmamI

gettingbutthenslidethembackouttocontinue

exploringmybody.Runninghisfingersbackacross

mylabiamajoraandIambreathingheavily.

Hestartsstimulatingmyclitandhisotherhandis

caressingmybreast,hehasn’tstoppedstroking

andplayingwithmylabiaminora.Asmoothtouch

thatfeelssogood.Lightandslow.Itissointense.

Hetakesmynipplebetweenthewarmthofhislips

throughthelinenofmydressandhesucks.I

shudderasthepleasureshootsthroughme.Adeep

throbbeginsinsideme.

Hetakesoffhistopandthemovementmakeshis

chestexpandsandflattenmypalmoverit.He

shudders.Ileanforwardandkisshimandbreathing

himin,theessenceofhimistheveryoppositeof



mesomehow.

Hetakesoffmydressandleavingmenaked.My

breastsflappingtheirlashesathim.Ifighttheurge

tocovermyself.IsmystomachshowingthatIam

—noIamnot.Imeethisgaze.Heatflameinhis

eyesashelooksatme.“Youarebeautiful”Hesays

withavoiceraggedwithpassionlookingovermy

plankshapedbody.Hismouthclaimsminesand

thenhishandsstrokingandteasing,mybreasts,my

bottom,mybellyandstrokingfireinsideofme,

tighteningtheknotinsideme.Makingmemoanand

clutchathim.

“Bhuti”Icallouthisname.

“Hmmm”Hemurmurs.

“Iamscared”



Hepausesandlooksdownatme.Hisfingersare

lostinsidemydreadlocks.“Whatareyouscaredof

sthandwasami?”

“Beingamother.Iamscared”Iconfess.

“Metoo”Hechuckles“Ofbeingafather”Hekisses

myforehead.“Butwearegoingtomakeitwork

together.Wearegoingtomessup.Everyparent

does.Wearenotperfectbutwearegoingtomakeit

work.Ipromise”Ibelievehim.Everysinglewordhe

uttered.Thenhekissesmybreastagain.Theyare

painfulbutitfeelsgood.Hismouthishotinmy

nipplesthenmystomachandthendown.Icryout

insurprisewhenIfeelhimalready—there—crying

withdelightashistongueworksitsmagic.Theknot

insidemeunravelstoofastformetostopit.The

pleasurecomesinpulsesofsuchintensitythatI

archmybackunderhim.“Ah!”Iscreamout.He

nibblesandsuckandkiss.Mybodystartsto

tremble.ItfeelsasifIwanttourinatebutalsowant



tofartbutalsoneedingtocry.Allatonceand

beforeIknowitliquidgushesoutfrommyvagina

buthedoesnotstop.Hisfingersworkingalonghis

tongue.

Hegetuponhisfeet.Ilookathimwithawetchin

ashesucksallthejuicesandheundoeshisjeans,

revealinghimnakedandfullyaroused.Igazeathim

unshamedlyandfascinated.Ireachoutmyhandto

touchhim.Hissilkenskin.Youcannotexpectthose

hardmusclestofeelsosultry.Iwrapmyhands

aroundhimandfeelinghimthrob.Islidemyhand

alongthelengthofhimandfeelinghimthrobagain.

“MaMkhungo”Hesayshoarsely.“Yousaidyou

wantedmetomakeyournightspecial.Wecannot

dothisnow”Hewantstorubhimselfandmakeme

pregnantagain?No.

“Thisisspecialbhuti”

“Areyousure?Youwanttodothis?”Myhandsslide



downandcuphisbuttocks.Ihavebecomebrave

andcomfortable.Ismileathim,adeliberately

sensualsmile.Itisasifsomethingpossesseshim

andhecoversmybodywithhis.Fleshonflesh.

Skinonskin.Wekiss,tonguestangling.Andhe

easesmylegsapart,tiltingmeup.“IfIhurtyou,tell

mestop”Ishakemyheadinagreement.Myheartis

beatinginmyhead.Ifeelmyselftensingupallthe

sameasthetipofhisshafttouchesme.Andhe

entersslowly.Hekissesmeagainandtheneasein

deeperandcryout.

Yoh!

“Stop!”Icryout.Iwanttocatchmybreath.

“Areyouokay?”Yes,yes.NoIdonotwanthimto

stop.Imissthatstingingpain.

“Now”Isayandwrappingmylegsaroundhimand



hethrustsslowly.Igroanundermybreathfeeling

somethingtearingapart.Itisasifsomethingis

beingsplitintotwo.Iopenmyeyesandwatchhim.

Thetensiononhisfaceandthecolourofhis

cheeks,hisdarkeyes,hispupilsdilated.Hethrusts

againandmynailsdigdeeperintohisskin.He

thrustsagainandagain.Thepain.Thepain.The

pleasure.Butmostlypain.Andpleasure.All

confusing.Theclimaxisoverburgeonedagainas

wemovetogetherslowly.Itshakesmetothecore

thistime,sendingmeoutofcontrol.Mynailsdigs

deeperintohisskinandIcanseethepigmentation

slowlychanging.Iscreamoutsoloudly.Tears

fallingatthecornerofmyeyes.Hemovesfaster

butnottoofasterasmycriesincreasesthenhe

groansloudly.

Hetakesmyhandinhis,ourfingersentwinesand

ourbreathsmingling,expressionsatedinthe

aftermathofourlovemaking.Smilinginsanelyand

atpeaceforamoment.“Youaremyeternal

sunshine”Hesayshisthumbswipingthroughmy



tears.
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“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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“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”

[01/24,07:43] :45.

“Inyourlifetimeyouwillfindandmeetoneperson

whowillloveyoumorethananybodyyou'veever

known.

Theywillloveyouwitheverybitofenergyandsoul.

Theywillgive,surrenderandsacrificesomuchthat

itscaresyou.

Somedayyou'llknowwhothatis.

Somepeoplerealisewhoitwas.”

ONALENNA



Thearomaishangingthickinthekitchenandthey

areballoonshangingfromourroof.Themusicis

softlyplayinginthebackground,andwehave

knocksafterknockssincewehavepeoplefrom

Khethelo’sworkplacecomingover.Iamsoproud

ofherachievement,shedeservesitwithher

calmingandforeverpureaura.

Andthosekidsareblessedtohaveaprincipallike

her.

Kwandaistheonewhofetchedherfromworkso

wecanbuytimeandthenshe’dforceherinto

wearingsomethingdifferentfromwhatsheleft

wearinggoingtowork.“Letmegetthat”Isaydoing

amarathonallthewaytothedoorandthereheis.

Themanwhogavemeanhourtomakeupmymind

whetherIwanttobewithhimornot.Itwasthe

toughestdecisiontomakeespeciallysinceIhadto

travelthroughmythoughtswhilehewasinmy

presence.Hesatontheoppositecouchwithhis



legscrossedandaglassofcognacinhishand,

smirkingandwinkingatmemakingithardformeto

focusonthedecisionthatIhadtomake.

Wesatintheroomanditfeltasifeverythingelse

hasshrunkaroundus.Icompletelyforgottenabout

myfriendwhowassobbingnexttomeafter

accusinghermanforcheatingandeverythinginme

focusedonhim.Thetimewasmovingslow—my

mindwasmadeup.AlthoughIsatthereandlooked

athimashekeptstaringattheexpensivewatchon

hiswristbutmyheartknewexactlywhatitwanted

tobefedandafteranhourhegotupexcusing

himselfsayingheneedsfreshair.

Ifollowedrightbehindhimtakingoffourshoesand

walkingontheseasandlisteningtotheshores,the

soundwassopeaceful.Heheldmyhandasifhe

wasafraidthatifheletgoIwouldrunandnever

lookback.HowIwishIcoulddothatbutmyheart

willdragmebacktohim.“Onalenna...”Hestartedto



talkbutIimmediatelyinterjectedbeforehecould

finishhiswords.Ineededtotellhimrightthereat

thattimebeforeeverythinginmebecame

temporarilyparalysed.

“IfyouhurtmeBongeziwe...”

“Youwillopenawhatsappgroupchatwithyour

friends?”Hechallengedhiseyebrowatmepressing

hislipstogethertosuppressthatstupid,stupid

laughterofhisthatforcesyoutolaughevenwhen

youwerenotplanningtodoso.Hissenseof

humourisoneofmyfavouritethingsabouthim.I

knowhesayssomethingfunnytohidehisnerves

behindajoke.“Ngiyadlala.Iwillneverhurtyou”I

knewexactlyhewasjoking.Iwassulking,lips

poutedandmyhandsagainstmychestthenhe

pulledmeclosertohim.Onehandonmywaistand

minesonhischest.Lookingupathim.Withalush

smile,showinghisteeth.Ilovehisrabbitteeth.And

thatsharpnose.“Youmadeupyourmind?”Ishook



myheadinagreement.

Idartedmyeyesbetweenhis,“ButIwantustotake

itonestepatatime”

“Ihavetwofeet,IcannottakeonestepatatimeI

willfallOnalenna”see?Hewashidinghisnerves.I

laughedloudlyandshovinghimplayfully.“Butif

thatiswhatyouwantthenfine”Hesmiles.

“Thankyou”

Mongeziappearedbehindtheslidingdoorholdinga

cupofteainhishandandwatchingus.“Youguys

canleave,youarenotneededhereanyways”He

screamedatus.Yes,thatishowhethankedus

afterhewaslookinglikeafrustratedteenageboy

whocannotusecondoms.“Youwillfindyourkeys

hereBongeziwe”Hesaidandwavedatus.His

brothercluckhistongueathim—theyhavea



beautifulbromance.

Heisstandingonmydoorstepwithasmileonhis

faceandhisbrotherlooksatmethenhim.“Kwanda

isback?”Heaskswithoutgreetingoranything

maybehedidgreet.ButIwaslostinthosebrown

eyesandsmile.

“Nobuttheyareontheirway”

“Weh!I’llbeinmycar”Hesaysandwinksatme.I

thoughthewasjokingbutheisreallygoingbackto

hiscarbecausehisgirlfriendisnothere,what

voododidsheuseonhim?

“Sawubona”IfinallygreetBongeziwewhohasbeen

gazingatmewithasmirkonhisface—itis

mischievousmakinghimlooklikeadaredevil.



“Nkosazana”Hegreetsback.

Istepasideandallowinghimtowalkinsidethenhe

followsmetothekitchen.AsIamopeningthe

fridgetogrababottleofbeer,Ifeelhishands

wrappingthemselvesaroundmywaistandhe

nuzzlesonmyneck,pushingmyfreshblonde

braidsasidesohislipscanbrushjustbehindmy

ear.“Youlookbeautiful”Hesaysinhalingmyscent

andhisonehandsqueezingmybreastalmost

violently,warmthspreadsallovermebeforehe

spinsmearoundandpinningmeagainstthefridge.

“Imissedyou”Hetellsme.

“Imissedyoutoo”Ireallydid.

“Areyouokay?”Heaskstuggingthestrandsofmy

braidsbehindmyhair.“Thiscolourlooksgoodon

you.”



“Gold?”Ilaughcausethatishowhecallsit.

“Blonde”Hesmirks,“soareyouokay?”Heasks

againpressinghimselfagainstmeandIfeelhis

groinandIlookathimreflectingthelustinhiseyes

andwebothgigglebeforeIpushhimawayand

grabbingabottleofbeerfromthefridgehandingit

tome.

“Iamokay.Areyouokay?”

Heclearshisthroat,“Notreally”

“Oh”Ipause“Wanttotalkaboutit?”

“Notnowandnothere”

“When?”



“Tomorrow.IfyouarenotbusyIwouldlovetotake

youout”

“Iwouldlovethat”InthatmomentYolokaziwalksin

announcingthatKhetheloandKwandaarehere,

beforeshetellseveryoneelseandthereforeweall

gatheratthelivingroomwaitingforthem.

Sheopensthedoorandwescreamatonce,

“Surprise!”Shealmostjumpedoutofherownskin

beforeshestartscryingandsmiling.Idonotknow

wherethemanIamdatinghasdisappearedtoor

maybehewentoutsidetohisbrother.

Shemakesaniceshortandsweetspeechbefore

themusicstartstothrobandthecelebration

continues.Yolokazigrabourhandsandleadingus

tothebedroom.“KwandatellKhethelo,shewasnot

here”shesays,alreadyhalftipsy.EvenIam.We



havebeendrinkingwinesinceearlyhoursofthe

afternoonaswewerepreparingforthis.

“Tellmewhat?IsKayiseokay?”Khetheloasks

soundingratherconcernedthananythingelse.And

weogleher.Waitingforhertotellussomethingwe

donotknow.“Notnow.TellmeKwanda”shesays

shiftingtheconversationanditseemslikethetopic

ofKayiseisanogozone,Iwonder.

“Iampregnant”Kwandaannounces.Istillcannot

believeshefellpregnantoveroralsex.No

penetration,nothing,justvibes.Khetheloscreams

inatinyvoiceandholdinghermouth.

“Itdoesnotendthere”Yolokazi.

Thismyfavouritepersonrightnow!



“Areyougettingmarried?”Khethelo.

“Khethelouyaphilapho?Noreallywhereareyou

going?”Yolokazisheisholdingherglassofwinein

herhandthenshehandittoherandshethentell

KhetheloaboutKwandagettingpregnantbefore

breakinghervirginityandlaughtereruptsinthe

room.

ThisbecomesfunnyalloveragainwhenKwanda

saysitbecauseofthatgrumpyfaceshehas

plasteredonherglowingface.Wereturnbacktothe

livingroomwheretheyareguests.

Mongezifinallycameoutofhiscarafterhis

girlfriendfetchedhimandtheyareoutsidewith

Kayisebusywiththemeat.

OntheotherhandeversinceKayisegothere

Khethelohasbeengulpingdownglassafterglass,



sheisnotthatmuchofadrinkbuttonightsheis

absolutelygoingin.

Weservethefoodthenafterhourstheguestsare

leavingandcongratulatingmynowdrunkfriend.

Aftertheguestshaveleftwedecidetogatherinthe

livingwiththemusicstillsoftlyplaying.Iamdrunk

andseatedonBongeziwe’slapundertheblanket

becauseoftheconfusedweatherandhishandis

restinginbetweenmylegs.

Hedipshisfingersinsidemeonceinawhile,

thrustinginandoutbutwhenmywallsclenches

aroundhisfingersheimmediatelystops.Iam

enjoyingallthistorture.

Itismuchfunnowwiththisintimatevibeandsoft

musicplayingwithloudlaughterfillingtheroomas

wearelisteningtoYolokaziandBongeziwetalking

—they’resofunny.



KhetheloasksKwandatoaccompanyhertothe

bathroombecauseshecanbarelywalk.“Icantake

youthere”Kayiseinsist.

“No,no,no”Khethelomumblesunderherbreath

andchuckling“Soyoucantellmealloveragain

thatnywenyweunfairthisandthat”shesaysand

flickherdreadlocks“Thankyou.Iamfineshame”I

amreallytiredoflaughinganditevenhurtfromthe

stomach.Kwandagetsuplaughingandtaking

Khethelowithher.

“Whydidyounywenyweher?”Bongeziwe

“Heeventhisandthather”Mongezi.Ihaverealised

thatthisoneismoreopenandoutspokenwhenhis

brotherisaroundandtodayhehasbeendrinking.

Youknow,IamleavingthisroombeforeIturnintoa



tinyinsectfromlaughing.Ifollowrightbehindthe

othertwotothebathroom.AndKhetheloisinthe

bathtubwhileKwandaisstandingbythesink

watchinghercryingandwipinghertears.“Yoh

uKayise!”Thatallshekeepssayingandshakingher

head.AtthispointIdonotknowwhethertolaugh

orcryorcomforther.Idon’tknow.“Yourbrother

Kwanda.Tjer!JesusGodmehelpme”sheshakes

herhead.Kwandaisgonnagoinearlylabour.

ThedoorswingsopenandthemomentKayise

appearsKhethelostartshystericallycryingand

hidingherfacebehindherhands.“Kayisewhatdid

youdotoher?”Kwanda.

“CanItalktoher?”Kayise.

“Hhayi!Hhayi!DonotleavemeKwanda.Onalenna

don’tleaveme”Khethelo.



“Whathappened?”Kwanda.

“Khethelocanwetalktwominutes?”Kayise.

“No”Khethelo.

Ikeepshiftingmyeyesbetweenbothofthem.

“Please”Heisbeggingwithhiseyesandvoice.

“Finetwominutes”Shesaysgettingupfromthe

bathtubbutshealmostfalls.ImmediatelyKayise

holdsherinhisarmsandtheystareineachother’s

eyes.Forsolongthattheycompletelyforgetthat

wearehere.Hetakesherandtheyleaveusinthe

bathroomwithquestionablelooks.

“Whatwasthat?”Kwanda.



Iclaponce,guys!
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“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”
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“I’mthemother

Paintingsfromthepast

Inthegutter

Glitteronmywings

Throughthefire”

ThisisonethingIhavebeenrunningawayfrom

andIthinkheisfullyawareofthatbecausethiswill

comecrashingintomelikeatidalwavethatIam

reallypregnant–ultrasound.Mymorning

sicknessesarenotsokindwithmenoraremy

hormonesandIdonothavethoseexaggerated

cravingsasyetlikeeatingapplesandjam,weare

notthereasyethopefullywedonotgetthere.

Mongeziisfilledwithecstasyaswewalkintothe

consultationroomtogetherandthismorninghe



wenttogetahaircutsincehedoesnotwanthis

childtoseehimscruffyanditdoesnotendthere,

heiswearingoneofhisdesignsandoverdressed.

Istepbehindthecurtainandgettingreadyonthe

bedwiththemodestyblanketprovided,quellingthe

nauseaandfightingtheanxiety.Mypalmsare

sweatyandsoaremyarmpits.

ThedoctorpullsthecurtainbackandMongezi

comesandstandbymyhead.Notevenonce

lookingawayfrommyface,takingmyhandfirmly

intohis.AreassuranceIwasnotawarethatI

somehowneeded.Hebrushesmyfingertipsagainst

hislipswatchingthedoctorspreadingthegelon

mytummytothedoaDopplerultrasound.The

conceptofhavingahumanoccupyingmybodyis

frightening,very.“Thatisreallycold”Icomplainand

Mongezilooksdownatmewithguiltandfear

dancinginhisface.



“MaMkhungoareyouokay?”

“Ofcoursesheis”Thefemaledoctorsaysathim.

“Ohhereweare”shesaysandItensefeeling

Mongezi’shandtighteningaroundmines.Iseea

flashinhiseyesasthedoctorcontinues.“Takeasit

MrNdamaseandtakealookatthemonitor”The

doctordoesnotsoundconcernedratherkindofself

assured.

Mongezidoesnotwanttositnorletgoofmyhand

aroundhiswithourfingersintertwined.Thedoctor

movestheprobeovermybellyandprettysoonthe

soundoftheheartbeatfillstheexaminationroom.

“Canyouhearthat?”Helooksdownatmewitha

delightedsmile.

“Thereyouseeheartbeat”Thedoctorsays.Iamnot

evenlookingatthescreenanymore.Butthejoyous

onthisman’sface.Hisblackeyesareshinning

brightlyandjoyously.Istareatthelittleblob.We



cannotseeanythingasyetsincethebabyisstillthe

sizeofaseed.Iamfascinated,Icanfeelmyheart

pull.

“Icanseetheheadandlegs”Mongezisaysnextto

mewithhiseyesfocusedonthescreen.Wherecan

heseethehead?Andthelegs?

Ilookupathimsuppressingmylaughterbecause

oftheseriousnessonhisfaceandhelooksdownat

me,winkingandkissingthebackofmyback.

“Thankyou”Hemurmurstomeandwecontinue

lookingatthescreen.

“Yourbabyhasagoodandstrongheartbeat”the

doctorsaysandMongeziismesmerised.

“Issheokay?”Heasksanxiouslyandthatquestion

echoesinmyhead.AtthismomentIdonotknow

whatquestionstoaskorwhattosayatthis



moment.Itfeelssurrealallofit.Andhereferredmy

childasashe?

“Thebabylooksfine”shecontinuestoprobeand

myeyesarefilledwithsomethingwateryandsalty.

AfterfewminutesofMongezipointingouteyesand

nosethatarenottherethemachineisturnedoff

andthedoctorhandsusthephotos.

Mongeziasksthatshegivesustwominutesalone

andshejustshakeherheadinagreementwitha

smileandleavingtheroom.Hesitsonthechair

nexttomemyhandsstillonhis.“Howareyou

feeling?”Thehappinessisstillthereonhisfacenot

evenoncedisappeared.

“Pregnant”Ianswer.

Hetakeadeepbreath,“Iwantedtothankyou

maMkhungoofcoursewewerenotplanningonthis



tohappenanytimesoonbutIwantyoutoknowthat

Ihappy.AndIamgoingtobeherethroughoutour

pregnancy.Lordknowshowareannoyingyouare

thesedaysbutIloveallofit”Ialsobreathindeeply

andneedinganextradoseofoxygentohelpme

clearmyhead.“ButIwanttoknowifyouarehappy”

Mysmilehasbeenreflectinghis.

“Iamhappybhuti”

“Ngiyakuthandayezwa.Ngiyanithanda”Ohheis

referringtohisbabynowsincehishandsareonmy

stomachwithaglimpseoflightonhisface.

“Iloveyoutoo”Thedoctorcomesbackafterfew

minutestoadviseusthatIneedaplentyofrestand

takeironandvitaminpills—sigh—Ihatehavingto

swallowapillbutthesedaysIhavetodrinkthose

andtheymakemecringe.Areminderofhow

dangeroussexis.Wealsohavetosetupanother

appointment,gettingpregnantislikegetting



employed,work.

Hemakesmesitonthecouchcomfortablyplacing

thetakeawayweboughtonourwaybackthenhe

sitsonthecouchacrossmewiththeblackand

whitepicturesinhishands.Thesmileisstillthere

onhisface—Ilethimhavehismomentwith

glisteningeyesbutthenaknockinterruptsandhe

getsuptogetitandhearinghowhisvoicesounds

sosternlyIknowwhoeveritis,theyareunwelcome.

Ijustwantedpeaceforonlythreeminutesandthat

istoomuchtoask.

Mongeziwalksbackintotheroomclenchinghis

delicatejawlineandthenthereisasoundof

clickingshoesbeforeanoldwomanwalksin

wearingadressthatholdsherperfectlyand

showingstrandsofhergreyhairunderher

headwrap,sosophisticated,immaculateandclassy

withoutanydoubtthisishisgrandmother.“Gogozi

thisismaMkhungomygirlfriendandmaMkhungo



thisismygrandmother”Thatlookshehasonher

facetellsmeshehasbeenpoisonedagainstme.I

attempttogetupandshakeherheadbutMongezi

tellsmenottostand,somethingabouthischild

needingtorest.

“Shehastrappedyouwithababy?”The

grandmotherasks,sardonicallychuckling.

“Inmyhousenoonesaysanythingnegativeabout

thiswomanandifyouhaveaproblemwiththatyou

cankindlyleave.Ifanyonetrappedanyonehereits

me”Hesayswithaperiloustone.

Thegrandmotherlooksatmeinamostdiabolical

way.Itrytoofferhersomethingtodrinkbutshe

takesmyofferandthrowitoutsidethewindowwith

themostpolitesmile.“Mongeziyourmotheris

awake”shetellshimandIgetuptoexcusemyself.

Idonotwanttobepartoftheirfamilymattersbut

no,thismanheredoesn’twantmetoleave.



“Siyambongela”Mongeziresponds.

Hereallysaidgoodforher?Notbotheredhowis

shedoingoranything.Ihavetriedtogetthroughto

himbutthetopicabouthismotherislikethatone

roomthatnoonegoescloseto.

“Howlongareyougoingtobeangryatyour

mother?”

“HaslongasIwant”Howisheisstillsocalm,

collectedandcharming?

Hisgrandmotherleansforward.“Yourmothertold

meeverythingthathasbeenhappening.Youreally

thinkthatthisgirllovesyouwhenshetookajobto

beyourfriend?Youthinkshelovesyou?Sheis

afteryourmoney”



“Iamsurprisedyoufinallycameintorealisationthat

sheisyourdaughterwhenyouwerenevertherefor

heralltheseyearsandclearlyMihlalididn’ttellyou

everything.Youhaveneverbeenpartofmylifeso

youarethelastpersontomeddleyourselfintomy

business”Thatwas—Ihavenowords.The

grandmotherlooksathimdeflatedlikeaballoon

beforehestandsonhisfeet.“Itwasgreattosee

youafteralltheseyearsbutIthinkitstimeforyou

toleave”Thegrandmotherlooksatmeandclicks

hertongue.WhatdidIdo?Iamnottheonekicking

herout.

Mongeziaccompanyherallthewaytothedoorand

returnsbacktositnexttomegrabbingapictureof

thescanandpretendingasifthatdidn’tjust

happened.

“Don’tyouthinkyouwereharshonyour

grandmother?”Ilookathimbeforeleaningonhis



shoulderandwebothstareattheblackandwhite

picturethathasmynameandtoday’sdateonit.

“Weneedtoframethesescanswegonnabetaking

forthewholejourneyofthispregnancy”Weare

changingthesyllabusarewe?

“Bhuti”Icallhim.

“MaMkhungo”Hekissesthetopofmyhead.

“Talktome”

“Noonegettosayshitaboutyouandgetawaywith

itespeciallyundermyroof.Nothappening”

“Theyarelookingforsomeonetoblame”



“Idon’tcaremfaziwami”

Itakeadeepbreath,“Rememberwhenwewere

sittinginthelivingroom.Eatingnoodlesandyou

hadacupofteaonyourhand?Rememberwhatyou

saidaboutforgiveness?Startpractisingwhatyou

preach”

“Mihlalialmostkilledme”

“Butshedidn’tright?Andshewantedtomakesure

thatyouareingoodspacebyhiringme”

“No,shewantedtobringmeclosersoshecan

poisonmeagain.Mihlalidoesn’tcareaboutother

peoplebutherself,shemadeherbedandnowshe

cansleeponit”

“Andshepaidforhersinsbhuti.Shealmostlosther



lifeandshelostherunbornchild.Doyoureally

wanthertolosemorethanthat?”

“Shecanloseherselfforallcare”Heshiftsandthen

cupsmyfaceintohishandsrubbinghislipsgently

ontomymines.Andthenhedartshiseyesbetween

mines.“Ireallyappreciatewhatyouaredoing”He

smileswarmly“Butnothingyouaregoingtosayor

dothatwillmakemechangemymind”

Ireallytried.
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“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
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“Ifyoucantlive,youdying

Yougiveoryoubuyin

Keepitreal,keepitmoving

Keepgrinding,keepshining”

Everydayformeisarevelationofhowdangerous

sexis,fromthetimeIwakeuprunningtothe

bathroomfeelinganurgetothrowupand

somethingpressinghardagainstmystomachto

fightingwiththemanwhomademepregnantover

nothing,absolutelynothing—thatsometimeshe

juststaresatmeasIraponwithasmirkonhis

face.Towakingupinthemiddleofthenightandtip

toeingtothekitchenjusttomakesomethingtoeat



andendupnoteatingitbecauseofhowiteither

smellortastes.

WhatIhavenoticedisthatMongeziisenjoyingand

lovingthisjourneythatcomeswithdifferent

experienceseverydayandwealsogettoexplore

ourselvesanddifferentlayerstousinavery

differentway.

HelovesholdingmyhairasIbendinatoiletseator

sinklettingoutagutwrenchingsobwithwatery

eyeswhilescreaminghowmuchI“hate”himin

between.Helovestuggingthestrandsofmy

dreadlocksbehindmyearafterIhavewipedmy

mouththenhehandsmeabottleofwaterashe

kissesmyforeheadandholdingmyhandbackto

thebedroom.

Ihaveseenitinhiseyes,thejoy,thebrightnessand

thehappiness.AsIlookupathimandmyeyes

slightlyopened,fingersdiggingdeepintohisskin



whilethepigmentationchanges.Icanhearfromthe

wayhegroansasherhythmicallymovesin

betweenmysweetandtenderthighsandhowhis

fingersdipinmyteaandsufficemyneedforhoney.

Ohheissosucculentandpassionate!

Iwalkthroughtheglassdoorandthesmellofbrand

newclothesdancesaroundmynostrils—Iamhere

todoshoppingformyfriends,butnotmyself,Ijust

discoveredthatIenjoybuyingclothesitmakesme

happyanditmademewonderwhatifthisismygift?

Becausewearedifferentlygifted.

Iknowalotofpeoplehateshoppingandstanding

inlongqueues,butIloveeverymomentofitand

justgettingtofeelthetexturesofdifferentfabrics

onmyhands.IthinkIwanttobeabuyerifthat

makessense,havemyowncuteboutiqueatthe

cornerofsomeboujeelocationpaintedinwhite,

blackpictureshangingonthewallwithbeautiful



poeticquotesbecausemyloveforpoetryisstill

there.WhereIgettobuyclothesforpeopleandthey

justcometomyshoptopickthemupandthen

leave.

Wouldn’tthatbegreat?Imeanitcouldbeawin

frombothendsbecauseI’dgettodosomethingI

trulyloveandthatmakesmehappyandgetting

paidforit.

IthinkIamadultingnow,funnyenough.

IwalkpassthemirrorandIgetaglimpseofmyself,

IdonotlookpregnantasyetandIamshowingtoo

muchskintodaybecauseofthissunnyweather.I

amwearingawhiteshortminiskirtwithaslitbymy

thighandwhiteshirttuggedinwithblackstrappy

heelswellmynonexistencebuttockslooklikethey

exist.“Nokwanda!”Ihearsomeoneshoutingmy

nameandIlookaroundwithoutseeinganyone.I

continuewalkingaroundthestoreandwandering



myeyes.“Kwanda!”someonepatsmyshoulderand

Iquicklyturnaroundindefence.“Ididn’tmeanto

scareyou”hesaysspreadinghischeeksintoa

smileandnotevenoncedoIsmilebackinsteadthe

disgustingmemoryofhimpoundingmyfatherfrom

behindandhisbuttocksdoing“tsipa-tsipa”paysme

anunexpectedvisit,thatmemoryfeelsfreshly

restored.

Iflickmyhair,“Sambulo”Isaywithamarbleface

andhelooksatmefromheadtotoebeforedarting

hiseyesbetweenmines.

“Youlookbeautiful”hecomplimentsmeandIjust

starebackbeforewalkingawayfromhim.Idonot

havethetimeforthiskhumbayaconversationand

compliments.Ihavenothingtosaytohimreally

whenhewantedtopainthimselfasthegoodguyall

alongwhenhewasnotevenclosetothat.You

cannotbethatjudgementalwhenyouhaveyouown

skeletonsinacloset,hemademequestionmy



moralcompasssomanytimessoIamnotaboutto

godownthatroadagainwithhimoranyoneelsefor

thatmatter.

HegrabsmebyhandandIpausewalking,Ieven

stumbledalittle“Sambuloletmego!”Isay

treacherouslyandlookingstraightintohiseyes“Let

goofmeSambulo!”Iwarnagainandslowlyhe

removeshisfingersfrommeandstandsdistance

awaytakingadeepbreath.

“Aboutwhatyousawthatday—

“WhatIsaw?”Ichallengemyeyebrow“whatare

youtalkingabout?”

“Wecannothavethisconversationheresocanwe

gosomewhere?”Helooksatmewithbeggingeyes

thatmatcheshistone.



“IhavenothingtosaytoyouSambulo”

“Ijustwantyoutohearmeout,thatsallKwanda

please”

“Yousleptwithmyfather”Isaywhispering,Iamnot

abouttoscreamontopofmylungsandIamtrying

sohardtokeepmycomposuresothatpeople

standingfromthedistancewillseethisasanormal

conversation.Iamevensmilingslightly“sowhatis

theretotalkabout?”

Hetakesadeepbreathandshoveshishandsinhis

pockets,“Thatwasnotme.Idon’tknowwhat

happenedtomethatnight.Thedeviljust...”

“Myfatheristhedevil?”Iaskhim.

“Heisnotyourfather”



“Thathasnothingtodowithyou;heisstillmy

fatherandifyouwanttoblameallofthisonhim

thenworkonyourself”

Hetakesanothersharpintakeofbreathandrunning

hishandsbehindhisneck,“Iamnotgay”

“Great!”

“ImeanitKwanda.EvennowIdonotknowhow

thathappened,Ihavebeenmeaningtogetholdof

yourfatherandjustfindoutwhathappenedbuthe

keepsrunningawayfromme.Ihavenothing

againsthomosexualityhearmeoutbutIamnotgay

socanwepleasemeetwhenyouhavetimesowe

couldtalk?Ifpossiblepleasebringhim”hisstory

soundssoconvincingbecauseofhistone,body

languageandfacialexpressionevenablindman

couldpossiblybelievethathemight’vebeen



druggedorsomethingandendeduphavingthe

bestsexofhislife–Iamsayingbestbecauseof

thoseanimalisticsoundstheywerebothmaking.

Idonotsayanythingjuststandinghereandlooking

athim,“Youhavemynumbersowhenyouare

readytohavethisconversationthenwecantalk

andmaybewecantalkaboutus”

“ThereisnousSambulo”Ispit“AndIhavenothing

tosaytoyou”

“Youareinlovewithhimareyou?”Ohthelookon

hisface,thesadnessdancingrightthere.

Feelingbad?Yes,becauseeventhoughIknewthat

Ihavenoromanticfeelingsforhimorwhatsoever

butIcontinueddragginghiminwhateverthatwas

betweenusbutalsowewerebothlyingtoeach

othersoIamnottoblameright?



Right!

“Makotiwami”ThemomentIhearhisvoicemy

heartimmediatelystartstoswiminmystomach

beforefeelinghimstandingbehindmeandlooking

towardsSambulowhoisalsokeepingasternface

asifsomethingwashappeningbetweenusand

Bongeziweinterruptedthat.“Whatisgoingon

here?”heasks,withnosenseofcalamitylikehis

brotherbutonewrongwordfromthemanstanding

oppositemethenafightwillerupt.“Makoti”hesays

tome.

“Youhaveanewman?”Sambulosays“Usuyafeba

Kwanda?”Thatallittookforhimtogetapunch

acrosshisfacethatwassounexpected.

DidhereallyaskifIambitchnow?



“Bongeziwe!”Ipullhimbehindalthoughhewantsto

fightbackbuthelooksatmystomach,Ithinkit

cameasareminderthatIampregnantandifhe

pushesmebackoranythingthensomethingmight

happeninsteadheclickshistongue.

“Asambemakoti”hesaystomeandIdonothaveit

inmetoarguewithhim.

“ButIstillwantedtodoshopping”

“Wewillgotoanotherstore,let’sgo”Ifollowright

behindhimandthedirectionthathetakesisnotto

anotherstorebutinsteadheiswalkingoutsideto

thecarparking.Hewaswalkingfastbuthepauses

alongthewaysinceIamwalkinglikeasupermodel

onarunawayshow.Nowheisbehindmegrabbing

outhisphonefromhispocketandIamsuretocall

hisbrother.IdonotknowwhyIamworriedasifI

didsomethingwrong,Ididn’tdoanythingwrong.



Bongeziweopensthecartoapassengerseatfor

meandIclamberin,andrightafterthatheslides

behindthewheelandmanoeuvresthecaronthe

roadwithmusicfillinginthecar.Ithinkthisisdeep

house,soundslikeitwithanessenceofsoulfulness.

“MinaBongeziweIdidn’tdoanything”Ispeakout

first,thesilenceissothickanduncomfortable

makingmefeellikeatoddlerwhowascaught

stealingbrownsugarandstandingontopofachair.

Helooksatmeonceandthefocusesontheroad

whiledrumminghisfingersonasteeringwheel,

“Hmmm”thatallhesaysbeforeheturnstotheleft,

heisdrivingstraighttohisbrothershousewithno

questionsasked“youwilltellMongezithat,heis

waitingforyoumakoti”hesaysandthenthepink

elephantcomesbackagain,dancingandshaking

itshipsleft,rightandcentre.

WeparkatthegarageandIamthefirstonetoget



offbeforehecanevenopenmydoor,Iamwalking

behindhimasheleadsmeinsidethehouse.

MongeziisnotaroundandIamguessinghe

might’vehavewenttoworksincehehasbeengoing

therethesedaystocheckhowiseverythingbuthe

ismostlyworkingfromhome.

Bongeziweisdrinkingabeerfromabottleand

comfortablysittingonthecouchwhile,Ionthe

otherhandontheedgeofurinatingmyselffor

absolutelynoreason.

Afterwhatfeltlikeaneternityofsilenceand

uneasinesswehearthedooropeningthen

footstepswhenIlookupBongeziwehasagrin

plasteredonhisfacesthenhewinksatmeandby

thetimeMongeziwalksintheroomlooking

gorgeousinablacksuitandflatanklebootswith

buckles,myarmpitsarealreadysweatingeven

undermybreasts.“MaMkhungo”Whenhisvoice



washesovermethetapsaroundmyeyesare

immediatelyopenedandhelookstowardshis

brotherwhojustshruggedhisshouldersand

continuesdrinkingfromthebottle.“Wozalamama”

HecallsmeandIspringoutofthecouchtothrow

myselfinhisopenedarmsandheembracesme

thenhetakesmyhandleadingtothekitchenwhere

hepoursmeaglassofwaterandlemon.

Wereturnbacktothelivingroom,Iamavoidingeye

contactwithBongeziwe.“Ididn’tdoanything...”I

sayaftergulpingaglassofwater“Iwalkedintothe

storeandthenhecalledoutmynameandwhenI

turnedarounditwashim.Hetoldmehedoesn’t

rememberthenightwithmyfatherandhethinkshe

mighthavebeendrugged.Ididn’twanttotalkto

Sambulo,bhuti”Hisfacialexpressionjustchanged

asifhedoesn’tknowwhatIwastalkingabout.

“YouspoketoSambulo?”Hefurrowshiseyebrows

andleaningforward.



Oh,no.

looktowardsBongeziwe,“Ididn’ttellhimanything”

didIjust—ohyes,Idid.

“NokwandaMkhungo”hecallsme,velvetythan

sternly.

“Bhuti”

“Iamwaitingforananswer”

“Chabo”

“Chabo?”Heraiseshiseyebrow.



“Iwasjust...”

“Didyouordidyounottalkwithyourex?”itwas

betterusinghisnamethancallinghimlikethatnow

myguiltisflappingherlashesandwaitingfora

response.

Iswallow,“whenhewastalkingIclosedmyears

withmyhands”IlieandBongeziweeruptswith

laughterandchokingonhisdrink,Ihatehimso

muchformakingthissituationworseandhewalks

outoftheroom.

“Really?”Mongeziaskssardonically.

“Wespoke”

“Andyoubelievedwhathetoldyou?”



“Idon’tknow”

Hesmiles,notagenuinesmile“Youwhat?”

“Idontknow”
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“IfI’mgoingtodie.I’dliketoactuallylivefirst”

HejuststaresatmeasifIamacompleteimbecile

hehasevercomeacrossthenshakeshisheadwith

hishandunderhischin,Iwonderhowhekeepshis

fingerssoperfectlymanicuredandclean—Ifind

theveinsinhishandsveryattractivetheyscream

masculine.“Ismybabyhungry?”Theconversation

isshifting.Althoughhisfacestaysopaquenessbut

hiseyesaresmoulderingwithsuppressedanger.

“Iamnothungry”Irespondwithasmile,avery



charmingoneandalthoughhewantstokeepa

marblefacebutheisfailinginsteadhegrimaced

andleansbackwardsonthecouchandattentively

lookingatme,makingsurethatthesmileiswiped

offmyfaceanduncomfortabilityfindsawayto

wrapitselfaroundme.

“Areyoumybaby?”Hesmirkswhenhefinallysees

thathismissiontomakemefeeloutofplaceis

workingasIchewtheinsidesofmycheeksblinking

athim.

“Areyoumadatme?”

“Very”Hesays,thewayhesaiditsoundedmore

sensualthanpoisonousorvenomously.“Butweare

goingtoworkaroundthat”

“Sexisnotapunishment”



Hetugshisheadinwithasardonicallysmile“And

youthoughtIwasgoingtopunishyouwithsex?”

“Youwon’t?”

“Ngobani?”

Idon’tunderstandwhatthatquestionsupposedto

mean.

“Youarebeingmeantomebhuti”

“YouwantmyfacetoturnredforyoutoseethatI

ammadatyou?”Hepinsmewithadarklook.His

toneissternandmysexclenchesviolently.

“ThatisnotwhatIsaid”Isay.



“YouknowwhatpissesmeoffNokwanda?Isthat

youseeabsolutelynothingwrongaboutthis.You

satthereandconfidentlytoldmethatyoudon’t

knowifyoubelievedthestorythathetoldyouor

not.Andtomeitseemsasifyoubelievedhim.You

aresogullible.Uyangicasula”HesayspolitelyandI

feelthebloodslippingfrommybodyandturning

myskinunsuallypaleandthenhegetsupfromthe

couchandleavestheroomdisappearing

somewhere.Hewalkswithconfidentandyoucan

evenhearitinhisfootsteps.

Ifhisemotionswereluminousratherthanvague,I

wouldhaveknownthathewasnotflirtingwithme

orhaveforgivenmeforthatmatter—sigh—Isit

hereinthelivingroomdisconcertingandnot

knowingwhethertofollowbehindhimorleave.

Ithinkhisbrotherleftrightaftereruptingwith

laughterandchokingonhisbeer,mxm.



AftertakingoffmyshoesIstridetothekitchenand

sashayingmyselfaroundasIstartcooking.Itisso

quitethattheonlythingmakingnoiseisthepots

andthewaterrunninginthesink.

Ohandthesoundofmydrummingheartagainst

mychestthatfeelsasifitwillcomeoutifmouthifI

mutteraword.

Iamstirringapotwhenhewalksintotheroomand

hehasatowelwrappedaroundhiswaistwitha

dropletofwateronhisskin,fallingfromhisheadto

hisfaceallthewaytohischiselledchestandthe

tinyminimaltattoosonhisbodyareallvisible.

Iprayundermybreathasheignoresmyexistence

andwalkingtowardsthefridge—ohheisnot

talkingtome?

Hegrabsabottleofwaterandopensthecaptaking



agulpandIwatchhisthroatslowlymovingupand

downincludingAdam’sapple.“Bhuti”Icallhimout

andhelooksatme,notsayingasinglewordjust

looking.

Iblinkonceandthentwice,countthatthreetimes

andsquirmingandIamsureIhavecausedmyown

waterfallinbetweenmythighsifnotaflood.“Your

foodisburningNokwanda”Hesaysthenwalksout

oftheroom.

Whatsatanismisthis?

Igrabtheburningpotsthatburnsmyfingertips

causingmetoscream,loudlyanddramaticallyasI

openthetapinthesink.“MaMkhungo”Heyellsout

stridingtowardsmeandtakingmyhandtohis

“Whathappened?”Ijustlookathimwithmy

burningfingerandmyeyesfilledwithunnecessary

tears.



Hewipesmytearswithhisthumb—Heismore

concernedaboutmyfingerthanbeingmadatme.

Afterwipingmytearshesucksmyfingerintohis

mouthwrappingmewithhiswarmththenhewalks

outcomingbackwithaplaster.Idonothave

neitherascarnorawoundbytheway.“Iam

comingback”Hesaysthenleaves.Leavingme

wonderingwheredowestandsincemyfingerhas

beensucked?AmIforgiven?IamsureIamnot.

Hecomesbacknolongerhalfnakedandhe

continueswiththecooking.Iguesswearenot

talking.“Bhuti...”Icallhimoutandhelookstowards

mewhilehestartschopping.“Ngiyaxolisa”I

apologise.Itwashardspittingthosewords.They

werestranglingmyneckandsqueezingmy

oesophagus.

Hepausesclaspinghishandsonthekitchenisland

andlookingstraightintomyeyes.“Idon’twantus



tohavethisconversationagainNokwanda”When

heismadatme,hecallsmebymyfullname,noted.

“Ever.Especiallyaboutthatguywhoistryingto

manipulateyouanduseyou.Hesleptwithyour

fatherwecannotchangethatandyoucannot

unseenthat.Hedoesn’twanttotakeaccountability

ofhisactionsasalwaysandnowhewantstopin

pointthisonsomeoneelse.MinakeIwon’tallow

himtotakeadvantageofyou.Iwilllethimgetaway

withthisnowbutifhedarestrycomingnexttoyou

againNokwanda...”Hedoesn’tfinishhissentence

insteadhesmirksdevilishlyandcontinues

choppinghisvegetables.Ifelthiswrathandthe

threatening.Itdidnotsoundlikeanemptythreat

either.

Wearedisturbedbymyphoneringingfromthe

livingroominmybag.Igetoffthechairtograbit

outmybagwhenmybrother’snameflashes.

“Kayise”IanswerandIcanhearsirensinthe

backgroundanddifferentvoicestalkingatonce.



“Kwandawhereisyourboyfriend?”

“Heishere,whathappened?Areyouokay?”

“Givehimthephone”

”Notuntilyoutellmewhatishappening”

“MooncresIdon’thavetimeforyourstubbornness

socanyoupleasegiveyourmanyourphonesoI

cantalktohim”

“Whathaveyoudone?”

“Kwanda!”Okay,Okay.Irushtothekitchenand

handMongezithephoneandthemomenthe

pressesitagainsthisearhewalksoutoftheroom.



Whatishappening?

[01/24,07:48] :51.

“Everyoneiscapableofsomething”

ONALENNA

Itwasalovelyafternoonsunoutandshining

brightlyintheskythatlookedbeautifullyblueandI

wokeupwithathrobbingheadachefromthe

previousendlessdrinkingandthegalesoflaughter.

Havinghisfingersdippingmyteaundertheblanket

aswesatonthecouchwitheveryone,hewasdrunk

andsowasI—IthinkthatwastheverymomentI

realisedthatImightbefallinginlovewithhim,

everymomentashewhisperedinmyear

complimentmynewfreshlydoneblondebraidsand

hiswarmbreathcaressingmemixedwiththe

whiskythathehadbeendrinkingandthecigarette

hehasbeensmoking.



Heremindedmeoverandoveragainaboutus

goingoutthefollowingdayandalthoughhe

soundedveryecstaticaboutitbutthewassome

senseofnervousnessinhisvoice,whichisvery

unusual.

Igracefullycladmyselfinaredminidresswith

shortpuffysleevesandwhitestrappyheels,that

morningIwasfeelinguneasyIdon’tknowwhybut

myanxietywasjuststranglingme,makingmy

handsturncoldasanewfridgeuntiltheywere

changingpigmentation.

IthoughtitwasbecauseIhaven’tsatoppositea

manunderachandelierwithabottleofwinein

betweenusandjustexchangingsmileswhilemy

faceiscoveredinkaleidoscopichueinawhile.

TruthfullyspeakingIthoughtthiswasoneofthose



threeminutesrelationshipsIhavebeenjumping

intofromtimetotimebecauseIeitherloseinterest

sinceIdonotfeelneitherchemistryorconnection,

andsometimesit’sjustmelettinggosoIdon’t

havetoletmyguarddown.

ButwithBongeziwe—hemakesthislovethingfeel,

tasteandlooklikeabreeze.

AknockcamethroughmydoorasIwasdappling

lipglossonmylipsandIgrabbedmyhandbagthat

matchedmyshoesincludingthedramatic

sunglassesthatmademywholeoutfitscream

nothingbutclassy.“Hey”Isaidopeningthedoor

onlytofindatallframe,lookingdangerously

handsomeasalwayscarryingayounggirlinhis

armsthathadanicewildnaturalhairthatwas

tangledyetlookedbeautifullyonher–shewas

clingingontohim.

Strangehowshelookedexactlylikehimbutthe

differencewastheupturnedeyes.



IlookedatBongeziwewhohadanapologeticlook

plasteredonhisfaceandtheyounggirlwhowas

laterintroducedasNamisa,whoprefersbeing

calledZendayabecausethatishowherfather

namedher.

HesteppedclosertokissmylipsbutIgavehimmy

cheekinstead,hejustgazedatmewiththat

charmingsmilehealwaysgivesmewhenheis

abouttofuckmesenselessly.“Areyoureadyto

go?”Ifakedasmile;itwassoplasticbefore

noddingmyheadandclosingthedoorbehindme.

Theyounggirllookedbeautiful,youcantellwhen

shegrowsshe’llknowhersenseofstyleasshewas

wearingareddressandwhitesneakers,with

earringsshapedasunicorninherears.

Weclamberedinacarandatfirstshehadan



argumentwithherfatherabouthavingtositatthe

backseat,Bongeziwejustspokeoncewithastern

toneandimmediatelysherantositatthebackseat

andstartedhystericallycryingandeventually

calmeddownbecauseherfatherwasnothavingit.

IthenlaterdiscoveredthatIamnotjustagirlfriend

butalsoastepmothertoayounggirlwhohas

madeitprettyclearthatshehatesmeandIamnot

hermother,neverhaveItoldherfatheraboutthis.

Iamnottheonetocomebetweenthefatherandhis

daughter,notnow,notever.

AnywaysIjustgotacallfromBongeziwewhowas

alreadyonhiswaybackherejustminutesago,he

leftthehousegoingtobuyussomethingtoeatand

Iamguessinghewasbuyingthefoodinanother

countrysincehelefthoursago,heaskedmethat

wecometohisbrother’shousesincesomething

hashappenedandKwandaisgoingtoneed



us—andby“us”Imeanherfriends.

Idon’tknowwhatreallyhappenedbecausehe

didn’twanttogetintodetails.“Zendaya!”Icallout

forhersowecanleave.Ihavealreadypackedher

bagsjustincasewehappentosleepoverather

uncle’splace.

Noresponse!

Iwalkaroundthehouselookingforheronlytofind

herinherroomspeakingonherphonewithher

eyesfilledwithtearsandthemomentsheseesme,

shethenwipesthem.“Bye,byemamaIloveyou”

shesays,atherageIdidn’thaveaphoneoreven

knewhowtouseit.

Ileanagainstthedoorandwatchingher,“Whyare

youcryingnana?”

“Nothing”



“Butyouarecrying”

“Isaidit’snothing,yohtshin’thiza!”

O-kay

“Sinceyoudon’twanttotellmethenIamgoingto

tellyourfathermaybeyoumighttellhimwhatis

wrongwithyou”

“Ihateyou!”shesaysagain.

Nomatterhowmanytimesshesaysthosewords

buttheystillhaveawaytostabrightthroughmy

heartwithacoldknifeandthecoldnesspenetrates

mymind.



MaybeifIwasaggressivetowardsherornoteven

tryingtobuildarelationshipthenitwouldn’thave

hurtasmuchbutrightnowIdon’tevenknowwhatI

didwrongtoher.

IsitbecauseImadehersitatthebackseat?

Isitbecausesheoncecaughtmekissingherfather?

OrdoesshesomehowfeelIamheretoreplaceher

mother?

Icanfeelmyowntearsburningmyeyes,theyfeel

likepowerfulacid.“Youwillmeetmeinthecaryour

fathersaidwemustmeetatyouruncle’splace”

eventhisconversation,itfeelsasifIamtalkingtoa

firstwifeandIhavetowalkaroundeggshellsfor

hertoacceptme.

Iwalkoutoftheroomandthat’swhenmytears

caressmycheeks,Iquicklywipethemoffand

grabbingthecarkeysandherbagstothegarage.



Afterwhatfeltlikeaneternityofcryinginacarand

bangingmyheadonasteeringwheel,theprincess

eventuallycomesoutbangingthedoorandmaking

herselfcomfortableontheleatherseat.“Whyare

youdrivingmyfather’scarandnotyours?”she

asksasIstarttheengineandreversingout,Iamso

closetobeatingtheshitoutofBongeziwe’s

daughtertrustme.

InsteadofansweringIturnonthemusicand

completelyignoringher,ifshedoesn’twanttoact

likeasevenyearoldbutagrownwomanthensobe

it.

FinallywedrivethroughMongezi’sgateandthe

saltybreezedancesonmynostrilsaswebothget

offthecarandtakingherbagsandmakingourway

insidethehouse.



AfterknockingtwiceBongeziweistheoneto

answerthedoorinsteadandhisdaughterjumpsin

hisarmsandnuzzlingonhisneck.Heattentively

lookatme.IhatebeingunderhisintensegazesoI

amavoidingeyecontactwithhimotherwiseI’llend

upcryingrighthereandrightnow.“Zendayago

inside,Iamcomingprincess”hesayskissingher

foreheadandshegigglesjumpingoffhisarmsand

runninginsidethehouse.

Themomentshedisappearsheshutsthedoorand

webothstandoutside,thecoldbreezemakingthe

hairatthenapeofmyneckstandaswestareat

eachother.“Youwerecryingagain”histoneisnot

sopolite,“Andthistimeifyoudarelietome

Onalennasoxabana”Itightlyholdthehandbagin

myhandsandlookingawayfromhim,“Onalenna”

hecallsme.Hewantsmetolookathim,Iwon’t.

“Hmmm”Imurmur.



“Lookatme”Iswallowthehumongouslumponmy

throatandinvoluntarilythewaterbeadstouchthe

tipofmymouth.“Mama”hesayssoftlyandplacing

hisindexfingerundermychinsoIcouldlookathim.

Ilookathim—Iamsomadatthesetraitoroustears.

“Khulumanamiphela”

“It’snothing.IsKwandaokay?Whathappened?”

“YouknowhowmuchIhatewhatyouaredoing

rightnow”

“Itoldyouit’snothingbaby”

“Butyou’recrying?”

Itakeasharpintakeofbreath,“Ijust...canwego



inside?”

“NotuntilyoutellmewhathappenedotherwiseI

amgoingtofindoutmyself”

“Iwanttogoinside”Intentlyhelooksatmeand

thenstepasidesoIcangoinsideasIattemptto

walkpasshimhegrabsmebyarmandcausinga

collisiononhischest.

“Ngiyakuthanda”heremindsmethatheloves,and

GodknowshowmuchIbelieveeverywordcoming

fromhismouthasitslowlymeltineverycornerof

mybrain.“YezwaOnalenna”

“Ngiyezwa”

“Wenaawungithanda?[Youdon’tloveme?]”



“NgiyakuthandaNdamase”Ismilewarmly,the

smilejustcreepsoutofmycheeksunplanned.

“Pleasetellmewhat’swrongoratleastpromise

youwilltellme”

“Ipromise”

“Iwilltakethat”aslightkissonmychinandcloser

tolipsmakingmebegformoreandwebothwalk

insidethehouse.

ItfeelsasifsomethinginsidemeshatterswhenI

findNamisawithherheadonKwanda’slapwhois

nowbraidingherhairintoBantuknots,sothat

meansI’mtheproblem?

“Mysweetheart!”KwandasaysandIbendinfront

ofhersoIcankisshercheeks.“Youlookbeautiful”



shecomplimentsandinthatmomentKhetheloand

Yolokaziarrivesandthemenleaves.

WeleaveNamisainthelivingroomwatching

cartoonsandmakingourwaytothekitchen,

“Doesanyonehaveanideawhathappenedbecause

bhutiisleavingmeinthedark”Kwandaasks,she

hasbeenhidinghowsheisfeelingaboutthiswhole

situationofbeingleftinthedark.

“BhutiisKayise?”Yolokazi.

“No,Mongezi”wealleruptwithlaughter.Whatever

happenedtopetnames?

“Hehakeyoucallhimbhutibecausethatisthe

closestthingtobhebi?”Yolokazi.



Kwandashakesherhead;sheisnotherusualself

evenherlaughterisnotasloud.“Ijustcan’tget

myselfintocallinghimbabyoranythingalong

thoselines”

“IsKayiseokaythough?”Khethelo

“Youarestillthere?”Iaskherfirst—heartisavery

stupidorganIamtellingyou.

“Yohguysleavemealone”

“Idon’tknowanythingIwasjustcalledtocome

hereandthatwasit”Yolokazishrugshershoulders.

Silence!

It’stense.



“BythewayOnalennawhatiswronghoneyyou

seemoff”Kwanda

“Thereisnothingwrong”

“Thereisabsolutelynoneedforyoutolie”Yolokazi

“WellshetoldmethatBongeziwe’sdaughterhates

her”Khethelo

Alleyesonme,“Andyousmackedherrightwhen

shesaidthat?Andthrewherinathreelegpot?”

Yolokazi

“Iamnotleavingmychildwithyou”Kwanda

“Noreallythatwasverydisrespectful,didyoutell

Bongeziwe?”Khethelo



“Guysno,Iunderstandwhysheisbeinglikethis.

Hermotherleftandsheneedstoadapttothisnew

environmentandworseIaminherfather’slife.

Thereisabsolutelynoneedforhertobethrownina

threelegpot”

“Istillsayyoushouldthrowhertherethough”

Yolokazi

Wesithereinthekitchenforcoupleofmore

minutes,Kwandaislongertalkingthatmuchand

theatmospherehasbecomeevenmoretense

especiallyaswelookattheclocktickingandthe

menarenotbackasyetandnotevencalling.

NamisahasfallenasleeptoItakeherinmyarmsto

theguestroomandgentlyplaceheronthebed

strokingherhairbackandkissingherforehead.

“Mommypleasedon’tleaveme”shemurmursin



hersleepandholdingmyhandtightly.

Ilaynexttoherandthrowingmyarmsaroundher,

whenthemusclesaroundherfacerelaxesandher

breathcalmsIgetupfromthebedbutalmostland

onthefloortofindBongeziweleaningagainstthe

doorwatchingus.“Youareback!”Jesus,Iwas

worried.

Ineedtostopreadingthesenovelsaboutgangstas

insuitesbecauseIautomaticallyassumedthey

werepartofthatcatergory.

Ithrowmyselfinhisarmsandblessinghisface

withkisses.“YouthoughtIwasnotcomingback?”

“Yes,whathappened?”

“Kayisehasbeenarrested”



“Arrested?”

“AttemptedmurderbutKwandadoesn’tknowasyet

sopleasedon’ttellheranythinguntilwedo

somethingaboutthistomorrowmorning”

“Wait,whatareyousaying”

“That’sallIcantellyoufornowsthandwasami”

Attemptedmurder?Asinhealmostkilledsomeone,

nevernothim.“Whywereyoucrying?”

“Bongeziwe,Kwandaneedstofindoutaboutthis”

“Onalennapleasewearenotabouttoargueabout

this.KayiseaskedusnottotellherandMongezi

doesn’twantanythinghappeningtothebabyas

well,Iwasn’tsupposedtotellyou”



”Butyoualreadydid”

“Whywereyoucrying?”

“Itwasnothing”

“YouarefullyawarethatIcanmakeyoutalkright?”

Attemptedmurder?
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“wearemagical,higherthanheaven”

Iamstandinginfrontofthemirrorandlatheringmy

skinwithamoisturizerinbetweenmybreastwhile

watchinghismovementthroughhisreflectionand

thenhepauseswhenoureyesmeets.“Whatisthat



youarehidingfrommebhuti?”Iaskhim,moving

myhandsinbetweenmythighsandspreadingthe

moisturizer.

Hedramaticallygasps“Hiding?Haibo”Ohhe

knowsIcannotreadhisfacialexpressionneither

canIreadhismindsinceheknowshowtostay

calmandcollectedeveninaseafullofsharks.

Mxm!

Hehasacoysmileplasteredonhisface.“Weare

hidingthingsfromeachothernow?”Iaskhim.

Istopbreathingashekeepstakingstepstoward

me.Hestillhasthatverysameeffectonme.Where

itfeelsasifsomethingintoxicatingisshooting

throughmybloodstreamandsomeoneispressing

theirkneeonmychest,makingithardformeto

takeabreather.Inandout.



Hispalmsgrazeovermyhips,thenovermy

hardeningbelly.Ieasebacktorestmyheadagainst

hisshoulderandlacemyfingersbehindhisneck.It

bringsmybreaststantalizinglyhigher.

Webothwatchourreflectioninthemirrorwith

anticipationashishandscupeachsensitiveorb.

Hisfingertipsbrushingsoftlyovermynipples.My

eyesshutandagaspescapemylips.Thenhedrop

hisheaddowntonibbleandlickatmyneckwhile

gentlyrollingthepeaksofmybreastsbetweenhis

thumbsandforefingers.“WhatmakesyouthinkI

amhidingsomethingfromyoumfaziwami?”My

headflybackasIcryoutandmybreastspress

harderintohishands.Myfingerspawdesperately

athisneck.“Hmm?”hewhispers.Whilehisone

handstillcupsmyleftbreast,theothertraveldown

tomystomach.“maMkhungo”Hisfingertipspress

beneaththetobaccosilkofmypantiesanddip

betweenmythighs.



“Bhuti”Icryoutashisfingersgentlysoughtoutand

strokemymostsensitiveparts.

“Iamlistening”hesaysintomyear.Mywetheat

welcomeshimandurgehimon.Hecontinuesto

watchthetwoofusinthemirror.Myeyesclose,my

chestrisingandfallingrapidlywithmyshallow,

quickbreaths.

“Iknowyouarehidingsomethingfromme”Isay,

mymusclestensingasIneartheedge.“Yes!Please

don’tstop”

“Youlikethat?”

“Hmmm”

“Icangiveyoumore”



“Please”

“WhatmakesyouthinkIamhidingsomething?”

“Because.Ah!”Iscream.Hecradlesmybody

againsthisasIcome,absorbingtheviolentspasms

ofmyorgasm.Whenmycriessubsidesandmy

bodyslumpsagainsthis,hepauses.

“Wearejustgettingstartedsthandwasami”

Hebendstokissthenapeofmyneck,slidingthe

nightdressoffmewithbothhands.

“Pleasetellmethetruth”Isighashisarms

encircledmywaistandhepresseshimselfagainst

me.Hisfaceisburiedinmydreadlocksashis

handsslideup,exploringmewitheagerfingers.He



caressesmynipples,feelinggoosefleshriseunder

histouch.Heslipsonehandinsidemypantiesonce

torunhisfingersthroughmymoist.

“WhatifIamreallyhidingsomethingtoprotect

you?”

“Soyouarehidingsomething?”Iturnaroundinhis

armsandreachforhistop.Ihavelearnedsowell

thewaystoenticehim,toteasehim,andultimately

tosatisfyhim.

Ipulloffhistopthenreachforhishand,kissinghis

palmsolanguidlyheshiversandclutchesatmy

shoulderwiththeotherone,slidingmyhanddown

thefrontofhistrousersandsmilingwickedlyasI

gentlysqueezehiserection.Iunziphistrousersand

letthemfallaroundhisankles.Hispenispokes

throughhiswhitebrandedbriefs.



Ismileandstrokeit.Hewrapshisarmsaroundme

andcarryingmetothebed.Istruggleagainsthim,

giggling,andgaspingashedropsmeacrossthe

bedandbendingoverme,urgentkissescovering

mymouthandstillingmygiggles.“Iamhiding

somethingbuttoprotectyouNokwanda”Ishemad?

Hecallsmewithmyfullnamewhenheismad–but

theseriousnessofhisfaceissexyandintruding.

Whatcouldthatpossiblybe?

Hepriedoneofhisshoesoffwiththeother,letting

thembothdroptothefloor.Isighatthefeelofhis

breathbetweenmybreasts.Hischinbrushesmy

breastandmynipplerise.

Hecatchesitwithhislipsandsuckhard.

“Mongezi”Igasp.



Hekeepssuckinginstronglittlewavesandsliding

hisfingersbackinsidemypanties.Irockagainst

him,aquietmoanpeakingwitheachthrustofmy

hips.Iamhotandwetalready,andthenhishandis

drenchedinwarmthasIgriphisneckandletouta

long,lowmoan.

WhenIloosenmyholdonhimheremovesmy

panties,thenhisboxersandhissocks.Hereturns

hisfingersinsideme,startingalloverwithlight,

teasingstrokes.Ispreadmylegsandhemoves

betweenthem,stillstrokingwhileheteasesmy

othernipple.

IfhethinksafterthisI’llcompletelyforgetabout

whatheishidingfrommethenheright,absolutely

right.

“Yes.Oh,yes”Ibreatheashesucksandstroke,

slowlypenetratingmewithonefinger,thentwo.I

ampanting,myhandsstrokinghisback,gradually



settlingforlongerperiodsonhisbuttocks.

Iamwideopentohim,hotandwet,mymusky

scentfillingthebedroom.Hemoveshisfingersand

entersmeslowly,continuingtocaressmylabiaas

hispenisfillme.“Lord,yes”Ibreatheagain,

thrustingmychesttowardhim,“Itfeelssogood”

Hismouthsoughtmines,completingthechainof

ourbodies,takingmyprobingtongueandgrasping

lips.

Andthenwebegintomove.Slowlyatfirst,rocking

together,creatingahotlittlefrissionthatspread

quicklyalongtinglingnerves.Hewithdrawsalittle

andplungedeeperandIgroanwithpleasure.

Andhedoesitagain,coveringmybreastwithhis

handsothathispalmpinchthenipple.



“OhGodness!”Icryout.Myhipsrisingbeneathhim.

Hepressesthemdown.Hebeginsthrusting,and

twisting.Hardandfast.Bothhandsonthemattress

oneithersideofmyhead.Mylegswrappedaround

hiswaistkeepinghimfrompullingouttoofar,but

evensoImoaneachtimehedoes,squeezinghis

buttockstobringhimbackin.

Thejoltofecstasytakemebysurprise.Hisback

archsandheraiseshishead,gaspingforair.Iam

gaspingaswell.Myhandsrunninguphisbackto

holdontohisshouldersasIpullmyselfagainsthim

inalongblissfulshudder.

Helowershimselftohiselbowsandpresshislips

tomines.Iamstillpantingandhechucklesashe

kissesmycheeksandmyneck,andIchuckletooat

thesheerpleasureofourjoining.

.



It’sthemorningwhenIpurposelyinterrupthim

peacefullysleeping—heisbeautifulwithbothhis

eyesclosedandtheeyelashesrestingatthe

bottomofhiseyeslikeacrescent.Hismouth

slightlyopened.Hisbreathingsoundinglikea

rhythmneededinaorchestrasomewhereinaLatin

country.

Hishandsarearoundmystomach.“Bhutiwakeup!”

Isayshakinghimagain.Andheslightlyopenshis

eyesandthenclosethemagain,groaning.“Bhuti”I

calloutandinsteadofopeningthoseeyeshe

smirks,clearlyknowingwhyIamwakinghimup

andslowlyhisfacemusclesrelaxesonceagain

whichmeanshehasfallenrightbacktosleep.

Thatwasveryadorable.

NowIcannotwakehimupbecausethesmirkhe



hadonisstillthereandslowlybutsurely

evaporating.

Iguess,Iamnotfindingoutwhatisthatheishiding

fromme.

Ikisshiseyes,nose,cheeksandmouthbefore

gettingoffthebed.

Ishouldbesleepinga

lotbuthedoesthatthanmethesedays.

AfterwashingmyfaceandbrushingmyteethIwalk

outoftheroomputtingonmydress,wehave

guestssoIhavetotakecareandcheckuponthem.

“Makoti”Bongeziwesayswhenheseesme.Forever

jollyandheisinthelivingroomdrinkingacupof

coffee.



Idon’twanttotalktohimandhegotmetrouble.

Ilookathim,“Wenayougotmeintrouble”

“Yougotyourselfintrouble.MinaIwasn’tgoingto

tellhim.Whatdoesmynepheweatsinthe

morning?”Hesmiles—thesebrothers,hhayi.

“Aboy?Iamnotcarryingaboy”Ah,I’dgomentally

disturbed.Iamnotreadytoraiseaboychild.Idon’t

wanttoraiseaboychildactually.

“Mynieceke”Heshrugs.

“Whatareyouhidingwithyourbrother?”

“Omelette?”



“Idon’tlikeeggs”Irespond“Whatare...”Kayise

appears,hehasasmileon.Iamguessingthe

Ndamasegenesareshowingthemselveswiththat

charmingsmile.Helooksoutofplacesinceheis

shirtless.

Icannothelpbutthrowmyselfinhisarmsandhe

welcomesmewarmly,embracingme.

Ilovemybrother,somuch.

Heasksifwecangotalkoutside.OfwhichIagree

tooleavingBongeziwewhoispreparingsomething

forhisnieceandeveryone.

Ohtheylovetheirwayaroundthekitchenthese

men.Iamglad.Ihatecooking,notreallyhatebutI

havemydays.



Wesitoutside,onthechairsoppositeeachother.

Thepowerfulsmelloftheseabreezeismakingme

nauseousbutIsoldieronandsitherelookingatmy

brotherwhoisavoidingeyecontact.“Whathave

youdone?”Iaskhim.

Heglancesupathimandtakingadeepbreath

runninghishandsonhisface.“Iaminlovewithyou

friend”Hetellsmehoarsely.

“Khethelo?”Henods.“Ohandwhyyouhaven’ttold

her?”

“Ikeepmessingup.WellIhavebeensleepingwith

myex”

“Whichone?Theoneyouhavebeenwhining

about?”



“Iwasnotwhining”

“Youweresoundinglikeateenageboywhofellin

loveforthefirsttime.Ifthiswomanreallybrokeyou

asyoudidthenwhyhaveyoubeensleepingwith

her?”

“Touseher”Heshrugs.

“IcannotbelieveyoujustconfidentlysaidthatandI

wanttoslapyousobad”

Helooksupatme,“Idon’tblameyou”

“Sinceyouhavebeenbusyingusingyourexthan

whatdoyouwantfromKhethelo?Youcannotbe

playingwithheremotionslikethatKayise.She

lovesyou.Icanseeit.Youcanseeit.Everyonecan

seeitandyouaretakingadvantageofthat?”Ilook



straightathim,notwithmyfriend,no“Sowhere

wereyoulastnight?Usingyourex?”

“Mooncreslisten...”

“Listentowhat?”

Heleansbackwardsonhischair.Whyisheeven

shirtless?Thebruisesonhisface,whatisgoingon.

“Kayisewhatishappening?”

“Iwasarrested”

“Youwerearrested?”

“Attemptedmurder”

JesusChrist!



Iopenandclosemymouth.

Wordsaregone,yes

Tearsstingingmyeyes,yes

Heartbeatingloudly,yes

Hotel,Trivago.

“Itweren’tsupposedtoturnoutthatwaytrustme

Mooncres”Hesays.“Yezwa.Pleasedon’tcry”Ijust

gazeathim.

“Whodidyoutrytokill?”

“Myexe’shusbandhe...”

“Theexyouwereusingismarried?”Iyellout.



“Iamstillexplaining”

“Idon’tevenwanttohearitanymoreKayise!”Iyell

again.“Whatiswrongwithyou?Yougoaround

usingandkillingpeoplenow?”

“No,comeon!”

“AndthenKhethelo?”

“ItoldyouIloveher.Ijustneedtosortoutmy

issuesformetobewithher.EverytimewhenItryto

keepadistanceIenduphurtingher.It’snot

intentionallytrustme.Butitkeepshappening”

“Youdon’tdeserveher”



“True.ButIloveher”

“Suddenly?Becausethingsdidn’tworkoutwith

yourex?”

“No.BecauseevenwhenIwaswithmyex,Ifelt

guiltydoingwhateverIwasdoingregardingthefact

thatwearenottogetherwithKhethelo.Yes,Ifucked

up.ThatIadmitandprobablydon’tdeservea

chancewithher.ButIamsayingnowIwantto

makethingsright.Itmaybetoolate.ButIwantto

makethingsright”Butalsohecansleepwith

whomeverhewantsbecausetheyarenottogether

withKhetheloright?

“Iwon’tletyoutreatmyfriendlikeasecondoption

soit’seitheryouwanttouseyourexoryoumake

thingsright.Noinbetween”Ipointathimwithmy

indexfinger.“DidMongeziknowaboutyourarrest?”



“Itoldhimnottotellyou”

Surprise!

Didyoulikeit?Ohreally.

Thankyou.

Igetupfromthechairgunblazingandmakingmy

wayinsidethehouse.Butadoorbellinterruptsme.

Istridetowardsthedoorswingingitopen.

“Avulele!”Ifreeze.

No,notwhenOnalennaandBongeziwearehere.
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“understanding,misunderstandings”

ONALENNA



Wakingupinthemorning,Ihearthesoundofthe

oceanwailingsoftlyandthesaltystrongsmellis

hangingthickinawhitepaintedroom—Iwonderout

ofcolourswhyMongezichosetogoforawhite

interiordesign,isitbecauseheisalwayswearing

blackandthecoloursalwaysperfectlyblends?

Theothersideofthebedisemptyandthemanly

handsarenotwrappedaroundmywaist,hedid

mentionhewillhaveanearlymorning.

Myleftfootfollowedbytherighttouchesthe

woodenfloorbeforetakingadeepbreathand

paddingtothebathroomwashingmyfaceandmy

mouth.

Myeyesareswollenandmyfaceispuffyprobably

fromthecrying.

LastnightafterBongeziwewasontopofme



grippingmyhandsontopofmyhead,lookingdown

atmewithsomanyemotionsinhiseyesandhis

hipsmovingrhythmicallyontopofmeandmaking

mescream,yell,shout,cussandplead–athought

crossedmymindasheheldmeintohisarmwhile

wecaughtourbreathsandcoveredinasheenof

sweat.

IcannothelpbutfeelthatNamisaisgoingthrough

somanyemotions,andsomanyquestionsgoing

throughherheadaboutwhyhermotherhasupand

leftleavingherbehindmostly.Andmaybeshefeels

Imightbethereasonhermotherleft.

AfterwashingmyfaceIwalkintoherroomtofind

hersittingbythewindow,ahugewindowwitha

perfectviewoftheoceanandsheisstaringoutside

lookingadorableinheranimepyjamasandBantu

knots.“CanIcomein?”Isayafterknockingonthe

doorandsheturnslookingtowardsme,Icannot

readherfacebutshehasthemostwelcomingand



warmsmile.“Goodmorning”Igreetherandsitting

onthecarpetwithmyfeetbeneathme.

Ohwhataview!

It’ssocalming.

“Morning”shesayshereyesfocusedoutside.The

reflectionoftheoceanlookingbeautifulinthose

hazeleyesofhers—herbeautifulfacefeatures

screamshowbeautifulishermother.

“Howisyourmorning?”Ihalfsmile,fearingthatmy

smilewouldbewipedwithjustthreewordsthat

alwayssoundsopoisonousandhurting.

“Great”AtleastIamgettingresponses.

Andthenthere’ssilenceloomingbetweenusaswe

bothstareattheshore,“letmeleaveyou”

“Pleasedon’tleave”hervoicetrembles.



“Youdon’twantmetoleave?”thisisshocking,

surprisingactually.

“Ewe”shesayscomingclosertomeandsheplaces

herheadonmylapandclosingbothhereyes,no

wordsexchanged.

IamfrozenthatIdon’tknowwhattodowithmy

handsbuteventuallyIstrokeherhairbackwards

beforefeelingsomethingwateryinmyclothand

whenIpeekthroughsheiscryingsilently“talkto

menanawhyareyoucrying?”Iaskherandshe

keepsshakingherhead,leftandright,againand

againwhilehertearstouchesthetipofhermouth.

“Zendaya”Ibendoverandkisshercheekbefore

wipingthesaltywatersoffherface,it’ssosmooth

andclear.

Andthenwhatfeelslikeabondingmomentis



interruptedbynoises,itsoundslikescreamsand

yellingcomingfromtheotheroutsideandinthat

momentZendayagetsuplookingatmewithher

eyesswimmingintears,“sithereanddon’tcome

outokay”Iinstructherandshenodsherhead

rapidly,clearlyscared.

Iwipethetearsoffherfaceandkissingher

forehead,shedoesn’tfightmenorhasshespather

hatredtowardsme.ThenIpickherupgently

placingheronthebed,“I’llcomebackokay”

“Okay”Ilookatheroncewonderingwhathas

happenedbeforewalkingoutoftheroomand

closingthedoorbehind,paddingtothelivingroom

wherethehavocnoisesarecomingfromonlyto

findeveryoneoutsideandBongeziweisontopof

someonepunchingviolentlyandgrittinghisteeth.

Hisbrotherisnotdoinganythingtostopthefight,

evenKayise.



Andthewomenarescreamingandyellingaside

excludingYolokaziwhothinksthisiswrestling

becausetheresheiswhistlingandclappingher

handstogether.

Icannotbelievethis!

“Ndamase!”Icallforhim,hekeepsthrowingpunch

afterpunch.Ignoringmyhighpitchvoice.

“BongeziweNdamase!”Hepauseswithhisfists

balledintheairandturninghisheadtowardsme

beforegettingupandgazingatmewithbleeding

knuckles,brokenlipandhalfclosedeye.

“Mama”

“Areyoucrazy?Busyingfightingandscaringyour

daughterwhatiswrongwithyou?Whathappened

toyourbrain?”Iknowhowmuchhehatesitwhen

someoneraisestheirvoiceathim.ButhereIam



yellingathim.

Everyoneiswatchingusuntilthepersonwhowas

layingonthefloorcoveredinblood,Idon’tgeta

chancetoseetheirfaceastheyattackBongeziwe

fromthebackbutheturnsaroundinsuchafast

paceandhepunchesandkicks.

IstridetowardsthetwowrestlersbutMongezi

grabsmebymyarmandpullingmebackandhe

lookscalmasever.Insteadheistheonewho

separatesthefighters,myheartdrumsloudlyand

fasterandroughlyseeinghimlookingroughenup,a

pulpcoveredinblood.Whenoureyesmeethe

opensandcloseshismouth.“Onalenna”hesays

myname—ohthosebugsandinsectsIusedtofeel

wheneverhecallsmynamearenotthereanymore.

Idon’tfeelanyeuphoriashootingthroughmy

bloodstream.

IhavenowordstosaytohiminsteadIwalkback



insidethehouseandIcanfeelBongeziwefollowing

merightbehind,hisscentisrightbehindmeandhe

isbreathingheavilylikeadragonreadytospitfire

asIamabouttoreachthedoorandhegripsmy

armandpushesmeagainstthewalllooking

straightintoeyes,mytraitorstearscrawlcatwalk

outofmyeyes.

Ithinktheyarefilledwithanger,hurt,painandother

mixedemotions.

Mychestheavensupanddown.“Hestartedthe

fight”heexplains.

“Unamanga!”Iknowheislying.

Icanseeitinhiseyes.

Hetakesasharpintakeofbreathandthenhe



smiles—whatadevil,hehassuchaninfectious

smileandheknowsit.

“IneedtocheckonNamisa,shewasscared”

Heclencheshisjawline.Once.Andthentwice.“He

hurtyou”

“Andthatgivesyouarighttopunchhimeverytime

youseehim”

“AtleastIhaven’tkilledhim”thesoundofhisvoice

menace.

Iholdontomybreathandblinkingathim,“You

wouldn’tkillhim”

KwandaiswalkingtowardsusIcanseesheis



fumingwithangerandhermanisfollowingright

behindhershouting“MaMkhungo”hecallsoutand

sheisignoringhim“mfaziwami”silvertonguingis

theirthing,nowIsee.

“Don’ttalktomebhuti,don’t!”sheyellsout

“OnalennatakeNamisaandweareleaving,we

cannotstayherwithpeoplewhoarecapableof

murder”

“Haibo!”Bongeziweexclaims,everythingisajoketo

himIswear“Whatshouldwedowhenpeoplecome

atus?Ididn’tdoanything”

Kwandagiveshimthemostdiabolicallookandhere

Iampinnedagainstthewall,“Bongeziwemove

awayfromOnalenna”Kwanda.

“Wearestilltalking”Bongeziwe



“MaMkhungocanwealsogoandtalk”

“Iamnottalkingtohim”Ianswerinstantly,Ihave

nothingtosaytohim.

HechallengeshiseyebrowatmeandIlookaway

escapinghisgripandhestepbackwards.

Iwalkawayfromhimandenteringthebedroomand

Namisajumpsoffthebed,huggingmylegs“You

cameback!”sheholdmetightly,sotight.

“Yesnana,I’llneverleaveyou”Iassureher“doyou

wanttocomewithmetomyplaceandwewill

watchNarutoandeatspicynoodles?”Iaskher,she

lovesthoseanimealthoughIfindthemverydark

buttheywatchthemtogetherwithherfather

cuddlinginacouchwiththeiririsfocusedonthe

screenonthewallwithnothingbutsilencelooming

intheroom.



“Youwillwatchthemwithme?”sheasksme

“YesandauntKwandatoo”Ididn’texpectherto

agreecomingwithmewithoutherfatherin

presence—thisisnewandveryheart-warmingthatI

feellikesomeoneisgoingtopinchmeandwake

meupfromthedream.Igrabherbagandthrowing

itovermyshoulderbeforepickingherupintomy

armsandshenuzzlesherheadintomyneck,her

hairsmellslikestrawberryandcream.

Gettingbacktothelivingroomthemenaresitted

togethermumblingtothemselves,butassoonasI

appearthesilencestartsmovingaroundtheroom

andthentheothergirlsalsoappears,Yolokaziis

notaboutthisleavingbusinessshestillwantsto

discussBongeziwespunchesandkicks.

IwonderwheredidAvuleledisappearto,Ihopethey



buriedhiminthebackyard.

“Let’sgo”Kwandasaysgrabbingthecarkeys.

“Nokwandayouarenotdriving!”Mongezigetsup

fromthecouch.

“Don’ttalktome”

“Idon’tcarehowangryyouareatmebutyouare

notdrivingandthatisthatotherwisenooneis

leavinghere”

“I’lldrive”Khethelo

“Youarenotdriving”Kayisesays,haibo“Notwith

thoseswolleneyes”



“Andwhotoblameaboutthat?”

Anotherfighterupting,maybe?

Aretheydating?

Theyarecomplicating.

“WearestayingkeguysbecauseBongeziweis

goingtosaythesamethingtoOnalennakanene

andmnaIdon’twanttodrive”threeofuslookat

her“wecanstayintheotherroomandstayangry

there.TakeabathandwearsomeofKwanda’s

clothesandwealllooklikeangelsinallwhitesince

wedidn’tbringourclotheshere”sheshrugsher

shoulders.

Whatatraitor!

“Iamdrivingsocanweleave”Khethelospitsbefore

shewalksoutofthehouseandKayisefollowsright



behindher,youknowwhatclarityiscleartosee

here,wearenotleaving.

Itbeenoverlyhoursandwehaven’tleft,yes.

Anargumentaboutwhowilldriveandwhowon’t

haven’tstoppedeither.KayiseandKhetheloarenot

backasyetoutside,maybetheyleft.

“Jonganiguys.Everyonerelaxandlet’salltakea

bath,shower,whateverandthenwewillpreparea

lovelylunch,drinkalcoholandhaveanamazing

afternoon.Wecandealwiththeresttomorrow

maybe,Iamnotinamoodforarguingkemnayoh

a.a”Yolokazi

Insteadofjuststandinghereandlisteningtothese

peopleItakeZendayaandwebothmakeourwayto

thebathroomfillingthebathtubwithwarmwater

andstrippingoffourclothesandgettinginside



facingeachother,hergigglingisechoingtheentire

bathroom.Ihaven’tseenherfilledwiththismuch

ecstasyeversinceImether.

Ihaveseenhersmilingandlaughingloudlyfrom

herbellybuttonbutnotlikethis,“sisOnandicela

uxolo”shesaystomeunexpectedlyapologising.

“Forwhatsweetheart?”

“Disrespectingyou,itwaswronganddaddytold

methatyouarenotheretotakemyspace”He

knows?

Heknew?

How?

“Daddy?”



“Hmmmwespokelastnightafterhewasreading

meabedtimestoryandhetoldmeyouloveme”

“That’strue,Iloveyou”

Bongeziweknows,buthow?

Shesmiles,“youwon’tme?”herfacefalls.

Doesthismeanwhenwesomehowhappentobreak

upherfatherIwillhavetofightforcustody.I

wouldn’tmindkeepingher;sheissuchabeautiful

flower

“Iwillneverleaveyou”

“Mamaleftmealoneandsheisnottakingmycalls

anymore,Icallhereveryday”



Ipullherclosertomewrappingmyhandsaround

herbodyandkissingthetopofherhead,“shewill

comebackbutfornowyouhavemeanddaddy”

shelooksupatme.

“YouareverybeautifulsisiOna”

“AndsoareyouNamisa,comelet’scomeoutofthe

waterbeforeyoucatchcold”

MyphonestartsringingasIamlatheringherbody

withamoisturizerandquicklyIgrabitfromthe

tableandansweringthecallfromunknownnumber,

“Onalenna,hello”

“Datingmycousintogetbacktomeisthatwhat

youdoingLenna?Toruintherelationshipthatwe

havewithmycousinswhoaremorelikemy

brothersandmylife?Areyouawareofwhatyou



havedone?”Hisvoicedrawlsoverthephone.

“WheredidyougetmynumberAvulele?”

“Thatdoesn’tmatteranymore,lookIdon’twantany

troublesocanyoupleasejusttalktoyourboyfriend

forme.Iamgoingtolosemybusinesshere,hehas

beatenmeenoughpleaseOnalennajusttalkto

Bongeziwe”Ilovethesoundofhisvoice.The

inferioritythatwheezesinit.Hearinghimbegging.

OhhowIwishIcouldseehimonhiskneesandwith

hisheadbowed.

“YoudeserveeverythingcomingyourwayAvulele,

thisisjustthebeginning”

“Canwemeetsowecantalk?FinewhatIdidwas

unforgiveableandfromthebottomofmyheartIam

sorry,reallysorry.ThetruthisIlovedyouandIlove

Azandeaswell”



“GoodluckwitheverythingAvulele”
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“slowlyyourmemorywillfadeandyoursoulwill

becomeemptyagain”

BONGEZIWE

Wegetoffthecar,andIglancetowardsmybrother

whosefaceiscalmandconsiderate—heisvery

strange,youcanhardlyreadhisthoughtsor

feelingsofwhichathomewealwaysbelievedthat

it’sdangerousbecauseonceangerwrapitself

aroundhimyouwillneverknow,hecomesstriking

likelightening.

Ihavewitnessthatsideofhimandit’snotavery

prettysightcoveredwithrosesandpearls.



Thearelittleflowerscomingwhiteonthegrey

alyssumthathangsoverthestonewallsaswetake

eachsteptowardsthedoor.

Mongezihasbeenmostlysilenceasifhisthoughts

straysinhismind,wegotacallfromour

grandfatherthismorningashewascallingforan

urgentfamilymeeting—frommyfather’sside—

youcanneverdisagreeonanythingwiththatold

man,never.

Mygrandmotherappearsonthedoor,withasweet

smileplasteredonherface,wearingadarkblue

dresswithrunchesofblueandgreenlinenlacein

theneckandsleeves,andemeraldgreenstockings.

Hergreyhairiskeptsleekandshiny.“Bafana”that

ishowshecallsus,probablybecauseshehas

forgottenournames.Herarmsareopened

welcominguswarmlyforalovelyembraceasshe

patourbacks.Kissingourcheeks,foreheadand



evenlipsbeforeshestepsasideallowingustowalk

inside.

Surprisinglyaswewalkintothelivingroomwefind

everyonehere,someleaningforwardonthesofas

andsomeleaningbackwards.Legscrossedand

uncrossed.Handsontheirchinsandsomeontheir

thighs.

Mymother’sfacebrightenswhenhereyesmeet

withoursbutheryoungestsondoesn’t

acknowledgeherexistenceinthisroom,thehatred

hehastowardsherisbeyondhowIthoughtitwas.

HerheadhangslowassheswallowswhatIbelieve

mightbebitteragainsthertongueandhermother

placesherhandonherthighinconsolation.

“Sitdown!”Mygrandfathersaysinthicktone,bold

andscary.Wedonotgetachancetogreetaswe



makeourselvescomfortableontheemptyspaces

“Womenleave!”Hisfaceisfrownedandhis

foreheadisfurrowed.Patriarchyiswheezinginthis

atmosphere.

Onebyonetheygetupontheirseatswithout

askinganyquestions,mymotherisusing

crunches—ohsheliedwhenshesaidshewon’tbe

abletowalkagain,shewantedustofeelsympathy

forher.“Makotibringwhiskyforushere”heinstruct

mymother,hiseyesarepoisonouslywanderingat

eachandeveryoneofus.

“Teaforme”Mongezisayssoftlyandthatiswhen

theyalldisappearleavingeeriesilenceloomingin

theroom.Andmygrandfathertappinghisfingers

onthesideofhissofa,hisfaceiskeptstern.

Ileanforwardbalancingmyshouldersonmyknees

andfacingdownwards,toavoidtheangerthatis

eruptinginsideme.SeeingAvulelemakesme



wannawrapmyhandsaroundhisneck,tightened.

Fewminuteslater,mymotherfollowedbyAzande

walksbackwithatrayintheirhandsplacingiton

thetablethentheywalkout.Everyonegrabstheir

glassesandcup,takingsipstoburnwhatever

emotionstheyhaveburninginsidethem.“Whatis

goinginthisfamily?WhatisthisthatIhear?”My

grandfathersays,holdinghisglassinan

impeccablymannerism.

Ourheadsrotatestowardsmyunclewhojust

gulpedhisdrinkandthengrabsthebottle.“Sonke

uzodakwala?[youcametogetdrunkhere?]”my

grandfatheraskshim.

Heshakeshisheadindisagreement,refillinghis

glassandthrowinginsomeice.Hissonwith

bruisedandswollenfaceisgivinghimthemost

venomouslook.“It’salongstorybaba”



“Whatislongtherethatyouhavebeensleeping

withyourbrother’swifeandyouarethereason

behindhediedorthelongstoryisthefactthatyour

wifetookherownlifebecauseofyou,whichoneis

itSonke?”Hmmm.

Herubshisfingersonhisnose,“Thingswerenot

meanttoendupthatway”hejustifies.

“Ohhowtheyweresupposedtoendthenboy?”

Heclencheshisjaw,sotightandagressive.“Idon’t

know”hesays,hiseyesshimmery.

Mygrandfatherchucklesjeerfully“youdon’tknow?

Mysonisnotcomingbackbecauseofyou.

Someone’sdaughterisnotcomingbackbecauseof

youandyouwanttositthereandtellmeyoudon’t

know?”Thetensenessoftheatmosphereis



unbearable.Iattemptgettingupfromthesofa,

feelingsuffocatedneedingtocatchabreather

“Hlalaphansiwena,hlalaphansi!”heyellsthatI

shouldsitdown.“SitdownBongeziwe!”Unlikemy

grandmotherheremembersallournames.

Ireturnbacktomysit,andleaningbackwards.

Everytimewhentheconversationabouthowmy

fatherdiedsomeemotionsIstilldon’tunderstand

eruptsinsideme.“Mihlali!”Heyellsoutangrily.

“WehMihlali”Heshoutsagainandmymother

appearsinherlongdressandheadwrap,she

respectfullysitsdown.

“Whyareyourchildrenusingyoursurname?Are

younotmarriedtothisfamily?”heasksher.

“Thatissomethingwebothagreedonwithmy

husband”



“Whichoneke?Thatonethere...”hepointsmy

uncle“Ortheonewhodied?”

“Qophelo”sheanswers.

Mygrandfathershakeshishead,takingasipfrom

hisdrink.“Youaregoingtofeelhiswrath.Youand

Sonke.Heisnotresting.Hewon’trestuntilhehas

finisheswhathestarted.Youseethatboythere...”

hepointsatMongeziwhoseemslikeheishere

physicallybutmentallyheisnot.Ihaveseenhim

likethisbefore.Theconfusionplasteredonhisface

asifheistryingtotacklesomethinginhismind,but

Idonotwanttobelievewearetakingthatstepback

again.“Heistheonewhowillsufferforyoursins”

Itisthenwhenthisroomisfilledwithhysteria.

Mongezilookslikehisnormalselfnow,maybeI

wasseeingthings.Hegetsupfromthecouch.“I

won’tsithereandlistentoallofthissowithalldue

respectmkhulu,Iamleaving”hesaysinthemost



calmesttone.Itmakessensewhyhestaysbythe

ocean.Hisaurarepresentsthatkindofserenity.

“HaiboNgezi!Haibo!Yourstubbornnesswillget

youintrouble.Icalledthismeetingsoyoucanget

helped.Youfatherisnot...”

“Hewasnotmyfather!”Mongeziinterjects

immediately“Idon’thaveafather,sopleaseexcuse

me”hewalksoutoftheroomleavingmymother

shoutingforhimandevenmygrandmothercomes

out.

“Bongeziwefollowhim,hecannotbeonhisown”

mygrandfather,whatisthatsupposedtomean?

“Whatisgoingon?”

“Hamba!”Ifollowrightbehindmybrother,whojust



gotinacar.Iopenandinstructhimtogoonthe

passengerseat.Hedoesn’tfight.Insteadheiscalm

asever,forsomeonewhowastoldhewillsuffer.

Alongthewayheisnotsayinganything,themoreI

stealglancesthemoreIseehimslippingrightin

frontofme.Hiseyesbecomingdarkeranddarker.

ButIbrushoffthatfeelingashisfavouritesongis

playingsoftlyinacarbyHablotBrown,eyesshut

andslowlybreathing.

Gettingtohishouseheisthefirstonetogetoffthe

carandIfollowrightbehindhim.“Bafouright?”I

askhimafterwehaveenteredthehouse.

“Yeah,justhaveathrobbingheadache.Ineedtolay

down”Aterriblestormcomesoverme,asifIam

drowning.

“Haveyoubeentakingyourmedication?”



“BongeziweIamfine!”

“Youheardwhatumkh—”

“Makeyourselfcomfortable.Oryoucanleaveifyou

want.Iamgoingtolaydown”

“YournoseisbleedingMongezi!”hepresseshis

fingeronhisnose.Thenheseestheredliquidon

hisfingertips.“Mongezi!”

Hesmilessoftly,aconvincingsmile.“Iamfine.I

willtakemymedicationandrestthatisallIneed.

ButIamfinenothingtoworryabout”heconvince

me.Okayheseemsperfectlyfine.MaybeIam

overreactingbecauseofthefearthathasbeen

injectedinsideme.Nothingisgoingtohappento

him.



Weshareahugandfistbumpthenhedisappears.

“OhIwillspendthenighthere”Ishoutandmyvoice

chasehim.

“Okay”
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“TryingtonavigatethislifeandIgethurtatleast

everytimeI’vebeenburnt”

BONGEZIWE

Iwakeuptostrangenoisesthatforcesmetogetup

fromthebedandmyfeettouchesthefloor,doinga

marathontohisroomthatisjustacrosstheguest

roomthatIamusingsinceIspentthenighthere,

Onalennaaskedmetobringprincesstotheir

apartmentlastnightsinceshewascryingasking



forher—Iamgladwe’vegottothatpoint.Iknow

theirrelationshipstartedonthewrongfootbutshe

wasverypatientwithher.

Ifindhimonthefloorwearingablacksuitand

crispywhitesockswithhisheadinbetweenhis

legsandIcanhearagutwrenchingsobcoming

from“Ngezi!”Icallhimoutstandingattheentrance

ofthedoorandIdonotheararesponsefromhim

justsniffles“Mongezi!”Icalloutagainandslowly

hepickshisheadupfacingtowardsme,hisnose

bleedingandhandstrembling,chestmovingupand

downlikeheisbeingcontrolledwithamachine.

Everythingaroundmemovesinslowmotion,it

feelsasifmyworldisbeingfrozenandmyheartis

pumpingfaster,harderanduncontrollably.“Whatis

goingon?”Iwalktowardshimandkneelinginfront

ofhimandcuppinghisfaceonmyhands“Talkto

meNgezi,whatisgoingon?”



“Angazi”hesayswithhislowerliptrembling“Idon’t

knowwhatisgoingon,Ifeellost”hetellsme

clenchinghisjawsopainfully“Ubaba...”hepauses

“...heisgoneBongeziwe”Thatiswhenmyinside

turnsandtwistthemselves,itfeelsasifsomething

ispokingandscatteringme.

“He’sbeengoneMongezi”Itrytoexplain.

“Iknow”helooksupatme“Ihaven’tlostmy

memoryifthatiswhatyouthinkbutthepain

suddenlyfeelsbrandnew,Idon’tknowwhatwhatis

goingon,pleasehelpmeBongeziwe”heholdsme

intohim,inawayhehasn’theldmeinawhile.He

remindsmewhenhewasyoungerandwouldrunto

myroomafterschooltogivemeaheart-warming

hugbutthisisdifferent,itisfilledwithdifferent

emotionshashegrippedmetightlyintohim.

“Letmecallumkhulumaybehecanhelpus,okay”

herepeatedlyshakeshisheadnodding“Doyou



wantmetocallhim?”heshakeshisheadonce

againinagreement,helooksdelirious.

Ilookathim,feelingdisconcertingseeingthe

wistfullookonhisfaceasIamabouttowalkoutof

theroomhecallsoutforme,roughlywipinghis

tears.

Iturnlookingathim,“callMaMkhungofirst,Iwant

totalktoher”hesaysandInodbeforewalkingto

theroomjustacrossandmakingthetwoimportant

callsthenIreturnbackinhisroomtofindhim

pressingawhitetowelonhisnosethatiscovered

withbloodstains.

Itakeasitontheedgeofthebedandclaspingmy

handsonthesides,“tellmehowyouarefeelingin

eachdetail,doyoufeellikeyouareslowlylosing

yourmemory?”Iaskhim,everythinginsidemeis

tremblingasifIamstuckinacoldroom.



“Idon’tknowBongeziwe”

“Whatifumkhuluwasrightyesterday?Fine

Qophelomight’venotbeenyourfatherbutheraised

youthatmakehimyourfatheraswellthatisone

thingwecannotrunawayfromMongezi”

“WhyshouldIsufferformyparentssin,itdoesn’t

makesense,doesitmakeitsensetoyou?Iamnot

theonewhosentthemtosleeptogether”hesays

takingasharpintakeofbreathalthoughheis

cloudedwithsomesortofdarknessandsadnessin

hiseyesbutIcanseeathunderousangerinhis

eyes.

“Whatareyouhidingfromme?”Icantellheis

hidingsomethingfromme.

Isearchforhiseyesbutheisavoidingeyecontact



withme,takingoffhisblackblazerandputtingtoo

muchpressureonthetowelonhisnose,“Iamnot

hidinganythingfromyou”

“AsingaxabaniyezwaNgezi”Ithreatenhim,“donot

daremebecauseyouhavebeenhidingwhatever

thatyouarehidingfrommefortoolongnowyou

bettertellmewhatishappening?”weare

interruptedwhenwehearacarparkingoutsideand

Iturntolookathim,“wearenotdonewiththis

conversation”Iclenchmyjawandwalkingoutof

theroom.

Ifindourgrandfatheralreadyherewithhiswife,he

neverknocksandneverbothersandinthatmoment

Kwandaintotheroomheavilybreathing—I

shouldn’thavetoldheroverthephonewhatis

happening,actuallymybrotherisgoingtomurder

mesinceshehadtodriveinthisstate,herfaceis

lookingpuffywithredcolouredeyesandherbowed

shapedlipsareswollen.



“Whatisgoingon,whereisbhuti?”Kwandaasksall

atonceignoringmygrandparent’sexistence,Iam

guessingshedidnotseethemwhenIfailtoprovide

herwithananswershedropsherhandbagonthe

floorandrushingtohisroom.

Mygrandmotherturnsherheadtowardsmewithan

impressivesmileonherfaceandplacingherpurse

onthecouchandtugginghergreystrandedher

behindherear,“uyenamakotilo?[Isthisthe

girlfriend?]”sheasksmakingherselfcomfortable

onthecouchandcrossingherlegsandwhenI

shakemyheadinagreementshesmilealittle,

“wena?”shechallengeshereyebrowatme.

“Ukhona”ItellherthatIhavegirlfriend,“ButIdidn’t

callyouheretotalkaboutthatgogo”herhusbandis

sittingrighttoherwithasmirkonhisface,enjoying

listeningtothesoundofhervoice.



“Whereisshe?”

“Ubani?”

Shepatsherhusbandsthighandchuckling,

“intombiyakhoandpouryourgrandfathersome

whiskey”areweheretotalkaboutseriousissuesor

ourrelationshipstatus“andgotakeashower

Bongeziwe”isthisoldwomanindirectlysayingthat

Istink?

Ichucklesoftlyundermybreathandgettingup

fromthecouchpouringmygrandfatherthedrinkhe

hasrequestedandplacingitonthetable,“hambo

yogezaandthencomebacksowecantalk”

Ihavejustfinishedtakingashowerandreturned

backtotheoldcouplereadingoneofMongezi’s

collections,speakingofhimheisnothereandhis

womanaswell.



“Takeasitandtellmehowlongisshe?”my

grandmothersays.

Itakeasit,“whoareyoutalkingabout?”

“Umakoti,howlongisshewithherpregnancy?”

Youreallycannothideanythingfromtheseold

women.

Ishrugmyshoulder,“Idon’tknow”

“Oho,ugirlfriendwakhoyena?”

Letmechangethisconversation,“Ishegoingtobe

okay?”Iaskmygrandfather.



“Heisgoingtobeokaybutareyou?”

“Whatisthatsupposedtomean?”

“Notonlyishegoingtosufferbutyouaswellas

yourotherbrother,ourancestorsarenothappy

Bongeziwe,theyarenothappywithyouusingyour

mother’ssurnameandwhatshedidtoyourbrother”

hetakesasipfromaglassthatheisholdingina

mostimpeccablemannerism.

HeplacesthebookasidewhenMongeziwalksinto

theroomhehaschangedthebloodstainedshirt

andlookingratherroughthanhisusualcrispand

cleanself—buthecouldwearanythinghe’dstill

lookgood.

“Sanibona”respectfullyhegreets.



“Sitdownandtellmewhenwereyougoingtotell

meyouaregoingtobeafather?”mygrandmother

isnotlettingthisonegoIamtellingyou,“Whereis

she?”

“Iwasgoingtotellyouwhenthetimeisrightand

MaMkhungofellasleep”

“Hasthetimeeverbeenwrongkodwa.Shamepoor

girlletmepreparesomethingtoeatforher,she

didn’tlookokay”shekissesherhusbandand

walkingoutoftheroom—sheseemssocalmand

collectedregardlessofthelavawearewalkingon

barefooted.

Ourgrandfatherleansforwardandbalancinghis

elbowsonhisknee,“IwantKayisehereand

Avulele”Iamnotsittinginthismeetingorwhatever

thisis,Iwanttoknowwhatishappeningwithmy

brothersowhytheotherpersonshouldbehere?



“Ihavetogotowork”Iutter.

“Thestubbornnessthatrunsinthisfamilyisthe

reasonwhywearehereBongeziwe,soyouwillsit

downaswewaitfortheothertwotogethere”he

spitspoisonously“Iamnotgoingtorepeatmyself

wena”hepointsatmewithhisindexfingerand

flaringhisnostrils,Ihavenootheroptionbuttosit

herelikeasulkingteenageboyandfoldingmy

handsagainstmychest.

Wespendoverlythreehourswaitingfortheother

twoinaverytenseatmospherefilledwiththe

aromacomingfromthekitchenasmygrandmother

cooksupthestormandthatiswhenKwanda

appearsholdingcarkeysinherhands,almost

immediatelyhermangetsupfromthecouch

blockingher“wespokeaboutthismfaziwami”he

saysinasofttone,pleadingwithhiseyes,“Kwanda

thefamilyisgoingtohandlethispleasegobackto



ourroomandrest”

“Iwantsomethingtoeat”shesays“Iamgoingto

thegarage”

“Mygrandmotheriscookinginthekitchenandthen

youaregoingtoeatmaMkhungo,ngiyakucela”

Whatisgoingonhere?

Andthatiswhensheturnsaroundandreturning

backtoherroom—sowethought—butthemoment

hermantakesasitonthecouchsherunsoutofthe

houseandmygrandfatherwidenshiseyesbefore

eruptingwithsonorouslaughterandclappinghis

handstogether,“whyareyoulookingatmeinstead

offollowingrightbehindher?”hesayslaughing

“Nkosikazi,comehere,youwon’tbelievethis”he

callshiswife,whoappearsquickly“hambaninina,

makesurenothinghappenstothatgirl”nowIam



laughingatthisoldmanwhohasturnedintoatiny

insectfromlaughing.

Iamstillcatchingmybreathfromlaughteraswe

getinthecar.Mybrotherslidebehindthewheel,

grippingthesteeringwheelandheisfumingwith

venomousanger“Ngeziwhatisgoingon?”he

ignoresmepressinganaccelerator.

“Themoreyouhidethingsforme,themoreyouare

goingtokeepdrowningonyourown;Iwontbe

theretosaveyou”

Heglancesatmeonceandthenfocusesonthe

road,weseeKwandacrossingtheredrobotIam

shocked.

Mybrotherhereclickshistonguedoingprettymuch

thesamethingaswefollowrightbehindherIam

surprisedseeingthatweareparkedoutsidemy



mothershouse.

Wequicklygetoffthecar,shehaswentinsidethe

houseandthemomentwewalkinwefindKwanda

standinginthemiddleofthelivingroomshouting

formymotherwhoappearslimpingandtugsher

headinwhensheseesallthreeofus,assheis

abouttoopenhermouthKwandakicksherstraight

onherstomachandshestumblesbackwards“you

didthistohimagaindidn’tyouMihlali?”sheyells

outkickingagainandmymotherlandsonthefloor

“Iamsosickofyou,Ihavehaditwithyou!”Kwanda

screamsgrabbingmymotherwithherhairthat

comesoutandshethrowsitaside.

Thiswomaniscrazy

kwandaiscrazy!

Mongezigrabsherfrombehindhishandsaround

herwaist“MaMkhungo!”hepullsherasideand



pinningheragainstthewallwhilemymother

strugglesonthefloor,Iamnothelpingher.

“Bhutipleaseletmego!”Kwandayells

“Nokwanda,youarepregnanthaveyouforgotten?”I

walktowardsthem.

“Mongeziwhatisgoingon?”

“Tellhimbhuti,tellhim”Kwanda

“Nokwanda!”hewarns

”TellhimorIwill,andthenmoveawayfromme”

shesaystryingtopushMongeziaway.

“Ngezi!”Iyellathim.



“MihlalipoisonedmeandthatiswhyIlostmy

memoryandIthinkshedidagain,becauseshe

mademeteayesterdayandthenthishappened”

Mongezi

“Ididn’tdoit”mymothersaysfromthefloor.

“Bhutimove!Iwillmakehertellthetruthminawith

justoneslap”Kwandasaystohim.

Iturntomymotherandlookingather,“Didyoudoit

ma?”Iaskher.

Tearsstreamdownhereyes,“ButnotthistimeZiwe,

IswearIwouldn’tdoanythinglikethatagain”her

voicetrembles.

“YoupoisonedMongezi?”Ifindmyhandswrapped



aroundhernecktighteningandhereyesslowly

turningredwhileIstareatthem,burningherwith

mygaze.
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“HereIstandallalone

Starringatthemirror

Lookingintoafacethatwillnevershowit’strue

features”

MONGEZI

Ihaveanangrypregnantwomantryingtoescape

mygrip,yellingherthreatsontopofherlungswith

saltyliquidblurringhervisionwhileherchest

heavensrapidlyupanddown,upanddown.Andoh

shelookssobeautifulasherdreadlocksbounceup

anddown,lickingthesaltinessofhertearsonher

bowedshapedlipsthatarenowswollen.Herbutton



nosecoveredwithmucus.“Bhutiifyoudon’tletme

goIswearIamgoingtoturnintoasuperwoman

andIwillflyacrossthisroomallthewaytoyour

motherandIamgoingtokillher”shethreatens

chokinginbetweenherwords,soundingso

adorableasshedartshereyesbetweenmines.

Theyarefullofanger,notsoscaryasshethinks

shelooks.Ifindmyselfsmilingatherforbeingso

overlyprotectivetowardsme.Iamlostinhereyes.

“Bongeziwestop!”sheyells,Iquicklyturn,myhead

tomybrotherwhoisstranglinghismother.The

veinsinhisarmsarenowvisiblewhilemymotheris

tryingtofighthimbypinchingandpushingaway

thehandsaroundherneck,hereyeshaveturned

redlikebeetrootwaterandhoarselyyelling“bhuti

stophim!”Didn’tshewantherdeadjustminutes

ago?

Itakeastepbackandwatchinghowthisunfoldsin

frontofme,notwillingtobeaherowhosomehow

savedthedayuntilBongeziwelethergogroaning,

gettingupfromthefloorandleavingtheroom.



Heisburninginside,volcanicangeriserupting

insidehimanditwantstocomeoutinamost

violentway.

Ilookatmymotheronthefloor,holdingherneck

andcoughingasshecriesariverwithragged

currentsflowingdownhercheeks.

Kwandatakesstepscloserlookingdownatherwith

herlowerliptrembling.“Isthishowyouwanted

thingstobe?Losingyoursonstheonlyfamilyyou

havebecauseofyournarcissism?Areyougoingto

livewithyourselfeverydayknowingbothyoursons

hatesyou?Isthatwhatyouwanted?”hertoneis

painedthanangry,saddened.Alltheseemotions

comingfromthedepthofherheart.“Ihopeoneday

whenyoulookatyourselfinthemirroryouforgive

yourself.Forgiveyourselfforhurtingbothyour

sons.Forgiveyourselfforthisangerandhatredyou

havebuiltinsidethem”shewipeshertearsatthe



cornerofhereyesandwalkingoutoftheroomafter

anintensegazethatshegavemymother.

IstandheresearchingforthatwomanIoncecalled

mymother,surelyshemustbesomewhere.“I

swearIdidn’tdoanythingthistimeMongezi”her

toneiscoarse,sheisstillholdingherneck.

“ThenexplainwhyamIfeelinglikethis?Likemy

mindisinabattlefield?WhydoIfeellost?”Iaskher

calmly,mytoneisnotthicknorbold.

“Ihavenothingtodoit.Yourgrandfathersaidyour

fatherisnotrestingmaybeitcouldbethatbutI

didn’tdoanything.HowwasIgoingtopoisonyou

wheneveryonewasinthekitchenasIprepared

yourtea?”

“Howdidyoudoitbefore?”Icreasemyeyebrows,

withmyhandsshovedonmypockets.



Iglareatherasshecoughs,“thatwasbefore”

“Andwhatthedifference?”

“Iknowhowitfeelslosingyou.Iwouldn’tdo

anythingtocausethedriftbetweenus”Ishakemy

headsmirkingather.Nowordsforminsidemy

mouththenIturnonmyheelsandwalkingoutof

thehousefindingmybrotherbeingcomfortedby

mywomanandwhenBongeziweseesmehegets

upchargingtowardsmeclenchinghisjawandthe

momenthehaltsinfrontofmehegrabsmebymy

shirt,intensityinhiseyesaswebothholda

scorchingeyecontact.

“Bongeziwe!”Kwandayellsouttryingtostophimas

heballshisfistintheair,hisknucklesreadytomeet

withmynose.



“MaMkhungogetinacar”Isayinacontrolledvoice,

myeyesonlyfocusedonmyragingbullbrother.

“No,what...”

“Now!”Icommand“ManjeNokwanda”myareeyes

guardedanddark.

“FineIwillgointhecarbutBongeziweifyoupunch

himIamgoingtocomeoutofthecarandIam

goingtopunchyourprettyfaceandmakeitlook

rearranged,youwon’tbelieveitthemomentyou

wakeupinhospitalandthatgoestoyouaswell

bhuti.Nofighting”thatallshesaysbeforewalking

towardsthecarandshekeepsturningbacktosee

anymovementbeingmadewhilesheisfacing

ahead.Thenslowlyshegetsinthecar.

“Youdidn’ttellme!”Bongeziwesaysgrittinghis

teeth.“Why?”



“Ididn’twantyoutohateher”

Hechucklessardonicallylettingmegoand

steppingbackwards“uthini?”hefurrowshis

eyebrows“hateher?”hesaysjeerfully“Ihaveevery

reasontohateher”

“Sheisyourmother”

“Andshepoisonedyouandyouforgotyourmemory.

Ungangicasuli!”hewarns.“Howlongwereyou

goingtohidethisfromme?”

“Longenough”

“Longenou...”hepausesandchuckleswith

laughter.“Sowhatknow?Youaregoingtoforget

yourmemoryagainandlikealltheseyearsIhaveto



bethereforyouandcompletelyforgetabout

everything?”

“Iamnotlosingmymemory”

“Itstartedwithnosebleedingandthenthe

headache.Ohdon’tforgetthevividdreamsand

thenafterthatyouwillbelostinthedark.Didyou

considerthatwomaninthatcar?”shepoints

towardsKwanda.Ilookoverthecarandshewaves

herhand.Hereyesareswollen,itseemsasthough

sheiscryinginthatcar.“Andyourbaby?Youare

goingtohaveafamily.OhIforgotthatyoumight

wakeuptomorrownotrememberinganyofthat

shit”

“Iamnothavingthisconversationwithyou

Bongeziwe”

“BecauseyouknowIamtellingthetruth?Open



youreyesMongezi.Thisisreality.Momnevercared

aboutus,andwebothknowthat.Sheneverdid.

Sheneverraisedus”

“Shecares!”Idefend.Allthehateandanger

towardshersitsdownforamomentclutchingtheir

handsontheirchests.

“Really?Wherewasshewhenweweregrowingup?

Whowasattendingourschoolmeetings?Soccer

matches?Whocalledyougaywhenyouchose

fashiondesigning?Allsheeverwantedwasto

makeherpreciousexboyfriendjealousbymaking

himbelievethatshehashershittogetherand

perfectfamilywhenshedoesn’t.Allsheever

wantedwastoprovetoSyreKhuzwayothatshe

wasdoingwellwithouthimwhenhedoesn’tgive

chickenshitabouther.Iamtiredofcleaningup

aftereveryone’smesssoIamoutofhere”heclicks

histongueandgettinginthecarwebothcamewith

andleaves.



Fuck!

IslidebehindthewheelincarandKwandacovers

myhandwithhersasImanoeuvrethecaronthe

roadwithonlysilencewheezingintheair.Iglance

towardsherandshegivesmeoneofher

contagioussmileandkissingthefrontandbackof

myhand.“Everythingisgoingtobeokay”she

comfortsmesweetly.Herwordswrapthemselves

aroundmybrain,sweetlyandvelvetyandvery

believeable.

AllIcanofferherisasmileasshecomfortably

leansbackonthechairandfallingasleep.

Iavoideverysinglethoughtandemotion,shoving

theminabacksomewhere.

GettinghomeIpickherupinmyarms,walking



insidethehouseandwatchingherpeacefully

sleeping.Mygrandparentsleft—IamgladasI

currentlycannotoffergreatcompanyespecially

becauseofthechronicheadache.

IgentlyplaceKwandaonthebedcoveringherwith

ablanket,it’stheearlyhoursoftheafternoon.The

sunbrightlyshiningandbirdsarechirping.Istare

downandwatchinghernostrilsflaringslowlyas

shebreathes.Iamabouttogetoffthebedwhen

sheholdsmyhand.Ilookatherandhereyesare

flutteropened.“Don’tleave”shesayswhisperyand

myskinheatslookingatthosebeautifuleyes.

Ismilelayingrightnexttoherandplacingmyhand

onherhardeningstomachandIinhalesharply

whileherlipstwitchintoasmile,“youscaredain’t

you?”hervoiceismild.Iliftupherchinandplanta

softsweetkissonherlipsandpullingherintoan

embrace,mychinrestingonherhead.“Iamscared”

shesays.



“Metoo”Iconfesstruthfullyandshelooksupatme,

shecanbarelybreatheassherestsherhandonmy

face.“youaresobeautiful”

“Ihopeyourememberthisfaceinyourdreams”

“Ialwaysdreamaboutyou”

Sheletsoutthatcarefreelaughterofhers,itechoes

beautifully“aveunamanga”shesaysIamlying.

“Iloveyou”

“Iloveyoutoo”

“AndIwanttomakelovetoyou”



“Whatisstoppingyou?”

“ThefactIwanttowatchyouslowlytakingoffyour

clothes”shegetsoffthebedandstandsinthe

middleoftheroom.Shelooksevenmorebeautiful,

barefootedinablackdressthatshowsinbetween

herbreastsandherdreadlockstuggedbehindher

ears.Ilovethenervousnessplasteredonherface

andthetinysmilewithherhandstremblingwhile

shepeelsoffthestrapsofherdress.Takingher

timeandsomethingdrumsloudlyagainstmychest,

soloud.

“Likethis?”sheasks.
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“Weneedthattouchfromtheonewelove,almost

asmuchasweneedairtobreathe.ButInever

understoodtheimportanceoftouch.Histouch.

UntilIcouldn’thaveit”



MydressfallsdownwhileIstandparalyzedunder

hisgaze.ItfallsandpoolsatmyfeetsothatI’m

standingwithmymatchingunderwearbeforehim.

Hestrokesmyfacewiththebackofhisknuckles,

andhistouchresonatesinthedepthsofmygroin.

Bending,hekissesmylipsbriefly.

“Iamstuckinbetweenfuckingyouforriskingyour

lifeandmybaby,drivinglikealunaticormaking

lovetoyouforcaringsomuchforme”hemurmurs,

hiseyesdarkening,burningintomine.

“DoIgettochoose?”Iwhisper.

“Choosewhat?”

“Betweengettingfuckedormakinglove”



“You’vebecomeveryboldmaMkhungo”

Isthatbad?Idon’tthinksohehasthischarming

lookonhisfaceandacornersmile.

“Youlookimpressed”

He’sstandinginfrontofme,gazingdownatme.

“Areyousure?”hebreathesandreachingoverthe

strapsofmybrallette.

Myheartisinmymouth.Iamsure—Notreallythat

sure—butyouunderstandwhatIamtryingtosay.

Itearmygazeawayfromhisspellbindinglook.

“IwantyouNokwanda”hemurmurs.“Iwantyouin



everypossibleway”

“Thenhaveme”Iwhisperfeelingmyownsaliva

movinginzigzagsonmythroat.

Hisproximityisoverwhelming,exhilarating.The

familiarpullisthere,allmysynapsesgoadingme

towardhim

He’ssoclose,buthedoesn’ttouchme.Hisheatis

warmingmyskin.

“Let’ssayyouhadanoptionofwhichyoudon’t

havebytheway”hesayssoftly.“Whatwouldyou

choose?”Idartmyeyesbetweenhisbeforemylips

twitchintowhatIcancallasaddensmileasIstare

intothosebeautiful,beautifuleyes.

I’dchoosebothbutrightnowIonlywantone



becauseImaynotgettodoitagain,stareinto

thoseeyesthatevokesakaleidoscopicfeeling

insidemeasmynailsdigdeeperanddeeperinto

hissoiluntilhechangespigmentation.Thesounds

thatescapesourlipssoundinglikeanorchestraon

alovelymorningwhilethesunslowlyrises,dogs

barkingandkidsgiggling.Feelinghismovements

insideme,inandout,deeperandsucculently.The

saltybeadsonhisforeheadfallingtomychest.

“Makelovetome”Iblinklookingathimundermy

eyelashes.

“Why?”

“Becauseitmightbethelasttimeyougettomake

lovetomebhuti”WhatIreadinhisfaceis

unexpected.Itgripsmyheart,squeezinglikeavise.

Hiseyesglimmeringwithasheenoftearsmirroring

mines.“Idon’twanttoloseyou”Ibreathe.Lifting

myhand,Icaresshischeek,andrunmyfingertips



acrosshisstubble.Hecloseshiseyesandexhales,

leaninghisfaceintomytouch.

Heleansdownslowly,andmylipsautomaticallylift

tomeethis.Hehoversoverme.

“YouknowwhatscaresmeNokwanda?”he

whispers.

Heiscallingmebymyfullname,thisisvery

serious,soseriousasIamstandinghereinmy

whiteunderwearwhilethesunissettingoutside

anditcastsaneerieredglowupthewhitepainted

walls.

“No”

Hismouthsoftlyclosesonmine,coaxing,coercing

mylipsapartashisarmsfoldaroundme,pulling



metohim.Hishandmovesupmyback,fingers

tanglinginthedreadlocksatthebackofmyhead

andtugginggently,whilehisotherhandflattenson

mybehind,forcingmeagainsthim.Imoansoftly.

“IfIdoforgeteverythingyouwon’tremindmehow

muchyoumeantolikethelasttimeyoudidinstead

youwillwalkawayleavingmebehindbattlingwith

mymindandmyhearttryingtounderstandwhyit

suddenlybeatingsoloudatthesoundofyourvoice,

thewarmthofyoureyesandyourstaggering

beauty.Iamscaredofseeingthatpainedlook

plasteredonyourfaceagainmfaziwamimorethan

anything”

“Iamgoingtomakeyoufallinlovewithme

everyday”

Hechucklessoftly,“surelyIwillwithyour

stubbornness”



“Iamnotstubbornbhuti”Iprotest.

Helooksatmeforamoment,juststaringand

feelingthesoftnessofmyskin.“Iloveyouso

much”hesays.

“Iloveyoutoo”Isayinavelvetytone“Iloveyouso

much"

“Youdon’thaveachoice”

“Ihavemanychoices”

“AhardfuckiswhatIshouldbegivingyouactually”

hesaysunravelled“Iamgoingtofuckyouthen

makelovetoyou”hepicksmeupinhisarms

unexpectedlyandgentlyplacingmeonthebedlike

afragilefeather.“Youaresobeautiful”hesaysand



withthathecrawlsontothebed,upmybody,and

straddlesme.Helowershimselftome,soclose

thathiswarmbreathistheonlythingIcanfeelon

myface.Hismouthalmostonmines,Iexpecthim

totakeownershipofmyownmouthbuthedoesn’t

insteadheclimbsoffmeandbendstogivemea

quickpeckonthelips.Thenhestandsandliftshist

-shirtoverhishead.Heundoeshisjeansanddrops

themtothefloor.

Abruptlymymouthisdry.Hereallyisbeyond

beautifulandIwillnevergetusedtoitwithallthose

tattoosinhisbody.

WhatIlovethemostishowsomeofthemarejust

tinyandminimal.

Hehasaphysiquedrawnonclassicallines:broad

muscularshoulders,narrowhips,theinverted

triangle.Icouldlookathimallday.



Iobserveashedrawsvaguelinebetweenher

breastsanddownherstomach.

Helooksupatmeandsmirksstrokingmyinner

thighsuntilIspreadmylegs.Thenhedipshishead

andunexpectedlylicksme.Ishiverbeneathhim,

buttrytoholdstill.Heslideshistongueintomein

andout,caressingmyclitorisuntilithardens.My

vaginafloodswithwarmfluidandhelicksmemore,

teasingmewithhistongueuntilIcome.

“Ahbhu—Mongezi”Igroanasheputshistongueon

thelineonmystomachandbeginstolickhisway

up.Hepausestobreathedownmyribsalltheway

tomyhardnipplesandIcannotholdstill.Myback

archtowardshimashesucksandnipsandkisses

mybreasts,thenmovesuptomythroat,andfinally

myface.Hecircleshisfingersinsideme,around

andaround,whilehisthumbstrokesmyclitoris,

backandforth,oncemore.It’stheonlypointonmy

bodywherehe’stouchingme,andallthetension,is



concentratedonthisonepartofmyanatomyashe

staresstraightintomyeyesandhisjawline

clenched.

“Rollover”hesays,holdinghimselfaboveme,his

lipscaressingmyear.Irollbeneathhimandhe

reachesdowntopresshishandbetweenmythighs,

pressinghisthumbintome,forcingmylegsapart.

Hekneelsbetweenthemandliftsmyhips.Idraw

upmyknees,risingtohimandturningmyfacein

thepillows.Iclutchattheminanticipationofhis

entryintome.

HehesitatesandIlookbackovermyshoulderto

seehim.HecatchesmyeyeandgrinsandIshake

myheadruefully.Hepartsmewithhisfingers,

strokingmefrombehindinawaythatalwaysdrives

mequicklytofrenziedarousal.Imoanintothe

pillows.Hepenetratesme,slickandcoolatfirst,

thenhotandsolid,forcingindeeper,nudging

againstmycervixsothatIcryoutlittleyelpsof



pleasure.Theyinciteshim,drivinghimtosharper,

harderstrokesuntilIwigglemyass,breakinghis

rhythmandsendinghimovertheedge.ImoanasI

comeinlong,surgingcontractionsthathematches

withsquirming,pulsingthrustsuntilheisdrained

onceagain.

“Fuck!”hemoansasheslipsoutofme,reaching

aroundmetostrokethefrontsofmythighs,thenup

mytorso,bendingovermetocupmybreasts.I

stretchmylegsoutbeneathhimandheslipstothe

side,holdingmefrombehind.

Welayspoonedtogetherforalongwhile,ourhearts

poundinginasyncopatedrhythmasourbreathing

graduallycalms.FinallyIrollawaysothatIcan

facehim.Hefreedshisarmfromundermeand

brushesalockofhairoffofmyface.“Water?”he

alreadyknows,Ishakemyheadathimandhe

kissesmyforeheadbeforegettingoffthebed.I

watchhimwearinghisjeansandglancingtowards



mewithasmirk.

Iwinkathimandheactuallyeruptswith

unexpectedlaughtermakingmelaughandshaking

myhead.“What?”Iaskhim.

Heshakeshishead,“nothing.Youarebeautiful”I

didnotexpectthatone.Icovermyselfwithawhite

duvetbeforehepullsitdownlookingatme.Then

hedisappearsandcomesbackwithanoldpolaroid

cameraandtakingpicturesofmeasIloudlylaugh,

giggle,smile,poseandevenstandingonmyfeeton

topofthebedtoshowmygrowingstomachina

veryartisticnudistway.

Thepicturescameoutofthecamerasametimeina

clipart,theyareretroandbeautiful,very.

Finallyhedisappears,Iwatchhimashetakesone

stepatthetimeandhehasthreepicturesinhis



handsthathesaidarehisfavourites.

Whataman!

IfIcouldcomparehimtoanyoneI’dsayheisa

blackcombinationofHeroFiennesTiffinandCole

Sprouse—hethecharacteristicsofbeingabadboy

inafilm,darkerandbrooding.

MyphonestartsvibratingandYolokazi’sname

flashesonthescreenandIanswerpressingthe

gadgetagainstmyear.“Iforgottocallyouearlier.

Momwasattheapartmentthismorning”OhI

guesssheisnotgreetingandwon’tbother.

“Yolokazihey”

“IfIwantedtogreetIwasgoingtogreet.Anyways

didyoutugmetobedlastnight?”



“Whatdidshesay?”

“HeyNokwanda”

Goodgirl.

“Ididn’ttugyoubutyoucalledyourmantotugyou

whenyouweredrunk”Icanhearhercussingunder

herbreath“WhatdidMomsay?”

“Dadwantstomeetus,tonightatdinnerwhichisin

likethreehours”

“No”

Silence.



“Whatyoumeanno?”

“Iamnotreadytomeethim.Iamstillcominginto

termswitheverythingsono”

“ThisisnotaboutyoubutusYomelela”

“Whoisthat?”

“Yourname”

“Thatisnotmyname”

“Thatisyourname”hertoneisveryserious,which

isveryunlikeher“pleasecometonight”

“Whatyouareaskingfrommeishard—



“Please”shepesters.

“Fine”

“Wearsomethingelsethanwhitewedonotwant

himthinkingyou’resaintthanme”

“IamMariyaafterallitonlymakessense”

Shelaughs“Iwillpickyouupthen,bye”

Meetingmyfather?Idon’tknow.
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“Acceptance”



Istareatmyselfinthemirrorasthelipglossbrush

movesalongmylipsmakingthemshimmeryand

glistening,funnyhowIamdressingtoimpress

someoneIrarelyevenknowandnotwillingto

acknowledgeasmyfather,nottodayoreverforthat

matter.IthinkIwantthingstobeastheywereand

stayastheywere,Iwishthetruthnevercameout

nowthatisonethingInevertalkabout.

Ifeellikeeverythingisbeingshoveddownmy

throatsoIcanacceptitasitis—acceptanceagain.

“Youlookbeautifulmfaziwami”hesaysandI

searchforhisreflectioninthemirrortofindhim

standingbythedoorleaningonitwithpicturesin

hishands,Iamguessinghewastakingpictures

againwhileIwasn’tpayingattention.

Oureyesmeetsandmylipsslowlyspreadsintoa

smilebeforelookingdown,somethingacidicmoves

aroundmyeyesandmyirispumps.Ohhecanfeel

it,heismyownreflection.WhatIfeelhefeelsitand



whathefeelsIfeelit.“MaMkhungocomehere”he

saysinasoftesttone,sogentlelikehealwaysis

withme.Ipickmyheadupagaintolookathimand

hisarmsareopenwaitingformetothrowmyselfat

themsohecanwrapmeup.

Igetuptakingonestepatthetimetowardshimand

inablinkofaneyeIamalreadyinhisarmsandhe

holdsmetightlykissingthetopofmyheadwhile

hisotherhandrunsthroughmydreadlocks

grabbingmesohecanbringmyheadmuchcloser

tohischest.Icanhearhisheart,poundingand

drummingandsinging.“Ilovethisdressonyou”He

compliments,Ifeelmorecomfortableondresses

thesedays.Thisoneisamididresswithlong

sleeves.Featuringagathereddetailonthefront,

frontslitatthehemandinvisiblebackzipfastening

andImatchedthemwithminimalistleatherhigh

heelsandals.

“Eventhoughit’snotwhite?”Ichucklelookingupat



him.

“Everycolourlooksbeautifulonyou”hesayshis

fingersrunningagainstmylowerlip“Whatis

wrong?”

“Everything”

“Tellmeonethingwrong”

“Idon’tthinkIwanttoaccepthowmylifeturnedout.

Mymothernotbeingmymother.Myfathernot

beingmyfather.Mybrotherbeingmycousin.My

cousinbeingmytwinsister,itsoundscrazy”Iscoff.

“Lifeiscrazy.Butalsodonotrushyourselfinto

anythingortofeelanything.Ifyouarenotreadyto

acceptfine,thendon’tandwhenyoufeelyouare

readywewilltakeitonestepatatime”hesaid“we”,



it’sheartmeltinghowheusespluralineverycase.

“Andtonight?”

“Go”

“But...”

“Thismeanssomuchtoyoursister,somethingthat

shereallywants.Sheislongingforherfather’slove

becausesheneverhadthat,youdid.Sometimeswe

havetocompromise”

Compromise?Idon’tknow.

“SometimesIdonotwanttoattendthesefamily

meetingsthathasbeenhappeningnorwannabe

partofanythinghappeninginmyfamilybut



becauseBongeziwewantsmetobetherethenI

compromise.BecauseheismybrotherandIlove

him,careforhimandrespecthimjustgothereif

anythingyoudon’tagreewithcallmeandIwill

fetchyou”hekissesmyforeheadandinthat

momentweareinterruptedbyalongannoyingcar

hoot.TrustYolokazitodoexactlythat.Iamsure

sheisbangingherhandsagainstthatsteering

wheelwhileeruptingwithlouduglylaugh.

ItakeadeepbreathandMongezitakesmybagand

accompanyingmeoutsidewithjustsilencein

betweenusandhishandlacedaroundmywaist,

myshoesclickingateachstepandmyhead

leaningonhisshoulderuntilweareoutsideinthat

momentwefindYolokazi’supperbodyoutsidethe

windowofhercarandsheyells“Hurryup!”she

saysclappingherhandstogether.“Hellobhuti

wakhe”shegreetsMongeziwhosoftlylaughsand

shakinghisheadbeforehewavesather.



Iturntohim,“Iloveyou”itcomeswhispery.

“IloveyoutoonowleavebeforeIdragyouback

insidethehouse,remembertocallmeokay”Ishake

myheadathimrapidly.ThenIkisshiseyes,nose,

cheeksandmouthbeforewalkingtowardsmy

dearlysisterwhoisscreaming.

Igetinacarandsitcomfortablyturningmyhead

towardsherasshecatchesherbreathfromallthe

screamingshehasbeendoing.“Youarenot

wearingwhite”shesaysasshemanouveresthecar

outsidethegate.

“Youaskedmenotto”

“Iamsurprisedyoulisten”

Iglancetowardsher,withherlipspaintedinnude



makingthemlooklikeshehadfillersthenIface

forward.“Youarenotokay”

“True”Iamnotabouttobeataroundthebush,Iam

joking“hormones”fromnowonIamgonnabe

blamingeverythingonthem,evenminorthings.

“Itisnicebeingpregnanthuh?Alwayshave

somethingtouseasanescapegoat”

“Mxm”Ichuckle.

“Talktome”

“Notnow”

Iglanceatheragaintoseeherreactionandherlips

aredownturnedintoascowlbuthereyesare



focusedontheroad,handsgrippingtightlyinthat

sterringwheel.

Finallywearedrivingthroughoursmallyard,my

aunthasmovedintomymother’shousesince

Kayiseaskedherto.Beinghereinthisyard,the

houseandhearingthenoisesfromthedrunkards

ontheroadissonostalgic.Itbringsallmemories

whowereneatlystoredsomewhereinmybrain.

Wearewelcomedbyloudlaughterandanaroma

hangingthickintheroom,onlytofindmy

aunt—mother—inwhatIthinkisbrandnewdress

anditissurprisingseeingherwithouther

ridiculouslyfunnymakeupbutinsteadherfaceis

bare,smoothandflawlessthatIhadtoblinkfew

moretimes.

Sheisseatedinaladylikemannerbuthersmall

bottleofvodkaisinherhand.“Theyarehere!”she

saysjoyfullyandaswesitthereheis.Ihave



expectedsomethingdifferent.Amanwithabigpot

bellyyoucanlearnhowtopunchon,wearinga

silversuitandcarryingaBibleeverywherehegoes.

Andwheneverheopenshismouthallhespitsisa

versebutheistotallydifferentfromthat.Abald

headedmascularman,withagreybeardandIam

suretheworshipteamthrowsthemselvesathimat

everyservice,spreadingtheirlegsapartand

pretendingthattheholyspiritisinpresence.

YolokaziliedwhenshesaidourfatherisSambulo’s

fatherinspirit,thisisnothim.

Wecannotdenytheresemblancehereandthereas

wesitoppositeeachotherandhesmilesatus,butI

don’tsmileback.

Thenmyauntclearsherthroattakingasipfromher

bottleandthestrongsmelloftheintoxicatingdrink

fillstheroom.“Thisishim,yourfather,myonenight

stand”shesayshumorously.



Myonenightstand?Wearetheresultofonenight

stand,hahaha.

Helooksathersternlybeforeandshetugsher

headin.“Youwantedmetosayyouweretheloveof

mylifeThabiso?”

“Canwenotgothereagainnotnowwhenthekids

arealreadyhere”hesays,Ididnotexpectthatvoice

fromhim.Notdeeporhuskybutamixtureof

feminineandmasculinestirreduptogether.“Your

mothertoldmealotaboutyou”

“IwishIcansaythesame”Isayleaningbackwards

onthecouch.

Heiscaughtoffguardbyeithermyresponseormy

tone.“Youpaintyourfaces?”



Excusemewhatwasthatnow?

“Thabiso!”mymotherwarns,isthisthereasonwhy

sheisbaretoday?

“Youwanttobepaintednawe?”Yolokazi.

“Iamnotsurprisedbothofyouturnedoutlikethis.

Youwereraisedbyyourmotherafterallbutwecan

workonthat”

“Workonwhatexactly?”Iaskfurrowingmy

eyebrows.

“Teachingyoumymoralcompassandhowtocarry

yourselves.Youaremydaughtersandthereisa

certainwayyouguysneedtoact”



“Daughtersyounevercaredabout?”Iaskhim.

“Ididn’tknowaboutbothofyou”

“Andafteryouknew?Youdidn’tbother”Icreasemy

eyebrowathim.

“Ihadtotaketimetoalloweverythingtosinkin.I

thoughtyourmotherwasjustpullingoutoneofher

strings.AndIhadtotalktomywifeaboutthis”

“Mustbenicebeingyou”

“Kwanda,stopit”Yolokaziwarnsme,herreactionis

totallyoppositetowhatIhaveexpectedfromher.

TheoneIknowshe’dberoaringanderuptingwith

anger.



Silence!

Igetup,“Fuckthis!Iamleaving”Iamnotaboutto

sithereandlistentosomeonewhohasjudgedme

themomentIwalkedthroughthedoor.Igrabmy

bagignoringthevoicescallingoutformyname

untilIamoutside.

“Kwandastop!”YolokaziscreamsandIpause

ignoringthechillyweatheragainstmyskinturning

towardsher.“Whatwasthat?”

“Whatwaswhat?”

“Thatshityoudid”

“Youpaintyourfaces?Really?Andyouwantto

standthereandtellmeIdidsomeshit.Whenwe



weretoldweneedtobetaughtmoralcompass,be

disciplinedandbetaughthowtoberespectfulby

someonewhobarelyevenknowus?Youwantme

tositdownandlistentothat?”

“Itwasajoke”

“Ajoke?AreyoufuckingkiddingmeYolokazi”

“Fine!Finethen.ButIwanttomakethiswork

maybewearenotseeingeyetoeyenowbutIwant

tomakeitwork”

“Areyoulongingforhislovesomuchthatyou

gonnasitdownforallofthat?”

“Yes”



“Goodluckthen,Iamoutofhere”

“ThisistheKwandaIknow.Whocaresnothing

aboutanyonebutherself.Youwanttorunbackto

yourlittleboyfriendwhomightnotrememberyou

tomorrow?Thengoon.ButIamgoingtomakethis

relationshipwithmyfatherwork,somethingyou’ve

neverhad”

Ilookather,flappingmyeyelashes.Openingand

closingmymouth.

“KwandaIdidn’tmeanthat”

“Fusegi!”
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"Onedayyourfearwillcomeknockingatyourdoor,

whatwouldyoudo?"



Myangeriseruptinglikeavolcanoandwantsto

comeoutinaroar,ormaybeinamostviolentway.

MyshoeskeepsclickingagainsttheconcreteasI

takeonestepatatime,walkingfasterthanI

normallydo.IfitwasanyotherdayIwouldhave

walkedintothathouseacrossthestreetwhere

they'retwowomenstandingoutsidewithabottleof

cidersandyellingontopoftheirvoicessinging

alongtoJerusalemanddancingtoit.

Myheartispoundingfasterandharder.

Thestreetlightontopofmyheadkeepsblinkingon

andoffandthebreezeischillyagainstmyskin.I

graboutmyphonefrommypocket,insteadof

callingmyboyfriendwhopromisedtofetchme

whenthingsgowrongbutIcallmybrother.

"Moonceres"hesayswithsomethingthatsmells

andtasteslikehappinessinhisvoice,thesedays

heislikeahippiemanwearingarainbowhue



clothesandendseachsentencewith"loveand

peace",happinessisoozingaroundhim.

"Ineedyou"myvoicetrembles,Ido.Imissrunning

inhisarmslikeatoddlerandnuzzlingonhisneck

ashecomfortsmethenunexpectedlyheticklesme

makingmeeruptwithlaughter.Thinkingaboutit

nowKayisehasalwaysbeenthefathertomethan

"myfather".Hehasalwaysbeenoverlyprotective

whenitcomestomelikeIamafragileegg.He'd

sacrificehislastcentswhenwewerekidssohe

couldbuymesweetsorchipsasIhystericallywith

mucusallovermynose.

OhhowImissmymom!

Iknowexactlyshewouldhavewhisperedwords

thatwerecoatedwithhoneyandmilkinmyears

thenstareintomyeyesandwarmlysmiled.

"Whereareyou?"Theconcernislacedinhisvoice,



"Kwandawhereareyou?"hesoundslikeheis

movingnowandhisvoicekeepsrisinghigherand

higher.

"Fivehousesawayfromhome,underthestreet

light"

"WhataredoingunderthestreetlightKwanda?"Oh

heisyellingatmenow,"Iamcoming"hesaysafter

fewsecondsofyellingthenhehangsuphisphone.

Ikeeplookingleftandright,thestreetsarefull.You

cantellthatthefestiveseasonisslowly

approaching.Inanynovicethedifferentmusic

playingindifferenthouseswould'vesounded

annoyingagainstmyeardrums.Thestreetsmells

likeburningmeatcomingfromtheorangepainted

house.

Mystomachisgrowling,IhaveforgettenthatIam

pregnantbutwhowouldn't?Aftergettingpregnant

withoutpenetration.



Andactuallydidpenetrationafterthepregnancy?

Theysaidit'scalledpoppingthecherry,funny.

Myphonehasbeenringingandmydearlysister

hasbeentryingtocontactme,Ihavenothingtosay

toherreallynotnowbecauseIalsomightendup

spewingbitterwordsintohermouth.Ihaveavery

sharptongueandIknowforsurewhateverwill

comeoutofmymouthwilldestroytherelationship

thatwehavebeenworkingon.

Iamtalkingtoanelderlywomanwhoknewmy

mother,shefoundmestandinghereandsheasked

howlongIamwithmypregnancywhichmakesme

wonderhowtheyactuallyseeit?

Cantheysmellitfromafar?



Oldpeoplewillsurpriseyou.

IdidnotanswerherthoughIjusteruptedwith

uncomfortablelaughterbecauseIwastaughtnotto

trustanyonewhenitcomestopregnancy.

Ah!

Finallymybrotherisherewithasternfaceandhe

boughtmefood,heisnottalkingbutthemomentI

getinthecarbutaswemoveheopenshismouth,

"UsuyahlanyaKwanda?"heglancesatmeonce

askingifIamcrazy.Ilookathimopeningthebrown

paperbagbeforelookingaheadsincethisisnot

whatthebabygrowinginsidemystomachwants--

wewantdumplingandmincenotburgers.

"IhadafightwithYolokazi"Itellhim.



"Andthatmeansyoumustgoandstandundera

streetlightinthedark?"WellIwasangry,canyou

blameme?

Icatchaquickglimpseandheisfrowning,weird

enoughhelookssomuchlikeBongeziweespecially

aftershavinghishead."Iwantedspace"Idefend.

Heshakeshisheadindisapproval"Whyyoufought

withYolokazi.Ithoughtyouguysweredoingjust

fine"

"Wellhermotherintroducedourfathertoday

rememberwhenItoldyouearlieraboutthemeetup

andhesaidsomethings"

"Whatthings?"

"LikeheknewthatThokozilewon'tbeabletoraise



usandheisgoingtoteachushismoralcompass

sinceweneedtoactacertainwaysincewearehis

children.Hewentasfarasaskingifwepaintour

faces"

Hechucklessoftly,"thatisridiculous"heturnsthe

steeringwheelafterchangingthegear"andthen

whyyoufoughtwithyourtwinsister?Iamsureshe

chokedthatmantodeath"

"Shame,shedefendedhim,goingasfarassaying

sheisgoingtomaketherelationshipwithhimwork

sincethatissomethingIhaveneverhad.Andshe

saidIamselfishforstandingupformyself"

"That'shectic,andyouguysdidn'tphysicallyfight?

Bothofyouarealwaysreadytothrowpunches"I

givehimthemostdiabolicallookbeforeplayfully

punchinghim."Jokesaside,Iunderstandwhereshe

iscomingfromthoughjustleaveoutthefactthat

shewasbeingabitchforsayingthosethingstoyou



butyouhadwhatmostpeoplereferashappyfamily.

Youhadmomanddadbutnoonereallyknewwhat

washappening,youunderstand.Soshefeelsitwas

easierforyoutojustwalkawayatthatmoment

becauseyou'vehadafatheryourentirelifewhen

shedidn't.Whenyou'vecalmdownjustsitdown

andtalktoherliketwogrownadults.Makeher

understandyoualsodidn'thaveaperfectfather

figure.Shewaswrongyes,butIreallyunderstand

heremotionsandIalsounderstandwhereyou're

comingfromaswell"

"Whosesideareyouon?"Ijoke.

"Youguysarepracticallyonepersonsoboth"what

aneasygetaway"Howisyourboyfriend?Wetried

callinghimtodayandhedidn'tanswer.Likeanhour

ago"

"Heisfine"



"You'relying".

"Wearebothworriedabouthimpossiblylosinghis

memoryagain"

"Youdoknowhismotherhadnothingtodowith

thisright?Butit'sancestralandthiswholethingis

goingtobehardbecauseyourboyfriendmadeit

clearhedoesn'tbelieveinthesethings"

"Mihlalihadeverythingtodowiththis"

"YouneedtotalktoMongezibecauseheknows

everything"

"Whatdoyoumean?"



"Justtalktohim.AllIamsayingishismotherhas

nothingtodowiththisandheknowsthat"Hetells

merightafterhehasparkedathisunderground

parking.Grabbingthebrownpaperbagthathas

foodthatwasboughtformeandmypurse"Come

insidesoyoucaneatandstopoverthinkingthatis

notgoodforyourbaby"hesayswithaslightsmile.

Iamtryingtoprocesswhathejusttoldmebefore

followingrightbehindhim.

Icomfortablytakeasitonthecouchandtakingoff

myshoeswhenhecomesandplacesthefoodfor

meonthetable."Pleaseeat"heinstructs.

"Iwantdumplingandmince"

"Iwillcookdumplingforyoubutfornoweatthis,

yourstomachhasbeengrowlingandIamtiredof

pretendinglikeIcannothearit.Comeandsitwith

meinthekitchen"HesaysandIstickmytongue

outathimashedisappearsaroundthehouse



takingmyphoneouttocallMongezibuthisphone

goesunanswered,strangebecausehealways

answersatfirstring.

Letmecallhisbrother.

"Makoti"hesoundspanic.

"Hey,haveyouspokentoMongezi?"

"Uhmyeah,Iamwithhimrightnow"

"Whyheisnotansweringhisphone?"

"Heis...napping.Hecompplainedaboutthe

headachebutdon'tworryhe'llbefine.Iamhere"

"AskhimtocallmewhenhewakesupandtellhimI



amwithKayise"

"Okaymakoti,bye"

"Bongeziwe"

"Hmmm"Hemurmurs.

"Iknowyouarehidingsomethingfromme"

Helaughs,"Hide?Me?Never.HeisreallysleepingI

cansendapictureifyouwantmeto"

"Noneed,bye,bye"Ihangupthecallfeelingrather

uneasyafterthephonecall.

.



Iwakeuptoanannoyingalarmandthesun

escapingthroughthewindowmakingmyvision

blurryanddarker,thesleepisstilldancingaround

myeyesasIrubitoffwiththeheelofmyhands.

TakingmyphonetoseeareminderthattodayI

haveanappointmentwithgynecologist,strange

enoughthey'renomissedcallsorwhatsoeverfrom

Mongezinotevenamessageinsteadthecallthat

comesthroughisfromOnalenna.

"Sweetcheeks"shesaysinahighpitchtone.

"Soearlyinthemorning"Ichuckle.

"WewerethinkingofjoiningyouwithKhethelo

todayforyourappointment,shestillhasn'ttookthe

testsoshewantedtofoundoutifyou'rebecoming

anauntwhileyou'rearound,ifyoudon'tmindof

course.Andubhutisuggestedthis"



"Mongezi?"

"Yes"

"Hecalledyou"

Sheclearsherthroat,"hesentamessagelastnight

actuallythathewantedustosharethismoment

withyou.Sobereadywearecomingtofetchyou

withKhethelo"AttheendofthecallItrycallingmy

managainandonceagainhisphonegoes

unanswered,ormaybehehasn'twokenup.

Ihadtowearmybrother'sclothessinceIdon'thave

myclothesaroundhere,everythinglooksbaggybut

ratheradorable.Inacartheyarehavinga

conversationwithmusicplayingloudlyandIsitjust

herenotutteringawordstaringoutsidethewindow

andcatchingglimpseatmyphonewaitingforacall.



"OnalennapleasedrivetoMongezi'shouse"I

bluntlysay.Andtheybothturntheirheadswith

Khethelotolookatme.

"Andtheappointment"

"DrivetoMongezi'shouse"Theyarehiding

somethingfromme,allofthem.

"ButIalsowant..."Khethelo

"Please"Ipester.

Theatmosphereinthecarchangesandbecomes

ratherintenseaswechangetheroutetoMongezi's

house.Andthemomentwegettheremyheart

becomessoheavy,asifit'sbleedingclots.



WalkingthroughthedoorIfindBongeziwe,his

motheralongsidetheirgrandparentsinthehouse

togetherinalivingroomlookingscruffy."Makoti!"

Bongeziweexclaims.

"Whereishe?"

Theyareavoidingeyecontactwithme.

"Bongeziwe!"

"Inhisroom"Ididn'tknowIwasholdingmybreath

untilnowandinthatmomentheappearswearing

allblackastheusual,lookingattractivelikethefirst

timeIsawhim.Andthatringhewaswearingthe

othernightoureyesmetforthefirsttimeisbackon

hisfinger--itbelongedtohisfather,blackincolour.

Hetookitoffaftereverythingthathashappened.



Andinthatmomentmyworstfearcomesknocking

onmydoor,thereisnowheretorunandnowhereto

hide.

"Mongezi"Hismothersaysgettingupfromthe

couch.Mychestisheaviningupanddown,slowly

thenfaster.Harderandrapidly.Mymouthisnot

producingenoughsaliva."ThisisKwandayour

gir..."IamsurprisedthatMihlaliwouldintroduce

methatwayespeciallysincethisisherchanceto

getridofmyexistence.

"Businesspartner"Isayquickly.Helooksatme

fromheadtotoe,atleastIamstillwearingthehigh

heelshoesfromlastnightsothislookmightaswell

looklikeastreetstyle.

Bongeziwethrowsmethemostdiabolicallookand

thegrandparentsgaspsforair."Andwehaduhm...a

meeting"Isayquickly,myliesstranglingmythroat.



Heiscloselylookingatme.Iknowthatlooktrying

tofigureoutwhoamIinhishead.Probablyfighting

withathousandsofthoughtsinhishead.

Somethingpowerfulandacidicstingsmyeyes.

"Wecangotomyofficethen"Hesayswiththat

charmingsmilethatcauseswarmthinbetweenmy

legsashewalksoutoftheroomfirstignoringthe

existenceofhisfamily.AndIamleftbehindwith

everyonecastingtheireyesonmewith

questionablelooks.Theyshouldn'tdarelookatme

likethatwhentheywerehidingthisfromme.

IsaidI'dmakehimfallinlovewithmealloveragain

right?ThatiswhatIamgoingtodothen.

Waitwhatbusinessdowehavetogether?

Shit!



HavinghiminvestinginthatbusinessideathatI

had?

Whatifthisbackfires?

Ifindhimleaningonthematteblacktablefacing

towardsthedoorandthemomentheseesmehe

foldshisarmsagainsthischest."Youdon'tlook

preparedforameeting"hesaysinasofttone.

"Andyoudo?"

Hesmiles,Icantellheispretendingtohave

everythingundercontrol."Havesit,willitbeacrime

tocomplimentmybusinesspartner?"hepointsa

chairrightinfrontofhim.

Ismirkslightly,"Depends"



"Onwhat?"

"Howyoucomplimentyourbusinesspartner"

"You'rebeautifulMiss..."

"Mkhungo"

Hefurrowshiseyesandtugginghisheadintapping

hisfingersonthetablebeforehegoesaround

takingasit,confidentlyleaningbackwards.

"MaMkhungo..."hepauses.
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"Iguessthat’sjustpartoflovingpeople:Youhave

togivethingsup.Sometimesyouevenhavetogive



themup"

Strangeenoughtheintenseandcosmicchemistry

isfloatingintheair,makingithardformeto

breathethroughmynoseandtodistractmyself

fromhismenacingeyecontactIsweepmy

dreadlocksbackintoaponytailmakingmyself

rathercomfortableonthechairinanimpeccable

andprofessionalmannerism,crossingmylegs

underthetable."MaMkhungo"heinhalesswiftly

andhiseyenarrowuntiltheylooklikeslitsonhis

face.Hearinghimcallingmelikethatfeelslikethe

firsttimeIheardhimsayingit.Itturnsmyinsides

outandmyintestinesintopinkmarshamellows.His

tonecoatedwithhoneyandsomethingexotic.

Inodmyheadwaitingforthenextwordstoswiftly

leavehismouth,hiscalamitymakesmyanxiety

findsawaytogripitselfaroundme,itfeelsas

thoughmyabilitytospeak,breatheandthinkisno

longerfunctioningasitnormallydoes.



Ridiculousisn'tit?

"I'msorryIcompletelyforgotaboutthemeeting.

YoucansayIamhavingabaddaysinceIcannot

seemtofindmyphonenorkeystomyroomand

lastnightIfellasleepattheguestroom,weird

enough.Andthenthismorningmyfamilyshowed

upuninvited"hesayshisnegativesmilewidening.

Aslightpartofmeisthrowingapartysomewhere

atthecornerofmybrainaboutthelossofhis

phone.Itwouldhaveputeverythinginjeopardy

becauseforonemypictureisgracefullyblessing

hiswallpaper,lookingratherlikeanadorable

teenagerseatedbyhishugewindowthathasa

contrasttoviewsofuntamedbranchesandample

greenery.Inawhitedressandfacingtowardshis

directionwithmymouthwidelyopenedasIwas

laughingmyliversoutassomethingthathehad

saidandmyhandsintheairwithaperfectacrylic

manicure.



HowwasIgoingtoexplainhis"businesspartner"

beinghiswallpaper.

Playingwithfire,amI?

"Iunderstand"Ismilesweetlyandflappingmy

lashesathimasherevealshisteeththatcouldbe

anadforcosmeticdentistry,andIfeelasthough

there'sawaterfallstuckinbetweenmylegsinthere

somewhereontopofthegreenerymountains.This

feelslikethisistheveryfirsttimeIsitoppositehim,

likehisspermhasn'tswamtomyeggsanda

somethinghasasizeofraspberryisgrowinginside

myme."Iwasn'twellpreparedmyselfandIcame

hererushing"Iadd.

Helaceshisfingerstogetherandcreatingatent

underhischin,theperfectmanicurehehaddone

fewweeksagolooksperfectonhisveinyhands

decoratedwithablankring.Thesoundofhis

chucklereverberatesthroughmeandmanagesto



sendsomesortofelectricwaveandalertingmy

clitoristojumpupanddown."Icantell,something

todrink?"heasks"Iamthinkingwecangotothe

restaurantfiveminutesawayfromhere.Theysell

reallyhealthyfoodfromgardenandfarmatthe

back.Nopreseventivesorwhatsoever"hesaysasif

thehealthyeatingtopicwillsomehowbe

impressivetome,maybeifIwasn'tpregnantbut

rightnowagiantburgerwoulddo"Iam

uncomfortableknowingmygrandmotherand

motherarehere,theycanwalkinanytime"A

sparkleoflightIhaveneverwitnessedbefore

appearsinhiseyesandhisfacebrightensupatthe

mentionofhismother.Althoughmyheartswimsin

angerandragewheneverIthinkofthethingsshe

hasdonetohim,butthatlookmanagedtomeltall

thoseemotions.Itwasreal,rawandhonest.Maybe

justmaybethisistheonlytimehisfamilycanbe

normalforonce.Everyonecanmanagetoputa

smileontheirfaceswithoutworryingaboutthenext

visitationoftears,bitterwordsexchangedthat

leaveseveryoneemotionallyexhaustedandbarely

evenbreathing.



"Finebyme"Isay.I'dlovetogetawayaswellsoI

don'thavetoworryaboutBongeziwewalking

throughthedoorgunblazingandhispotatohead

sweatingandtellinghisbrotherthetruth.Thatlook

onhisfacefewminutesagotellsmehe

disapprovesthis.

Helooksatmepointly"Letmegogetthecarkeys"

Beforeheperksupthechair,heattentivelylooks

intomyeyes.Iboldlyholdthemagnifyingeye

contactthatfillsmewithcoloursonlyhecanpaint

butIimmediatelyclearmythroatrememberingthis

isnot"ubhuti"butmysocalledbusinesspartner.

Heflashesasmileanddisappearing,leavingawhiff

ofhiscolognethathehadstoppedusingbecauseit

makesmenauseated.Luckilytherearebottlesof

waterhere.Iquicklygraboneandgulpingtheliquid

thatfreezesmythroatasIcatchmybreath

Bongeziwewalksintotheroomandmy

subconsciouspreparesmeforalonglecture.



"Iknowyoudon'tlikewhatIamdoing"Itakewords

fromhismouth.

"ThenwhyaredoingitKwanda?"OhsuddenlyIam

not"makoti"anymore.

Ishrugnonchalantly"Imaginewakingupwithyour

memorycompletelygoneandthenyouarebeing

toldyouhaveapregnantgirlfriend.Allofthisis

shoveddownyourthroatatonce.Thinkaboutit

Mongezi"

"Angifuni"hesays,histonebrittlewithannoyance

andthenglancetowardsthedoor"Idon'twantto

thinkaboutit.Becausehewantedmetoshovethat

truthdownhisthroatwhenthingsgettothis"

"Letmehandlethismyway"



"Andwhenitblowsupwhatisgoingtohappen?

Whatifhegoesoutthereandfallforsomeonewho

isnotyou?Youwantmetositdownandwatchthat?

Watchyoulosingapieceofyourself.Youthinkhe

willforgivemewhenfinallyrememberseverything

Nokwanda.Thisisnotaboutyou,notabouthimbut

thechildyouarecarryinginsideyou.Youaregoing

tobeamotherofhischild.Atthismomentwedon't

reallyknowwhenhewillregainhismemorysohow

longareyougoingtokeepupwiththis?"

"MongeziismyeternalsunshineBongeziwe"

"Iknowthat,Iamaskinghowlongareyougoingto

keepwiththisnonsenseyou'redoing.Becausethis

Kwanda,this..."hepointstheairlikehecanseeand

touchthenonsense"Thisisnonsense"

"Thisistraditional.I'msuresomethingcanbedone,



right?"myvoiceisgravellyandmytonguefeelslike

fury,dirtyoldpiececarpet.

"No"Whatisthatsupposedtomean?"Nothingcan

bedone.Wehadtimebutsinceyourmanispig

headedasyouarewehaverunoutoftime.Allwe

wehavetodoiswaitforubaba'swrathtopassthen

wecanfindawayforwardbutrightnownothinga

cowandgoatorevenaprayercansolve"

"Sowearejustgoingtositdownandlethim

suffer?"

"Heisnotsuffering"

"Areyoukiddingmerightnow?Heisbasically

cagednotrememberinganythingbutwhateverheis

forcedtorememberandyouaresayingthatisnot

suffering?Theconfusionandlostinhisfacethatis

notsuffering?"



"Kwandaheneedstoknowthetruth,andthat

stands"hesaysinatonethatishardtodecipher

clearlynotgivingchickenshitaboutwhatIjustsaid

tohim.

"AndIamsayingwearegoingtodothingsmyway.

Wearegoingtodothingsmywaynotyoursor

anyoneforthatmatter.We'releavingandheading

totherestaurantdowntheroad.Iwantyoutotake

everythingthatbelongstometomyplace.

EverythingBongeziweanditshouldbelike

whateverhappenedtouswasnothingbutadream.

Iknowyouhavehisphoneandkeystohisroom.

Removemypicturehashiswallpaperanddeletemy

pictures"

"Nokwanda..."

"Onalennawillhelpyoupackmythings"Ibringthe



bottleofwaterclosetomylipsandfeeling

everythinginmetremblingwithfearandinthat

momentMongeziwalksintotheroomwithcarkeys

inhishands.Hisbrothermakesanexcusethathe

waslookingforhimandwantedtofindoutifhehas

foundthekeystohisroomandphone.

Iwonderwhereheslept.

Whendidthiswholethinghappened?

AfterIleft?Imeanhebledfromhisnoseearlieron,

Ishouldn'thavewenttothatdinnerorwhateveryou

callit.

"Wecango"Mongeziannouncesbringingmeback

fromwanderingtoVenuswithmythoughtsand

wildimagination.

Iamthefirsttowalkoutandheiswalkingbehind

me.Icanfeelhistallframematchingmyfootsteps

andluckilyhisgrandparentsandhismotherare



nowhereinsight--funnyhowIalwaysmeetthem

underthesecircumstancesandIamsuretheymust

bethinkingIamdisrespectfulsinceIamalways

spittinglikeadragonatmyarrival.Shoutingfor

theirgrandsonandsometimesmytearsbeingthe

makeuponmyface.

Inlessthanfiveminuteswewalkingthroughthe

woodendoortoasmallbutelegantrestaurant

decoratedwithpink,pastelpinkandturquoise

flowersandthenakedwallsgiveitthatnaturefeel.

Wesitoppositeeachotherandtherehaven'tbeen

silencebetweenus,haswordshasveenexchanged

fromthemomentheopenedthedoorforme,tothe

timewebothsangtoHablotBrownwithtinyand

loudlaughterinbetween--Ihadtobluntylieand

saythey'remyfavoritemusicalgroupwhereasheis

theonewhomademefallinlovewiththeireminetly

sophisticatedmusic.



"Whatareyouhaving?"hestaresintentlyatme

insteadofthemenuinhishandsasthewaiterina

denimapronandjeans,unrulyhairandmustache

standspatientlyinfrontofuswithawarmsmile.

"Rooibosteawithasliceoflemonandmint"He

tugshisheadinbeforeheordersthesameand

sesamenoodleschickenstirfry.

"Wetendtohavealotincommon"hesaysleaning

back.

"Notreally"Ijusthappenedtofellinlovewithalot

ofthingsthatyouactuallylikeandwebothended

upbeingone.Fromthewayourshouldersmove

rhythmicallywhenwelaugh,thewaythesoundof

ourlaughterblendtogethertothewaywebothsing

loudlyinthekitchenintheearlymorningswhilehe

preparesthefood.



ButIcan'tsaythatnow.

"IhaveneverseenanyoneIamworkingwith

comfortablearoundmeasyouare"hesays

observingafterthewaiterdisappeared.

"Areyouexpectingmetowalkoneggshellsaround

you?"

Adeepchucklefinditswaypasthisdiaphragmand

intohisthroat"Youarenotwalkingaroundegg

shellsbutthere'smoreheremaMkhungo"hesays

inasensualtonethatalwaysmakesmymindruna

riot.Myjellybeantremblesandululateallatonce

ontheotherhandsomethingwarmandexotic

wrapsitselfaroundmelikeablanketand

anticipationtugsinmybelly.

"AnywayslasttimewespokeItoldyouaboutmy

businessplanideathatIwantedyoutoinveston



andyouwerestillthinkingaboutit"Imangetodrive

theconversationtothesouthafterregainingmy

voice.

"Wearenotofficiallybusinesspartners?"Ifightthe

butterfliesthathisintensestarereleaseinmy

stomach.

"Youshouldknow"

Hesmirksmischievously"Canwerecapfromour

lastconversation"Lastconversation?Gladly.

Iwasrightbeneathyouwithmyhandsontheeither

sidesofyourfaceaswestaredatthegalaxiesin

eachother'seyes.Ourbodiesmovingtogether,

rhythmicallyandbeautifullylikeaperfectorchestra

inLondon.Yourtearscoveringmychestandmines

atthecornerofmyeyes.Nowordswereexchanged

butourfearswerevisible,andsotransparent.My



nailsdugdeeperintoyourskinaIfeltyouatan

entranceofmywomb.Mymoanssoundedlikea

perfectsoprano,beforeourarrivalinalandof

pleasureandorgasm.

Ah!

Thewaiterplacesoursmallwhitecupsonthetable

andthesachetsofsugar,wethankhimbeforehe

announcesourfoodiscoming."Onourlast

conversation.ItoldyouIwanttobeabuyer.

Basicallymostofthegarmentswillbeboughtfrom

you.Andwhenmycustomerswantssomething

exclusiveIcancollaboratewithyourdesignersand

wecanalsoworkwithtelevisionproductions"

"Soyou'renotjustabuyerbutadresserandstylist"

hesayssoundingimpressed,stirringhiscupoftea

andbringingitclosertohisnostrilsforthearoma.



Istirmycupaswellafterthrowingthesachetsof

sugarinsidebeforenoddingmyheadandbringing

thecupcloselytomylipsandIgetburnt.Iwhimper

inpain.Hejumpsoffthechairasifsomeoneshot

offmylipstocheckthedamagethehotliquidhas

caused,runninghiswarmandlongfingersonmy

lips,myheartsqueezes.

"AreyouokaymaMkhungo?"

Itrytocalmmyselfdownfromhavinghisfingerson

mylipsandapartofmewantstothrowmyhands

aroundhisneckandnuzzle.Thatiswhen

everythingcomescrashingandthrashinglikea

tidalwavethatIaminahorrendousdream.My

tearsthreatentocomeoutlikeadamanda

humongouslumpstranglesmythroat.My

hormonesalsowanttospiraloutofcontrolbutIget

myacttogetherandfakesmileinawayIhave

neverbefore.



"Iamokay"mylieisaccompaniedbyslightlaughter

thatmakeseverythingbelieveable.Andhereturns

backtohischair,sinkingslowlyandwhenIattempt

grabbingthecupofhotliquidagainandbringingit

closelytomyburntlipshegivesmeasternlook

andnoonetellsmetoputdownthecup.

"Youwanttoburnyourselfagain?"hereprimands

makingmefeelasthoughIamateenagercaught

tryingtojumpthefence.

"Chabo"

"Putthatcupdownke"histoneiscalmaseverbut

thickandstarsswirlinmychest.Hesoundedlike

"ubhuti"foramomentthere."Wherewerewe?"

"Iwasexplaininghowthingsaregoingtowork"this

harshrealityishardtoswallow.



"Mydesignsandgarmentsareexpensiveandfora

startupbusinessIamnotsureifyouaremakinga

rightdecisionwithwantingtocollaborate.Investing

yes,Iaminterestedindoingthatbuthowaboutyou

workwithcheaperbrandsandthriftsforastartup

andIamnotunderestimatingyoubecauseyouare

wearingoversizedclothesrightnow,nooffense"

"Offensetaken.Ihaveagreatsenseofstylejustso

youknowandsecondlymytargetmarketisas

expensiveasyourbrand"

Ourfoodishere!

Heswirlaroundhisnoodlesonchopsticksbefore

shovingitinsidehismouthandchewing.Nothing

therapeuticaswatchingthemovementofhislips

whilehe'satit."Whereareyougoingtobe

working?"



"Ineedtofindabuildingandworkaroundthat"

"Hmm"hegrimace"Let'ssayIgiveyouabuilding

notsofarfrommines.Wouldyouworkaround

that?"

"Depends"

"Onwhat?"

"What'sthereforyou?"

"AmInotinvesting?Nothingisthereforme"

"Tryagain"

Hepausesthensmiles,acharmingsmile"three

dateswithme"



"Abuildingforthreedates?"Tryingtowooawoman

you'vewoo'dlongtimeago,veryfunny.

"Yes"

"No"

"What?"

"I'msayingnotothreedates"

"Freefoodandgreatcompany,you'resayingno?"

hesayswitty.

"Greatcompany?"Ichuckle.



"IhavegreatcompanymaMkhungo,Iamfun

actually"

"Hardtobelieve"

"Taketheoffer"

"Letmeseethebuilding"

"Let'sgo"

"Slowdowntiger,tomorrowisanotherday"

"See.Youareprettymuchenjoyingmycompany

andyouwanttoseemeagain"

"Myboyfriendwon'tbehappyaboutthis"Itastethe

waters.



"Ifeelsorryforhim"hesaidthesameabout

Sambulo--dejavu.

Feelingsorryforhimself?Hahaha.

"Ifeelsorryforyou"Iteasepokingthenoodles.

"Youshouldn'tfeelsorryforme.ButalsoIwanta

proposalfromyou,let'ssaynextweekI'llsetupa

meetingthenwecantakeitfromthere"

Proposal?Ohthisisgettingserious.
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"Youbetterrunfromthedevil"

DrivingbackhomeitfeltlikethatdaywhenIwas



dividedintotwo.Mymind,heartandsoulyellingfor

amanwhomademefeelforeignthingsforthefirst

time.Icouldfeelhiswarmbreathagainstmyskin

eventhoughhewasn'tthere,myimaginationfelt

likeanengine,overlyworking.Hislaughterthat

flowedoverthetablelikeagemstuddedCaribbean

waters,brokenupoccasionallybydeepbooming

bellylaughs.Hisvoicesowonderful,intoxicating

combinationofmalenessandsensuality.Histouch,

Icouldfeelitasifhewasstillstandingbehindme

withmyeyesflutteredclosed.Hiseyestook

everythinginwithanopenlevelofserenitythatI'd

neverwitnessedinamanbefore.ItwasasthoughI

canactuallyseeintohishead.Hehadthis

dangerousanddeliciouseffectonme,butnow

there'snoantidotethatcouldsavemenotthatI

wanttobesaved.

Iwasstuckbetweenamanwhojustwalkedintomy

lifeandmademewanttoexploredark,darkplacesI

haveneverimagined.Amanwhomademewantto

laydownonmybed,facingtheceilingwithmylegs



spreadapartandmyfingersfeelingthewetness,

slicknessandmyownflavoredjuicesinbetween

mylegsthathehadcaused,aflood.Andonthe

otherhandanothermanwhowasmycutewalking

Bibleandnevermademefelteuphorianorhis

toucheverfeltelectrifying,hewasalsothere

invadingmymind.Suddenlythesoundofhisvoice

mademewannaopenmyskullandtakeoutmy

brainandthrowitaway.Somethingpressedinmy

stomachandI'dfeelanurgetospewathowhe

calledmyname,itwasn'tassmoothasthestranger

calledme.Thesoundofhisvoicewasn'tas

wonderfulasthatstrangerwhoworeallblack

gracefullyandbeautifully.Hisbrowneyeswerenot

asdreamyasthoseblackeyesthatstaredbeyond

myown,beyondmyskinandbones.

ThistimeIamstuckbetweenharshrealityandmy

ownrealitythatIhavecreatedtopushawayall

theseemotionsIdonotwanttofeelatthebackof

mybrain,Ishouldbereturningbacktomy

apartmentbutIknowOnalennaisgoingtohover



overmeandKhethelowillcountlesslyaskifIam

okaywithtearyeyes,sheisveryhormonalbutstill

doesn'twanttoacceptwe'llbeholdinghandsata

laborwardscreamingontopofourlungsuntilour

voicesdisappear.Idon'twanttocountKayise

becausehe'llshovefooddownmythroatuntilI

cannottakeitanymore.

AndYolokazi,mxm.

Whenitcomestofacingmyownfearsandreality,I

amquiteanathleteprobablyhavecountlessgold

medalshangingaroundmyneck.

Faceit?Me,never.NotsomethingthatIcanhitmy

chestproudlyabout.Butrunningalwaysseemslike

aneasyescapegoatthanhavingtofaceanddance

withyourowndemons.

Andalsoontheotherhandlifeistooshort,youcan



procrastinatedealingwithyourproblemsnowand

thenonedayyouwakeupandyoucannotdealwith

themanymore.

"Nokwanda!"myauntsaysassheseesme

appearingbehindthedoor,youcannotmisshow

surprisesheistoseemefromhertone.Her

widenedeyes.Herfacelookingbeautifulandher

skinlookinglikesatinfabric,nodarkcirclesunder

hereyes.Herbreathdoesn'tsmelllikevodkabut

ratherfreshandwarm."What'swrong?"there's

somethingabouthervoicethatremindsmeofthat

womanwhoraisedme.Veryvelvetyandsoft.Like

thatblanketweonlytakeoutinwinterbecauseit's

veryhardtowash.

"Yousoundlikeyoursister"Isaywithasmileand

shechuckles.Thesoundofherchucklesodeep,

resonant,earthyandreal.

"Stopplaying,comesithere"shepatsthespaceon



thesofaaftershehasshiftmakingaspaceforme.I

stridetowardsthatdirectionbeforesinkingmynon-

existentbuttocksfacingtowardsher.Hereyes

dartsbetweenmines,shehasonebeautifuleyes

andhighcheekbones.Herfacedoesn'tneeda

contourandshehasnicebowedshapedlipsjust

likemines.Thiswomanisactuallybeautifulwhen

shedoesn'thavethinlineddrawneyebrowsand

oceanblueeyeshadow,Iammindblown"Kwando,

what'swrong?"

What'swrong?

Whyyou'rebeautiful?

"Nothing"anunexpectedsmilejustcreepoutofmy

lipsaswestareateachother.Themotherand

daughterconnectionisthere.Itcannotbeignored

aswebothhavesphinxlikesmilesonourfaces.

"I'msorry"Iunexpectedlysay.



"Nokwanda..."

"IheardyounamedmeYomelela,it'sabeautiful

name"

"Justlikeyou"

"Youdidwhatyouthoughtwasthebestasamother

andIunderstandreally"

"Icouldhavedonesomethingtoraisebothofyou"

"Youpracticallydid.Youhandedmeintoawarm

homeandhands,Iamgrateful.IamsorryIhaven't

satdownandtalktoyou.Ithasbeenhardformeto

wrapmyheadaroundeverything,Ijustneeded

time"



"Whatmattersisyouareherenow"shesaysandI

hangmyheadlow.Herhandscoversmyown,

tenderly"Youcannotrunawayfromyourproblems

foreverKwandosometimesyouhavetofacethem.

Nomatterhowharditis,everythingpasses

whateveryou'regoingthroughitwillpass.Pray.

Nothingbeatsaprayer,getonyourkneesandpray.

Godcanseeyourheavyheartandtearsandhewill

comfortyou"

"Ican'tpray"Isay.

Shechuckles,"Everyonecanpray.Lockyourselfin

aroomandtalktoGod"shebrushesmyknuckles

withherfingers"everythingwillbeokayeventually"

"Isyoursisterspeakingthroughyou?"Ilaughsoftly.

"Itseemslikeit.BeforeIbefriendedalcoholIwasa

womanofGod,Iprayedmorethananyoneinthe



worldbutafterwhathappenedwithyourfather,the

shameandguiltIcouldn'tbringmyselfinto

kneelingagain.Ididn'tfeelworthy.Ifeltasthough

Godwasgoingtoturnhisbackagainstmesotofill

inthisvoidIjustdrankbutwherediditgetme

Nokwandanowhere?Butlastnightaftereveryone

leftIsatinthisverysamesofaandIrealisedthatI

havebeenjudgingmyselftoomuchthatIforgot

thatHelovesmenomatterwhat.Heforgives.He

comfortsandregardlessofmysinsmyworthhas

neverchangedandhestillprettymuchlovesmethe

same"

"Soyoudon'tdrinkanymore?"

"Onlyonspecialoccasions"shesayswithahumor

inhervoicebeforewebotheruptwithlaughter.

"Whatabore!"Ijoke.



"Haveapartyatleastonceaweekke"

Anotherlaughtercomesfrommymouth.Notina

strainedwaybutwithgenuine,deepdown,raucous

laughter."HawuwomanofGod"

Sheshovesmeplayfullyandcatchingherbreath

fromthelaughterthathasbeenechoingtheroom,"I

wanttobeabettermothertoyouandYolokazias

wellasKayise"

"I'dlovethat.Iwanttobeabetterdaughteraswell"

"Thatmakesmehappy,Kwando.Wheneveryou

wanttotalkIamhere.Youcanbringabottleof

winesometimes,Godwillunderstandespecially

afterheturnedwaterintowine"

Ichuckle,"Ithoughtyousaidyouarenotdrinking



anymorema"

"Havingahearttoheartconversationwithmy

daughterisaspecialoccasion"Ineededtocome

here.Ineededtositherewithmyhandscovered

withhers,loudlylaughingfromourbellybuttons.

Tearsthatarethreateningtospillanyseconds

dancinginoureyes.HerradiantfaceiswhatI

neededtosee,thisiswhatIneeded."Icooked

steamedbreadandsugarbeans,areyouhungry?"

"Iamdying"Iconfessandmystomachimmediately

growls--thisbabyisactuallyforward"CanIstay

hereforfewdays?"Isurelyshouldgoforshopping

beforethestorescloses,especiallysinceIcannot

showupwithanothersetofbaggyclothes

tomorrow.Itwouldbelovelytoactuallytakemy

aunt--mymother--alongwithme.

"Youdon'thavetoask,comelet'sfeedyouandyour

babybeforeyourcharmingboyfriendkillsme"



"Okaybutcanwepraymama?"Nowthatshehas

mentionedhim.

"When?"

"Now?"

Shetugsherheadin,"YohhhayiNokwanda"

Thiswoman!

"WomanofGod!"Ilaugh.

"Isaidlockyourselfupinyourroomandpray,not

randomlyaskingforaprayer"



"Iamkindlyaskingforaprayer"

"Yoh!"sheclapsonce,"thisfeelslikeanunprepared

speech"welaughsohard,agood,crazy,down-to-

the-soullaughter.

"Unpreparedspeech?"

"Shutupandlet'spray"shelaughs.

[01/24,07:52] :62.

“Peoplethinkthataliargainsavictoryoverhis

victim.WhatI’velearnedisthatalieisnactofself-

abdicationbecauseonesurrendersone’srealityto

thepersonwhomonelies,makingthatpersonone’s

master,condemningoneselffromthenonfaking

thesortofrealitythatperson’sviewrequire”

Thetinydropsofwaterfallingfrom theskykeep



slappingthewindowpane,Isitupstraightonthe

bedandwatchingthegloomyweatheroutsideuntil

Idecidetogetupandratherstandbythewindow

foraclearerview.

Sigh!

Ihaven’tslept,Isatonthisbeandwatchedthesky

turningfromdarktograywhileItossandturnon

thebed,ignoringthegrowlingstomachandtrying

tofocusonalltheseemotionsthatneededmy

undividedattentionbutmyfocusseemedtobe

thrownoutofthewindow.

WhatifthisreallyblowsuponmyfaceandI’llhave

towatchhim fallinlovewithanotherwomanright

infrontofmeandallIcandoissmilewidelywhile

myheartisheavilybleedingandhandsrestingon

myhumungousstomach?Whatwillhappenwhen?

Whatifittakeshim threeyearstoactually

remembereverything?



Ireturnbacktothebedasmyeyelidsbecomes

heavyandmybrainissuddenlyfoggyandthe

momentmyheadtouchesthepilloweverything

aroundmebecomesdark.“Kwando”asoftvoice

saysandmydoorcreaks“Nokwanda”itrepeats

again.

Imoanundermybreathnotwillingtoopenmy

eyesbuttheduvetispeeledoffmybody“wakeup

someoneishereforyou”mymotheryells.

Iopenmylefteyetocatchaglimpseofherandmy

visionisblurrythenIflutterthemcloseagain.

“Nokwandawakeup,you’vebeensleeping”this

timeIgroanforcingmyeyestoopenandblinking

twicethensheshakesherhead.

“Iamtired”Icomplain.



Shehasadisapprovallookonherface“youhavea

visitor”shesayswithawarmsmile“Iam sure

you’dwanttotakeaquickshower”

Ohwehadfunlastnightreconnectingafterwe

camebackfromshopping—Iwatchedher

swimminginecstasyasIwaspickingand

choosingclothesthatwouldsuiteherandcolours

thatwouldcomplementsher,Ilearntfromthat

experiencethatgreenishercolour.

She’dwalkoutofthechangingroom swirling

aroundbeforesheplacesherhandsagainsther

hipsandwaitingforreactionandcommenton

howshelooked,Ienjoyedeverymoment.

RememberwhenIsaidthisismycalling?Wellshe

saidthesamerightaftersheheldbothmyhands

andaskedformysupportandpatienceasshe

madeadecisionofgoingtorehabsinceshe

believesshe’sanalcoholic.



That’sastartright?

“Whoisthat?”

Sheshrugshershouldersandnowholdingthedoor

knob,“Idon’tknow”Visitorsatthistime,yikes.

“Iamcomingmama”shesmilesoncebeforeshe

closesthedoorbehindherandIcanhearher

footstepsslowlyfadinginthecorridor,Itakea

deepbreathbeforegettingoffthebedandpadding

barefootedtothebathroom totakeashower.

Icannotbemeetingvisitorswithcrustaroundmy

eyesandmymouthsmellinglikeanapplecider,ew.

Thewarmdropshitmyskinandmymuscles

relaxesandflexes,unexpectedlaughtereruptfrom

mymouthwhenIthinkofthefactthathewould’ve



shoutatmeifhefoundmeunderthissprayof

waterbecausehehasbeensocautiouseversince

hediscoveredhewasgoingtobeafather,hefeared

Iwasgoingtoslipandfallthensomethingwill

happentohischild.

Deepsigh!

Igetofftheshowerwrappingatowelaroundmy

bodyandreturningtomyroom,latheringmyskin

withamoisturizerwhenmydooropensandit’s

mymotheragain—Iamnormalisingcallinghermy

motherthanauntnow,“Ohyou’realmostdone,I

amleaving”

“Whereyougoing?”Iaskglancingatherand

puttingonapairofwhitesweatpants.

“Somewhere,Ihavegivenyourvisitorsomething

todrink,bye”shedoesn’twaitformetoaskany



morequestionsassheevaporatesrightinfrontof

myeyeswithherlaughtertinyasabell.

Ishakemyheadgrinningandcatchingaglimpse

ofmyselfinthemirrorwhiletyingmydreadlocks

up.

Ishouldbesittinginfrontofthissamemirror

dapplingalipglossonmylipsandpreparing

myselftoseethebuildingbutthethrobbing

headacheatmytemplesandhormonesthatare

spirallingoutofcontrolwon’tallowmetobearound

hispresenceotherwisetearswillspilloutofmy

eyesandIwillthrowmyselfinhisarmrightafter

bluntlytellinghimthetruth.

Imakemywaytothelivingroomandmyeyes

almostfallontothegroundasIamabouttotakea

turnandreturnbacktomyroomtolookfor

somethingtowearwhenherotateshishead

towardsmydirectionandheiscarryingmybaby



photoinhishand.Forsomeonewhoconfidently

saidtheyhaveagreatsenseofstyleIam pretty

muchwearingbaggyclothesquitealot.

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”Iaskstandingbythe

entranceimmobileasastatue.

Hehasalasciviousgrinonhisface.Isto

breathingallatonceandblinkfeelingsomething

sexuallypoisonoustravellingthroughmybody.

“Weweresupposedtomeetthismorningandyou

didn’tshowup”

What’sthetimenow?

“Why?”heasks.

Ilookatthewatchhangingonthewallanditjust

blinkedhalfpasttwointheafternoon,hahaha,I

reallyoversleptdidn’tI.



“HowdidyouknowwhereIstay?”

“You’renotansweringmyquestion”His

expressionisvague,Icanhardlyseethroughthose

eyesaswell.

“Iamsick”Itellhim honestly,reallyIam sick.

Whatisthat?Isthatconcernlacedonhisface

“What’swrong?Youshould’veatleasttoldme?

Haveyouseenthedoctor?”doesheremember

somethingmaybe?

Thisisscary!

“Ijustwokeupfewminutesago,Iwasgoingto

callyou”Ipause“Iam sorry”Ifeelaneedto

apologise.



“Youdon’thavetoapologise,IthoughtmaybeI

madeyouuncomfortablebyaskingyououtona

date”

“It’snotthat”Ichuckle.

Hetakesasharpintakeofbreathandlooksdown

atmypictureagainbeforeheavertshisintently

lookbackatme,“Idreamtaboutyou

maMkhungo”myheartdropsintomystomach.

Iblinktwice;“maybeyouwerelookingforwardto

thedate”Ismileuncomfortably.

“Maybeit’smorethanthat”

“Oh”Heplacesmypicturebackandshoveshis

handsinhispocket,Icanfeelthetinydropsof



sweatformingundermyarmpitsandthehairsat

thenapeofmyneckstanding,“shelookedjustlike

that”hesmilesweary“verybeautiful”

“Who”

“Thebabyyouwerecarryinginmydream,weird

right?”

“Very”Ichuckle

Ifeellikeamousebeingtrappedwithcheese.

Heglaresdeeplyintomyeyesandsilencelooms

betweenus,it’snotuncomfortable,awkwardor

evenweirdbutsensualenergiesarewheezingin

theairandIamsurehecanhearmyveryownbeat

sinceisloudlybeatingwhilemychestheavenup

anddown.“Mybrothertoldme”hesaysandthe



churchbellsinmyheadstartsringing,his

scorchinggazehasn’tmovedawayfromme,“you

askedhowIknowwhereyoustay,mybrothertold

me”

Jesus!

Ialmostfaintedthinkinghetoldhim everything.

“Oh”Hetakesastepforwardandinsteadoftaking

astepbackmyfeetareplantedonthespotnot

willingtomove“andhesaidyoucanexplainthe

dream tome”Hiseyesaredarkmakingmewish

thegroundcouldopenupandswallowme.My

breathingisshallowfeelinghisscorchinggazeall

overmybody.

IamgoingtokillBongeziwe!



Iscoff,“howIamsupposedtoexplainthatdream,

that’sstrange”

Ican’tbreathe,Iamholdinginmybreathashe

keepstakingstepstowardsmeonestepattime

andIam thecentreofhisattention.

Nowherightinfrontofme,socloseandIlookupat

himflappingmylashesathimandhelooksdown

atme,foreversocalmandcharmingwithhis

breathwarmingmyface.

MyheartispoundingandIam feelingapull,the

deliciouselectricitybetweenuschargingandfilling

thespacebetweenuswithstatic.Idecidetoflutter

myeyesclose,Icannotlookintothosegemsthat

belongstohimotherwiseI’llstartsingingthetruth

likethatworshipperwhohasnoclueabout

Sambulo’ssexuality,shamemanIfeelsorryfor

thosewomenwhoalwaysfallontheirfeetjustfor

him.



Iamtryingtodistractmyselfbythis.

Ifeelhishandsagainstmyface,hisfingers

rubbingmycheeks“Ngicelaungibuka”heasks

metolookathimandIswallowmysaliva,it’s

hardlyeventhere“maMkhungo”

Don’tcallhim bhuti—mydeityremindsme.

“Hmmm”Imurmur.

“Lookatme”hesaysgentlyandsoftly.

“Ican’t”

“Please”hepleads,“justonceandthenyoucan

closethemagain”Breatheslow,inandout—my

deityadvices.



Mychestismovingfasterthanbefore,Ishouldbe

breathingbutIcan’t,notnowwhenIamintoxicated

byhisscent,touchandbreathticklingmyface.

“YoushouldleaveMongezi”

“Afteryou’velookedatme”

LetmebreathebeforeIdiehere!

Myeyeslockwithhis,searchinghisexpressionfor

histhought,“Done,leave”Isaysternly.

“No”hesaysandthensmiles,“doyouknowhow

beautifulyouare?”

“Mongezi…”



“Ifoundoutihavelostmymemory”heinterject.

“Iamsosorry”givememyaward.

“Idon’tknowwhatiseveryonehidingfrommebut

IamgoingtofindoutandIcanonlyhopethatyou

arenothidinganythingfrommebecauseyou

didn’tseem surprisewhenItoldyoumybrother

toldmewhereyoulive,Icanonlyhopethatwas

nothingbutadream maMkhungobecauseifthat’s

notthecase…”hepauses,howcanheesocalm

andcollected?“…pleaseseeadoctoryou

mentionedyou’renotwellandIwillseeyoulater

today”

“Wereyouthreateningmebhu—Mongezi?”my

oicecomeouthoarsely.

“Pleaseseeadoctor”hejustsmiles“OhandI



broughtyousomethingtoeat,Ihavetogo”he

removeshishandsfrommyfacetakingastep

backbeforehegivesmethatintenselookonce

againasthoughheissearchingorsomethinginto

myeyesthenhewalksoutofthedoorwithout

sayinganything.

JesusChrist!

Icannottellhimthetruth,notnow.Nxarga

Bongeziwe!

Ilookoverhecoffeetableandhereallyboughtme

somethingtoeat—thoughtful.

IstridetmyroomtogetmyphonesoIcancall

BongeziweandhepicksupwhenIwasaboutto

dropthecall,“Makoti”heanswers.



“IaskedyounottotellhimanythingBongeziwe”

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”

“You’rereallygoingtoactdumb?”

“WehNokwanda,Idon’tknowwhatyou’retalking

aboutsostopspeakinginriddles.Youaskedmeto

giveyouachancewithyourplanandIdidthat

nowhatareyoutalkingabout?”

“Hewashereandhesaidyougavehimthe

directions”

“Whereishere,I’veneverbeenthere”

“Bongeziwethisisnotajoke”



Hechucklessoftly,“Fine,hewasatyour

apartment?”

“Mymother’shouse”

“When?”

“Justnow”

“Andwhatdidhesay?”

“Heaidhehaslosthismemoryandhefeelswe

arehidingsomethingfromhimandhecanonly

hopethatIamnothidinganythingfrom him.And

hesaidhedreamtaboutmecarryingababy”

“Shit!”heusses“wehavetotellhim thetruth,I

nevertoldhim anything”



“ThenwhotoldhimwhereIstayifyoudidn’t?”

“Idon’tknow,lookIam goingtotalktohiman

seewherishisstateofmindthenIwillseeyousee

latersowecantalkbutwehavetotellhim the

truth”

“Youcannotseemelatebecauseheiscoming

hereanyoucannottellhim thetruth”

“NokwandaMkhungouyahlanya?Heknowsor

foundsomethingandyouwanttocontinuelying?I

askeyouwhatwillhappenwhenthisblowupon

yourface?”

“Wewillfiguresomethingout”

“We?”



“But…”

“Nobuts,you’veneverseenhim angry,really

angryandIhavesopleaseKwanda”

Ah!
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“Thetruthwillsetyoufree,

Butfirstitwillpissyouoff”

BONGEZIWE

UNEDITED

Mypersonalassistancewalksintomyoffice



havingadifficulttimewiththehighheelshoesthat

sheiswearingandpushingherhugeround

glassesfromthebridgeofhernoseandwhenIpick

myheaduptolookather,shealmostfalls“Mr

Ndamasesomeoneishereforyou,Ididtellhim

you’rebusybuthewon’tlisten”

Ibalancemyelbowsonthetable,“whoisthat?”I

askher.

“Yourbrother”Ialmosttugmyheadinather

responsebutinsteadIleanbackwardsasthough

someonepunchedme,takingadeepbreath,

“shouldIlethimin?”sheasksme,afteramoment

ofsilenceintheroom insteadofgivinghera

response,Inodmyheadandflashingahalfsmile.

“Okay”shedragsthewordinasing,singsongand

snortingwithaslightchucklewalkingoutlikea

chickenandIperkupthechairtothecornerofthe

roomtopourmyselfaglassofwaterwhenthedoor



thrustsopenandmyassistancewalkbackinbut

thistimefollowedbybrother,whois

expressionless.

“Iwasn’texpectingyou”Isaymeetinghimhalfway

andweshareahugthenhemakeshimself

comfortableonacouchinmyofficeandcrossing

hislegswhilehishandisrestingunderhischin.

“IthoughtIshouldpassbyandseeyou”hesmiles.

“Somethingtodrink?”Iaskhim.

“Teaisfine”herespondsandIturntomy

assistancewhoisstillstandinginthemiddleofthe

roomthenshedisappearsonceagain.

“Yourspaceisbeautiful”Mongezicompliments.



“ThankyoubutIknowyoudidn’tcomeherefor

that”Hesmirksatmeandrelaxesonthecouch—I

canonlyexpecttheunexpectedfromhim

especiallyafterfindingoutminutesagothathe

mayknowsomething—hiscalamityandvague

expressionforcesyoutositontheedgeofthe

mountainonlyhopenothinggoeswrong.

“AmInotallowedtoseemybrotherathis

workplace?”

Tryagainbaba.

Istareathim“Iamnotsold”

“HowlonghasitbeensinceIlostmymemory?”

Itightenmyjawline“andwhotoldyouthat”



“Whydoesitmatterwhotoldme?”ThisfeelslikeI

amplayingachessgamewithanoldmanwearing

abrownsuitandmatchinghatsmirkingatme

devilishlywithaglassofcognacinhishands,

waitingformetomakeamovethatwouldmake

melosetheentiregame.

“Iwanttoknow”Hetightenhisjawlinesand

rubbinghisfingersacrosshismouth“Iwentto

worktodayandIwastoldIhavebeenworking

from homeformorethanayearsinceIlostmy

memory,wellmypersonalassistance,Luthando

toldmeandaboutanaccident”

Irubmyfingersthroughmynosewincing,“Iwish

wewerenothavingthisconversationhere”

“Outofallpeople,wenaBongeziweyouarehiding

thingsfromme?”



Thedoorthrustsopenagainafterashortknock,

andit’smyassistanceagainwithatraycarryinga

cupofteaandsheplacesitonthetablebefore

shemouthsherapology,Iguessforinterrupting

theconversationthendisappearsbehindthedoor

again.“Iamnothidingthingsfromyoubutwe

thoughtitwasthebestthingtodoasfamily”

“Bestforwhombecauseit’snotbestforme”

“Wewantyoutorememberthingsonyourown”

Hetakesthecuponthetableandopeningthe

sachetofsugarl“howlongthishasbeengoing

on?”

“Youlostyourmemoryafteranaccidentthenyou

regaineditthenithappenedagain”



“Howdidithappen?”

“Thedoctorsarestilldoingtheirresearch”Ilie

lookingstraightintohiseyesandinthatmoment

guiltburnsmyinsideandIcoolitdownbytaking

agulpofwater.

“Hmmm”hemurmursacknowledgingmylie“is

theresomethingimportantIshouldknowbeside

this?”there’sconfusionandlossloominginhis

eyes.

“No,notreally”

Hebringsthecupclosertohislips“Iwasthinking

weshouldgoouttonightwithAvulele,Iwantto

unwind.I’vebeenfeelinglikesomethingismissing

maybegoingoutandgettinglaidcouldhelp”



No!

NowIambeingpushedintotellinghimthetruth

becausethere’snowayIamgoingoutwiththat

thinghejustmentionedandsecondlynooneis

gettinglaidhere,notundermywatch.

“Youcancometomyhouseandwe’llcallpeople

overandhavesomethingsmall”

“Thatsoundsperfect,Ishouldgo”heplacesthe

cupbackonthetablestandingonhisfeetand

attemptingtowalkoutbuthepausesonhis

tracks,turningonhisheelstorotatehishead

towardsme“youwouldn’thideanythinhfromme

wouldyou?”intentlyhelooksintomyeyes—I

wouldn’tnotever,butrightnowthecircumstances

areforcingmeto.

“Isthisamoviescene?”Ijoke.



“No”helaughssoftly“butIwanttoknow”

“No,Iwouldn’tandyouknowthat”

“Great”henodshisheadandwinces

“Ihadthisdream”Ialreadyknowwhathappened

sincemakotitoldmeaftershecalledmeand

accusingmeoftellingMongezithetruthand

fromwhereIamstandingitallseemsblurrywith

whatheknowsbecauseheliedtoheraboutme

tellinghimwheresheisstayingandtomeheis

tellingmehathisassistancegavehim some

information.

See,weareallstuckinthedark.

“Whathappened?”



“We’lltalktonight,letmegetgoing”

Iamwatchingmywomansashayingherhips

aroundthekitcheninanapron,shewasecstatic

whenIcalledherwhileIwasatworkandaskingif

shecouldhelpmepreparesomethingsinceI’llbe

hostingandthenImadecallsandinviting

everyonetocomeover,includingKwanda.

“Whatareyouthinkingabout?”Onalennaasks

stirringthepotandtheinvitingaromaishanging

thickintheroom,smellsscrumptious.

“MongeziwantedmetoinviteAvulele”Itellher

andexpectinganotherkindofreactionbesides

thatsmilesthatjustbreakthroughhercheeks,her

faceforeversoradiant.

“Whyyoudon’tcallhimoverthen?Wedon’twant

himsuspectingsomething;maybehimbeingina



verygoodspacecouldhelphimregainhis

memory”

“Thisisnotmedicalmama”

Sheclosesherpot,“IknowNdamase,butplease

comprise”

“Andwhataboutyou”

“Aboutme?Idon’tcareaboutAvuleleandhis

presencewon’tbotherme,itshouldn’tbotheryou

aswellsthandwa”shesaysinverymellowtone,

andtuggingherbraidsbehindherear“comprise”

“Iam notcompromising”Iwatchherstriding

towardsmeuntilsheisstandingrightinfrontof

methenreflexively,shewrapsherwarmaroundmy

neckdndmoverherfaceclosertomine.Yeteven



yhoughtheinsidesofmymoutharewithinreach

allshedoesistogentlytanglehertongueinto

mygumsandslowlyrubitallover,astrange

sensationpiercesthroughmyentirebeing.

Anoverwhelmingfeelingofsatisfactionassaults

mefrom alldirectionsasIgiveintothepleasure

andsublimatemybody,mindandsoulatthesame

timethenshepullsawayandstaresatme,“still

notcompromising?”

“Isthishowwe’replayingnowmama?”she

slowlytrailherhanddownmysideandstopping

attheelasticofmypantsandthenherhand

slipundertheelasticbandandmovesfurther

downmybodyandslipsthethickfabricofmy

briefstothesiderunsherfingerssoftlyovermy

skin.Ibitemyliptryingtostopmyselffrom

groaning,“Onalenna”

“Hmmm”



“Iam notcompromising”shecupsmycrotchand

smirksmischievous“azoshaamabhodwenjalo

[yourpotswillburn”Iwarnherreflectingthe

verysamesmirk,insteadofgettingaresponseshe

pullsdownmypantsandgoingdownonher

knees,sherunsherhandsupmythighs.Myhard-

onisjusttentingthroughmybriefandyhenshe

getsclosersoherheadhoversabovethebigtent

mypenismakesunderthisunderwear,shepulls

themdownandmypenisspringsoffand

pointingrightatherfacethenshestartslicking

withlongstrokesofhertongueandIshiverout

somesexualsoundingform ofhernameasshe

slurpgreedilyandgivesmeagentlesqueeze.Her

tonguelicksthroughmymushroom headandI

gruntout.

Istartcontrollingherheadasthewarmthofher

mouthcoversmyhead,suckingharderandfaster,

spittingandlickingandnotforgettingtomakea

dangerouseyecontactandwhenmyjuicesoozes



outshedrinksallofthemandswallowingthenwe

hearfootsteps,it’salreadytoolate.

“Whoa!”Azandesayscoveringhereyeswithher

hand,“Iamsosorry”shechucklesunderherbreath

andwalkoutofthekitchen,eruptingwithlaughter.

OnalennaandIbothlookateachotherassheget

uponherfeetcontinuingswallowinglikethatdidn’t

justhappen.“ItseemsMongezihasalreadyinvited

them,begood”shekissesmylipsandwalkoutof

thekitchen.

HowcanInotbegoodafterthat?

Icomposemyselfandalsowalkingouttotheliving

roomtofindthemcomfortableonthecouches,

Onalennamustbeinthebedroomorsomewhere

aroundthehouse.“AzandeIamsorryaboutwhat

yousaw”Iapologizeandallshedoesisgrinsand



rubbingherhandstogether.

“Don’tworry,isitsafetogohelpinthekitchen”

“Sure”sheperksuponthecouchafterturningto

hermanwhoprettymuchlooksuncomfortableat

mypresence,thenshepatsmyshoulder.

“Iwillbringsomethingtodrinkandplaysome

music,wearehereforaparty”shesaysinahigh

pitchvoiceanddisappearingtothekitchen,leaving

apinkelephantsittinginthecorneroftheroomand

gazingatus.Methenhim.Himthenme.Iandhim.

Itightenmyjawandballingmyhandsintoafist,

takingasitonthecouchafterplayingmusicsoftly.

“Howyou’vebeen?”Iaskhim,tryingtocreatea

conversationalthoughit’sunnecessary..



“Beenokayandhowaboutyou?”Ohhecansmile

now?Suddenlyhehasteethhewantstoflashon

myface.

“Okay”Ianswer.

“Ziwe,lookI...”

“Nottonight,sobuyesikhulume[wewilltalksome

othertime]”Iinterjectalmostimmediately,Iamnot

abouttohavethisconversationwithhimnow,here?

Aftergettingagoodheadasabribetoactright,no.

Azandewalksintotheroomwithbottlesofbeers

andbowlofsnacksbeforeshewalksoutreturning

tothekitchenandthatiswhenweheartheir

laughterechoing.

Theotheronesittingoppositemeisnot



comfortableaboutthis,maybebecausehiswife

mightfindoutthetruth,surely.“Onalennawon’tsay

anything”Itellhimandhehangshisheadlowwith

hisshouldersfalling.Wearesavedbyadoorbell

andIgetuptogetit,Mongeziappearsbehindthe

dooralongsideawomanwithlongsilkblackhair

andcolourfulmakeup,sheiswearinganudeshort

dressthatrevealsherlonglegsandmatching

shoes—herskinlookssilkyanddark.

Whatthehellisthis?

“ThisisLuluandLuluthisismybrotherBongeziwe,

canwecomein?”hesmirksatme,Iturntolookat

thewomanstandingnexttohim,withhishand

restingaroundherwaist.Itightenmyjawlineand

steppingasideandallowingthemtowalkinbutI

grabMongezi’shand.“Yindaba?”

Ishereallyaskingmewhatisgoingon?



Haibolomfana!

“Whoisshe?”

“Mypersonalassistant”

“Whatisshedoinghere?”

“Hawu”hechucklesbutwhenheseesthe

seriousnessonmyfacehepauses“Wehadalate

meetingsoIthoughtIshouldinviteherover”

“Idon’twantherhere”

“AwumekancaneBongeziwe”thatallhesays

beforeheyankshimselfawayfrommeandwalking

insidethehouse,IwarnedNokwandathiswill



backfire.

InstantlyKayisearrivesalongsideKhetheloand

Yolokaziwhodoesn’tbothergreetingmebutwalks

insidethehousealreadydancingtothemusicwith

herhandsintheair,andscreamingwalkingpass

me.

“HelloBongeziwe!”sheonlygreetswhenshehas

alreadyenteredthehouseanddisappeared

somewhere.Veryfunny.Iletthemwalkinbefore

shuttingthedoorbehind.Iamtryingtokeepmy

composurereturningbacktothelivingroomwhere

there’sonlythemenandthewomenareloudly

laughinginthekitchenandmydearbrotherisnot

drinkingteabutbeer.

Haveyouseenumlingo?Magic?ThisiswhatIam

witnessingrighthere.



OhKungawoisalsohere,buttheonlypersonIam

expectingisnowhereinsight.

Afterhoursthewomenwalksbackintothekitchen,

theyarenotreallyhappyaboutthestranger’s

presencewhogoesstraightandsitnexttomy

brother,withaglassofwinetakingafastsips

seeingthatsheisanintruderthatisnotneeded

here.

FinallyKwandaishere,IwasnotawarethatIhave

beenholdingmybreathseeingherappearing

behindthedoorwithasmileonherfacemademe

calmer.“Makoti”Isayandsheshovesmeplayfully

thenwewalktogethersidebysidetotheliving

room.InthatmomentMongezispillsouthisdrink

withhiseyeswideopen,gettingoffnexttothe

womanwhohadherhandhookedaroundhisneck

andwalkingtowardsus.

“MaMkhungo”hesays.



“Mongezi”shesmiles,it’slikeeverythinghas

shrunkaroundthem—thechemistryisso

undeniable.

Nazoke!

Thenightisprovingtobeamazing,weallhaveput

ourdifferencesaside.Wehavecreatedthedance

floorbyremovingthecoffeetable.Theothertwo

havedisappeared,somewherearoundthehouse

thatisfilledwiththrobbingmusicandloudlaughter.

IhaveforgottenthatatsomepointIwantedtokill

Avulele,itmustbethealcohol.

WhenKwandaandMongezireturnsfromonlyGod

knowwherewedecidetogositoutsidearoundfire

sincetheweatherisverycosy.Onalennahandsout

blanketsforeveryone,andeveryoneseemtoget



alongwithLulu.

“IsitweirdthateventhoughMongeziissuffering

frommemorylossbuttheystillhavethis

undeniableconnectionwithKwandawhichmeans

theyweremeanttobe”thedrunkYolokazibluntly

saysandburp“youtwoaregoingtobeamazing

parents”

Haike!

“Everyoneseemscivilizedheretonightyabonabut

wenaAvuleleIhateyouforleavingOnalennaatthe

alterforAzandebutsinceshe'sbeautifulandthey

aregettingalongthenIcanconsiderforgivingyou

andsinceeveryoneismerry”

“Whatdidyousayatfirstagain?”Mongeziasks

frowning.



“WhatareyoutalkingaboutYolo?”Azande.

Yeahneh.
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“Alltruthpassesthroughthreestages

First,itisridicule.

Second,itisviolentlyopposed.

Third,itisacceptedasbeingselfevident”

MONGEZI

Iwalkedthroughthedoorafteranoldwomanina

blackandwhiteuniform warmlywelcomedme

steppingasideandmanoeuvringmeintotheliving

room,“Iamgoingtocallyourmother”shesaida

smilestillemanatedonherovalshapedface,she

wastreatingmeasifIamafragilefeather,“would



youlikesometea?”sheglancedanxiouslyatme

andfiddlingwithherfingers.

“No,thankyou”

“Areyousure?”Iflashedahalfsmileandassuring

herthatIwasfine.

Ididn’tcomehereforacupofteabutanswers!

Disappointedlyshewalkedoutoftheroom

disappearingsomewherearoundthehousegiving

meachancetoakeasharpintakeofbreath,

runningmyhandsovermyheadandimpatiently

waitingformymotherwholaterappearedlooking

sophisticatedasalwaysandusingcrunching

sticks,“Ngezi”Iperkedupfromthecouchmeeting

herhalfwayandIhughertightly,atfirstsheis

takenbackbuteventuallyshewrapsherarms

aroundme.



Shefeelssogoodandwelcomingandhome.

Reluctantly,Irelinquishhertakingastepbackto

seetearsshimmeringinherfaceandIusemy

thumbtowipeoffhertearsbeforesheholdsmy

handaswebothtakeasitonasamecouch

exchangingwarmsmiles,“Whyyou’regivingme

thatlook?”sheaskedsearchingformyeyes,

surelyforsomesortofemotiontounderstandwhat

broughtmehere.

“Iwantyoutotellmethetruth”

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”

“IknowsomethingishappeninghereandIwantto

knowthetruth”Istareddeeplyinhereyesasfear

appearsslowlyandstartstodancebeforeshe

squeezesmyhand.



“Whatdoyouwanttoknow?”

“Everythingbutfirstlythis…”Itakeouttwopictures

frommypocketofabeautifulnakedwomanand

herhandarecoveringhertinybreastswhichIfind

veryattractivewhileherotherhandisrestingonher

stomachwithathindarkline.Herdreadlocksare

fallingoverhershouldersandshehassmileonher

face,abeautiful,beautifulsmilethatsnatchesyour

soulandtakesyouaworldyouneverthought

existedbefore,herskinlookssilkyandstunning

andthenanotherpictureofascan.

“Whoisshe?”

Sheswallowshersalivaandstaringdownatthe

picturebeforeshepicksherheaduptolookintomy

eyes,“sheisbeautiful,isn’tshe?”

“Ididn’taskforcompliments,Iaskedwhosheis”



“Kwanda…”shethenpaused“KwandaMkhungo”

Ohsheknowsher—interesting.

“Whenshecametomyhouseyouknewwhoshe

was?”

“MongeziI—

“Thetruth”

Shegapes“yes”

“How”

Noresponse.



“Ma”

“Youguyshavebeentogetherforawhile”she

takesasharpintakeofbreath“…shelovesyou

Mongezi”

“Ihaven’taskedifshelovesmeornot,soeveryone

pretendedasiftheyhadnoideawhoshewasthat

daywhenshecalledherselfmybusinesspartner,

whyisthat?”

“Youlostyourmemoryand…”

“IalreadyknowthatbutIamaskingwhy”

“Iwantedtotellyou…”

“Don’texcludeyourselfinthisbecauseyoulied



justlikeeveryoneelse,ifyouwantedtotellmethe

truthyouweregoingtotellmeright?”

“Mongeziit’scomplicated”

Iclenchedmyjaw“Iamlistening”sheopenedand

closedhermouthbeforeherhandsstartstrembling

asifwhensheuttersawordsomeonewillwalk

throughthedoorandstabherwithaswordstraight

intoherthroat.

Ileanedbackwardsintentlylookingatherbefore

shecalledforthesameoldwomanaskingthatshe

brings

heraglassofwinethenshegotupfromthecouch

tostandbythewindow,needingtocatchabreather

sinceitseemedoxygenwasnotenoughinthis

room,“MongeziIlostyouinthepastmonths”

“Iremembersomethings”



“Whatdoyouremember?”

“Iamnotheretotakeyoudownthememorylane

butIamheretofindoutthetruth”shegulpeddown

hersalivaandglancedatmeoncethenlooked

outsidethewindowwithaperfectviewofthe

gardenandblueskies.

Finallyherglassofwinearrivedandshebroughtit

closelytoherlips,takinggulpsinsteadofsipsthen

shestarttalkingIlistenedtohercarefullyand

makingsureIdon’tmissasinglewordcoming

fromhermouthasshetoldmewhathashappened

inthisfamilyinthesepastmonths.Herghastly

secretcomingoutandwhatwasonceherbest

friendtakingherownlifebecauseofthebetrayal,

thisisnotsomethingIwasinterestedon

really—notaftereverythingshehasdone—things

arethewaythattheyarebecauseofherandmy

unclewhoturnedouttobemyfather.



MywarmandlovinggazeasIlookedherturnedto

scorching,waryasIstareather.ButIwasnot

reallyangrybecauseofthatbutmygirlfriendwho

decidedtocallherselfmybusinesspartnerand

goingasfarashidingourpregnancy,hmm.

Liesarelies,nomatterhowinnocentlytheyare.

Thechemistryandconnectionthatwaswheezing

intheairaswesatoppositeeachotheratthe

restaurantnowmakesperfectsense,Ifeltapull

towardsher,itwassounexplainable.

“SoIamsufferingforyoursins?”Imurmurasmy

heatedbloodcoursedthroughme.

“Iamsorry”shecried



“Whatforma?”

“Everything”

Ishookmyheadandchucklingsardonically,“thank

you”

“Whatfor”

“Tellingmethetruth”Iperkedupthecouchand

takingmycarkeysattemptingtowalkoutbutshe

stopsmebycallingoutmynamebeforeshe

stridestowardsmeandplacingherhandsonthe

eithersidesofmyface.

“Kwandalovesyou;she’dturnedheavenandearth

justforyou”



“Butshelied”

“Shehadreasons”

“Ihavetogo”

“Ihopeonedayyoufinditinyourhearttoforgive

me”

“Ihope”

“Ihavesomeonewhocanhelpusoutofthis”

“Whoisthat?”

“HinataPalm”



“Ithoughtyouhatedherfamily”

“ButshecanhelpusMongezi,Iwanttoseeyou

gettingbettersoIamwillingtoputmyprideaside”

“Iwillthinkboutit”

“Fine”

Nowhereareoutsidemybrother’shousearound

thefireplaceafterthetruthfoundawaytocome

outalthoughIhavebeenpretendingasthoughI

am stillinafoggyplacehopingshecantellme

truthbutsheneverdidandthatwhatangeredme

more,shehadsomanychances.Igrabmycar

keysaftersharingaheatedexchangewithmy

brotherandherwalkingoutoftheroomandher

scenttellsmethatsheisrightbehindmeuntilwe

arebothoutside,thestarstwinklingontopofour

heads,“Mongezi!”shecallsout.



“Idon’twanttohearanythingfrom yourightnow

Nokwandasogobackinsidethathouse”

“Iwasdoingwhatisbestforyou”

Ipausetoturnbacktoher,“bestforwhom?”

“Ithought…”

“Youmadethisaboutyouwhenitwasn’tthatwhat

makesmeangryandyoudon’twanttoownuptoit”

“Iwantedtomakeyoufallinlovewithme,Ididn’t

wantyoutolovemebecauseyoufoundoutwe’re

together”

“Howcanyoumakesomeonefallinlovewithyou



whenthey’realreadyinlovewithyou?”hermouth

narrowsandhereyesgleam“exactlythiswas

aboutyouwantingtodothingsyourwayandnot

consideringanyoneelseandhowitwillaffectthem

sohelpmysoulmaMkhungoandreturnback

insidethathousebecauseit’scold”

“Idon’tcareaboutbeingcold”

“WellIcaresogo”

“I’msorry”

“InsidethehouseNokwanda”shestubbornlyplant

herfeetontheground,wellIamgoingtomake

thingseasierforherandbetheonewholeaves.
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“Whenyouarewonderingiflovingsomeoneis



worthit---askyourselfthis

Ifyoucouldgobackintime,ifyoucoulddoitall

overagain,wouldyou?

Wouldyouchoosethatperson,wouldyouchoose

thathope,knowingthatyouwouldalsobechoosing

thathurt?

Knowingthatatonepointintime,youweregoingto

gothroughhardtimeswiththem,youhaveto

strugglewiththem?

Wouldyoustillriskforthem?Wouldyoustilllove

them?

Wouldyoustillstayupuntil4amwiththemonthe

nightyoufirststartedtalking,lettingyourselffall?

Wouldyoustillgetontheplane?

Wouldyoustillforgive,andtrust;wouldyoustill

makethememories,wouldyoustillgivethema

homeinyourheart?

See,iftheanswerisno,thenmaybewhatyouhave

isnotlove,maybeitisalesson.Maybeyoucanfind

closureinthat.



Butifyouranswerisyes,then---donotdoubtifitis

worthit.

Donotmakeitanylessbeautifulinyourmind,do

notturnitintosomethingyoucanchoosetoforget.

No,ifyouwoulddoitallagain,despiteofallthe

hardtimesanddifficulties,ifyouwouldstillchoose

togothroughallofthatagainjusttorelivethe

momentsspentwiththem,thenyouhadsomething

mostpeopleneverfindinthislifetime.

Youhavesomethingworththefight.Don'tever

forgetthat.”

MONGEZI.

Awomaninatribalprintedlongskirtandatopthat

flauntsherflatabs,sinceherbarestomachis

showingwhileherbraidsthataredecoratedwith

beadsfalllikewaterfallsonherbackisleadingus

throughavastallwhitehallwayandshehaskept

hersmilefromthemomentshewaswaitingforus



outside—there’sagiantwhitewallbuiltaroundthe

housethatispaintedinearthbrown,fromthe

outsideyouliterallycannotseeathing,nothing.

Somethingissoenthralandpacifyingaboutthis

house,it’shomely.

AndshemanoeuvresusintothelivingroomandI

losemyspeakingcapacityatthebeautyofit.

Eachpieceoflivingroomfurniturecapturestheeye

withsculpturalappeal.Plushelementsinvite

comfortandcutacleanminimalistprofile,likethe

roundottomancoffeetable.

Thispieceisespeciallyengaging–theSpunchair

designed,thepieceoffunctionalinteractiveart,

rollinganditsuniquetop-likeshape.



Nexttothesofa,there’sanadjustablewall

lightprovidesdirectionalilluminationwhereneeded.

Itisdominatedbylow-profilefurniture,evencasual

pieceslikethispoufloungefeelrightathome.

Thespaciouslivingroomopensintoakitchenat

theleft.

Theartworkisplacedinprominentareastobecome

thefocusofattentionratherthansimpledécor.

“Undlunkuluwillbewithyouinfewhours”the

womanwhoneverbotheredtellingushername

announcesshowingherwhiteivoryteeththen

disappearsleavingsilenceloomingbetweenmy

mother,brotherandI.Ithasbeenthiswayfromthe

timeIaskedmymothertotakemetothewoman

whoshebelievescouldbetheonlypersonthat

couldhelpmeaftereveryonehasfailed.AndsinceI



madethatdecisionIneededmybrotheralongside

withmealthoughourrelationshipisstilledgyatthe

momentbutIstillneedhim,always.

“Howlongarewegoingtowait?”mymotherhuffs,

she’ssurelybringingherdifferencesshehas

towardsthisfamilyatthewrongtime.NotwhatI

needrightnow.Imight’vemadeamistakebringing

herherebutonethingIcannotbrookisherbeing

callow,whenBongeziweshootsheradiabolical

looksheclearsherthroatandleanbackwardsona

coach.Threewomendressedliketheonefrom

earlierwalksincarryingtraysontheirhandsand

theyjustplacedthemonthetable,andleave—no

words,nothing,justshowingtheiramicablesmiles.

Thecharcuterieboardhasmeat,allkindsofcheese,

grains,fruits,nuts,savory,sweet,spreads,

pomegranatesandfigs.Itevokesallmysenseasit

looksmouthwateringanddelicious,there’sa

Chineseteapotsandsmallcups—thatrepresents



Chinesecultureliketheinteriordesign.“Don’ttouch

that!”mymotherwarnswhenIleanovertomake

myselfacupofteaandthesmellissomethingI’ve

neversmeltbefore.

Bongeziwegetsupfromthecouchandgrabsher

arm,draggingherout.I’mnotabouttointervene

intoanyofthis.Icamehereforhealing.Amoment

laterBongeziwecomesbackalone,I’mperplexand

hereturnsbacktohisseatandhelpinghimselfwith

aplatter.“Uphiumah?”Iaskwhere’sourmother.

“Gone”herespondsnonchalantly“Iamnotaboutto

letherruinthingsforyoubecauseofherpride,no”

hesayssternlyandwavinghishand“Iaskedherto

leave”Ijustnodmyheadandtakingmyfirstsip

fromthecup,thisisdelicate,itshouldbethebest

teaI’veeverdrank.

“Mongezi”hecallsoutforme.



“We’lltalkjustnotnow”Iknowexactlywherehe

wantstodrivethisconversation.

“IjustwantedtosayIloveyou”hesayswithadaft

smirkandchewingthebluecheeseinhismouth.

Ilookathimbehindthecupandhidingmysmile,

whatadumbskull.“Mongezi”heannoyinglycalls

meandwaggleshiseyebrows.

“Leavemealone!”

“Ngiyakuthandabhutiwami[Iloveyoumybrother]”

“Namingiyakuthanda[Iloveyoutoo]”Imumble

undermybreath.



“Serious?”

“Mxm”Ichuckleandshakingmyhead.

“Ngampela?”hehoversmeagain.

“Hmmm”Imurmurandhissmilewidensonhisface

butthatmomentisinterruptedbyaclickingof

shoes,beforesheappearsherscentcaptivatesmy

sensewithafreshformulaofpeony,pinkcurrant

muskandthenshegracesuswithherpresenceina

loosefittingtexturewhitedress,there’ssomething

aboutwomeninthiscolour.Aquintetofonyx

feather,anopticalillusiondetailing.There’s

somethingaboutherpresencethatbringsfervour

andtrainquil.

Wegetuponourfeetandextendingmyhand,when

ourskintouchesherwarmthtravelsthroughoutme,

herhandsaresoftandhernailsarepaintedin



yellow.You’dthinkshe’smyagebecauseofthat

emollientandthoseunibrows.Iflashanervous

smileatherbeforeshegoesandhandshakemy

brotherwhenIglancetowardshimIseemy

reflectionmirroringhis.“I’msorryforkeepingyou

waiting”shetakesasitandclaspingherhandson

herthighsandyoucannotmissthatyellow

diamondonherfinger.

HinataKhuzwayo-Palm.ThefirstbornofKhumo

andThatoKhuzwayoandshewasthechosenone

fromallthegenerationstositonthethrone,not

onlythatbutshehasgiftaswell—shecanseethe

futurefromwhatIheard,shecancommunicate

withthedeathsandshehasthepowerofhealing,

soundssurrealright?

ShegotmarriedtoKaitoPalmwhoisalsothe

chosenonefromhistribeandalsohasagifts,I

havenevermethimbeforebutseenhimgracing

ourmagazines,televisionscreenandalloversocial



mediaalongsidehiswifeandchildren.

“Aqueenisneverlate”Bongeziwe.

Herlaughteriseerieasthesoundescapesher

plumpglossylips.“Iguess”sheblushes“Iam

LisakhanyaHinataNaomiKhuzwayo-Palm”she

takesalongbreather“thatwaslong”ourchuckles

erupts“anywaysyoucanchoosehoweveryouwant

tocallme,I’monlyaqueenatapalacenotatmy

house”

“I’mMongeziandthat’smybrotherBongeziwe”

“Youhavealovelyhome”Bongeziwefawn.

“Thankyou”yeahno,thiswomanisbeautiful“Both

ofyoutellmewhyyourfamilyissoundivided?”I

eyeballmybrother,whosejawiswagging,how



does—althoughherfaceandtoneiswarmbutyou

cannotmisstheseriousnessonherface.

Iclearmythroat,“thewaythingsendedbetweenmy

fatherandmymother,thesecrecycausedthat”Itell

herhonestly.

“Whathaveyoudonetobringthefamilytogether?”

“Nothing”Ihangmyheadlow.

“Andyourgirlfriend,whereisshe?”

Iclearmythroat“backhome”

“Whyshe’snothere?”

“Ididn’tthinkshe’llbeneeded”



“Areyousayingyoudon’tneedher?”

WhyI’mbeingfried?

“No,Ineedher”

“Thenwhysheisnothere?”

“Wearefighting”

“Fighting?”

“Ifoundoutthatsheliedtome”

“So?”



“Sheliedtome”

“Yourideaofloveisflawedifyouthinkloveisall

aboutthebeautifulbutterflyfeelings.Becauseit's

not.

Youneedtounderstandthatifyouarecommitting

yourselftosomeonethroughthebondoflove,you

areacceptingeverythingthatcomeswithit

includingthehardtimesanddifficulties.Youjust

cannotstepbackwhentheinconvenienceswould

occur,youhavetodealwiththem.

Andthat'showlovestays.

Lovestaysforpeoplewhogothroughgoodandbad

timestogetherandyetnevergiveuponlove.She

liedtoyou?Haveyouspokentoheraboutthis?”

“Notyet,Iwantedtohealfirst”

“Whenyouhearthasn’thealedfromthefactthat

sheliedtoyou?”shecrossesherlegs“andyour



mother,whereisshe?”

“Sheleft”

“Hmm”shemurmurs“Icannothelpyou...”she

pausesandmyheartleapsoutmymouthand

blinkingrapidly“today,butfromtomorrowwecan

startyourjourneywhenmyhusbandisaround

who’llbehelpingus”

Ibreatheoutlongandhard.

“Hewillregainhismemoryback?”Bongeziwe

cannothidehowelatedheis.

“I’mnotpromisinganything”shesmiles“butI’m

goingtoneedyourmotherhere”



“Wehavedifferences”Itellher

“Iknowthat’swhyIneedherandyourfatheras

well”

“Can’twedothiswithoutthem?”Bongeziwe.

“Thenwe’llbewastingeachother’stime”

Yoh!

“Iwillcallthem”Bongeziwe.

“Iamnotgoingtohealyouphysicallyandmentally

onlybutalsospirituallyincludingyouBongeziwe...”

shelookstowardshim“andthereforeyourcousinis

neededaswell”



“I’msorrybut...”

“Doyouwantyourbrothertoheal?”herbrowcrease

“Infactyourotherbrothershouldbehere,Ihave

enoughrooms”

“Iwanthimtohealbut...”

“Thenfollowmyinstructions.Allthesepeople

shouldbeherebeforethedawn...”howcomeher

voiceisstillsosweet“Iwillshowyoutherooms

you’llbeusing.Pleasewarnthemthatmyhusband

canreadmindsandenergiesandthereforeifthey

bringanythingnegativeinthishousethenyouwon’t

gethelpedMongezi”

“Noted”wesaywithBongeziweinunison.

“Iwillshowyoutheroomsyou’llbeusing.It’sgoing



tobealongthreedays”

Threedays?

“Buttonight,wearegoingout”shesaysinahigh

pitchedvoice“What?Don’tgivemethatlookand

getup,asambe”
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“Oneofthebestfeelingsisfindingsomeonewho

reallygetsyou.

Apersonwholet'syoubevulnerableandhonest.

Thekindofpersonwhoencouragesyoutopush

pastyourflawsbecausetheyacceptyouasyouare.

Someonewhonevertellsyouthatyouaretoomuch

ofthisandtoolittleofthatbecausetothemyouare

justenoughofeverythingtheylove.

Andit'sactuallybeautifulfindingsomeonelikethis

towhomyouwillneverfallshortofanything.



Youwilljustbeenough”

MONGEZI

Wegrowupbeingtoldaboutqueens,princesses

andgoddesses,whetherinyourfavouritefairytale

story,movies,cartoonsorbooks.Andthey’re

alwaysswishindazzlinggowns,theirhairperfectly

styledandbodiesadornedwithbright,shiny

gemstones.They’redefinedwithsharpnoseand

notbuttonnose,thinlipsandnotplumplipsand

theymostlyhavewaxedeyebrowsandnot

unibrows.

Theyaresoperfectlydefinedwithoutany

imperfectionsandmostofthemhavesweetsinging

voicesandtheyareneverhusky.

Iwishtheycouldbegivenadescriptionofthis

womaninpinkdresswithmatchingglossypink

makeupandunibrowsunplucked.Maybegirlsand



womeninoursocietywouldn’thavetogrowupwith

thementalitythatyouhavetobeperfect,walk,talk

andlaughacertainwaytobea“lady”.Ifwewere

educatedthatbeingyourselfisenoughbecauseno

onecantakethatawayfromyou,Idon’tthink

anyonewould’veplantedselfdoubtintheirheads

becausethey’reintimatedaboutanotherwoman

acrosstheroom.

IcanraveonabouthereveryfeaturebutIwouldbe

doingmywholecountryadisserviceifIdon’t

mentionthebeautyofthiswomanoppositemewith

softglamskinandsheisswishinalongblack

dressshowingoffherwonderfullysculpturedframe

andherdreadlockshavebeencurled,shelooks

mesmerizinglybeautifulwithanenchantingsmile

onherfacespeakingtoHinatawhoismirroringthe

samereflectiononherfacebeforetheyboth

approachtowardsthelivingroomandshesits

oppositemeandhereyeshidingunderherlashes,

sheglaresatmeandmyheartalmostleapoutof

mymouth—capricious—I’veexpectedtokeepahard



stonedfacetowardsher,Ihaveexpectedmyheart

todrumloudlywithrage,IthoughtI’dbecallousbut

insteadthatonelookevokedemotionsIthoughtI’ll

beabletoshoveatthebackofmybrain.“My

husbandwillbehereanytimethenwecanstart”

Hinataannouncescrossingherlegsandshe’sthe

onlypersonwhohasadelightedgenuinesmileon

herface,Ithinkshe’senjoyinghoweveryoneis

walkinginlavarightafterthatannouncement.

Whowouldn’tbewhensomeonecanliterallyread

yourmindandhearyourthoughts?

Avuleleislikeabullseeingredatthekraal

wheneverhiseyesavertstowardsourBongeziwe

whodoesn’tseembothered,itbeenonlyfew

minutessincetheygothereandIalreadyfeellikein

thesethreedayswe’dbereturningwithbodybags

backhome.

“CanItalktomaMkhungo?”sheeyeballsmeclearly



surprisedbythat.

“Ohno,no,youdon’tneedpermission.Wewillwait

foryouwhenhegetshere”sherespondsalthough

hervoiceishuskybutittendstosoundasthoughit

hasbeencoatedwithhoney.Iglaretowardsher

andsheclearsherthroatperkingupfromthecouch

andtuggingthestrandsofherdreadlocksbehind

herearandwalkingoutoftheroom,ifshewas

wearingshoesthantheywould’vebeenclicking

againstfloorbutwewereaskednottowearthem.

Iwatchhersashayingherhipsleftandrightwhile

herdaintybuttocksarefollowingthepatterned

recurrenceofherfootstepsuntilweareboth

outside,thesundancesonherskinandthisalone

elicitunusualfervourandIamfilledwitheuphoria.

Iwatchherflappingherlashesandswallowingher

saliva,andhermoistthroatmovesupanddownso,

sosmoothlyandIfindmyselflostinhereyesso



muchthatIleanforwardandkissher.Shemeets

mygesturesandenchantsmewiththemost

sensationalkiss,Islideherhandonmychestwhile

slowlyslidingmyownfromherbackalltheway

downtoherbackandbringinghercloser,she

smellssodivineandherscent.Ibreakawayfrom

thekiss,themomentIfeelmyveryownpre-cum

oozinginsidemypantsandshemoans.“Bhuti”she

murmursunderherbreathwithhereyesstill

flutteredclosebeforesheopensthemslowly,like

thatslowmotioneffectinamoviebeforeshelooks

atupme“I’msorry”sheapologises.

Ilikehowshecalledme,isthathowshecalls

me?—bhuti.

“Whydidyoulietome?”

“Iwasscared...”herhandsarerestingonmychest

“...thatyouwon’tlovemethesame”



“Andwhenyourealisedthatthechemistryand

connectionisundeniabledidyouhavethesame

fear?”

“JustalittlebutIwantedeverythingtohappen

naturaly”

Ibreatheout,longandhard“howismybaby?”Isay

nowsmilingandsofteningmyeyestolightenthe

moodbetweenus.Iseeacoupleofhisteeth

gracingmebehindhislipsandIfalltohidethatawe

cloudsmyeyes.

“Yourbaby?”shecreaseshereyebrowwithhumour

dancinginhereyes.

“Ourbabyke”



“Wearefine”

“Ididn’taskaboutyou”

“WellIamtellingyounow”

“Promisemeonethingthatnomatterwhatthe

circumstanceyouwillneverlietomeNokwanda”I

stareintentlyintohereyes“Idon’tlikehowyou

handledthings,thereweresomanywaysyoucould

havehandleditnotthisone”

“Ithoughtaboutmyselfwithoutconsideringyou

andI’msorry”shespeaksnowfurtherdriftinginto

swampofemotions,Iwanttoremovethatfacial

expressionfromherface“AndIpromise”

“Ngiyakuthanda”Ismileather.



Shesmilesbackatme,“Iloveyoutoo,nowlet’sgo

back”

Returningbacktheonlypersonwe’vebeenwaiting

forhasarrivedbespokeonabrownsuitand

sweatshirt,hisintimidatingauraiswheezinginthe

airandtheeeriesilenceisunbearableevenmyown

mymotherwhoalwayshavesomethingtosayhas

kepthermouthglued.

Hinatachucklessoftlyglancingatherhusband,“are

youscaredofhimbecausehe’sChineseorbecause

hereadsminds?”shedartshereyesbetweentheall

ofus.

“Probablyboth”Kaitorespondschucklingwithher,

withalightinhiseyesastheystareateachother“I

amnotbadashowsheportrayedme,she’stheone

youshouldbescaredof”Ihearpeoplearoundthe

roomtakingdeepbreathesthey’vebeenholding

back.



“I’mscaredoftheswordonthewall”Kayise

confesseswithhumour,silentlaughtereruptsinthe

room.

Hinataattentivelylooksathim,“youremindmeof

myuncle,heprobablywouldhavepointedthatout”

shesayswithmelancholyofsadnessandIswearI

sawhereyesglossybutshequicklyhidesitwitha

smileandglancingtowardshermanmirroringthe

samefacialexpression.“Wearegoingtobehonest

witheachother,ifIpointyououtyou’llsaywhatis

inyourheartrememberlyingwon’tbotherme,norit

willcauseproblemsinmysexlifeormarriagebut

theproblemwillbeleftwithyou”shesaysthen

shrugnonchalantly“Ihopewe’reclear?”

“HowisthatgoingtohelpMongeziregainhis

memory?”mymotherasks.



“Unlessifyouhaveaproblemwiththisthenwecan

stopallofthis,howaboutthat?”Kaitosternlysays,

intentlylookingather.

Didhereadsomething?—Ihopemymotherisnot

ruiningthisforme.

“No,no,notatall”sheclearsherthroat.

“I’mgladweareclearonthatone”Kaito.

Eh!

Andhesaidheisnotbad?

“Bongeziweyouhavesomethingtosay?”Hinata

lookstowardshimandshecrossesherleg.

“Iamsurehehasalottosay”Avulelecomments.



“IsyournameBongeziwe?”hedirectshiseyes

towardshim,leaningforwardandbalancinghis

elbowsonhisknee“Idon’tunderstandwhyyou

openedyourmouthcausethelasttimeIcheckyour

namewasnotBongeziwe”

“Don’tyouhavealottosay?”Avulele.

“EvenifIdowhatdoesthathavetodowithyou?”I

smellsomethingvolcanicanddangerouserupting

righthere.

“Youtookeverythingawayfromme!”Avuleleyells

outandBongeziwesardonicallychuckleslooking

aroundtheroombeforehereturnsbackhis

attentiontowardshim.

“Youtookeverythingawayfromyourself,noonedid

thatandIhaven’tgotupfromthiscouchtopunch



youbecauseIamheresomybrothercouldhealbut

ratherthanthatyournosewouldbebleedingby

now”Iamsurprisedseeinghimthiscalmforthe

firsttimeever.Bongeziwethiscalm?

Avulelegetsupandchargingtowardshimbut

Kayiseholdshimback.

“Lethimgo!”Kaitoinstructs“Ifyoubothwantto

fightthenhowaboutwegooutsideandyouwill

havemorespace?”hecontinues.

“Iamnotheretofight”Bongeziwe

“Yourmindsaystheopposite,let’sgooutside”Kaito

Yeh!



Hinataisnotinterferingintothisorwhatsoevershe

isjustleaningbackwardsonthecouchsocalmand

lookinghoweverythingunfolds.

“ActuallyIwouldlovetofighthim,rearrangehis

facebutwhatwillIgainafterdoingit?”Bongeziwe

“NothingsoIamnotabouttowastethistime,

fightingwhenwecouldbedoingsomethingthat

couldhelpeveryoneinthisroomratherthanhaving

tonursesomeone’sfeelingsandfeedtheiregos”

Kaitohimselflooksimpressedbythis!

AvuleleisstilltryingtoescapeKayise’sgripbut

whenhereleasesthatheisnotbeingentertainedhe

calmsdown.

“Doyouwanttogooutsideandfightonyourown?”

KaitoasksAvuleleandhedoesn’trespond“Iguess

no,nowsitdownandwaitforyourownturntogeta



chancetospeak”

Andtheysaidheisnotbad?

Hisphoneringsandhewhispersonhiswife’sear

andwalkingoutoftheroom.“He’llbebacklater,

Bongeziweyoucancontinue”Hinatasays.

Bongeziwebreathesoutandrubhishandsagainst

hispantswincing“AtfirstIwasmadathimbutI’d

sayangrymostlynotbecauseofhowhetreatedthe

womanI’minlovewith”hepausesandglancesat

Avulele“That’soneofthereasonsbutnotthemain

reasonwhyIwasangry.Itwasbecausewewere

nevertaughttotreatwomenlikethat,we’venever

seenourfatherstreatingwomeninthatmanner.

Theyhadtheirownflawsofwhichwefoundout

aboutwhenwearealreadygrownandwisebutI’ve

neverbeenabouttreatingawomantoapointwhere

shequestionsherselfandworth.MaybeIdidandI

amnotawareofitcauseIamnotperfect,nobodyis.



ButIcannottoleratethatbehaviour.Butthatisnot

somethingIwanttodwellonanymore,I’dloveto

saythankstohim”hepointsdirectlyathim

“becauseifhedidn’tleaveheratthealterwe

wouldn’thavecrossedpaths,Iwouldn’thavetasted

loveandIalsowanthimtoknowthatIamgoingto

treatherthewayhewassupposedto”hesaysthen

leansbackplacingafingeragainsthislipandI

knowIamnottheonlyoneflabbergastedabout

howhe’sreactingtothis.I’veimaginedhimbeing

thefirstonetorolluphissleevesthemomentthey

wereaskediftheywantedtofightoutside,notthis.

Andwasn’theabitshadyattheend?

“Anythingtoyourmother?”Hinataaskshim.

“Ihopeshelooksatherselfinthemirroroneday

andseethatshe’stheproblemnotthatshehasone

andafterthatIhopesheforgivesherself”



“Andwhataboutyou?Haveyouforgivenher?”

Anotherquestionisbeingthrownathim.Somehow

I’menjoyingthis—shouldIcallitasession?

Therawemotionsandintenseatmosphere,glossy

eyesandscowledfaves.Someswallowingthe

bitternessofthebileagainsttheirtastebuds.The

coloursonmymother’sfacehasbeendrainedout

andshe’snowgloomy.

“Yes”Bongeziweresponds“Butforgivingher

doesn’tmeanI’mokaywithwhatshedid.ButI’m

doingitformyownpeaceandserenityanditalso

doesn’tmeansheshouldtryshovingloveand

peacedownmythroatbecauseI’llchokethenthe

relationshipwilldieforever”hesays,nohumour,no

smile,nosmirk,nothing.

“Anythingelse?”



“BesidethankingKwandaforwalkingintoourlives,

nothingreally”herunshisfingeragainsthislip—his

faceisstillsternasamarble.

“Whyyouwanttothankher?”

“MymothercauseadriftbetweenMongeziandIso

Iwouldn’tfindoutaboutwhatshewasuptobut

Nokwandabeinginmybrother’slifebroughtus

together.EvenwithKayiseIdon’tthinkwewould’ve

hadasolidrelationshiphasbrothersifitwasn’tfor

her,shecouldhaveeasilyturnedhimagainstusbut

shedidn’t”

“IdeserveathankyoubecauseIamtheonewho

broughtherintoyourlives”mymothercomments

“youwanttothankherwhensheistheonewho

causedmoredramaintoourlives?”shespits

“Kefiloediedbecauseofher,mybabydiedbecause



ofher,shetookbothofyouawayfrommeandeven

attackedmeinmyownhomeandnoweveryone

shouldbowdowntoherforwhatBongeziwe?”she

tugsherheadin,wordsbitterlyrollingoutofher

tongue.

“Kefiloediedbecauseofyourbetrayaland

maMkhungohadnothingtodowiththatandIdare

youtosaythosewordsagaintryingtopinpointthis

onher”Isaycalmlybutmywordsclearasthe

wateratthelakeanddangerousandsharpasthey

soundedwhentheyrolledoutofmytongue.

“AreyouthreateningmeMongezi?”dramaticallyher

lipstremble“Aftereverything.Youarethreatening

theonlypersonwhohadgutstotellyounothingbut

thetruth”

“WhydidyoutellyoursonthetruthMihlali,about

everythingthatwashiddenfromhim?”Hinata

uncrossedherlegs.



“Becausehedeservedtoknowthetruth”mymother

tugsherhairbehindherears.

“Webothknowthat’salieunlessifyouwantmeto

tellthetruthinyourbehalf”

“WhatevermakesyousleepatnightHinata”They

exchangeanintenseeyecontactandthisiswhenI

gettoseethesovereigninLisakhanyawhenmy

motherhangsherheadlowsuccumbingtoher.

“Youarepushingawaypeoplethatlovesyouand

careaboutyouandyouaregoingtodielonelyand

miserable.Andtheonlypersonwhowastryingto

helpyouwillbewithherfamily,herchildrenandher

husband,inawarmhome.Ithinkyou’reforgetting

thatIamnottheonewhoneedsthisbutyoudo

morethananyoneinthisroom.Icanhealyourson

andhewillregainhismemorybutyouknowwhatis



goingtohappenafterthat?Hewillhealmentally

andspirituallyandhewillleavemyhousewith

peoplethattrulywantstoseehimwell.Peoplewho

loveshim.Andthosepeoplearehereandyouare

notoneofthem.Andyouknowwhatwillhappen

afterthat?Youwillwishyouusedeverysecond

heremakingamendsbutitwillbetoolateforyou

becauseallthesepeoplewillshutthedooronyour

facewhenyoutrytomakethingsrightbecauseyou

hadtime.Iamnotheretonurseyourfeelings.Iam

notheretobegyoutoworkwithmeandmostlyI

amnotheretobefriendswithyoubecauseI

alreadyhaveenoughofthem.IfyouthinkIam

goingtowalkaroundeggshellsaroundyou

becauseofwhathappenedbetweenyouandmy

brotherthenyouneedtothinktwiceandifyoudon’t

wanttobepartofthisjourneywithyoursonthen

leavebeforeImakeyou”hertoneissothickandI

feltmyownbowelscletchingonmymother’sbehalf.

“DoIneedtosaymore?”shechallengesher

eyebrowtowardsmymotherwhoshakesherhead



no,hervoicehasbeensnatchedawayfromher.

“Andlastlyyouwillnotdisrespectmeatmyown

houseasifwearethesameage.Youcantalk

howeveryouwantbutnothereandIamnotonly

sayingthistoherbuteachandeveryoneofyou

here.Ihopewe’reclear.BegladthatKaitowalked

outofthisroomotherwiseallofthiswouldhave

endedlongago”

“Weclear”weallsaylikeawellrehearsedchoir.

Sheperksupfromthecouchandwalkingoutbut

pausesandturnaroundtakingadeepbreathas

thoughsheistryingtocalmherself—heraura

demandssomuchrespect.

“Igrewupinanenvironmentwherebymyfamily

wasunitedandthere’salwaysbeensomuch

warmthandlove.Butitalwayswasn’tlikethat.

Theywerefightsofcourseanddivisionbutmy

motherbroughteveryonetogetherandwebecame



onebigfamilyfromdifferentracesandbackground.

Itwasn’tjustrelativesbutfriendsaswell,you

couldn’ttellbecauseofhoweveryonewasso

united.Fromgenerationtogeneration.Webecame

onebigcircle.Wefoundbrothers,sistersandlove.I

amoneofthosepeoplewhofoundlove”shesmiles,

Ithinksheiscalmingnow“Wefoughteachother.

Wefoughtagainsteachotherlikeanyotherfamily

butitneverlastedasecondbecauseitwillbe

sortedoutwithinasecond.That’showIlearntthe

importanceofhavingafamily.Becausemymother

plantedthatseed,thatevenwhenshediedIknewI

stillhavemothers.AlthoughtheywerenotKhumo

buttheylovemeasmuchasshedid.Evenwhen

myfatherdiedIknewIstillhavefathers,although

theywerenotThatobuttheywerejustasover

protectiveashewas.Mymotherwouldhavelived

evenmyauntbutuponlearningtheirhusbands

werenomoretheygaveuponlifeforlove.Mongezi

would’vewalkedhereandIwould’vehealedhimin

thatmomentandtookmoneyifIwassomeoneelse.

ButIdon’twantyourmoney,youcannotaffordme,

noonecan.ButIhatethisundividedspirit



wanderinghere.Busypointingfingersateachother

aboutwhodidthisandthat.Whentheydidthat,

whatdidyoudoaboutit?”shedartshereyesat

eachandeveryoneofus.Iswearmy

uncle—father—seemslikeheisnotevenhere.“You

canaskKaitohewilltellyouhowundividedwashis

family.UponhearinghowbitterlytheytreatedhimI

stillbroughtunityamongsteveryoneandharmony

butmostlypeaceintohim.Youdon’thavetobe

okaywithpeoplewho’vedoneyouwrong.Youdon’t

havetosharethesametableasthembutforgive

them.Andmoveon.Yessomepeoplearenot

worthyofit.Butforgiveyourselfforallowingthem

totreatyoulikethat.Youwon’tstopbreathing.And

mostlylearntoapologize.Lookatyourselves.You

guysaresobeautifulandmakesuchanamazing

familyyetsomeofyouarefailingtodo,onething.

Justone,humblingyourselfcauseyouwerewrong

andsecondlyapologising.That’swhywearehere.

Comeon.Youcandowaybetterthanthis.Youare

morethanthis.IamgoingtohealMongeziandhe

willregainhismemory,nottomorrow,notanyother

daybuttodayanditisalluptoyouwhatyouwant



afterthat.Doyouwanttostayhereandalsoheal?

Mentallyandspiritually?ButnowI’dlovetogoand

checkonmyhusbandandwhenIgetbackMongezi

prepareyourself”
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“Oneofthebestfeelingsisfindingsomeonewho

reallygetsyou.

Apersonwholet'syoubevulnerableandhonest.

Thekindofpersonwhoencouragesyoutopush

pastyourflawsbecausetheyacceptyouasyouare.

Someonewhonevertellsyouthatyouaretoomuch

ofthisandtoolittleofthatbecausetothemyouare

justenoughofeverythingtheylove.

Andit'sactuallybeautifulfindingsomeonelikethis

towhomyouwillneverfallshortofanything.

Youwilljustbeenough”

Itbeenoverlyhoursofsittingandstanding,pacing



upanddown,chewingonmynailsandbitingthe

cornerofmylip,cryingandgoingsilentforcouple

offewminutes.Iendurehoursofinnerturmoil

wonderingwhatishappeninginthatroomhehas

beentakento.

Ishegoingtoregainhismemory?

Wehavecreatedsomanywonderfulmemories

togetherandI’dloveforhimtoregainhismemory,

I’dlovetoseehimbackinthatstateofnirvana

wherehelaughsmorewitharidiculoussenseof

humorwheretheperplexedexpressioniswipedoff

hisface.Wherehedoesn’thavetostareintoyour

eyestryingtofigureoutwhoyouareandwhatyou

aretohim,notforgettingthepaininhiseyesafter

tryingtocrackhisskullandhedoesn’tfigureitout.

Bongeziwekeepsstealinglookstowardsmeand

hanginghisheadlowswallowingwhatsurelytastes

likesandpaperagainsthistastebudsthenhe

decidestodisappearalongsidemybrother.Iamleft



herewithMihlaliwhosefinessingherphonescreen

avoidingcreatingconversationwithanyone.

“Kwandacanwetalk?”Iamdisturbedbyavery

calmtone,itcomessosoftlikeasilkfabricagainst

yourskinandpickingmyheadupIamsurprised.

Hewantstotalktome?

IglanceathimoncebeforegettingupfromwhereI

amnowsittingandthewomanshehasbeen

sleepingandcausedallthismishapwithgivesmea

tenseeyecontact,shame.

Wewalkaroundthehouseuntilwefindourselvesat

whatlookslikeasunflowergarden,itsobeautiful

andyellow.Iinhaledeeplyandfacingtowardshim

asheshoveshishandsinsidehispocket,hisson

reallytookafterhimandIamleftwonderinghow

didhisbrotherdidn’tseethis?



Allthefacefeaturesandcharacteristicsfrom

Mongezijustscreamsthemanstandingrightin

frontofmeeventheintimidatingaura.“Ijust

wantedtoknowifheeversaidsomethingaboutus

workingthingsoutinfuture?Maybebuildingthe

relationshipasfatherandson?”Iamstuckbetween

beingbrutallyhonestandsellinghimdreamsina

plasticbag.“Andbehonestwithme,I’manoldman

Icantakeit”Okaythen,wearetellinghimthetruth.

“No”That’stheonlywordImanagetosayandall

thecolorsonhisfacearedrainedout,heisleft

sombreandgloomy.Iblinkathimandhehangshis

headlow.“Butmaybeafterthishisviewsmight

changerememberthat’swhywe’reallheretoheal”

“SometimesIwishthetruthnevercameout,things

werebetterthatway”Untilyouchoseto

continuouslysleepwithyourbrother’swife,what

youthoughtwasgoingtohappen?



“Thetruthalsofindsawaytocomeout”

“True”hewincesandtakesouthishandsoutofhis

pocket“wehavelostsomuchalreadyinthisfamily

andnowIambeggingyounottotakehimaway

fromus”justlikehisson,hehasanimpassive

expressionacrossthatfacethatgetsfineraswine.

“Idon’tunderstandwhatyoumean”

“He’ddoanythingforyouandsinceyouandhis

motherarenotgettingalongyouknowverywell

theywillneveramendwhileyou’restillaround.Why

don’tyouwalkawayfromhim?”hepauses“I’msure

youcanfindanymanlikehimthatcomesfroma

richfamilyandwilltakecareofyouisn’tthatwhat

youwant?”heinsultsme.

Iglareathimbeforeeruptingwithsonorous

laughterandtuggingmyhead.“Thedayyoudecide



toknockonmydoorandaskforforgivenessfor

whatyoujustsaidjustknowIforgiveyou”Iflasha

serenesmileathim“Andifyouthinkmewalking

awayfromhimwillbringpeaceintoyourfamily

thenclearlyyoudon’tknowwhatwesharewith

yourson.Iamnotatfaulthereforwhatis

happeningorwhathashappenedbutlookatthe

maninthemirrorandforgivehimjustlikehowI

forgaveyou,youweretherewhenwewerebeing

taughtaboutforgiveness”Icantellmywordscame

aspunchinhisballsbecauseheopensandcloses

hismouthprobablytryingtofindwordstosaybut

histonguehasbeencutintotwo.Iwalkpasshim

withoutsayinganotherwordgoingbackinsidethe

house.Ihavebeeninsultedenoughbyhis“wife”

andnowhim?Iamnotabouttotakeitanymore.

Whytheycan’townuptothefactthatthingsarethe

waytheyarebecauseofwhattheybothdid?—Iam

gratefulthateventhoughtheycausedasinbutthey

broughtagiftintolifethatbroughtlightintothe

darkestpartsofmylife.



Richfamily?

AndwhosaidIneedmoney?Athomewewerenot

wealthybutmymothermadethingshappenforus

thatwomanmight’vehadherflawsbutshewasa

superwomanormaybeevenamagicianbutshe

madethingshappenthatIfeltasthoughIhad

everythinginmypalms:theworld,galaxyeventhe

sunandthemoon.Shedidn’thaveallthemoneyin

theworldbutherwordsweighedsomuchwisdom.

Don’ttellmeaboutmoneywhenyounevertaught

yourchildrentherightteachingsaboutwhatmoney

cannotbuy.

HinatawalkedintotheroomaskingforBongeziwe

andKayisebecausetheirfatherhadsomethingto

saytothem.Andshenevermentionedanything

aboutMongeziandregaininghermemory.



TheyhavebeengonesinceforeverandMihlali

seemslikeshewantstoripoffthehairfromher

scalpbecauseshewasn’tpartofthepeopleher

husbandwantedtotalkto,Idon’tknowwhatcan

wedotohelpthatwomanitfeelsasthoughthe

wordsthatchangedtheatmospheredidn’tstingher

asmuchitstungtherestofusandmadeusreflects

withourselvesbutrathersheisunbothered

sometimeswetendtothinkwhathappenedinour

pastschangedwhoweareorbecauseoftraumatic

experiencesbutwiththiswomanrighthere,nothing

happenedtoher.Nothing.Notrauma,nothingshe

isjustcallousandthat’sit.Wecannotalwayslook

forreasonsabouthowpeoplebehaveoracta

certainwaybecausewewanttopinpointiton

thosethings.Noteveryonewillbetheprettiest

crayonsomehastobethebrowncrayon,some

black,somewhiteandsomepurple—doImake

sense?

AfterwhatfeltlikeaneternityIfeelbugsandother

animalswalkupanddowninmystomachfilled



withrapturewhenhewalksintotheroomalongside

hisbrothersandshowinghisnakedanddeliciously

lookingfeetandhehasasmileemanatinghisface.

“Mfaziwami”hehasn’tcalledmelikethatsincehe

losthismemory—wait,wait,wait!

HeopenshisarmsBongeziweisreflectingmyvery

sameemotionswithagrinonhisfaceashesees

tearsshimmeringinmyeyesandmybuttocks

plantsthemselvesonthiscouch,scaredtogetup

becauseofmyrubberykneesandImightfall.

“Nokwandacomehere”hecommandsbuthistone

isgentle.Hismothercannotbelieveit.Hereyesare

widenedout.Handstremblingandlowerlip

tremblingjustlikeminesasIshakemyheadno.

“Ngiyakucela”hepleads.Isoldieronasmylegs

wigglethemselvesleftandrightstridingtowards

himandthrowingmyselfonhischiseledchest.He

welcomesmeandembracemewarmly.Sotight

andsuffocatingandIswimonhischestgripping

himtightlyasifIwillneverholdhimagainandagut

wrenchingsobescapesmylips.Lordknowshow



muchIhavebeenprayingforthis.Heknowshow

muchIneededthisforhim.“Hhayi,hhayi

MaMkhungo”heissurelynothappyaboutthewayI

amcryingasifIlostahusband.“Lookatme”he

looksatmeandpickingmyheadupbutIrefuse

andburymyselfonhischest,Idon’twanthimto

seemecoveredintearsandmucus.

Hishandisundermychinforcingmetolookathim

asherapidlyblinkshistearsaway,hiseyesare

glossybutheistryingtohideitandhisAdam’s

applemovesupanddownasheswallowshis

saliva.“Youdon’thavetocryeverythingisokay”he

sayscuppingmyfaceintohishandsrightafter

wipingmytears.Theyarebigandwarmengulfing

me.

“Iwasscared”Ihiccup.

“Iknowbaby”hesays.



“Whatyourfathersaid?”Mihlaliinterruptsfrom

behindandBongeziwejuststaresatherinamost

diabolicallookthatcauseshertohangherheadlow.

Hinatawalksintotheroomalongsideherhusband

andshehasasmileonherface“myworkisdone”

shesays—whatapowerfulwoman.Aftereveryone

saidnothingcouldhelpMongezibutshedidwhat

othersfailedtodo,sheisreallyisthechosenone.

Bongeziwesmile“Thankyou”hethanksher.IwishI

couldkissherfeet“Andaboutthejourneyof

healingyouwantedtotakeusthroughwewould

lovetostay”

“Whatarewestayingfor?Mongezihashealed

there’snothingmoreneededhere”Mihlali

comments.



YouseewhatIsaid?

“Youcanleavemaandwewillstaybehind”

Bongeziwerespondsnotaggressive,no.Andthatis

whatanyonewould’veexpectedfromhimbutheis

calm.Hehasbeenlikethis.Nowyoudon’tknowif

heisbeingsardonicorjustgenuineaboutwhathe

says.

“Iamstaying”Avulelesays.

“I’dlovetostay”Theuncle/fathersaysand

glancingatmeandIstarebackathimuntilhe

choosestolookaway.

“Greatthenwewillcontinuewiththejourney

tomorrowmorningbutI’dlovetotalktoKwandain

themorningandKayisebeforeoursession”



“Meagain?”heutters“Iamstillrecoveringfrom

whathappenedinthatroom”hesaysthecolorson

hisfacehasbeendrainedoutandhelookslikea

deflatedballoon.

Whathappened?

IlookatMongezihopinghetellsmeandbuthis

facestaysimpassive.

“Whathappened?”Iask

“Youwillseetomorrowwhenyougettotalktoyour

mother”Hinataresponds“butfornowIhaveto

snatchMongeziawaywearenotfullydone”Iam

justgladthatherecoveredandwhathappensnext

thenIamgood.

“I’mleaving,Ihavebusinesstotakecareof”Ireally



don’tknowwhattodowithMihlalianymore,I

honestlyandgenuinelydon’tknow.

[01/24,07:55] :66

“Iwanttobetheoneyouthinkofwhenyoulistento

lovesongs

Theonewhofillsvoidinyourheart,andthespaces

betweenyourfingers.

Iwanttoholdyourhandsrightwhenwewatch

sunsets,andtighterwhenwearecaughtinastorm.

Iwanttodiveintoyoursoulfirstandloveyouina

wayyouforgetwhatnotbeinglovedfeelslike.

Wouldyouletme?”

Itfeelsasthoughthepain,hurt,neglectand

questionsthatwerehangingonmyshoulderjust

dehumidifyandasenseofserenitythatInever

thoughteverexistedwashesovermerightatthis

momentliftingmyhandsandbringingmypalms



togetherandslowlyinhalingthenexhaling,myfeet

arebeneathmesittingonayogamatandthesmell

ofrosestickincensedancesaroundmynostril.

“Hmmm!Ahh!”Iimaginemyselfinaforestwithtall

greenerytreeswearingawhitelongdressthat

dragstheorangeleavesscatteredonthegrounds

alongwithme.Thebirdschirpingontopofme

creatingmelodiesandtheskylookingbrightlyblue.

Thebreezeagainstmyskin,movingsensuallyand

thehairsatthenapeofmyneckstands.Thecrystal

waterinvitesmetobetouchedstaringatmeglittery

like.“Hmmm!Ahh”AsItakeastepclosertothe

waterheappearscladinblacksheershirtandblack

linenpantswalkingbarefootedandshowinghis

nakeddeliciousfeet.Hewavesatmeandthe

tattoosonhisfingersappearsonmyeyes.Thenhe

flashesanenchantingsmile.Mybarefeetkeeps

touchingtheground.Ohhislaughtersoundssofar,

it’sfadingslowlysoisthepictureofhimbecomes

blurryasIblinkone,two,threethenIfluttermyeyes

openandlookingaroundtheroomaseveryoneelse

slowlyopentheireyestakingonelastsharpbreath

asiftheyjustcamebackfromtheirnirvana.



“Howwasthat?”Hinataasklookingenthrallinteal

twopieceseamlessactivewearafterwehavebeen

meditating,shesaiditwasfortheheartchakra.Oh

ittakesknowledgetolearnandunderstand

spirituallybutonceyou’reintunewithyourspiritual

selfyoulearnthebeautifulitis.

ThismorningIwaslikeasoccerplayerquavering

takingabathinabathtubfilledwithicecubeswhen

wewalkedintoanheavenlyroompaintedinwhite

andscentedcandlesshonebrightly,thereindoor

fountainthatKayisecallsawaterfallis

breathtakinglybeautifulaswesatintheroomwhile

shehadanotepadinherhand,unexpectedlyI

heardmymother’svoicecomingoutfromher

mouth,“Kwanda”shesaidasawhisperfirstandmy

eyespoppedoutofmyheadwhilemyheartleaped

outofmymouth.IpatKayiseandpokedhimwith

tearscloudingmyeyes.OhIhadsomany

questionsforherbutinthatmomentthewordsleft

mymouthdisappearedtositonmycanines.Ifelt



herpresence.Ifelthertouchingmyfaceandwiping

mytears.

Istaredatmybrotherlookinglikeabeautifulflower

thatneededtobewateredsinceitwasdying,little

bylittle.

Thatwasanexperience!

Idon’tcareaboutwhathappenedinthepast

anymoreaftersheapologizedfortakingherlifein

thatmannerandmostlyfortheliesandsecret.All

ofthatdidn’tmattertomeanymore,itwasn’tgoing

tochangeanythingbutIwantedtohearthatshe

wasokaywheresheis.

“Itfeltamazing”Avuleleisthefirstonetoutter

thosewordswitharosytingemarkinghischeeks.

You’dstandincourtdenyingthathimand

Bongeziweusedtofightwitheachother,throwing



powerfulpunchesandkicksuntiltheirfacesbled

andbruisedup.Thesedayswewakeuptofourof

themincludingKaitogatheredinagardenlaughing

fromtheirbellybuttonswithacupofteaintheir

hands.They’resuchbeautiful,beautifulmenthat

deservedtobescatteredoneachandeverypageof

amagazine.Iwasn’tthatclosetoAvulelebutwe

haveformedarelationshipsomehow,heisnotthat

bad,surelyanantagonistinmybestfriend’sstory

butweallhavemistakesright?

Hetoldabouthowhiswifewenttomeetupwith

Onalennawhilewearehereandmydearlyfriend

saidshewilltellmethisonceIgotback—I’vebeen

tryingtomilkherthenewsbutsheprefersifwe

havetheconversationsoIcanseeherexpression

andbodylanguagethenshetoldmetheyspenta

nighttogether,nofightingorargumenterupted.

“Iamglad,thatwasourlastsession”Hinatasmiles

thatshedownturnshermouth“butIamsadyou



guysareleaving”Evenme,Ienjoyedbeinghere.

Thetranquilatmospherethatdancesintheairand

thewarmth.Wegottomeetherchildren,theyareso

adorableandIhopemygenesarethatamazing.I

expectedthemtobespoiltbratzbuttheyarenot

evenclose,theylooksomuchliketheirfatherand

theonlythingtheytookfromtheirmotherwasskin

toneandplumplips.

Speakingofleaving—Mihlalireallyleft,shepacked

herbagsbecausetherewasanemergencyatwork

whichleftmewonderingwhat’ssoimportancethan

beingwithyourfamilyandmakingpeace?Tryingto

speaktothatwomanislikethrowingwaterina

duck’sback,Iamtellingyou.

I’vegivenuponherandhersonshavelethergoin

theirhearts.

“NotsadasIambutitbeenajourney”Bongeziwe

wincesandchucklingunderhisbreath—ohyesit



beenajourney.Ahardonebutaseasy.Forgiving

andtalkingaboutwhathurtyouisnoteasy.Itfeels

asthoughyouarediggingthehealingwound.The

miseryitcomeswithisperturbingandagonizing.

“I’mgladeveryonefeelsthatway”shepauses

“Kayise”mybrotherpickshisheadup,he’sonly

herephysicallybuthe’smentalstateissomewhere

else.Hehasbeenlikethissincethatdayitwas

announcedthattheirfatherwantstotalktothem.

Hedoesn’twanttotellmeeitherwhathappedor

whathesaidnordoesBongeziwewantstoshare

anythingwithmebuthehasn’tbeenokayever

sinceandthenOnalennatoldmeKhethelopacked

herbagsandleft,maybesomethinghugehappened

betweenthetwo.ButforKhethelotoevenriskher

dreamjob?Thisislooksserious,doesn’tit?

Kayiseflashesasmileather“youknowyouwill

havetocomebackright?”sheaskshimandmy

brothernodshisheadrapidly,“Greatthen,how



aboutwehavebreakfasttogetherbeforeyouguys

canleave?”

Whyishecomingback?

Issomethingbadhappeningtohim?

Everyoneagreeswithhavingbreakfastincluding

thefatherthathasbeenavoidingmakingeye

contactwithmeorevenbeingleftalonewithmein

aroomafterthatconversationwehad.Weperkall

atonceandfoldingthemats.Mymindisnothere,

whyKayisehastocomeback?

Ihaven’trealizedIhavebeenabsentmindedasI

stridetoroomuntilIgetthere.“MaMkhungo”his

voicewashesovermeandresonatingmybody

turningaroundthereheisstandingbythedoor,in

allblackactivewearthatholdshimlikehissecond

skin.Thenheclosesthedoorbehind.Wehaven’t

beeninaroomtogether,alone,likethis—just



us—sincehefullyregainedhismemory.

“Bhuti”thatcomesoutasawhisper,mybreathhas

beenknockedoutofmylungsanditfeelsas

thoughsomeonekickedmeinmysolarplexus.

Isthisabutterflyeffect?

Sexualeffect?

Loveeffect?

Alleffects?

Whatisthis?

Hiseyesdroptomyroundishstomachandhislips

curlsintoasmilebeforehefindsmyfaceagain,my

feetareplantedonthesamespottryingto

normalizebreathingagain.“Imissedyou”Iam

soullessthingjutstandingwithhermouthslightly

openedafterhehassnatchedmysoulfromme,

“ngiyakhumbulamfaziwami”herepeatsthathe



missesme.

“I’mhere”Ismile.

Icanfeeltheflushworkingitswayupfrommy

collarbone.Shiftingawkwardlyinmytoo-tight

activewearandIlookuptofindhimwatchingme,

andithappensagain.Timefreeze.Mybreathing

becomesfastandshallow.Mypulsesbeginsto

race.Thewayheislookingatmemakemehotall

over.Iache.Feelingthesecondpregnancy

approaching.Ineverthoughtdesirehurtslikethis.

“Wozala”hecommandsmetotakeastepcloser,

hisvoicecaptivatingandcharmingasever—sois

hisfaceandbeautiful,beautifulsmile.Iexhale

sharplysteppingclosertohim.Thenhewrapshis

handsaroundmywaistbutalsomassagingmy

stomach,staringdeepintomyeyes.Histhroatis

moistandtheAdam’sthrobsupanddown.“What’s

botheringyou?”



“Nothing”Ianswerquickly

“Wesaidnomorelies,right?”

“Right”

“Talktome”

“IamworriedaboutKayise”

“Why?”

“Whydoeshehavetocomebacksomethingmust

bewrong”

“Andhewilltellyouwhenhe’sready.You’realways

worryingaboutotherpeopleandneveryourself.

You’repregnant,youneedtolookafterourbaby”



Our,thatsoundedjustright.

“He’smybrother”mycousinactually.

“Iunderstandthat”herunshisindexfingeronmy

lippurposelysoIcanforgetallaboutthisandrun

awaywithhimtothesexualland“AndIsaidImiss

you”nowhistoneisbecomingvelvetysoft.

“Bhut—bhuti”

“MaMkhungo”

“We—wecan’tdothishere”

Heleansclosersoclosethathisbreathisdancing

allovermyface,andIcaninhalethesweetnessofit

andhislipsaresocloseforminestotouchand



sync“dowhat?”histonereverberatebehindhis

throat.

“Ihavetotakeashower”

“I’vebeenwatchingyouinthesetights...”heruns

hisfingersalongmywaistbandandthephysical

contactfeelslikethesummersuninCapeTown.

ThenhegripsmydaintybuttocksandIgulpin

someairandshuttingmyeyes“...youknowwhatI

thought?”heasksrunninghistongueatthenapeof

myear,Ishakemyheadnorapidly“thelookonyour

facewhenItakethemoff”

“Bhuti”

“Mamkhungo”

“Ican’tbreathe”Iconfesshonestly.



Andthenithappensagain.Ahitchinmybreathas

timeseemtostop.Theflareofheatinhiseyes.My

heartbumping,thenfluttering.Theslow,irresistible

pullthatbringsourlipstogetherinakissthatstarts

asabutterflykissandthengoesstraighttomy

head.

Hismouthisasinfuldelight.Hislipsarevelveton

mines,hishandscradlingmyface.Isighasheruns

histongueovermylowerlip,teasingmymouth

open,tiltingmyfacetodeepenthekiss.Hisfingers

flutteroverthesensitivespotbehindmyear,the

equallysensitiveskinonthenapeofmyneck.I

twinemyarmsaroundhisneck,pullinghimcloser

andachingwithpleasureasourtonguestouches.

Hetrailskissesdownmyneck,histonguelicking

intothepulsewhichbeatwildlyininmythroat,to

themoundsofmybreastsattheseamlesscroptop.

Imoan,agutturalsoundwhichIfindstrangely

thrilling.



Runningmyhandsoverhisshoulders,feelingthe

rippleofhismusclesinresponse.Helooksdownat

me,smilingatme,hischeeksslashwithcolour,and

kissmeagain,fullonthemouth.

Itchangesthen,thatfeeling.Notanache,butan

urgency,likeaknottwisttootightinsideme.His

handcupsmybreast,sogently,toogently.My

nipplepeakunderhistouch,cravingmore.His

breathisshallowandfastasmineswhenaknock

comesfrommydoorbeforeitswingsopenand

turningourheadsit’soneofthemaidenswearing

herbeautifultraditionalprintdress.

“Iamsorry”sheapologizesandhangingherhead

lowfeelingratherabashedandsoamI“Ididn’t...”

“It’sokay”Isayfirst

“Ndlunkulusaidthebreakfastwillbeservedoutside

thegardeninfifteenminutesbetheresharp”she



flashesaravishingsmileandclosingthedoor

beforeIcansayanythingtoher.

Iturntohimashesmirk“Wehavefifteenminutes

maMkhungo”hepeelsoffmyseamlesscroptop

andmybreastshangsbeforeheunexpectedlypicks

meupandIwrapmylegsaroundhiswaistashe

makeshiswaytothebathroom.
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“Anotherman’strashisanotherman’streasure”

ONALENNA

Iaminatrainofperturbedemotionsandfloatingin

aboatofanxietyanddisquietude.Thenightseems

longerthatthantheusualthesedaysandeventhe

soundofthechirpingbirdsinthemorningdoesn’t

soundsoexcitinganymore.There’snosenseof



elationwrappedaroundmeorwhatsoeversince

Bongeziweannouncedthathewasleavingtohelp

hisbrotherwithhealingwellthatisnotwhathas

beenbotheringme.Butit’sgettingacallfromhim

andalarmingmethathe’llbeunderoneroofwith

themanthatmakeshisangereruptlikesomething

volcanicandhebecomesathingwithanimalistic

characteristics.Heallowswhateverangerthathas

beenbrewinginsidehimtocomeoutinamost

violentwayandthatwhatscaredme—notknowing

whatwillhappenwhentheyaretogether.

Fearofthemcomingbackwithabodybagwithone

oftheminside.Thethoughtofbeingawidow

soundspoignantandbitteragainstmyowntongue.

Namisaisslowlyfallingasleeponmylapasweare

watchingoneofherdarkanimeandtheyarekilling

eachotherwithswords,bodiesscatterinhalfand

bloodissplashedeverywherewhenasoftdoorbell

echoesentirethehouse.



Bongeziweaskedmetostayathishouseinthe

meantimewhilehe’sgonebecauseitwillbemuch

easierformetoprepareforworkandalsoforour

daughtertoschool.

Yes!Thishumanrightherewithbeautifulnatural

hairthatmakesherlooklikeanenthrallflower

bloominginsummerandhairsalloverherfacewith

herfulllipshavebecomesomethingso,sospecial

tome.Herbitterwordsthatsheusedtothrowatmy

facehavebecomesoftasafeatherwords.

Sherunsintomyarmsinthemiddleofthenight

whenshe’shavingnightmaresmostlyafter

watchingthosescaryanimeofhers.

Myparentsarenothappywithmestayinghereand

eventakingcareofBongeziwe’sdaughter.I’ve

takenherwithmetomyhouse;severallyandmy



motheradoresherbecauseapparentlyshemakes

herfeellikeagrandmotherthatshelongsto

be—thatwomanandherdramatictraits.Andthen

myfather,ah,hefeelsasthoughIambeingturned

intoawifebecauseIamtakingcareofmy

boyfriendasthoughIamtakingcareofmy

husband.“Whenyoutwogetmarriedwhatwillbe

yourdutieswhenyou’realreadydoingwifelyduties

Onaheh?Yourmotherneverstayedatmyplacefor

morethanaday,never!”myfatherhadsaidshaking

hishead“Ineedtomeetthisboyfriendofyours,this

isunacceptableOnalenna”hepointedonthecoffee

tableasthoughwhatis“unacceptable”wasplaced

thereandlucid.Hemadeitcrystalclearthat

throughheavyrainsandsunshineBongeziwe

shouldbeathisdoorstepsfirstthingwhenhe

comesback.

Istridetothedoorwrenchingthedooropentosee

anunexpectedvisitorstandingatmydoorsteps.I

haveexpectedherfacetobemarbleonedaywhen

weunexpectedlycomeacrosseachother.Or



maybeamenacinglooklacedinhereyesbut

insteadshehasasmile,notahellishone.I’dbe

lying.It’ssoftandsweetasherscent.“Azande”I

sayholdingontothedoorandblinkingather.Oh

whatabeautiful,beautifulwoman.Itmakesso

muchsensewhyIwasleftatthealterstumbling

andwavering.Butyouknowwhattheysay,other

man’strashisanotherman’streasure.

“Onalenna”shekeepshersmile“canIcomein?”

WhatifsheisbeingsowarmandwelcomingsoI

canallowhertocomeinthenshemurderme?“I

justwantustotalk”itisasifshewasreadingmy

mind.Istepasideandlettingherwalkin.Shesteps

insideandwincinglookingaroundthehouse.

“LetmetakeNamisatobed”IturntoAzandewho

hasmadeherselfcomfortableonthesofawhileI

pickupthebeautifulsleepingprincessinmyarms

toherroomsnugglingherunderthecover.It’smy

luckydaytodaybecauseIdon’thavetoreadhera



bedtimestory.

HerfavoritebookisaboutgirlcalledKwakuhleand

it’sshamelesslyminestoo.It’sbeautifullywritten

byLiaButlerwithoutanyromantictwistand

differentfromtypicalfairytalestories.Andever

sinceherfatherboughtherthatbookshehasbeen

Kwakuhlesincethenandshewearspinkallthe

time,notforgettingthatshestartedappreciating

hernaturalhairthatsheusedtocallasteelwool

before.

ReturningbackIfindAzandesittinginasame

positionasIlefther.“Doyouwantsomethingto

drink?Winemaybe?”

“No,nowineforme”shesmilesshyly“I’m

pregnant”sheannouncesandIrapidlyblinkbefore

asmilecrawlsoutofmymouth—oh,oh,ohokay.



“Congratulations!”Idon’tknowwhattosay,those

arethewordsthatseemsandsoundrightatthis

moment.Ihavesomanythingsscatteringinmy

mind.OneIhopethatcongratulationsdidn’tsound

coldandImayseemjealous.AndsecondlyIhopeit

doesn’tsoundlikeIamhurtoranything.Iamnot,

really.

“Thankyou”sheclutchesherchestandmydream

ringisflashedrightonmyface.Nowthat,thathurt

me.Ittastesbitteronmybuds.Itmakesbreathinga

travail.“WellAvu...”shepausesandblinkatme“I’m

sorry”sheapologizes.

“Noit’sfine”Ismileandtakingasit.

Isitreallyfine?

“Hedoesn’tknow”shetakesasharpintakeof

breath“ButIamnothereforthat”Okay“Ijust

wantedtotalktoyou”



“Talktome?”

“Yes”

“Aboutwhat?”

Herheadhangslowwhileshefiddleswithher

fingersthenshewhipsituptoglanceatmewithan

indescribablelookplasteredonherface.“Didyou

lovehim?”hervoicewassoftandifshewasn’tthe

centerofmyattentionIwouldn’thaveheard.

Didyoulovehim?—That’sonequestionI’venever

dreamtofbeingaskedbythewomanwhoI

practicallyplannedaweddingfor.Ever.Never

imaginedsittingoppositehersocalmly.Ihadother

plans.I’dbelyingifIsaidatsomepointIdidn’t

wanttowrapmyhandsaroundherneckandtightly

justgripandsqueezewhilewatchinghereyesturn



tothebackofherheadandsalivaspillingin

bubblesfromhermouthuntilshetakesherlast

breathafterbeggingmetolethergo.I’dbetelling

nothingbutliesifIsayIdidn’twanttotakemy

aunt’sadviceandgotoafamoussangomaanddo

somethingsorcery.

Myangerwaslikethatdangerousthunderaftera

sunnyday.

AndtodayIambeingaskedbythesamewomanIfI

lovedthemanthatpushedmeintothinkingso

manythingsthatwereatrociousifIlovedhim?Oh

life,whatunexpectedthingyouare.

“Yes”Isaysimply.

“Whu!”shewincesasifshejustreceivedan

electronicslaponherfaceandfacingtheaftermath

“Idon’tknowwhatIexpectedaskingthat”



“Closure”

“Maybe”shebreathes“I’msorryOnalenna”

Itugmyheadin“Whatfor?”

“Everything.Youdidn’tdeservethat,noonedoes

actually.Ialsodidn’tknowandmaybeifIknewI

wasn’tgoingtosnatchhimawayfromyoulikethat”

“Iamgladyoudid”Ismile“becauseIwouldn’thave

metBongeziwe.Youhonestlydon’thaveto

apologize.Wewerebothvictims”

“Doyouthinkhelovedyou?”

“Youdon’ttreatpeopleyoulovelikethat.I’dhateto



believethathedid”

“Iwantedtoleavehim...”shetellsme“...butIcan’t”

“HeartisaverystupidorganAzande”

Shechuckles“True”thenshepausesagain“Ilove

himOnalenna”

“Thendon’tleavehimifyouwanttoleavehim

becauseyouthinkhestilllovesmeorIstilldothen

you’rebreakingyourownheart.Leavebecauseyou

wantto.PersonallyIdon’thaveaproblemwithyou

orhimforthatmatter.Iwasangryforyears,of

course.Anywomanwouldbeangryandbefilled

withhatred.Beingleftforanotherwomanonyour

weddingday?Itleftmewithselfdoubtandsomany

unansweredquestions.Thosequestionsarestill

therestoredinmybrainbuttheydon’tneed

answersanymore.Itdoesn’tmatteranymore



becauseI’vemadepeacewiththathappened.Ifhe

reallyfoundgenuineloveinyouandyouinhimthen

whoamItostopthat?”

“Butyoudidn’tdeservethat”

“TruebutyouknowwhatIdeserve?”sheshakesher

headwaitingformetocontinue“TheloveIfound

afterbeingdrownedinpain,hurtandsorrow.I

deserveallofthishappiness.ThisiswhatIdeserve

Azande.Don’tshootyourselfforwhathappened”

“Yourwisdomisheartwarming”

“Thankyou”Ichuckle

“AndIhopethatGodgrantsyouwithallyou’veever

wishedfor,that’sanotherthingthatyoudeserve”



“Andsoareyou”

“Ishouldleave”

“Atthistime?No,sleepover”
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“Inolongerbelievedintheideaofsoulmates,or

loveatfirstsight.

ButIwasbeginningtobelievethataveryfewtimes

inyourlife,ifyouwerelucky,youmightmeet

someonewhowasexactlyrightforyou.

Notbecausehewasperfect,oryouwere,but

becauseyourcombinedflawswerearrangedina

waythatallowedtwoseparatebeingstofit

together.”

Weareback!



Ishouldbefloatinginaboatorevendivinginan

oceanofelationsincethemanIwouldreallyloveto

thinkismysoulmatehasregainedhismemorybut

insteadIamenervated—it’snothingdeep.Ithas

nothingtodowiththatjourneywehadtotakebutit

broughtmesomuchserenityandallmy

unansweredquestionswerefinallyanswered.ButI

amjustworntoafrazzlethatsometimesIwantto

goatmyapartmentandbealone,notthatIhaven’t

trieditanddrivebackinthemiddleofthenight

missingbeinginhisarms,feelinghischestheaving

upanddownorjusthiswarmandtranquilbreath

fanningmyfacewhilehisbigandsofthands

engulfswhathecallsatinybody.

ItbeenoverlythreedaysbeingbackandallIdois

lockmyselfinhisworkingroomthathas

mannequins,fabricsandstretcheshangingonthe

wall.EverymorningIcomeandsithereallalone

withabowloffruitandburnanincenseandputting

togetherwhathehasalreadydesignedintoa

perfectandwonderfuloutfitthencomeoutatnight



whenwearealreadyabouttogotobed.Ihaveno

explanationorwhatsoeverbehindthisandhehasn’t

doneanythingwrongormaybethereis

something—sigh.Eversincehehasfully,fully

regainhismemoryhimandBongeziwehavebeen

havingconversationsbehindclosedoorsincluding

KayiseandAvulele,yesthatsatanthinghas

becomeahugepartofthem.Wellheisstilla

nemesisregardlessofthemkissingandmakingup.

Andwhateverthattheyarehidingit’snotminorand

Icansensefromthewayhetenseswhenhesees

meapproachingtheirdirectionandhowhedeeply

staresintomyeyesmakingsurethatIamthefirst

onetolookawayfrombeingintimidated.

ThismorningIwokeupandwenttocheckoutthe

buildingthathasbeengiventome.Mydreamis

slowlybecomingrealityandI’llbeowningmyown

storeandofficiallybecomeabuyer,dresserand

stylist—soundssurrealdoesn’tit.



Thestraightblacklinesontheall-whitebackground

seemverysimple,butneverbored.Onlybymoving

astepforward,yougetadifferentview–thescene

changesfromeveryangle.Theinteriordesigner

playswiththeinfiniteshapesof2Dpatterninthe

3Dworld,makingsurprisesineachdetail.When

lightisadded,shadowslayerthescenewithclear

silhouettes.Thesmallspaceturnsouttobesimple,

unique,delicateandmodest.Iloveeverysingle

detailsthathasbeenmadeatmystore.

Insteadofdrivingbacktohishousesinceweare

practicallystayingtogetherIdecidetodrivebackto

myapartmentandIleftwithoneofhisprecious

sportcars.Iamabouttoclosethedoorbehindme

whensomeoneblocksitwiththeirfeetandacold

metalisplacedonmyforehead.Agun,Ihaveagun

onmyforehead.Icannotevengulpdownforairnor

tryprocessingwhatishappeningaroundmeasa

maninaredwinesuitesmugatme.“Goinside”he

instructsbutIcannotmove.Iamtransfixedlikea

vegetable.“Isaidgoinside!”mystubbornnessyells



thatIshouldbefierce.Mongeziisgoingtomurder

mebeforethismandoes.Mainlyforleavingthe

housewithouttellinghimandalsoputtingmylife

andhischildindanger—Iamgoingtobean

ancestor.

Ihavenochoicebuttotakestepsbackandgoing

insidethehouse,beforeIcanutterawordthis

houseisfullofmenwearingblacksuitsanddark

auradancingaroundtheroomwhileIambeing

forcedtositonthecouchwithmyurethrafull.

“Whereisyourbrother?”Onemanaskscladina

greysuiteandcrossinghislegs.Hehasfresh

bruisesonhisface.“WhereisKayise?”heasksme

againandIjustblinkatme.

“Youcan’tspeak?”heasksmeandallIcandois

shakingmyheadinagreement.Wordscannotseem

tospilloutofmymouthbutmytearsarefloating

dangerouslyonmyeyelidsthreateningtoburnthem.

“Youcannotspeak?”Ishakemyheadagainandhe



takesouthisphonetypingbeforehehandsittome

askingthesamequestionheaskedthemomenthe

openedhismouth.IsaidIcannotspeaknotdeaf.I

whipmyheaduplookingathimbeforeshrugging

myshoulders.“Youdon’tknow?”Ishakemyhead

vigorously.Helooksuptotheguystandingbehind

meandchucklesdarkly“youdon’tknow?”

attentivelyheglares“Firstlyyouaremakingmea

foolbylyingandsayingyoucannotspeak

Kwanda...”hepauses.Oh,no,noheknowsme.

“Andstillyouarelyingtomeaboutyourbrother’s

whereabouts”againhelooksattheredwinesuit

manwhothenpressesacoldmetalonmyneck.I

amtrembling.Iamshaking.Iamcrying.Butmy

voice—shehasmadeitclearthatsheisnotcoming

outofthisthroateventhoughIamcryingbutagut

wrenchingsobthatshouldcomeoutofmymouth

isnowhereinsight.

“Onemoretimewhereisyourbrother?”



“Idon’tknow”thatcomesoutraspyandIblinkfew

times“Iampregnantpleasedon’tkillme”Iplead.

ArgifIdidn’thavemybigheadgrowinginsideme

I’dsurelybespinkickingthesepeople.

“Mywifewaspregnant”heutters“Andyouwantto

knowwhatshedid?”Idon’twanttoknowabouthim

andhiswifeoranyofhismarriageproblemsbutI

wantthisgunremovedfrommyneck.Iwant

Mongezitowalkthroughthatdoorandholdmein

hisarmsandembracemesucculentlywhilehe

calmlyreprimandsmeforputtingmylifeindanger.

“Sheabortedallbecauseofyourbrother.Heslept

withmywifeanditdidn’tendthere,hesentme,me

tocoma”OhKayise!

Andwhatthisgottodowithme?Iwasnotholding

acandle.“Makehertalk!”heroarsandthatiswhen

aslapthatsendsmetomymother’sgraveandmy

father’schurchwhomInever,everknewexisted.

Thistimehehitsmewiththebackofhishandand



theringonhisfingermanagestobreakmylip.

“WhereisKayise?”Iamgoingtodie.Iamdead.I

canalreadypictureeveryonewearingallblackand

staringatmywhitegleamingcoffinsurroundedby

freshflowersandscentedcandlesatmyfuneral

singingamagugu.

“Atwork”heshouldbethere“heisatwork”

Hesmirksdevilishly—hesuckedfromthesame

breastassatanhimself.Theyshouldberelatives.

“Webothknowheisnotthere.Iwould’veknown”

“Idon’tknowthen”Iamnotabouttoanswerhis

stupid,stupidquestions.Ifhereallywantedtohunt

himdownhewould’velookedsomewhereforhim.A

slapisabouttomeetmycheekandmyeyesare

flutteredclosedtremblingwhenthedoortouches

theground.AndBongeziweappearsfirstbeforehis

brotherbehind.Iwanttogetupfromhereandrun

intohisarmsandapologize,Idon’tknowforwhat



butIcansensethatI’llbedoingmoreofthat

whetherwhilediggingintohisskinandapologizing

closelytohisearorwithhimlookingdownatme

withanimpassiveexpressiononhisface.Whenour

eyesmeetImetwithanexpressionIhavenot

expectedfromhim,glossyanddarkeyesthat

dehumidifyeveryemotionsinme.Ohthatlook,it’s

alsomenacingandaclearindicationthatIhavea

lotofexplainingtodo.

“Getyourhandsoffher!”histoneissocalm,calm

butitscreamstoomuchauthority.That’sonething

abouthim.Hedemandsthatwithoutamurmuringa

singleword.

Hehasaguninhishands!

Holymother—hehasagun?Mongezihasgun?A

metalthathasbulletsinsideandalsopoisonous.

HehasagunJesusChrist!Aweaponthatkills

peopleandsometimesleavethemparalyzed.Agun?



Apistol?Theforeversocalmbhutiknowshowto

holdagunandyethisperfectlymanicuredfingers

makesholdingitlooksattractive.

Ihadexpectedthismantobestubbornbutinstead

Mongezichargestowardshimandstartspunching

himandusingtheguntohithimintheheadwhile

thebloodthatmatchesthesuitthatthismanis

wearingcovershisface.“Howdareyoutouchmy

wife?”Hehasagun?Mongezihasagunandjust

calledmehiswife.What’smore?“Howdareyou?”I

blinkandstare,nowordscomingout.

“Bhuti...”FinallyIgettospeak“youhaveagun?”

WonderfulNokwandaoutofallthingstosavethat

manwhoisapulpcoveredinbloodyouaskedthat.

“IamnottryingtocausetroubleIjustwanted

Kayise”thismanisstillcoolasacucumberonthe

couch,whatabrave,braveuglyduckling.Even

AvuleleisholdingagunandBongeziwe!



“Byholdingmywifeatgunpoint?”Ohthatmanis

toocalm.Heshouldbescreamingthosewordswith

veinspoppingupfromhisforeheadandarms.His

eyesbloodshotredfromragebutinsteadhe

screamspowerandtranquil—whataman!

“Whateveramountyoucanacceptasanapology,

I’ddeliver”Isthisthesamemanwhowasgiving

instructionsaboutmebeingslapped?

“Staythefuckawayfrommybrother!”Bongeziwe

“Hesleptwithmywife”heresponds.Ahhistwo

menthathadgunshavetheirhandsintheair

succumbing.

“Idon’tcare...”Bongeziwespits“Nowifyouknow

what’sgoodforyouyou’llwalkoutofhereand

neverlookback”heseemstoknowthem.Andfear



them.Hesmirksperkingupfromthecouchfixing

hisblazer.

“Yourfathertaughtyouwell”hesays“I’llwaitfor

yourmessagewithregardstowhatyou’llacceptas

anapology.Idon’twanttrouble.Ididn’tknowhe

wasrelatedtoyou”thenheavertshiseyestowards

“myqueenforgiveme”Ohnowhatthehellisgoing

on?TheywalkoutfollowingeachotherandIam

onlyleftwiththesethreemen.Ieyeballthemwith

thegunsontheirhands.

“MamKhungo”

“Bhuti”

“Asambe!”Thissaysthere’snofurtherdiscussion

andlikeatamedzombieIgetupfromthecouch

andfollowinghimashewalkoutthedoor,theother

twohasn’tutteredwordstome.Ikeepgrippingmy



dressfollowinghisfastpace.Heopensthedoorfor

metothecar.

“Icanexplain”

“GetinNokwanda”Ishouldbemad!Nothim,hehas

norightwhenhepracticallyownsagun.Iclamber

inthecarandthebangwhenheshutsthedoor

makesmecrawloutofmyskinbeforeheslides

behindthewheelandmaneuversthecaronthe

road.“Nokwandausuyahlanya?”heasksifIam

nowcrazy.Me?Me?No.

“Youownagun”Ifoldmyhandsagainstmychest.

“Idon’townagunNokwanda”

“Haveyoushotsomeone?”



“Yes”

Igaspandalmostchoke“Howmany?”

“Thatdoesn’tmatter”

“Thatmeansyouownagun”

“You”helooksatme“youhavenoright,norightto

askmequestions”comeonscreamatme,shout,

yell,justdosomethingsoIcanunderstandwhether

youareburningwithangerorwhatsoIcanstart

comingupwithmypowerfulliesbutnow,Icannot

understandyou.“NorightsNokwanda”he’smad,

very.

There’suncomfortablesilenceuntilweareathis

house,nomatterhowmadheisbuthestillopens

thedoorformeandthenleavemebehindmaking



hiswayinsidethehouseandItakeadeepbreather.

Heisnothere!

Itakeoffmyshoesatthelivingroomandhecomes

fromthekitchenwithhispeppermintteawhenI

attempttowalkoutoftheroomhelooksatme

intentlyandIhavenochoicebutsinkingby

buttocksbacktothecouchandhangmyheadlow

whilehetakesslowsipsfromhiscup,leaningback

solithelikeapredator.“Iwenttocheckoutmy

storeandIwantedtoseehowfararetheywith

everythingthenIdecidedtogotomyapartment

becauseI’vemissedbeingthere”Iexplain.

“You’vemissedbeingthere?”hecreaseshis

eyebrow“youleftwithouttellingmewhereyou’re

going?IsthathowwedothingsnowNokwanda?”

“No”



“No?”Ishakemyheadathim“thenwhyyoudidthat?

Totestme?”Ahno.

“No”

“Loyonouzongicasula[that“no”isgoingtopissme

off]”

“Iamsorry”

“ForwhatMaMkhungo?Whatareyousorryfor?

PuttingyourlifeandMceluheirindanger”Ohyes

that’shisfather’ssurnameandsoonafterthe

ceremonythatwillbeheldhe’llbechanging

surnames,regardlessofhimnotwantingtodoso

beforebuthehasnochoice.Ithasaperfectfitinto

hisnameaswell.“Youmademeholdagun

Nokwanda.Ihateguns,Ihatethemsomuch”



“Butyou’veshotsomeone”

“Don’ttrytobesmartwithme”

Iblink“Youownagun?”

“Itoldyou,Idon’townagun”

“Thenwhosegunwasthat?”

“Avulele”

“Heownsguns?”

“Yes”heanswerssimplyasifhejustsaidAvulele

sellsdrysconesatthesideoftheroad.“Itishisline



ofwork,legally”

“Isheapolice?”

“No”

“You’renotacriminalbhuti,areyou?”

“ForyouNokwandaIcouldbeanythingevena

murder”Whatisthatsupposedtomean.

“Youwouldn’tkillformeMongezi”

“ThenwhereisSambulo?”hesaysstillcalmand

thengetsupfromthecouchwithhisteaand

disappearsaroundthehouse.
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“Iknowhowsometimesdayscouldoffernothing

buttirednessandnightscouldbelongerandharder

topass

ButIwanttoletyouknowthatnomatterhowthe

daysare,I'llbethereforyou,always.

SoIwanttobethepersonyoucouldfindyour

peacein.

Iwanttobethepersononwhomyoucouldrest

yourheadandescapefromtheworld.

Iwanttobetheplaceyoucouldbreatheoutfora

while

Iwanttobethehugyoulongmostafteranother

dayofpretendingstrong.

Iwanttobethosearmswhereyoudon'thaveto

holdyourselftogetheranymore.

Becauseevenifyoushatterinmyarms,I'llbethere

toholdyoubacktogether

Iknowtheworldistoomuchalreadyandabattle

fieldforyoubutIwon'tbeanotherbattleyouneed

towin



Iwillbeyourhome.Ahomewhereyoucanrest.”

Breathe,breathe,breathe!

Justbreathedammit!

Thisisactuallynottheperfecttimingtobecraving

forthatcarrotcakeheboughtformewhenwe

camebackjustthreedaysago.NowIdon’tknowifI

shouldfollowhimandgrabthatcupofteainhis

handandthrowitagainstthewalldemanding

answersorstridetothekitchenanddevourthat

carrotcakewithnuts.Iamperturbedandsuddenly

sweatingfromthefollicleofmyhairallthewayto

mywhitepaintedtoenails.Iwanttoripoffmyhair

fromitsownrootbecauseithassuddenlybecame

annoyingforme.

Hehasagun?Agun?OhLordpleasehelpmeand

notbeoneofthosewomeninbookswhowereonce

innocentandneverknewanythingaboutpenisand



howittastedandwhentheyfinallydid,theyfounda

dangerous,dangerousone.Thatdisappearsinthe

middleofthenightandcomesbackwithcold

hands,huggingyoufrombehindandnuzzleonyour

neck.Iamtalkingaboutthatonewhomakesyou

dodgebulletsfortherestofyourlife.

Icannotbelievehesattherelookinggorgeouswith

acupinhishandsasifhewasinvitedbyVogue

magazineandthenspatthosewordssocalmlyand

infectiousandsomewheretheysoundedlike

summerbreezeatnight,soairyandbeautiful.And

you’dsayhejustannouncedthathisnewcollection

ofclothingiscomingoutsoon.Butno,no,nohe

clearlyuttereddangerouswords.Amurder?Forme?

OhLordofheavenshelpme.

Igetupinsteadoflookingforhimaroundthehouse

Iamdiggingforthecarrotcakeinthefridgeand

makingmywaytohisworkingroomandlockingthe

door.Idon’twanttoseehimoreventalktohim.



Thesoundofhisvoicewillsnatchmybreathaway

frommylungsandthosebeautifulanimatedblack

eyeswillhypnotizemeandIwillforgetallaboutit.

Icannotbelievehecanholdagun!

ButnowitmakessenseallthesequestionsI

should’veaskedmyselfwerejustshovedatthe

backofmybrain.“penis”mybrainlightsupabulb

ontopofmyhead.Ahdangerous,dangerousthing.

Thatmademepregnantwithoutanypenetrationbut

justrubbingandnowIhaveawholehumanthat

soonwillhavetwoeyes,twoears,twohandsand

feetandanoseandsurelyapenistoogrowing

insideme.

UninvitedtearsdrownsmyeyeballsasIchewand

swallowwhattastedivineagainstmytastebuds.I

don’treallyknowwhyIamcrying.Surelybecause

myonceuponatimehandsomewalkingbiblecould

bedeadorbecauseMongezicanholdagunso



sexilyorbecausethiscakeisdeliciousorbecause

thesedreadlocksarepiquedatthismoment.

WheredidKefiloegotthatgun?Whyitdidn’tcome

asasurprisetomethatinthathousetherewasa

gunlayingaroundandsomeonecommittedsuicide

withitandthenwemovedonfromlifelikenothing

everhappened.

Ohscissor!

Igrabitandstartcuttingoftheseannoyingthings

hangingovermyheadandnowtheyarescattered

alloverthefloorandIamleftwithwhatlookslike

anafrobeforecontinuingeatingthecarrotcake

withsaltybeadslacedonmycheeks.

Outside,it’sacoldandwetmorning.Ishimmyover

thewindowandstareoutthescene.Theskyand

seaareadismalgrey,andthewindbatteringand

sculptingthegreenerylinepathoftreestothe



beach.Ifinditmagical.Somehowitrepresentshim.

Thewaythewavesmovesattheshoreandthe

reverbsoundofanocean.It’sallhim,so,socalm

andyetdangerousbutbeautifulatthesametime.

Ehsolastnighthedidn’tcomelookingformeand

bangingonthatdoorandthreateningtobreakdown

thisbloodydoordownbeforehescoopsmeat

takesmetobedbecauseofmylatelytantrums.He

issurelymadatmethen.Verymad.Iwalkoutof

thedoorpushingmybellybumptoourbedroom

andheisnothere,thebedhasn’tbeentouched

whichmeanshedidn’tsleephere.

Wheredidhesleep?

AftertakingashowerIamwearinghissweatpants

andblackshirt,acombinationofclothesthat

doesn’tmakesenseandthenmyhairwhata

beautifulmesswithdropsofpearlearringshanging

onmyears.Iamangrilyshovingmyclothesintoa



bagwhenIhearhisfootsteps.Justthosesteps

alonebeforehecanappearsmykneesarealready

wigglingleftandrightandthemomentIseehimmy

handsstopthemselvesfromshovingthesewhite

fabricsintomybags.

Heglaresatme,eyesfocusedonmyhairthan

anythingelse.Ohheisnonplussed.“What

happenedtoyourhairMaMkhungo?”Okayheis

bewildered.Ijustlookathimwiththatimagination

fromyesterdayofhimcarryingagunwiththose

beautiful,beautifulhands.

“Idecidedtocutit”

“Youlookbeautiful”Ididnotexpectthatfromhim

mainlybecauseIamnotanywherenearthatword

becauseIlooklikeIhavebeeneatenbyrats.“And

whathappenedtoyourlip?”



Icannotlookintohiseyes.Icanfeelthetears

pricklingatthecornerofmyeyes.Thedenimthat

I’veswallowedisstuckonmythroatandnothing

liquiditycanremoveit.“That—thatguyheslapped

meand...”Istutterandalmostimmediatelyafrown

appearsonhisface“brokemylip.Heslappedme

sohardbhutiandIsawstars”Itellhimdramatically.

Hechucklessardonically.Idon’tknowwhy.Isit

becauseIwasslappedandsawthestarsorisitmy

hair?OrhowInarratedeverythingtohim?

Heiscalmthough,verycalmformyhormonalself

“soheslappedumfaziwamianditdidn’tjustend

therebuthebrokeyourlip?”Thesedayswhenhe

callsmehiswifeitholdsadifferentmeaning.

Normallyhejustsaysitasapetname.Okayor

maybeIfeltthatway.Butthewayhesaiditholds

somuchpower.Iamfeelinglikehehaspaid

chickenandratsformealready.“Hewalkedinto

yourapartmentandslappedyouMaMkhungo?And



slappedyou?Mywife?”

“Iamnotyourwife”Hemustknowthatjust

becauseIhaven’thoveredhimwithendless

questionsdoesn’tmeanIamnotmadathim.Ieven

shavedmyheadbecauseofhimheshouldn’tdare

me.

“YouaremywifeNokwanda”heistellingme.

“Iamnotbhuti”Iblinkrapidly.Thedenimonmy

throatwantstobesmoothenbymysalivawatching

himtakingstepstowardsme.

Mybodyisonfire,myblooddrummingthroughmy

veins.Watchinghimstandingrightinfrontofme

andIlookingupathim,thisisphenomenal.He

leansforwardandcuppingmyjawswithbothhis

handsandhepullsmeintoaswelteringkiss.“I

wanttomakeyoumywife”Onehandslipfrommy



jawtomyneckdownmychestspreadinghis

warmthalloverme.“YezwaMaMkhungo”

“Thenyou’llhavetomarryme”Iwhisper

“That’swhatIamgoingtodoandallyouhavetodo

issayyes”hebreaksourkissanddirecthisfull

focusonme.

It’snoworneverNokwanda!

“Bhuti...”Icallhimandhisgazeissearching,drilling

intominetoseewhatisthatIwanttosaytohim.

“Didyoukill—Icannotevenfinishutteringthose

words.“Youdidn’tright?”Iprayandhopethatdeep

downhe’dsayhedidn’t.Histendergazeturns

intense.AndbeforeIknowitIamonthebed

beneathhimwhilehelooksdownatme.Heposition

hishandsonthesidesofmybody,restingovermy

ribs,butIknowthestillnessofthemisdeceptive.



Thesefingerscouldstrokewithlovejustasmuch

astheycouldticklewithmercilessincursion–allat

thedropofahat.Hislighttouchisnotfoolingme,

notwiththedigitspoisedfortormentandslowlythe

clothesthatbelongstohimIbeingpeeledoffso

succulentlybuthehasnotyetbrokeawayoureye

contact.

AlreadyIcanfeelmyorgasmbrewing,building,

everystrokeandkisschargingit.

Hedropstohisknees,wrenchingoffmypanties

withzeroregardforthedelicatelace.Hefuseshis

gazetomymound,hislevelstareburningasmuch

ashistouchwould.Myheadlollsrestlesslyagainst

thebedcoveredinwhiteasImewlmyimpatience.

Againmyfingerssoughtthegripofhishead,

wantingtoforcehismouthalreadyontome.

“Ineedbothhandsfreemfaziwami,youneedto

helpmeout”IwanttocorrecthimagainthatIam

nothiswife.Thewayitholdssomuchpowerit



makesmybodyburns.Thelowrumbleofhisvoice

isinsanelyeroticasheguidesmyhandstothe

sidesofmysex.Icanfeelhisfreightingbreaths

teaseme,hotanddampashefoldsallbuttwoof

myfingersawaythenplacesthemrightbesidemy

glisteninglips.Icopywhathe’ddoneontheother

sidesoIambracketingtheswollenfoldswithboth

setsoffingers.

“Pullupandholdbaby”hecommandsandwhenI

complyIdamnnearconvulsedatthereveal,the

trembleleavingmylegslikejelly.Mygasparemore

likeapatheticwhimperofneed.Theyaren’tshy

anymore,hidingbetweenmylegsbutvoluptuous

andplump,poppingoutlikelipspuckeringforakiss.

Notonlytheydirectlyinfrontofhisardentmouth

butinmyfullviewaswell.Icanseethesheenof

myarousal,thejuicycentrepokingthroughthecleft

inspiteofthefullnessoftheouterrounds.

IamnotgettinganyanswersinsteadI’llbe

rewardedwithcountlessorgasmandscreamsuntil

myvoiceturnsraspy—wellplayedbhuti.



Wegapeattheviewforalongminute;shallow

breathsgustingbeforehetearshishoodedstare

away.Turningthosemoltenpoolsontomehe

watchesthroughhislashesashedragstheflatof

histonguealongthelengthofmyslit,so

agonisinglyslowitfeelsasthoughmyskinis

burning,melting.Thesensationisastonishingly

different,asifmovingthenervesalteredtheway

theyrespond.

“Aaaahh”Iripeinabreath,somethingtohelpme

survivethesensationslightingupthepleasure

centresofmybrainasitfirealongmyspinal

column.Ittakesthatsecondtorealisehowensnare

Iam,inspiteofnotbeingboundIamnomore

mobile.Mybackispressedagainstthemattress

andmyfeetspreadwidetoaccommodatebhuti’s

kneelingform.ThereisnowayinhellIammoving

myhandsandwithhisfaceburiedintheapexofmy

thighstheonlyrealpurchaseIhaveistotiltmyhips

toincreasethepressureofhisministrationsbutI

doubtthathe’dletmegetawaywitheventhat.



Againhelicks,startingwithatinyswirlofhis

tongueattheheartofmyopeningbeforeslidingit

upandup,thebriefcontactwithmyclitorisjolting

asasensualshudderridemehard.Hisleftarm

snakeupmybodywherehisfingersfindthetaut

pikeofmynipple,tweakingandrolling.Iamclose,

socloseasthesensationscrashthroughmybody,

everythingconverginginthatdemandingbundleof

nervesthatcoolsthemomenttheblanketofhis

tonguesweepawayfromit.

Itisthemaddeninglapping,thecontrastbetween

theheatofhismouthandthecoolingcontactwith

theair,theviewIhavefrommyvantagepointashe

watchesmewatchinghimlickme,thetuggingat

mynippleandfinallytheleisurelyfingerhepushes

inside,rimmingjustinsidemyentrance.Iwant

moreofeverythingbutatthesametimefearingthe

forceofwhatIcanfeelbreakingoverme.



Hegroanshisdelightbeforerewardingmewith

anotherlonglap,thistimegentlysucklingmy

clitorisintothewetfeverofhismouth.Heholdsit

there,sweepinghistonguealongtheundersidein

rapidflutterswhilehisfinger,onlyfirstknuckle-

deep,stretchedandslowlycircletheedgeofmy

opening.

“Oh,oh!”mybreathsstutter.“Please!”Iamhovering

atthevergeofavortexofconflictingdesires.Iwant

toremainlikethis–forever–meltingfromthe

insideoutwiththesheerpleasureofitbutIalso

wantthatpleasuretocometoahead,totearmeout

andawayfrommyselfwiththeblindingexplosionI

couldfeelwasfastcomingmyway.

“SayyesMaMkhungo!”histhroatyraspbarely

audibleabovethepoundingsoundofmyroaring

bloodbeforeheapplyhistongueagain.Thistimein

earnestashedoublehistempo,theflickofhislicks

growingshorter,hotandfocussedonwhereIneed



it.ThereisnothingIcoulddotoholdbackthe

brusquestiffeningofmylegsandcorewhenhe

switchesthelazystrokeofhisfingertoahardand

fastpump.

Yes?

Yestowhat?

Yestohekilledhim?Oh,no,noIamnotaboutto

admithissinsforhim.

Theorgasmovertakesme,likeafullbodyspasmit

coilstighterstill,curlinginonitselfthensnapwitha

stunningburstasIsurrender,lettingitshudder

throughmewiththeforceofa1000Vjolt.Theearth

shakethen,quakingjustformeashedrawevery

lastcontractionwithatongueintentonthecream

ofmyrelease.

“Yes!Yes!Yes!Yes!”That’sallIscream.Astowhat,

Idon’tknow.MyheadwasindeedspinningbutI



hadnotimetodwellonit.

“Ngiyabonga”hethankmehislipscurlingintoa

smilealreadystandingandthenhedisappearsin

theroomandIdoisfluttermyeyesclosedcatching

mybreath.

Really?Ifellasleepafterscreaming“yes”to

somethingIdon’tknowandnotevenawareof,

shameless.

Igetupandthesunisnowslowlysettingoutside

thewindowbringingmyhandsclosertomyfaceto

brushoffthesleepfrommyeyes.

Whatisthis?

Ihavearingonmyfinger—ha,hasurelydreaming.I

returnmyheadbacktothepillowandclosemy

eyes,openingmylefteyetocheckmyfingeragain

anditstaresbackatme.Anaturalgemstone,



champagnemorganiteandsterlingsilverringon

myfinger.

No,sleepKwanda!

OkayIcannotsleep.Igetoffthebedandputtingon

myclothesthatIwaswearingandthey’reneatly

folded.

I’veneverinmylifedreamtofbecomingawifebut

insteadIimaginedmyselfmakingthosepeople’s

livesanightmarebutwalkingintoaroomand

showingtoomuchskinwhiletheirhusbandsdrool

overme.Thentheyvisitmyroom,sweatand

screamontopofmebeforetheyreturnbackhome

totheirwivesandkidssmellinglikesexwithmarks

ontheirbacks—Life,life,life.Nowamanwhois

alwayswearingblackjustwooedmeandturnmy

worldaround.Idon’tdreamofstandinginaroom

fullofpeopledoingapoemanymore.Orswinging

inastrippole.Anythingexotic.Swinginginastrip



poleforhim,yes!

“Bhutiwhatisthis?”Iwalktohiminthelivingroom,

ohheseemsasthoughhewaswaitingforme.

“Aring”OfcourseIcanseethat“ItoldyouIwant

youtobemywife”Ithoughtyouwerejokingyou

stupid,stupidman“AndyousaidIshouldmarry

youIamdoingthat”

“Awife?Me?”

“Mywife.Myeternalsunshine”

Iflaremynostrils.IcannotbemadathimnowcanI?

Otherwisewearegoingtohaveanothersexright

here.“Youwanttomarryme?”It’snowsinkingin.I

amgoingtobesomeone’swifeandcookstirfry

noodlesforhimandmakehimteafortherestofour



lives.

“Iamgoingtomarryyou”

“IfyouwantmetomarryyouthenIwantthetruth

fromyoubhuti,nothingbutthetruth.Didyoucall

Sambuloyesorno”

“Idon’tknow”OhJesussaveme!

“MongeziMcelu”Heissurprises.Ihaveneverever

calledhimlikethis.It’ssurelytheringonmyfinger

givingmesuperpowers“Didyou?”

“No”

“Yousaidyou’dbeanythingformeevenamurder

whatwasthatsupposedtomean?”



“I’dkillforyou”

Don’tjustsitthereandbecalm.

“Soyoukilledhim?”

“No”

“Whatdidyoudo?”

“Iamnotansweringthatquestion”

“Okaysoyoudidn’tkillhimbutyoudidsomething

tohim?”

“Yes”NowIamcurious.Iwonderwhathedidto

him.Atleastheisnotdeath.



“Areyouacriminal?”

“HaiboNokwanda!”Ohhe’sgoingtoactsurprised

now?“Iamnotacriminal,neverwillbeandnot

planningonbeingonewhatdoyoutakemefor?”

“Thegun?”

“Iwasprotectingmystubbornwife.Youwantedme

toshowuptherewithasticklikeMoses?”Nowhis

toneisfirm,indicatingIshouldknowmyplace.

“No”Ianswerhim.

“Exactly.Thatgunwasnotmines”

“Bhuti”



“Moonceres”Ohismad,mad,mad

“Iloveyou”

Hislipscurlintoasmile,“comehere”Iwalkupto

himbeforehepullsmetohislapandhishands

aroundme.“YoudrivemecrazyNokwanda”

“Iknow,youtoo”

“Youareyettoknowme,therealmeNokwanda.

Notthatmanyoumetinaverydarkplaceand

tryingtohelphimselfout”

“Youdon’tdoanyshadybusinessandburying

peopleinouryardright?”



“MaMkhungo,Iamnowhereclosetobeinga

criminalordoingshadythings”Okaygreat“butIam

possessivevery,Iamverygentle.Iwillneverever

makeyoudoubthowmuchIloveyouormakeyou

feelanylessofawoman.ButIamaruthlessman.

NotrevengefulbutIdespisebetrayers.Ifyoumess

mewithme”heshrugshisshouldersnonchalantly

“Iamaprotector.IsacrificeandIlove.Iamnot

doinganythingshadyorwhatsoeverthatyou’re

thinkingbutifanyone,anyonetouchesyouoreven

lookatyouthanIcanbeanything”Whoisthisman?

TheoneImetcannotevenkillacat.Waithekills

thiskitteninbetweenmylegsalways.Oh,butwho

isthis?There’ssomething—somethingabouthim.I

loveit.Oh,no,noit’snotdarklikethosemenyou

alwaysfallinlovewithinbooksandmoviesbutthis

oneheremakesmewanttosubmittohimandwrap

myheadwithaclothandcallhim“baba”.

“Canyoudealwiththatmfaziwami”



“Hmm”Imurmur

“Great,youneedtodosomethingwithyou,Idon’t

knowwhyyoucutyourdreadlocks”It’syou,allyou.

“ButyousaidI’mbeautiful”

“Yourhairdoesn’tdefineyou.Butmywifecannot

bewalkingaroundlookinglikeshehasbeeneaten

byrats.Let’sgo”

“Wherewe’regoing?”

“Todoyourhairunlessifyouwanttomeetmy

grandmotherlikethat”Ialwaysmeetthatoneatthe

wrongtime,whenIamangryorcrying.

WhyIammeetingher?



OhGod!IamgettingmarriedtoMongezi.
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“Lifeisunpredictable,noteverythingisinour

controlbutaslongaswearewiththerightpeople,

youcanhandleanything”

Mybrotherstillhaven’tbeenlocated,hehasn’t

communicatedwithanyoneandthathasleftme

perturbedbecausehe’sthatonepersonIreallyhad

astrongandunbreakablebondwith—Ithinkhe

understoodmebetterthananyoneinthisworld,he

stilldoeswhichiswhyitwasmoreeasiertojustrun

tohimallthetimewhenIwasdrunkorwhenIfelt

likemymindwasinaverycrowdedspace.Andfor

himtojustcloseallthosedoorsonmyface

somehowmakesmewonderifeverwewouldbeas

wewerebeforeeverythinganddiscoveringalllies

anddeceitanddishonestythathasbeenhappening

inourfamily.



Ontheotherhandmyfriendisalsonowherein

sight,nottakinganyone’scallsorrespondingtoour

messages.JustlastnightImanagedtohavea

conversationwithhermotherwhoassuredmethat

whereversheis—she’sfineandsafe,fromwhat?I

don’treallyknow.ItwasthenIwasturnedintoa

postmanatthatmomentabouttalkingtomyfamily

aboutthedamagemybrotherhasdoneandthat

regardstothepregnancy.

ButnowhereIaminmybrandnewbraidsthathave

beencurledupattheendsandMongezihasbeen

completingmefromthetimethatladybraidedjust

onestrandandhewashoveringmewithcountless

compliments,isn’thedramatic?

SadlyIhadtocoverthemwithaheadwrap.

Iaminaboatofanxietyandfloatingaswewalk



throughthedoortoMongezi’sgrandparentshouse

andhisgrandmotherappearsinabeautiful

dress—yousurelythinkthiswomaniswrinkledand

walkinglikeapenguindon’tyou?Idon’tblameyou.

Butshe’ssogorgeouswithherwhitehairand

pearlyearringshangingonherears“FinallyIgetto

meetyouwhenyou’renotaspittingdragon”she

teasesmeandwelcomingmeintoherwarmarms.

Itfeelsmotherlyandwarmly.Icannotstopmyself

fromlaughing“Hambawena,hambanje”she

chasesMongeziwhohasasmileonhisfaceandhe

leansoverkissingmebeforehedisappearsaround

thehouseandleavingmecoveredinarosytinge.

Hisgrandmotherscrutinizemebeforeasmile

appearsonherface“comewithmeNokwanda”she

takesmyhand.Ithoughtshewasgoingtotakeme

tothekitchenbutourfeetarepropellingusoutside

thepatiowherethere’samakotigalore.Allthe

wivesandgirlfriendsofthisfamilyaregathered

togetherthealcoholicones—okayletmesayoneis

unapologeticallydrinkingfromherglassofwine

lookingbeautifulasalwaysmakesmewishher

heartwasasbeauty.



Thissimplisticdesignpatioletsthehighly

manicuredgardentopiaryandlargegarden

sculpturetakethelimelight.

Icanseemyfriendaswell,Onalennawithher

daughterwho’sonherlapandthenAzandewho’s

laughingwiththem.Namisajumpsoffwhenshe

seesmerunningtowraphertinyarmsaroundmy

legs,mypoorwhitedress.“AuntKwanda!”she

smilesshowingmehermissingteethandherhairis

freshlybraided.Iwouldlovetoapplaudthatwoman

Icallmybestfriendforbeingamothertothischild.

AndtilltodayNamisa’smotherhasn’tsaidanything.

Nocalls,nothing.

Ipickuptheprincessintomyarmsaswestride

towardseveryoneandMihlalidramaticallyrollsher

eyesseeingmeandtakingalonggulpfromher

glassbeforesherefillsit—IamashamedthatIonce

laidmyhandsonherregardlessofhowmyanger



wasbrewinginsidemeIshouldn’thavedonethat.

BeforeIcanletmydaintybuttockssinkintothe

chairIasktospeaktoherprivatelyandshetugsher

headinbeforeperkingoffthechairfollowingme

behindaswewalkdistanceapart,thegrandmother

hasanimpressivelookplasteredonherface.

“Thankyou”thosearethefirstwordsIuttertoher

assheflicksherhairandholdingherglassclosely

tohermouth.

“WhatdoyouwantKwanda?”

“Iwantedtoapologize”sheseemstakenabackby

that,shesurelythoughtIwantedtofight,yell,blame

andpointfingers“Itwaswrongofmetocometo

yourhouseandfightyoumoreespeciallysince

you’regrownenoughtobemymother.Iwasoutof

handandIamsorryandifeverI’vehurtyou

somehowIamsorry”sheblinksatmesizingmeup

frommymanicuredtoestomysatinheadwrap“I



hopeyoudofinditinyourhearttoforgiveme”

“Iforgiveyou”shelooksattheringonmyfinger

thentakesasipfromherglass“congratulations”

thatallshesaysbeforeshewalksawayfromme

andsashayingherhipsleftandrightreturningto

everyone—sigh,talkingaboutahardnuttocrack,

thisonerighthere.

IdidwhatIfeltwasrightandwhateverhappens

afterthisthenokay,Itried,everyonehastried.

MrsMcelupatstheemptyspacerightnexttoher

formetositandshehasakindsmile,“Imade

sconeswithjamforyouandAzande,Iusedtoeata

lotofthemwhenIwaspregnantwithyourfatherin

laws”shesaysandglancingatAzandewho’sshyly

smiling—ohshe’salsopregnant.Igrabathescone

thatisdesignedlikeaheartandtakingonebitethat

takesmestraighttoheaven,thisisdeliciousthey’re

notdryliketheonesyourauntalwaysbakewhen



there’sfamilyfunctions.“Anywaysweareallhere

asMceluwivesincludingmyself.Iwasasyoungas

allofyouoncebeforemarryingtothisfamily.Sadly

Kefiloeisnothere,Iamnotgoingtoblameanyone

norpointfingersaboutwhathappened,that’snot

thetime.You,Onalenna...”shelookstowardsher

“youarenotawifeasyetincludingKwandowho

justhasaringbutbothyourmenhavespokento

meabouttheirtrueintentionswhichiswhyIinvited

bothofyouhere.Idon’ttalktogirlfriends,no,no,no

unlessIknowwhatareyourmenplanning”she

speaksinthemostsilkytone“Iknowwhat

happenedwithyouOnalennaandAvuleleandalso

abouttheconversationyou’vehadwithAzande,I

applaudyouforhowyouchosetohandlethings”

Mihlaliattemptstogetupbutshegetsthemost

devilrylookfromthegrandmotherandshe

immediatelyreturnsbacktohersit,“nooneisgoing

tobegyouMihlali,noone.We’vedonealotofthat

inthisfamilyandnowI’vehaditwithyou.Youdon’t

wanttobepartofthisconversation?Thenfine



leave.Weallhaveourproblemshereandwecannot

keepnursingyou,no,no,Iamnotgoingtodothat.I

won’tnurseuMceluthennurseyou”shesoundslike

apersonwhohasreachedherbreakingpointbut

thisconversationwewereabouttohaveis

interruptedwhenBongeziwewalkstowardsusand

standingbehindhiswomanmassagingher

shoulders,theyareaffectionatehmm?Andthenhe

announcesthatwehavebeencalledinside.

MrsMceluisholdingOnalennaandIaswewalk

insideandthesmilehasnotbeenremovedfromher

face,shesaidweareherfavoritegrandsons’wives.

Thegrandfatherissittingwithhislegscrossedand

hishandrestingonhischin,heseemsunimpressed

bysomethinginfacthelooksratherlividaswe

makeourselvescomfortableonthecouchesand

hiswifesittingnexttohim.Themomentsherubs

herhandagainsthisknuckleshecalms—thisis

beautiful,theyareinlove—theystealglances



towardseachotherandthatallittakesforhimto

smile.“Iamnotgoingtogreetngobangicasukile

[becauseIammad]”thosearehisfirstwords.“IfI

couldIwasgoingtograbimvuboandhityourmen

onebyone”notubhuti.

“Nokwandalookslikeshewantstofightyoubaba”

MrsMceluteasesme.

Helookstowardsmeandafrownonhisface

disappears“ehmakotiisalwaysfighting,she’s

carryingatrueMceluthere”ohatleasthefound

thatfunnycausehisshouldersaremovingupand

down.

Ahwhatisthatlookonbhuti’sface?NowIamjust

coveredinarosyhue.IwishIwassittingrightnext

tohim,forweirdreasonsImisshim,strangeisn’tit?

Imissbeingwithhimaloneinhispresence.



Iseehimgettingupfromwhereheissittinginall

blackasifhecanreadmymindhecomesandsit

nexttome,ourfingersintertwiningandGodknows

howmuchIneededthis.Myhandsaretrembling

againsthis.Hebringsthemclosetohislipsand

rubbingthebackofmyhandtherenowwearethe

televisionscreeneveryonewaswatching.

“Youseeinlifewetendtodothingswhenweare

youngallinthenameofbeingyoungandreckless

withoutthinkingoftheconsequencesofthose

actionsandaftermath.Wedothingsforthenow,

now,nowandnottomorrow.Andwhentomorrow

comeseveryonearoundyouhastosuffer.Andus

elderswhowerenottherenowhavetorunaround

likeheadlesschickensandapologizingto

ancestorsfornonsensepeopledidalonewhileI

waswithmywifeanddrinkingtea”awwman

they’resoadorable.IwantthisformyselfwhenI

growolder“IwasnottherewhenAvuleledidwhat

hedidwasIthere?”helookstowardshimandhe

hangshisheadlowaftershakingit“Iwasnotthere



nowwearefacingtheancestors’wrathallatonce

becausethey’vehadenough”hespits“Iwasnot

therewhenBongeziweimpregnatedsomegirland

neverpaiddamagesnorsaidanythingtous.

BengikhonaZiwe?”Everyone’sdirtylaundryisbeing

calledout.

“Iwantedtogothereandmakethingsrightmkhulu”

Bongeziwedefendshimself.

“Butyoudidn’tsowhat’sthepoint?”

Yoh!

“Hermotherdidn’twantmetoasspeakshelefther

behindandIdon’tknowwhereisshe”ohhecan

speakforhimself.

“Butyouknowherfamilyhmm?”thegrandfatheris



notbackingdowneither.Bongeziwehangshishead

lowaswellsuccumbing.“Exactlydon’ttry

defendingyourselfla”thisoldmanismad,mad

“Yourfathersweredoingyonkeimkhubale[allthe

unthinkablethings]andnowtheyhavechildrenall

overSouthAfrica.Andwehavetofindthose

childrenandbringthemhome.Aswespeaknoone

knowswhereisKayise.Anincesthappenedright

underournosewhenKayisesleptwithhissister

andit’snothisfault.Hedidn’tknoweitherbutwho

toblamethere?Qopheloandhe’sgonerestingin

peaceandleavingussuffering”hisangerisvalid

“NowIhearSonkealsohasasonsomewhereinthe

world.Theancestorswantshimhome,whatare

yougoingtodowena?”helookstowardshimand

asalwayshehasgulpeddownthreeglassesof

whiskey.

WhoisthesisterKhethelo?ItcannotbeKhethelo,I

doubtitis.



“Itriedcommunicatingwithhimbuthewants

nothingtodowithmeatthemomentsincehe

knowsadifferentstoryabouthowhewas

conceivedwhenhismotherlefthimatthe

orphanagebutIwillmakethingsright”

“Whathappened?”

QopheloandSonkewerewild,tjer!

Iheardabouttheirthreesumscandalsandone

nightstands,younameit.Oldgenerationwerethe

biggestplayers,Itellyou.Ifyouthinkyourmanhas

embarrazzyouthenclearlyyouhaven’tmetmenfor

the80sandgoingdown.

“Andstopdrinkingthatthing,stopitandstart

talking”MrMceluisnothavingittodaynotatall

“busydrinkingmywhisky,shiyaleyontoukhulume

[leavethatandtalk]becausethat’sthefirst



grandchildofthisfamily,yourheir”

“ItwasmybachelorpartywhenImethismotherat

thehotelandshewasacleanerthenthingsledto

theother”

“Andyoudidn’tcondomisejustlikeyoudidwith

thatone”shepointsMihlali.Wearenotbeating

aroundthebushhere“Isthereanyotherchildwe

needtoknow?Whatwasthestorythatwoman

madeattheorphanage?”

Heclearshisthroat“shesaidshewasrapedso

theycouldtakethechild.Thishappenedupon

discoveringthatIwasmarriedbecausethatnightI

liedandsaidmyfriendwas”

“Whosechildareyou?”thegrandmotherasksnow

“Ineverraisedyoulikethis.Maybeyourfatherdid

butIdidn’t”



“HaiboMaNcwane!”MrMceluexclaims“Iwas

drinkingteainthebedwithyouwhentheywere

busydoingthesethings”ohnowIseewhat’sthe

tea.“What’stheplanwithMihlali?Youwantto

continuesleepingwithherbehindclosedoors

nomauyamngena?[oryou’remarryingher]”

“Wehaven’thadthatdiscussion”Sonke

“Ohbutyoudiscusssex?”

Ha,ha,ha,hhayithisoldman!

“Chabo”Sonkeresponds

“Mihlali”hecallsoutforher“yourchildrensaidthey

acknowledgeyouastheirmotherbutitdoesn’tgo

beyondthat,whatisthat?”



Sheuncrossherlegs“ifthat’sthedecisionthey’ve

madethenthere’snothingIcando”

“There’ssomuchyoucandobutyouchosenotto

doit,don’tdaresaythat”Bongeziweseethes.

“Whosaidyoucantalkwena?”MrMceluaskshim

thenclickshistongue“You’resayingyou’reokay

withnothavingrelationshipwithyourchildren

Mihlali?”noresponsejustfiddlingwithherfingers

“WhenitcomestothisIwon’tbotherinterfering

becauseeveryonehastriedwithyou.Wetried

reachingout.Idon’tknowwhatdemonsyouare

fightingwithbutmntanamiyou’reatwar.Andnow,

youseenowafterliterallyeveryonehasgivenupon

you,youareonyourown.Ineverwantedittogetto

thepointwhereIdecidetositbackandwatchyou

butI’vehaditwithyou”thatallittakesforherto

hystericallystartcrying“MaNcwanepleasetakeher

withyou”theywalkoutwithMihlaliwhileshe’sin



herarmsandthenMrMcelubreathesout“this

weekendwearehavingaceremony.Iwantallmy

grandchildrenandgreatchildrenhereincludingthe

onesinsidethosestomachs”eheheh“Allofthem

here”herepeats“Sonkeyoubringyoursonhere

becausehealsohastobeintroducedasMceluas

MongeziandBongeziweandKayise.Notthatwhite

surnamehe’susing”Iwonderwhoisthenewson

now.“Nina”hepointshisgrandchildren“Youwill

findKayiseandthatpregnantgirlfriendofhis,they

mustbeherefortheceremony”

“Yebo”theysayinunison.

“Mongezi”hecallshim—whatishisdirtylaundry?

“Mkhulu?”

“Areyouwhite?”



Hahahahaha!

“Chabo”heresponds.

“ExactlythenyoumustgotoMaMkhungo’sfamily

anddotherightthing,thatringmeansnothing.

Whenareyougoingthere?”

“Aftertheceremonythisweekend”

“Whenareyousendingtheletter”

“ThisSunday”

What?That’sinsixdays,itstillhaven’tsunkinthatI

amactuallygettingmarriedandbecoming

someone’swife—sixdays?



“Bongeziwe”

“Mkhulu”

“IsOnalennayournanny?”

Yoh!

“Chabo”

“Thenstopmakingheroneanddorightbyher

family.Avuleleyoumustgotothatgirl’sfamilyand

askforforgivenessrightaftertheceremonyon

SaturdayIhopeweareclear”

“Yebo”Avulele

“Goodthen.Kwandopleasemakemeteaand



OnalennaI’dlovetotalktoyouprivatelyabout

something.Sonkegogetmygrandson.Iamoutof

here”
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“Letbygones,bebygones”

ONALENNA

Iamaballofnervesfollowingthisoldmanina

simpledenimjeanandwhiteshirt,howcan

someonehisagebethatattractiveandstylish?my

grandfatherdoesn’tlooklikethis,notevenclose.

Thismanrightheregetsfinelikewine,eventheway

hewalksitscreamspowerandauthority.Weare

makingourwaytothepatioandhe’salreadysitting

withhislegscrossedlikehe’sonacoverpageofa

high-endglossymagazine.



Iamalreadyfeelingoutofplacebecauseofmy

blondehair,IwishIworeaheadwrapbut

Bongeziwedidn’twantmeto—he’sfascinatedby

mychoiceofcolorandwhenIbleachedmynatural

hairhewentasfarassayingblondeismycolorand

Itotallyagreewiththatbutthisoldmanheremight

disagree.“Onalenna”hemurmursmynamelike

somethingsweetonhislips“what’syour

surname?”

“Mmolawa”Irespondnervously.

“Ohumsuthu[you’reSotho?]”

typicalZulumanisn’the?hehehe.

“Mosothoeh”

Hesmilescharmingly“soyouspeakisuthu?”even

afterpolitelycorrectinghimhedoesn’tbother,he

doesn’tseemfazedeither.



“Idon’tspeakSeSothobutmyfatherwasfrom

LesethoandmymotherisfromKZN”

“Ohyourfatheristheblanketwearingone?”Just

greatoldman,justgreat.Hehashumordancingin

hisfaceclearlyteasingmeandallIdoistolaugh

slightlyandshakingmyheadnodding.

Thisisveryintenseformebeingunderhisgazeand

hewhipshisheadtowardsKwandawhohasatray

inherhead,lookingstunninginanasymmetricknit

dressandsatinheadwraponherhead,onething

aboutKwandaisshe’lldresstokillregardlessofthe

occasion.Whenshedressshemakessure,she

makessure—talkingaboutdressingtoimpress.

Whatsheoncesaidis“whenyoudiethatoutfit

you’dbewearingisyourghostoutfit,keepthatin

mind”shesealeditwithasmile.



“ThankyouKwando”MrMcelusaystakinghiscup

onthetraythatwasplacedinfrontofhim.“Goand

feedmygrandchildnow”hesmilesatherandshe

mirrorsthesamereflectionbeforeshewalksaway

andhelooksatheruntilshedisappears,theytruly

adoreherinthisfamily.“Nowbacktoyou

MaMmolawa”hebringsthecupclosetohislips

“Whereareyourparents?”

“TheystayinNewGermany”

“Andwhatdotheydo?”

“Mydadisaprincipalandmymotherteaches

online,childrenwithhercondition”Itellhimand

frownappearsonhisfacethenhetugshisheadin

narrowinghiseyes“ahem...shehasalife-

threateningsensitivitytosunlight.Adiseasecalled

xerodermapigmentosum”



“Howhasthatbeenforyou?”Thisoldmanfinds

interestinmylifeandknowingme,that’sstrange.

“ItalwaysbeenchallengingbutImanagedtoadapt

tohowthingsareatyoungageandsheaskedmeto

neverlookortreatherdifferentlybecauseofher

conditionthat’swhatwealwaysdo,onethingshe

taughtmeisbeingstrongregardlessofhowmany

lemonsarebeingthrownatme”

“Hmmm”hemurmursandtakinganothersip“and

aboutwhathappenedwithAvulelehowdothey

feel?”Idon’treallyliketouchingthistopicagainbut

Ihavenochoice.

“TheyweresadasIwas,anyparentswouldbe”

“YouloveBongeziwehuh?”Nowhehasplacedhis

cupaside,meaningtheconversationisgetting

serious.I’vebeenthrowninaclosetand



suffocatingfromtrepidation,aftershakingmyhead

upanddownheattentivelylooksatme“Hehas

madehisintentionsclearright?”

“Manytimes”

“YouseeOnalennarightnowasafamilyweare

facingalotofangerfromourancestors,mistakes

thatweredonebytheparentsandchildrenare

sufferingfromthemandnowIdon’twantthisto

movefromgenerationtogeneration.Iwanttomake

thingsrightnowwhileIamstillalivecausewhenI

amgonenoonewill.Youwillsuffer.Bongeziwewill

sufferincludingthechildrenyou’llbearinthat

womb”hesays“Iwanttoapologizeforwhat

Avuleledidtoyou,Iknowit’saverysensitivetopic

butIamsorrymychild”mytearspricksanewandI

trytoignoretheacidic,saltyandwaterything

dancingaroundmyeyeballsbyblinkingthemaway.

Thesoundofhisvoiceiswarmandconsoling

enough.“Iwantyoutospeaktoyourfatherforme



sowecanapologizeintherightmanner,canyoudo

that?”Ishakemyheadvigorously.

“Yebo”Isobandwipingtearsatthecornerofmy

eyes.

“Greatanotherthing.Idon’twantyoutakingcareof

Bongeziwe’schilduntilhemakestherightthing,it’s

notyourjob.Don’tcookforhim.Don’tstaywithhim.

Don’tmaketeawithhim.Youcanonceinawhile

butitshouldn’tbeyourjobandwhenhehasa

problemtellhimhemustcometome,arewe

clear?”ButIdothosethingswillinglynotexpecting

anything.“AreweclearOnalenna?”

Butwhatismakingtea?

“Yebo”



“YouandNokwandaarethechosenonestothe

Mcelufamilyaftermywife.Thishasn’thappen

sinceMaNcwaneandthat’swhyIwantwhat’sbest

forthebothofyou.Don’tletanymantreatormake

youfeellikeasecondchoicemntanamiifever

BongeziwetreatyoulikethatcometomeandI’ll

writeaaffidavitforyoutoleavehim.Youare

beautifulwiththatoldwomanhair,don’tsettlefor

lessanddon’tsellyourselfshort,areweclear?”I

shakemyheadagain—myblondehairisoldwoman

hair?Wonderful“Greatletmeleaveandcallyour

mansohecancomfortyou.Idon’tcomfortany

womaneitherthanmywife”hechucklescausing

metodothesameandhegetsuptakinghiscup

andpattingmyshoulderandleaves—hereallydidn’t

comfortme,what?Thisoldman.

Itakeadeepbreathandallowinghiswordstosink

intomyheadbeforeBongeziwewalktowardsme

lookingratherpanicked“mama”hecomesandsit

rightnexttomeandbreatheslongandhard,

cuppingmyfaceonhisface“umkhulusaidyou’re



crying,hesaidyouwanttoleave,whatdidIdo?”

thatoldman,nci,nci,nci.Ibarkwithlaughterandit

onlyhitBongeziwethathisgrandfatherwasjust

pullinghisleg.“Igotscared”hesighs.“Areyou

okay?”

“Iamfine”

“Iloveyou”hesaysunexpectedlyandgazinginto

myeyes“IaminlovewithyouOnalenna”

“AndsoamINdamase”

“Mcelubaby”hesmiles“Mygrandfatherwas

preachingaboutdoingtherightthingearlier”he

tellsmekissingmyforehead,mynose,myeyes,my

cheeksandlips“ButIwanttoknowifthatdoesn’t

scareyou?Afterwhathappened?”



“You’renothim”

“Onalenna”

“Hmmm”Imurmur

“Iloveyou”

“Yourgrandfatherreallyscaredyou”Ilaughathim

andshakingmyhead“Iamnotleavingyou”

“Whatdidhesay?”

“Alot”Isayinasingsong“Wearenothavingsex

anymore”

“Ahno,hewasactuallyseriousaboutthis”he

breathes“buthewouldn’tknowright?”hesmirks



mischievously.

“SadlyGodiswatching”

Avuleleclearshisthroatbehindhim,oureyesmeet.

Wehavebeenciviltowardseachother,talkwhen

needed.AndIhavemadeitclearthatIhavenothing

againsthim.“HowareyouLenna?”heasksme.

“I’mokay,wena?”

“I’mgreat”heclearshisthroatagain“Ziwe,umkhulu

wantsustoleaveandlookforKayisenow”

“OkayIamcoming”hetells,Iamsoproudofthis

one.

Avuleleturnonhisheelsandthenpausereturning



backwithhishandsshovedinhispocket“Onalenna,

Iamsorry”somehowallthestonesmyheartwas

carryingdisappears.ThatallIneededfromhim.Not

abrandnewhouseorcar.Butasincereapology,

comingfromtheheart.Itwasjustthreewordsbut

theyweremeaningful,so,someaningful.

“Letbygonesbebygones.Yougotyourselfa

gemstone”Ismileathim.

Asmileappearsonhisfaceaswell“thankyou”he

turnsaroundandleavesmeunderthismannextto

mescorchinggaze.

“You’reamazing”hesaysandthenpause“sowe

arereallynothavingsex?”

“Byebye”Ilaugh.
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“Withtherightpersonyoudon'thavetoworkso

hardtobehappy.Itwouldjusthappen,naturally.

Youdon'thavetofindyourhappinessprecisely,you

wouldjustfeelthehappinessbyyourself.

Andwiththerightperson,youdon'thavetoforce

yourself,theywouldembraceyouandeverything

aboutyouwithoutanydoubt.

Becausetherightpersonwon'tevermakeyoufeel

thatyouarehardtoloveandyouwouldbejust

happywiththem.

Noreasons,nodescriptionandnoexcuses,just

happy”

OhThankJesus!

Welookedforhim—letmenotuseaplural,butafter

thesearchandleavingeverystoneunturnedKayise

istheonewhoreachedoutandannouncingthatwe

shouldstoplookingforhimandthatheiscoming



backtomorrowbeforetheceremonyinfourdays

andthenwearealldrivingtoeNdwendwewhere

everythingwillbetakingplace.Lastnightwe

returnedbacktotheirgrandparent’shousefor

preparations.Icannotmaketraditionalbeerbut

Mihlaliishandsonwitheverything—Idon’tknow

butIthinkthosewordsfromBabaMcelureallyhad

herreflectingwithherselfbuthorror-struckhadme

onherbehalfbecauseitmightbealittletoolate

sincehersonshaveprettymuchmadeitclearthat

theyrespectherastheirmotherbutthere’snothing

moretothat.

Ratherthanthateverythingishappeningin

harmonyaroundhere,justyesterdaywehadagoat

slaughteredasBabauMceluwasaskinghis

ancestorsthattheymakethisceremonyasuccess.

Igrewupgoingtochurch,allIknewwasgoingona

kneewithmyhandstogetherandprayingsoall

thesethingsareforeigntomebutalsoIhaveto

adaptsincethisisgoingtobemynewfamily—My

newfamily,hmm,mybraincannotstophumming



thatoverandoveragainanditechoes.

Iamreallygoingtogetmarried,Ireallyhavea

diamondringonmyfinger.Iwakeupinthemiddle

ofthenighteverydaytojuststareatitwithout

blinkinguntilubhutiscoldsmetosleep.My

stomachisnowshowingthatIampregnantmyfeet

arestartingtogetswollenandwhatwasonceupon

atimenon-existencebreast,shametheyarefuller

andswollennow,Icanevenwearabralikeother

womenallthoughthebraisnotneededbutIcan

proudlywearit.

“Nokwandamaketeaformyhusband,hesayshe

likesteamadebyyouandIamhavingatough

competition”MaNcwanesayswalkingintothe

kitchen,yesI’mtheteagirlnowinthishouse.

WithouthesitationIgetupfromthechairchuckling

andpouringwaterinthekettlewhilepatiently

waitingforittoboilwhenwehearnoisescoming

fromthelivingroom.Weeyeballeachotherwith



Onalennawhoisbusywiththedoughbeforewe

followbehindafterMaNcwanewhowalkedoutthe

momentsheheardthefirstyelps.“HaiboSonke!”

sheexclaims“Whathappened?Sonke!Sonke”she

shoutsandholdingherheadlookingathersonwho

hadbeenbeatenuptothepulpwithhislefteye

swollenandcloseandblooddrippingfromhis

forehead.Noweveryoneisatthelivingroom,

shockedatwhathappenedtohim.“Mihlaligoget

thebowlwithwarmwaterandAzisehurryupwith

firstaid”BabauMceluishoveringhissonwith

questionshejustwantstoknowwhodidthisand

that’sit,howmuchheisbleedingorifhe’shavinga

hardtimebreathingdoesn’treallymattertohim.

“WhodidthistoyouSonke?Whodidthis?”heasks

sternlyyetsittingonthecouchcalmasacucumber.

Thenatureofthemeninthisfamilywillsurprise

you.He’dbebreathingfireyetthetoneandbody

languagestayscalmasever.



“Idid”Adeepbaritoneandsultryvoicesaysfrom

behind.Ourheadsrotatetowardsthedoorseeing

himinwhiteroundneckteeandwashedouttee

withtabiloafers—themostexpensiveshoeyetit

uglybutattractiveonaman.Heisdarkasa

beautifulnightwithhisskinsopristinewithhigh

cheekbones,asifhe’ssuckingonhischeeksand

naturalpoutedlips.Iamsurelyoveradmiringhim

butthisrighthereisGreekgodwithacombination

ofallthemeninthisfamily,theresemblanceis

completelyundeniable.

I’veseenhimsplashedinmagazineandgracingour

televisionscreensalongsidehiswife,butseeing

himinperson—ah.

Everyoneknowshim.Iknowhim.Youknowhim.

Weknowhim.Weallknowhim.

Heisafamousandwellrespectedbusinessman.

Andmarried,toabeautifulfashiondesignerLulama

Gumwhoalsomadeanameforherselfinthe



industry—she’smyrolemodelhonestly.Noone

knowsanythingelseabouttheirprivatelifebecause

youcannotinvadeintotheirprivacy.Weknowwhat

theywantustoknowandthat’sit.

Hestridestowardsus,itsdeadlysilencewearejust

listeningtohisfootstepsashekeepswalking,“this

isyourson?”heasksBabauMcelustandinginthe

middleoftheroomdemandingeverysingle

attentiononnothingbuthim.AndIthinkitonlyhit

BabauMceluwhoheistothisfamily,itshouldn’t

comeasasurprisebecauseoftheresemblance.“I

guessthesilenceisyourresponse”

“Youngboyyoudon’ttalktomelikethatandyou

willlistentome”BabauMceluspitsvenomously

perkingupfromthecouchandtheystandfacing

eachother.Eyetoeye.HeistallerthanBaba

uMcelu.Theintensityofthiseyecontactshocks

everyoneinthisroom.



MongeziandBongeziwearenothere!

“IfIwasayoungboysurelyIwould’velistentoyou

butIamnotaboysoyouwilllistentome”Ah,ah,

ah.Haveyouseentwobullsinakraal?Iam

witnessingthatrightinfrontofme“Tellyoursonto

stayawayfrommeorifhedoesn’tnexttimehe’llbe

deliveredherewithabodybag.Idon’tneedhim

now,Idon’tneedhimever”

“Myboywearetryingtodotherightthing,the

ancestors...”

“Yourancestorsneverdoneanythingformesotell

themtoalsostayawayfromme”

“Theyprotectedyou!”

“Theyneverprotectedme.Thefamilythatraised



mewhileyoursonwasbusygallivantingprotected

me.Igrewupandprotectedmyself.Iamstilldoing

sonow.Idon’tneedyou.Idon’tneedyour

ancestors.IamdoingbetterwithoutyouandIam

stillgoingtodobettersowearegoingtocontinue

livingourlivesthewaywewere.Butdarebothermy

mines”hewincesandtakesoutsomethingonhis

pocketplacingitonatable,awholebulletthena

gun“Nexttimeyoursonbothersmethisiswhatwill

takeawayhislife.Henevercared,heshouldn’tstart

now”Iheargasps.Icannotbreathe,Ihatethesight

ofthatmetalthing.

“Don’tmakethreatsinmyhouse!”BabauMcelu

pointsathimwithhisindexfinger.

“Iamnotdisrespectful,neverhavebeensowithall

duerespectnow,stayoutofmywayandI’lldothe

sameandregardstotheceremonyyou’redoing.

Goodluckbutdon’tbothertryingtochangemy

mind”Andthat’sjustaboutit.Heleavesthegun



andbulletonthetableandleaveseveryone’sjaws

jaggedashewalksoutofthisroomandnoteven

turningback—Bambatha,that’shisname.

“Mceluisthatagun?”MaNcwaneasks.

EhMkhuluislookingtowardsthemanthatjust

disappearedwithasmile,aproud,proudsmile

beforeheshakeshishead“it’satoysthandwa

sami”hesays,itreallyisatoy.Hegrabsitanda

realbulletlookingtowardsthedoorasifBambatha

willappearsagain.“Heshould’vekilledyouwena

Sonke”Hawumkhulu.Icannotbelievethisbecause

heactuallyhasasmileonhisface,animpressed

oneonceagain“Ilikehim”hesmilesagainand

returningonthecouch“KwandoIamwaitingformy

tea”Wearepretendingthatdidn’tevenhappen,

great.

“Mceluwhowasthat?”Mancwane



“Yourgrandson”heresponds“thereissomething

abouthimman,somethingthatremindsmeof

myself”

“There’snothingthere,nothingMcelu”Mancwane

says,sheisshakenupasIamactually.“Thatboy

threatenus.Haveyouthreatenyourgrandparents?

Hhayi”

“Youwillseeitsthandwasami.Let’sgotothe

bedroomandtalkwhileKwandomakesustea”yes

thebeatenupsonisnotbeinggivenattention

anymorebecauseapparentlyhedeservesit.But

Mihlaliisnursinghimashegroansandyelpsand

criesuntilshetakeshimtohisbedroom.

WereturnbacktothekitchenwithOnalennaand

Azandetocontinuewithwhateverweweredoing.

Thedramainthishouseneverendsbutthisone,



takesthecupforme.“WasthatBambatha?

Bambathaoneandonly?”Azandeisthefirstoneto

whisper.Thekitcheniswherewealwaysgossip.It

feelslikethewivesfromtheruralareas,sometimes

wetexteachotherinthemiddleofthenighttomeet

atkitchen—wegossipmostlyaboutMihlali.

“Yes”Onalennasaysasshecontinueswithher

dough“Icannotbelievethis.Bambathaisrelated

withthisfamily?”sheshakesherhead“buthe’s

damnattractive”

“Whoisdamnattractive?”Bongeziwewalksintothe

roomandleansagainstthewall.Notimingor

whatsoever.Thereismyfriendthereswallowing

rocks.“OnalennaIamtalkingtoyou”

“Weweretalkingaboutamovie”Azandecomments.

Bongeziwedartshiseyesbetweenusbeforecalling



hisbrotherswhowalksinfollowingeachother.Iam

notgoingtogetintroubleforsomethingIdidn’tdo.

“Ifoundthemtalkingaboutattractivemenmaybe

theymightgiveyouguysrightanswersbecause

theydon’twanttoanswerme”he’sactuallymad.I

cannotbelievethissatan.NowIamavoiding

makingeyecontactwithmysoontobehusband

whojuststandingtherewithaninscrutable

expressionplasteredonhisface.

“MaMkhungo”Iamgoingtocryonceandforall.

“Bhuti”Igazeupathim.

“You’retalkingaboutattractivemen?”

“Haibo!”Idefend“Ididn’tevenlookathim.Inever

saidhewasattractive”Attentivelyhelooksatme

andshakinghisheadwithasmirk,myliesarelucid.

Mxm.ButIneversaidanythingabouthislooks,not



evenonce.

Yousaidhe’saGreekGod—mysubconscious

remindsme,shebettershutsup.

“CanwetalkprivatelyNokwanda”Ah,ah.Iam

thankfulbecauseweareinterruptedbytheir

grandfathercallingthemuponhearingtheyarehere.

Thesoundofcelebrationthateruptsafterthey

walkedoutofthiskitchen,shame.

Iamcomingbackfromservingtheteawhenmy

armisbeingpulledandwhenIturnthereheiswith

hiseyesglowing.“Bhu—bhuti”Istutterandflapmy

lashes.Ihavebeentryingtoavoidhim.Iflush

underhisheatedstare,andmypulsequickens.He

pullsmeintohisarms,hisfingerstanglinginmy

hair,andkissesme,longandhard.We’reboth

breathlesswhenhepullsaway.



“Ihaven’tforgottenthatyoufindanotherman

attractiveNokwanda”hesaysthenwalksaway

fromme,leavingmedraggingmyveryownvagina

onthefloor.

“Bhuti”Icallhimwhenhe’sabouttodisappearand

heturnsaroundfacingme.“Nooneisasattractive

asyou”

Hesmirksandcreaseshiseyebrow“Really?”

“Iloveyou”Iconfesstohim.

“Iloveyoutoomfaziwami”hesmiles“butthat

doesn’tmeanIamlettingthisonego”Westare

eachother,justexchangingsmileswithmeholding

atrayandhimwithhandsagainsthischest.“Don’t

givemethatlookNokwanda”



“MaMkhungo”Icorrecthimandanothersmilewith

alookItrulyadoreappearsonhisface“bhuti”

“Mfaziwami”

“Imissyou”

“ButIamhere”

“No,no.Imissustogetherathomeandalone”

“Imissyoutoo”hetellsme“doyouwantustogo

hometoday?”Ilovethesoundofhome.It’sour

home.Thewaywebothemphasizethatword

makesmesowarmandfuzzyinside.

“Butyouareneededhere”



“Youcomefirst”

“Wewanttogohometoday”Itellhim.

“OkayI’llgetyoufromthekitcheninfiveminutes.

Umkhuluisstilltalkingaboutwhathappenedwhen

wewerenotherethenweareleaving.Whatdoyou

wantinthemeantime?Didyouhavethecarrotcake

Iboughtyou?”heasksmeandIshakemyhead

noddingathim.“I’llgetyoujustnowbabythenwe

leaveokay”

“Okay”

“StopfindingothermenattractiveandIloveyou

yezwa”heisnotlettingthisonego.

“Hmmm”Imurmur.
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“Ithinkweliketocomplicatethingswhenitisquite

simple.

Findwhatitisthatmakesyouhappyandwhoitis

thatmakesyouhappy.

Trynottolosethemoveranythingbecause

happinessiswhatmatters.

Ifyoucan'tbehappy,youaren'ttrulyalivesostand

byyourhappinessandyouareset.Promise.”

Youshouldseehim,swimminganddivingin

euphoricaswedrivethroughthegatetohis

ancestralhome.Ikeepstealingglancesathimand

shovingmyveryownperturbationemotionsatthe

backofmybrainaboutbeinghere—atmyinlaws

buthowcanInotgetintoxicatedfromhiselation?

Thewholewayhewaslisteningtohisfavoriteband

andtappinghisfingersonasteeringwheeland

singingalong.Untilwedrovethroughthedusty

roadandhousesthathavesuchhugeyards.The

youngchildrenstoodonthesideoftheroadseeing



manycarsfollowingeachotherandtheyhadgrins

ontheirfaces—thatpicturewasnostalgic.Whenwe

usedtositbythestreetandyell“imotoyami,le!”as

expensiveandgleamingcarswouldpassby.Oh

manthefightsthatwoulderuptrightafterthatover

carswedidn’tevenknowwhomtheybelongedtoo.

Ineedtotakeadeepbreather!

IcatchhimgazingatmeasIunfastenmyseatbelt

thenasmileformsonhislipsbeforehegetsoffthe

carstridingtomysideandopeningthedoorforme,

“umuhlemaMkhungo”hesmiles—surelybecauseI

amwearinghisfavoritecolor,black,fromthehead

wraptomyshoes.“uyaziumuhlekanjanimfazi

wami[doyouknowhowbeautifulyouaremywife]”

hehasaboyishgrinonhisface.Arghemuststop.I

amalreadycoveredincrimson.

“WehMongeziwearenotheretowatchyouhaving

sexwithmaMkhungo”hisgrandfathersayswitha



smirkwalkingpassuswithhiswifeholdinghands.

Ahbutwearenotevenexchangingsalivaorour

tonguesinsync.“Stopstaringateachother”he

shoutsoverhisshoulder.Thisold,oldmanissuch

acharacter.Thatdaywhenwewantedtoleavehe

toldustostopchasingmakingchildren,westill

havetime.Hewasconvincedthatwewantedto

leavesowecanhavesex—whichistrue.

Theceremonyistomorrow,theywereheldback

sincetheheirofthisfamilydoesn’twantanything

todowiththem,anditseemsasthoughhisthreats

arenotempty,theyarenotatallbecauseeveryone

fearshim.Idon’tknowmuchabouthimreally,Ijust

knowheisBambatha.

Ourfingersintertwine,theyhaveaverybeautiful

gigantichousesurroundedbyroundvelsandthen

there’stwokraals,theiryardhasgreenbeautiful

grassandhightrees.ThisiswhyIwanttomoveto

ruralareas.Theatmosphereissorefreshingand



beautiful.“u-AziseisgoingtotakeMaMkhungoto

yourroundvel,IjustspoketoZiweandKayiseas

wellbecausetheycannotenterthehousesince

they’renotthewivesofficiallyotherwisethe

ancestorswillshowusflames”MaNcwanesaysto

usaswewereabouttoenterthehouse,thisman

rightnexttomefrownsindisapproval,clearlynot

agreeingwiththis“IwillexplainlaterMongezibut

youmustcomeinsidethehouseimmediately”now

thispartistotallywhatheisagainstbecausehis

frownjustfurthered.It’shimhavingtoleaveme

behindwhilehehastowalkinsidethehouse.I

squeezehishandgentlyandlookingupathim.Oh

herewego,thatcalmlookisdancingonhisface.

TheonefacialexpressionthatItrulyadore.

Afterhecuppedmyfaceintohisbigandwarm

handshislipstouchedmyforeheadandthenhe

strokeshisfingersonmybellybump

communicatingwithhischild—adaughter

apparentlyfromwhathehassaid,sheonlylistens

tohim,shebothersmeandpunishmewithheart



burnsandbackpainswhenIyellatherandthe

momentherfatherspeakstoher,shecalmsdown,I

alreadyknowthatshe’sgoingtobeadaddy’sgirl.

Iamgoingtobeamotherandwife—hahahaha

isn’titsurreal?Ikeepsayingthisbutthisisnothow

Iimaginedandplannedmylifeandadulthood.

Iunlockthedoortotheroundvel,itfeltlikeIwas

walkingtomyneighbor’shousethatisfivehouses

awaybutjustwalkinginthesameyard.Andthis

roundvellookslikeanopenplanapartmentthan

anythingelse,makesmewonderhowluxuriousthe

houseshouldbe.Itakealookofmysurrounding

andadjoinedsleepingarea,kitchendinerand

lounge.Apatternedrugmakesanislandforthe

sofa,nestingcoffeetablesandcabinetopposite.

“GogozisaidIshouldaskyoutoquicklyrefreshand

cometothehouse,there’sameeting”Azisesays

makingherselfcomfortableonthecouchand

placingatrayofjamsconesandtea.



“Ameeting?”Itugmyheadin,Ithoughtwewerenot

allowedinbutokay.

“Yes”sheshrugsnonchalantly“umkhuluzawants

totalktoeveryone”shecallshergrandparentsina

mostadorableway.Inodmyheadatherandstill

wanderingmyeyesaround.Takinginthebeautiful

interiordesignthatscreamsubhutiineveryway.

Thesleepingareaispartiallyscreenedfrommain

entrywaybysculpturalpartitionwall.Aportiere

hangsthebedroomdoor.Asoothingshadepaints

thewallandtheceilingofthegreylivingroom.And

thebarstoolsstandhighdiningbench,which

attachesthecountertopofthekitchenisland.A

whitedomependantmarkseatingarea.Thenthe

lightgreykitchencabinetsrunstheL-shaped

arrangementaroundcentralisland.“Shewasgood

wasn’tshe?”Aziseasksassheseesmeadmiring

theinteriordesignandIamguessingsheis



referringtothepersonbehindthiswork.

“Yes,yes,yes”Ipause“butwhyyou’reusingthe

pasttense?”

“Well....”shegrabsthesconethatbelongstome

andtakingabite“sadlyshepassedaway”hertone

issuddenlysaddened“afterthatMongeziwas

neverthesame,he’sonlyrecoveringnowthat

you’rewithhim.Wehaven’tseenhimlikethissince

shedied”whatisthatsupposedtomean?“heloved

herbutheseemstobe...inlovewithyou”my

stomachfreefalls.Oh,no.Ohno,thiswasdesign

byhisdeadgirlfriend?

“Oh”Iflounder

“Hewasbroken,utterlybroken,theylovedeach

otheryouknow”mystomachtugsintothe

basementandIcanfeelsharppainseverywhere.



Thethoughtofhimbeingbrokensoundsbitterand

thethoughtofhimbeinginlovewithsomeoneelse,

isnotsotasteful,pastornot.

“Thiswasdecoratedbyhisex?”

“Hmmm”shehums“eveninsidethehouse.

Everyoneknewher,welovedher.IamsureNgezi

toldyouaboutthatonceupontimepartofhislife”

no,heneverdidactually.Thisisforeigntomyears.

Ilookaroundtheroomagainandthenexcuse

myselftothebathroominasweetpastelpinkthat

comesinformofheatedtoiletrailbesidevanity

mirror.

It’sarevelationtomethatIknowabsolutelynothing

abouthispastanddirtylaundry,hehasbeenmy

perfectprincecharmingthatIneverbotheredto

knowabouthispast—shouldIknowabouthispast?

Idon’tknow,Idon’tfeelaneedtobutIamfeelinga

pangofemotionsasIpeelofmydressandopening



thetaptothebathtub—shecameupofthisideaof

thistaptoo?Idon’tlikeitinfactthewholeinterior

designisjustdisgusting,Imeanwhowantsa

pastelpinkbathroom?

OkayIambeingpettyforabsolutelynoreason!

Myhandsareonmystomachwithmyfingers

strokingtheregently,myhormonalselfwantstocry

andtheacidic,saltywateraroundmyeyesis

threateningtospill.AmomentlaterIcanhear

voicesexchangingfromthelivingroom.Ihavebeen

hereforalmostanhourandmyhandsarenow

wrinkly.Thedooropensbeforeheappearswithan

impassivelook,IhatethatsometimesIamnotable

toreadhisfacesurelybecausehe’salwayscalm.

Hedoesn’tsayanythinginsteadhegrabsthetowel

andpullmyhandupdrapingitaroundmelikeIam

toddler,hesearchesformyeyesuntilhefound

whathe’slookingforthenIamalreadyinhisarms

tothebedroomandheplacesmeonthebed.



Hegoestomybagandtakingmytoiletrybagthen

hetakesoutamoisturizerafterpattingmedry,

latheringthelotiononmyskinquietly.“Whatare

youwearing?”hishandsarenowinbetweenmy

thighsmovingsucculently.Upanddown.Ican

hardlybreathebecauseofthetinglyfeelingthathas

becomeerotic.“Nothing?”hecreaseshiseyebrow.

“Bhuti”

“MaMkhungo”

“IthinkIamhurt”

Hesmiles,stupid,stupidman“whathurtyoumfazi

wami?”

“Thatyourexwasbehindthedesigningofthisroom,



it’sbeautifulreallyandIdon’twantyoutochange

anythingbutit’showIfoundoutaboutherthat

somehowhurtme”

“Nokwanda”wearegettingseriousnow.“Ididn’t

knowyouwantedalistofmyexes”thenafrown

appears“youaretellingmeyouarehurtovermy

deadex?”

Igape“there’salist”Ohjesus!

“Alonglist”hesmirks,he’spurposelydoingthis,to

seemetiptoeingaroundlava,“butthatdoesn’t

matterdoesit?”hecreaseshiseyebrow.

“No”yes,itmatters“youlovedher?”

“Yes”AnotherresponseIdidn’twanttohearnowI

havetobetakenbyanambulancetothehospital



becauseIcanhardlybreathe.Iamsuffocating.“I

canneverlietoyouNokwandayoushouldknow

that”nowthere’ssomesenseofseriousnessinhis

tone,thehumorthatwasdancingonhisfaceis

longgone.

“Iknow”thatcomesoutasawhisper“what

happenedtoher?”

Hebreatheslongandhard“let’stalkaboutwhenwe

comebackfromthemeeting,you’reneededinside”

Icannotwaitthatlong.I’llbedrowninginmyvery

oceanofanxietyandoverlythinking.

Hmm!

Ithoughtwewerebeingcalledforthemeetingbut

allthewomenarehereinthekitchenwhilethemen

arebusytalkinginthelivingroom,itseemslikea

seriousconversation.Ilookaroundtheelegant



kitchenwithadiningisland.Theflooringchanges

heremarkthetransitionofpurpose,haltinglight

woodchevronstogivewaytohardygreytiles—she

alsodidthis?Wellshewastalented.Andforsome

reasonsthemoreandmoreIthinkaboutthisit

feelsasthoughsheissomewheresittinginthe

cornerwithherlegscrossedandsmirkingatme.

Surelybecauseeveninherdeathshehasmanaged

totortureme.Herfaceisblurry,Idon’tknowwhat

shelookslikeanywaysjustapicturepaintedonmy

face,mygreatantagonist.

Ikeepchoppingthesevegetablesandmymindalso

travelingallaroundbutweareinterruptedbythe

dooropeningandBongeziweisthefirsttowalkin

andhehasanindescribablelookonhisfacebefore

unexpectedpeopleappearbehindhim—howdidhe?

nowonderhehasthatcomplacentsmirkonhis

face.

Bambathaappearswearingfullumblaseloand



sneakers,thelookismodern,stylishyettraditional

allatoncealongwithabrownshirt.Heisholdinga

cutelittleboyinhisarminearthybrown,hemust

bethreewithhisnaturalhairbecomingfreeform

dreadlocks.Imaginecarryingsomeonefornine

monthstolooklikehisfather,eh.Thenhiswifeis

rightnexttohim,they’rematchinginhertailored

madedressthat’ssomehowisusedwiththesame

fabricthatwasusedforwhathe’swearing—she’sa

designershemust’vedonethat,it’sstunning.And

she’salsoholdinganotherbabyboythatisa

duplicateofhisfatherandyounggirlisbesidethem

withcornrowsandthelineinbetweenhascrystals

evenherforehead,she’ssoadorableandit’s

strangethatshelooksbiracialwhenbothher

parentsareblackbutalsoatthesametimeshehas

hermother’sfeatures,shemustbefiveor

somethingaroundthatage.

Lulamaismesmerizinglybeautifulwithhervitiligo

patchlookinguniquearoundherrighteyeandthe

headwraponherheadmakeshergraceuswithher



eggshapedfaceandaravishingsmileappears

behindtheglossylips.

“Themeetinghasstarted?”Bongeziweasks,that

smugonhisface.Idon’tknowhowhehasthatlook

onhisfacewhenBambathahaskeptamarbleface

onlyhiswifelooksmoreamicable.

“Whereisthemeetingbeingheld?”Bambathaasks

withhisbaritonevoicesosonorousandthe

groundsvibrate—sorrythatwasdramatic.

Everythingabouthimscreamsmoney,power,

controlandintimidation.

“Thelivingroom,secondroomonyourright”

Bongeziweanswershimandafterthathedoesn’t

botherhearinganythingelsebutstridesoffafter

greetingeveryonewithhisfacestillhardstoned.

“We’lldotheintroductionlater”Bongeziwesays



followingrightbehindthemandleavingnothingbut

aneeriesilence.

WhateverthenyangaBambathagoestoispowerful

Iamtellingyou,noonedemandsthatmuch

authoritybesidemyman.Withhimit’sdifferent,he

issopowerful.

MaNcwanewalksinthekitchenwithLulamaand

hersons,they’relaughingloudlywhenAzande

dramaticallyrollshereyesandthensheturns

stirringthepot—andthenwhatwasthat?

“ThisisLulama,umaGumandshe’sthedaughterin

lawofthisfamilyaswell.Bekindtoeachother”

MaNcwanesaysandtakingasitonachairwiththe

littleboysonherlap,they’resoadorablethatIwant

toholdthemthenthegirlwalksinpattingher

motherbeforeshewhisperssomethingtoherand

theybothsmiletoeachother—Iwanttoget

pregnantalloveragain.



“HowcanIhelp?”Lulamaaskssmiling.OhIamso

inlovewithher.Imaginebeinginthesameroofas

yourrolemodel?Iamsurelydickridingrightnow

butIdonotreallycare.

“Pleasehelpwiththis”Azandesaysgivinghera

butternutandasharpknife.IwishOnalennaand

Khetheloarealreadyherebutthey’llgetheretonight.

Lulamagrabstheknifeandshe’snowhandson

thatbutternutandtheconversationstartstoflowin

thekitchenwithnothingbutgalesoflaughter.I

haveoneofhersonsonmylapandhe’snowfalling

asleepasIkeepstrokinghishair,hisnameisLeago

andtheotheroneisLizelandethere’saoneyear

gapbetweenthemwhichmeanstheirparentshad

sexaftertwomonthstheotherwasborn,Idon’t

knowwhatkindoffreakishsexthey’rehaving,then

herdaughterisAmaQamata.



Wecanhearloudnoisescomingfromtheliving

roomandweexchangelooks.“LeavetheMcelu

menalone.Allthebullsareinonekraalletthembe”

MaNcwanesaysdrinkingfromthecupoftea.Iam

nothappyaboutthis.Ohmypoor,poorman.I

wonderwhatishappeninginthere.“Lulamaand

Nokwandataketheteatherethosemenlovetea”Its

agenerationalthing?Wearefollowingeachother

withLulamawithtrayofcupsandteapotsandour

feetpropellingustherewhilewecomplainunder

ourbreaths.Thesonorousvoicesfadesastheysee

usappearing.Therageoneveryone’sfaces

disappearsandtheytrytostayneutral,surelysowe

don’tknowwhatishappeninghere.

Lulamaisonherkneesassheexclusivelymakes

thecupofteaforherman,thewayhelikesit.Who

stilldrinksblackteawithnocreamthesedays?not

eventhosefancyteaswithrobesMongezidrinks.

Thisissuchabeautifulsighttowatchawoman

submittingtoherhusband,heleansforwardand

acceptingthecupfromhimbeforetheymindfuck



withtheireyecontactrightinfrontofeveryoneand

thenBambathawinksatherbeforeherlipscurlinto

asmile.

Ihavenochoicebutgoingonmykneesaswellto

servebhutihistea,thewayheprefersit.Thisis

uncomfortable.Howdopeoplemakeitathingto

kneel?

ThelookonhisfaceasIhandhimthecup,IthinkI

mightkneeleverytimeIservehim.“Kwandoyou’ve

metLulama?”BabaMceluasksmeholdinghiscup

inhishand—it’sateagalorehere.

“Yebobaba”

“I’myourgrandfathernotyourfather,hereisyour

fatherthere”hepointsSonke,ahthenhechuckles

takinganothersip.Thisoldmanwouldamazeyou.

“Iwantallofyoutogetalong.Thatwhatbuildsa



homeit’sgreathearinglaughtercomingfromthe

kitchenMaMkhungo”hetakesasipfromhiscup

“yousavedMongeziandshebroughtBambatha

home.Bothofyouareimportantinthisfamily.And

thentheumsuthugirlwhereisshe?”thatshouldbe

Onalenna.

“They’recomingwithKayise”Bongeziweistheone

whoanswers.

“Ohthat’swonderfulnews.IsKayise’sgirlfriend

coming?Ihaven’tmether.Iwanteveryonehere.No

oneisgoingtowastesomeone’sdaughtertime.

Eitheryoumarryherorletgo”

“She’scoming”Ianswer.

“Lulamathankyouforwhatyou’vedoneforus.We

weretalkingwithyourhusbandhere,weare

planningthatyoutwoshouldhaveatraditional



weddingsoyoucanbeproperlyintroducedtothe

ancestors”hesmiles“howdoyoudealwithhim?

hhayihhayithisone”hemustbegivingthemahard

timewiththeargument.“ButIamgladallalonghe’s

beenusinghissurnamethat’swhyourancestors

beenprotectinghim,wehavedifferencesbuthe

respectsthem”butthatdaywhenhe—nevermind.

Lulamachucklescoveredincrimsonastheymake

anintenseeyecontactwithherman,thesexual

attractionbetweenbothofthemisundeniable.Even

whenhe’skeepingastraightfacebutyoucantell

insidehe’spaintedwithprettycolors“Ihaveno

problematallwiththetraditionalweddingbutI’d

reallyappreciateitifwouldbesoonerfor

preparations”

“WewillhavetodoitbeforeNokwanda’swedding

sinceyou’retheeldermakotithanherandthenthe

umusuthugirl.Bongeziwewhereareyougoing

thereagain?”wait,waitwhatisthatsupposedto



mean?“Bomakotiyoucanleave”alrightitseems

wearenotsupposedtoheartherestofthe

conversation.

“Thisissuchabigfamily”Lulamawincesaswe

walkoutofthelivingroom“thisisallheever

wanted”Iamthinkingshe’snowtalkingtoherself,

inhernirvana.“Howmanydaughterinlawsdothey

havehere?”shelooksatme.

“Itseemsthenumberkeepsincreasing”Ilook

towardsherandchuckling.

“Aweddingseason”

“IamgladyouaremysisterinlawbecausenowI’ll

haveyoudesigningmydress”Itakethischance,I

wantedhertobemydesignanyways,herworkis

trulyimpeccableandsophisticating.



“OhyesI’dlovethat”shechucklesandthen

searchesformyeyes“what’sbotheringyou

Kwanda?”sheasksme“Iseeyou’repregnant,

happilyinlove,healthy,beautifulandgetting

marriedbutsomethingiseatingyounow.Whatis

it?”ohshecanseethat?—isitvisible.

“It’snothing”Ismile,wearenowstandingatthe

corridorindirectlyrunningawayfromthechoresin

thekitchen.

“Youdon’tknowme,IknowthatbutIamthemost

trustworthypersonintheworld”

Webothlaughquietly“so...”Istartandshe

attentivelylookatme,she’shasauniquebeauty“I

foundoutthatthishousewasdecoratedbymy

futurehusband’sex”Ipauseandbreathe“deadex”

“KodwaNokwanda”shehasbeenholdingher



breaththenshelaughsonceagain“youare

subconsciouslycompetingwithsomeonewho’s

dead?”

“Ithinkso”

“Youshouldn’tbaby,notbecauseshe’sdeadnobut

becauseshe’sthepastandyouarehispresent.

There’ssomuchtostressaboutthanthis.Youhave

aweddingtopreparefor.You’llbeyellingand

screamingatlabourwardinmonthstocome.

Tomorrowisabigday.Andthis?Lastthingyou

shouldbethinkingabouthonestly”shesaysina

mostsweetesttone“takethisasshewasjustan

interiordesignandstopdoingthistoyourself.First

timeIvisitedBambathaathishousetherewasan

uglyvasethathisexboughtforhimandIbrokeit

by“mistake”andnoshe’snodeath”she’sfunny.

“Youwerescreaminginlabourward?”



“Yesandmyhusbandwasthreateningtokillpeople

iftheydon’tnumbmypainasifthosedoctorshad

thepowertodothat”shedramaticallyrollshereyes

“youstopthinkingaboutdeadpeople,let’sgo”

Wearenowoutsidealreadypreparingfortomorrow,

choppingthevegetablesandthemeat.Twocows

werejustslaughteredrightnowandtheululating

erupted.Iexpectedtheatmospheretobesointense

thatyoucanhardlybreathefromthosemenbutit

seemstheyshovedtheirdifferencesasideforthis

daytobeasuccess,mybrotherisfinallyhere.I

haven’tspoketohimasyet.

Andthenmyfriendsaswellsharingthiswhole

experiencewiththemmakesmelessnervous,from

sharingalcoholtobecomingwivessoon—well

excludingOnalennawhodoesn’tknowasyetand

she’llbeawakenbypeopleoutsidehergate.And

withKhethelo,Idon’tknowaswellbutBabaMcelu



madeitclearnooneiswastingsomeone’s

daughter’stime.

Bambathaiswalkingtowardsuswithachairinhis

handandhehasbloodspilledonwhatheis

wearing“LulamaGum”hesaysbehindhiswifewho

turnsswiftly.“Yoursonsarecallingyouinthe

bedroom”hesaysthatwithasensualsmile“and

alsoyou’vebeenstandingfartoolong,here’sa

chair,pleasesit.Don’tyouthinkyou’vechopped

enoughvegetables?Yourecentlydidthatmanicure

baby”

“LeagoandLizelandearecallingme?”shecreases

hereyebrow.

“Theysaidthey’rehungry”butIamtheonewho

wasfeedingthemminutesagobeforetheir

grandmothertookthem.



“Theyjustateandtheirgrandmothertookthem

Bambatha”

Heshrugsnonchalantly“theymustbehungry

again”thisissofunnybecausehumorisdancingin

hiseyesyethisfaceisstillmarbled.

“Iamcomingjustnow”shesmilesathim.

“Okay”hesmilesbackandthenkisseshercheek

beforehedisappearsaroundtheyardandour

laughtereruptsafterasLulamashakesherhead.

Iamalsofetchedbyubhutiamomentlater,it’snice

havingahusband.IfIwasathomeIwould’vebeen

choppinguntiltheearlymorningbirdsstarttochirp.

He’scarefullyholdingmyhand,socautiousaswe

walktohisroundvel.Iamsotired,exhaustedinfact.



Themomentwegetintheroomhemakesmesiton

thebedandkneelsbymyfeettakingoffmyshoes

andmassagingthem“tomorrowyou’renotdoing

thischoppingbusinessandwalkingupanddown

maMkhungo”he’scrazy.

“Tomorrowisthebigday...”

“Andthat’swhyIamsayingyou’renotoverworking.

Icannothaveawiferunningupanddownmina”

“Bhutithatisimpossible”

“IsaidwhatIsaid”

He’scrazy,MongeziMceluiscrazy.
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“Youcankeeplovingapersonbutthatwon'tbe

enoughifyoudon'tlikethemanymore.

Youmightstillbeinlovewithapersonbutitwon't

matterifyoufeelexhausteddealingwiththem

everyday.

Lovingisimportantbutsoislikingsomeonewith

theirflaws.

Becausewhenyoustoplikingsomeone,youstart

noticingtheirflawsmoreanditcreatesadistance.

Adistancewhereyoufailtoacknowledgeanything

elseotherthantheirflaws.

Loveprobablywon'tletyouturnyourbackfromthat

personbutlikingthemwillmakeyouwantthat

person.

Understandwhenyoudon'tlikethemanymore,

learnthedifference”

Helookslikehejuststeppedoutthehighend

glossymagazine,advertisingtraditionalwear.No

oneshouldlookthisgood—he’snotwearinghis



favoritecolortoday,butumblaseloaswellandhis

whitesneakersarealldirtyandsomehowthatisso

attractive,holdingaknifethatisoozingwithblood

fromcuttingthecowthatislyingdeadandhis

handsarealsobloody.Thetattoosonhisarmsand

fingersmakeshimevenmorebeguiling.Andthe

newhairywatchinhiswrist.

Thewholeyardisbuzzingwithelderlymensitting

aroundinacircleanddrinkingfromumqombothi

thatwaspreparedbyLulamaandAzandeseemsto

bealittlejealousofherforsomereasons,she’s

beenmakingcomments.

Ihavebeenupanddownservingpeople,and

wrinkledwomeninthekitchenhavebeenpraising

mygoodlooks,itsoundedsardonicallythoughas

theyweregoingonandonabouttheprevious

makoti—thedeadex—fromwhatIheardshewas

fromhereandmovedtothecity.



Lastnightwhenhewasamorouslymassagingmy

feethetoldmeabouther—hernamewasBalungile.

Hedidn’thidefrommethattheywereinloveand

howharditwasforhimtoletgoofthatpartofhis

life.AlthoughIdon’tknowaboutherdeathandwhat

leadedtoitbutIknowshewasextremelyilland

thatheknewshewasgoingtoleavehimbeforeshe

actuallytookherlastbreathbecauseofthe

conversationtheyhadanightbefore.Howshetold

himthatshewasgoingtomeetsomeone—who’d

lovehimbetterthanshedid.

Theceremonywassuchasuccess,beforethe

chickenscrowtheywerealreadyinaroundvel

“emsamo”withagoatandmakingamendswith

theirancestors,beforethesurnamechangingpart

andintroductionsofthetwosonsinthisfamily,and

welltheirsisterwhohappenedtodoanincestwith

herbrothercannothefound,andtheceremony

cannotbepostponedeitherbutthey’researching

forher,theincensescentwheezedintheair.Iwas

nottherebythewaybutalreadyinthekitchen



whereeveryonewashandsonwiththepots.

Bambathaknewlongtimeagoaboutthisfamilyand

hehasbeenusinghisrealsurnamesincebuthe

wantedhisfathertofindhimnottheotherway

around—whichiswhyhemadeithardforhim.

Sonkeisstillprettymuchstillrearranged.

Mihlaliisalsohereandlessbitchybutshowingher

teethmore,drinkingfromthemugfilledwithwine.

Andyes,they’remakingthingsofficialwithherman

fromthecloseddoorsastheyweregrantedthe

blessings,Ithinkthat’soneofthereasonsshehas

beeneffervescent.

AndontheotherhandBambathawantedtoleave

rightaftertheceremonyinthemorning,makingit

clearthathimbeingheredidn’tnecessarilymeans

wearebecomingonebigfamily.Itseemsas

thoughallhisemotionswerejustconcealedandhis

angerisvalid,honestly.Buthiswifespoketohim,



that’stheonlypersonwhocancalmhim,she

makesitlooksosimple,nowordswereusedbut

shesweetlycalledhimbyhisnamebeforeshe

smiledlookingupathimandflappingherlashes—I

wasstandingrightbehindthembytheway.And

thatwasit,they’restillhereandhe’snothappy

abouthiswifewhomisoverlyworkingthananyone

here,Ievenfeelguiltyfornotworkingmuch.He

searchesforhereverysecondsoshecantakea

break.

IamwithOnalennaaroundthethreeleggedpotand

preparingdumplingwithtribeandthearomaisso

inviting.Ikeepstealinglooksather,inherblueand

whitedresswithtraditionalprintsfromhertribe

withoutanyknowledgeorwhatsoeverthatour

negotiationswillbeheldonthesameday,the

differenceisIamawareaboutitandshe’snot.

YeahshameBongeziweisbravefordoingthisasa

surprisebecausewhatifshesaysno?Whenhis

unclesarealreadyoutsidethegateandshouting

herclannames.“Whatareyouhidingfromme?”



shewipeshersweatfromherforeheadandclosing

thepotlid.Inthemorningitwasraining,the

weatherherewillleaveyouflusteredbecausenow

wecanhardlybreatheunderthescorchingsun.

“It’snothing”

“Iknowyou,whatareyouhiding?”thehorseis

literallykickingmychest.

“Mamkhungo!”Iturnmyheadaroundandtherehe

iscallingme.Thisoneknowsme,huh?“Ngicela

usondelamfaziwami[pleasecomeheremywife]”I

glanceatmyfriendwinkingatherandwalking

awaymeetingwiththelifesaverhalfway.Andhe

takesmyhand,takingmetothekraalandwejust

standoutsidelookingatthecowswithlonghorns

andthey’resofatwithhangingnecks.“Thatone

rightthere,isNkosazana”hepointsoneofthecows

withasmile“Inamedher”ourfingersare

intertwining.



“WhyNkosazana?”

“BecauseIknewonedayshe’llrepresentmetomy

wife’sfamily”heglancesatme,he’stotallydifferent

fromthepictureIpaintedofhiminmymindwhen

wefirstmet—asnob.“Iwasmanifestingmywifein

asense,inkosazanayakwaMkhungo”andthenhe

pullsmeclosertohim,mybackleaningagainstthe

kraalofmowingcowsandhishandsaroundmy

waist“makingyoumywifeisnotamistake

Nokwanda”

“Iknowthatbhuti”

“I’mglad,youmustkeepitinyourmindatalltimes”

hestrokesmyabdomen“AndIdon’twantyou

doubtingthateveninyoursleep”

“Iloveyou”OhIdo,Ireallydo.Ineverknewwhat



loveisbutnowIknow.Thebeautyofit.Thetaste.

Thefeel.Everything.“I’minlovewithyou”Iplace

myhandsonhischestandlookingupathimanda

smiletugonhislips.

“AndIaminlovewithyoubaby”Itakeinhisvirile

maleness,notforthefirsttimemarvellingatthe

factthatheismine.Imeethimeagerly,kissing,

tasting,lovingthefeelofhislipsonminesandwe

bothgroantogetherasourtongueslickdeeper,and

himpushingintomymouth.

“TodayIfoundoutmybrotherownsafarm”he

pausesandsmiles.Theyallseemjubilatedabout

theirolderbrotherbeinghome.Forsomereasons,

theyconnectedinstantly.“Let’sgo”hetakesmy

handafterglancingatthecowsoncewithagrinon

hisface,he’stotallyinhiselementtoday.Ireturn

backtohelpingcookingdumplingsandtribe.And

thenyouhaveKhethelo,shehasthemostwild

hormonesandsoemotional.Insteadofbeingvocal



shechoosestears.Likeinthemorningwhenshe

washungryinsteadoftellingusshewentontosit

outsidealone,cryingandshewasfoundbyoneof

theaunts,onlyhermanknewwhatwaswrong

becausehequicklymadesomethingforherbefore

fetchingher—onethingaboutthesemenistheywill

loveyouandyouwon’tbelieveityou’dthinkyouare

dreaming.

Weurgentlycalledinsidethehouseforameeting,

weleavethepotsandguestsoutsidemakingour

waytotheairyluxurylivingroomthatisapolished

ensembleofdesignerpieces,broughttogether

insideonecolourpalettewithcompletefinesse.The

greywallsandcurtainsdrawpowdergreyshades

downtheverticalplanes,whilstblackanchorscross

thebaselineofthescheme.Ablackborder

encapsulestheceilingspace,andastretchof

marblesendsastormofblackandwhiteacrossthe

backwall.Tothesideofthedesignersofainthe

lounge,twoblackandgoldaccentchairsstandas

thoughinguardofaglasswinestore.Blackmarble



travelsthewidthofthetelevisionwall,mirroringthe

marblebacksplashinthekitchenthat’sonthe

oppositesideoftheroom.Agoldunitslices

throughtheseatcushionsofthemodernsofa,

formingaconvenientsidetableandmagazine

storagenook.Goldenhuedscattercushions

complementthepreciousmetallicaddition.A

glossyhallwayrunsthelengthofthelivingroom,

definedbyitstilefloorandstunninglighting

solutionsthatintegratewithsleekceilingrecesses

andtexturedwallpanels.Lowlevellighting

stretchesalongthelengthofthehalltoo,makinga

runwaytowardadramaticbustsculpture.

WomenshouldbesittingonthereedmatbutBaba

uMceluallowsusonthesofasbecauseour

modernizementalityandhowwewould’ve

complained,buthemadeitclearthatnexttimeour

buttockswillbesinkingthere.Iamsittingrightnext

tobhutiandhetakesmyhandtohis,there’stotal

silencehere.“Hhayi...”that’showBabauMcelu

startthemeetingalreadyfromhistonethisisnot



goodnews“theceremonywasasuccess.AndI

wantedtothankomakotiforbeinghelpful.Imadeit

cleartotheseboysthatthedaytheygotoyour

homesthey’llbeanextracowasanapologythat

theirdaughtersweredoingwifedutieswithout

beingmarried...excludinguMaGum.Andthanksto

youforfinallycarryingthissurnameboMcelu

abahle.InthisgenerationofMcelufamilywe’ve

neverhadagirlchild”hehasaproudsmileonhis

faceandclaspinghishandsonthesideofthechair

he’ssittingon.WhataboutAzise?Many,many

secretsinthishouse“Kayisekhuluma[Kayisetalk]”

Everyoneisnoweyeballinghimwithcuriosity“I’ve

beentryingtosearchforTumeloandIwasn’table

tolocatehersincethattaskwasgiventome.Ihired

someoneandIjustgotthecall...”hehangshis

shoulderslow“...herhusbandkilledherandthenhe

ranaway,thedayafterattackingKwanda”

“Waithehasattackedsomeoneinthefamilyandhe



isstillaround?”Bambathanarrowshiseyesas

thoughKayisejustgrewtwopenisesonhis

forehead“Idon’tunderstand,pleasemakeme”

“Idealtwithsomeonewholaidhandsonher,this

guywasgoingtopayasawayofanapologyafter

theattack”Mongeziresponds,hedealtwithhim,

when?Andwhyishesuddenlylookinglikethat,

scary.

“Accordingly?”Bambathacreaseshiseyebrow.

“Accordingly”bhutihasacomplacentsmirk.

Whatisaccordingly?

“Bambathadon’tbringyourstreetattitude,one

thingIwon’tallowisyoubeingabadinfluenceto

myson”Ispokealittletooearlierabouther.Mihlali



spitsuncrossingherlegsandleaningforward“I’ve

beenlookingatyou.Youarecomingwhereyou’re

comingfromandnowyouwanttoruleeverything.

Heir?You’reaheir”shepauses“mxm”thenshe

leansbackwards.

Bambathanarrowshiseyebrowsandchuckling

sardonically“whoisshe?”heasksinstead.

“Youraun...”I’mabouttorespond

“He’sbeingsarcastic”Lulamawantstolaughatme

butalsoshelooksprettyexasperatedtoletoutthat

sound.

“Iwon’tletyouspeaktomyhusbandlikethatand

withallduerespectyouknowabsolutelynothing

abouthim,nothing”Lulamasaysinacalmtone

“youwerenottherewhenthismanworeumblaselo

tofeellikehe’sbelongingtosomethingbecausehe



wasbeingjudgedforbeingtoowhiteinablack

communityandtooblackinawhitecommunity.

Youwerenottherewhenhe’dlistentomaskandito

feelathome.YouwerenottherewhenIwas

comfortinghim.Hewasnotraisedbythestreet.He

hadalifebeforethissodon’tdaretotalktohimlike

thatbecauseifIaskhimtodealwithyou

accordinglynoonewillsaveyouhere,notasingle

person”it’sgettingtense“andthatwasyourfirst

andlasttimeyoutalkabouthimlikethat”she

standsupforherman.

“Andonemorethingyouhavenobusinessinto

eithermylifeandMongezi,you’reourmotherby

namesonexttimejusttrytoholdyourselfback

becauseyoumadeyourchoice”Bongiziwe

responds“CanItalktomybrothersprivately

mkhulu?”heturnstoBabauMcelu,he’snot

interfering,heonlydoeswhenneeded.

“Pleasedon’tallowthemtoleavethisroommkhulu”



Onalennaspeaksoutandhermangapes.

“Iagree”Lulama

“Metoo”Khethelo

“Nami”Azande

Themeneyeballmeandwaitingformetosay

somethingbutMongeziisgivingmethatI-am-going

-to-fuck-youlook.

Dlisatheteamornotdlisatheteam?

“Ialsoagree”notdlisatheteam.

“Yourwomenhavespoken”BabauMcelusmiles.
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“Iloveyoumorethanonce,athousandmore

lifetime”

Icanhardlybreathe,stuckinabedroomanddraped

withablanketaroundmyshouldersinthis

scorchingsun.Myunclescouldberuiningmylife

aswearespeak.Theycouldbechasingawaymyin

laws.

Ineedtobreathe!

Ineedtobreathe!

Thedoorwrenchopenandmytwinsisterwalksin

withtwobottlesofwater.You’dsweartheseareher

negotiationsthewayshe’sagitatedbutalsoshe’s

goodateavesdroppingbeforetheplanningofmy

negotiationswealsohadherceremonytochange

hersurnameandusbeingtwins.Myuncleswere

delightedwhentheyreceivedaletterandstarted



planninghowmanycowstheywanted.Twois

enoughbutthesemenwantsmorethanten.

Wehaven’thadanysortofcommunicationwithmy

fatherandIwantittostaythatwayandthenpink

tie,Ihaven’theardfromhimtoo.Iamnotwillingto

changemywaysbecauseofhim.

“Notyourunclesfightingaboutyourvirginityinthe

otherroom”thewayshejustsaidthatit’slike

they’rethrowingaroundmyhymenacrosstheroom

andfightingoverit.“They’resayingyouweresealed

it’slikeyouaretinfish”Ilookatherstandingbythe

doorbeforedramaticallyrollingmyeyesandthen

shelaughsloudlyhandingmeabottleofwaterand

alsotakingmyhandmaneuveringmeintosittingon

theedgeofthebed.“Relaxeverythingisgoingjust

fine”shetellsmeandsmiles.

Ifeelsuffocated,howcantheymakeapregnant

womanputaroundablanketonhershouldersin



thisweather?Thewanttokillmeonpurpose.

IcannothelpbutalsowonderhowOnalennais

feelingrightnow,maybeshefaintedandIcannot

callherbecauseImightjinxthings.

Wecamebacktwoweeksagoandnoonefromthe

Mcelufamilywasallowedatthefuneralregardless

oftryingtomakeamendsbutTumelo’smother

madeitclearthatwearenotallowedbutBaba

Mceluandhiswifestillwentthereregardlessand

helpedwithfuneralpreparations.AndIalsogotto

speaktomybrotherjustleavethefactthatweare

cousinsbuthe’llalwaysbeclosetomyheartandno

onecaneverfillthatspace.Iwasabletonavigate

hisfeelingsandsodidhewithmines—heseemsto

beatpeaceabouttheturnoutofeventswithhislife.

Thismaysoundgruesomebut...apartofmefeels

thingshappenforareasonandmaybeTumelo’s

deathhappenedforareason.



Iguzzledownthebottleofwaterandtakingalong

andsharpbreathewatchingYolokazilooking

outsidethewindowthensheglancesatme“your

manishere”shetellsmeandwinks“takeyour

phonetexthim”shehasbeenkeepingmyphone

sincethisdaystarted.Mymotheraskedhertooand

speakingofher,she’sbackfromrehabilitation

centerandbetter.Youshouldseeherrunning

aroundthehouselikeaheadlesschicken.Iamglad

shedoesn’twearthoseglitteryheelsofhers

anymore.Ithrewthemawayandboughthernew

onesinfactawholenewwardrobeandmy

business?Hmmopeninginaweekstime.

‘Pleasetellmeeverythingisgoingwell’Itext

Mongeziandfinessingmyphonescreen,

impatientlywaitingforhisresponse.

‘Pleasetellmeyou’veeatensoontobeMrsMcelu’

Eh,thisisnotthetimeforhimtoworrymeabout

food.



Ourtextingisinterruptedwhenmymothercallsme

togoandsitontheroomoutside,Idon’tknowfor

whatreasonsbutthisgivesmeaperfectchanceto

sneakoutusingthebackgate—he’shere!

Whenheseemsmeapproachinghegetsoffthecar

immediatelyandstridestowardsmesowecan

meethalfaway.Wedistanceaway,standingunder

thetreeandIknow,Iknowhe’sabouttoreprimand

meforcomingoutofthehouse.

Hedisappointsmebysmilingandwrappinghis

armsaroundmywaist,mybellybumpkeepshim

distancefromme,it’sgrowingdaybyday.Frommy

waisttocuppingmyfaceandgracingmyforehead

withakissandIfluttermyeyesclosed.

“MaMkhungo”Thereprimandingiscoming,just

waitforit.Myheartisloudlythrashingagainstmy

chest.It’sliketinydrums.It’ssoloud.Iflapmyeye

lashesathim.“Youshouldn’tbehere”



“Ihadtoseeyou”myvoicecomesoutasawhisper.

“What?”hefrowns“you’vechangedyourmind?”

“No,no”Irespondquicklyandbreatheout.My

handsaresweatyandcold,changingpigmentation.

Tearspricklesatthecornerofmyeyesandconcern

islancingthroughhimbeforeitappearsonhisface

“Iloveyou”Itellhim.Inevermeantthesewordslike

Idobefore.Ilookathisforevercalmmuscles

aroundhisfaceandserenesmile.“IfIcouldturn

backthetimeIwouldn’tchangeanything”

“Notevenlosingmymemory?”

“Noteventhat.Ilearntthatlovingsomeonemeans

youshouldbetherewhenever.Icouldlosemy

abilitytoseenowbutIknowI’dseethebeautyof

theworldthroughyours.Youcouldloseyoursense



ofhearingbutI’llhearforyou.Youlostyour

memorybutIwastheretostoreallthememories

foryou”ItellhimandIlearntthatonlyIcanmake

himcry.Thereheisattemptingtoblinkhistears

awaybutit’salreadytoolatebecausethey’re

drowninghiseyes.HisAdam’sappleismovingup

anddownwhilehedartshiseyesbetweenmines.“I

willneverchangeanythingbhuti”Irepeatagainand

thistimemyvoicecomesoutraspy.

“IloveyoutooMaMkhungo”that’sallIwantedto

hear,nothingpoeticfromhim.Ijustwantedthose

wordsandthatdropoftearandthatsmile.Andalso

getawhiffofhisscent,that’sall.Beforehecould

sayanythingIescapehisgripandwalkawayfrom

himmorelikerunningandhestandstherewatching

mewithasmileplasteredonhisfaceuntilI

disappearandhisframebecomessmallerand

smaller.

Ireturnbacktotheroommorecalmer,less



sweating,lessagitated.

‘TodayyouremindedmethatIamnotmakinga

mistakemaMkhungo’amessagecomesfromhim

andIsmiletomyselfbeforeacallcomesinit’s

Onalenna—Omg,Ihavecompletelyforgottenabout

her.IimmediatelypickupthephoneandallIhearis

sniffsandsobs.

“Youknewdidn’tyou?”there’sululationatthe

background.ThankGod,Ihavebeenholdingmy

breathaboutthis.

“Yes,congratulationsmama”Ilaugh.

“Thankyou.Ihavetogo,byeandIloveyou”Iguess

thenegotiationsarestilltakingplace.

Okaybacktomines!



Yolokaziwalksbackandtellingmemyunclewho

hasbeendrinkingtraditionalbeersincetheweek

startedisdemandingMercedes.Iamgoingto

shootmyself.ThisimbecileIcallasisteris

laughingandchokingwithtearsstreamingdown

herface.

AndfinallywearebeingcalledsotheMcelufamily

canchoosetheirflower.Iaminvitedbymarbles

facesintheroomaswesitonthereedmatandmy

eyesarelookingatnothingbutthewhitecleantiles.

Ohyes,finally!

IcannowbreatheandIhavebeenaskedtogocall

theirsoninlawoutsidetocomeandeat.Thehouse

isfilledwithululationandlaughterandclickingof

glasses.It’sagloriousoccasion.



Ihavetoservehimonthetableandheseems

nervousbeinginthishouse.He’sgetting

complimentsfrommyauntsIneverknewexisted

andcousinswhowantstoknowifthere’sanymore

meninhisfamily.Andthenmydodgymalecousins

whosmellslikebeerandnicotinewho’vesuddenly

becameclosertohim.Iamsurebecausehejust

boughtthemalcoholandnowmypoormanis

forcedtolaughattheirdryjokesandalsomyuncle

demandingforacarnoonehaseverownedinthis

housebutratherthanthatIamhappy.

They’reabouttoleaveandbiddingfarewell.He’s

beingpraisedfordoingtherightthingbyeveryone.

Theyseemtolikehimshame,Idon’tknowhow

manyhugsandhandshakeshehasreceived.

HeleansagainsthiscarwhileIstandfacinghim

andthesunisslowlybutsurelysettingandcreating

abeautifulorangehuepictureyettheskyisblue.I

canseefewbirdsflyingfreely.Ilovebeinginhis



arms.“Youlookedbeautifultoday”hesayshischin

ontopofmyheadandIpullawaytolookathim.

“AnyotherdaysIamnotbeautiful?”

“YouwerenotMrsMceluonthosedays”

Ilaugh“Listentoyoubragging”

“Ihaveto”hechuckles“Theworseisover,you’re

nowMrsMcelu,myeternalsunshine”

“Youreternalsunshine”Imurmurrepeatingafter

him.

TheEnd.


