
ROOTED

One

Thedrivehomeisfastasalwayswithme

blastingmymusiconmax.

“Shosistas.”Pelothesecurityguardatthe

gategreets.

“HiPelookae?”

“Kesharpwena?”

“Kesharp.I’llsortyououtksasane?”

“Tasistas.”Itaginanddriveinatthat40km

restriction.‘Slowdownweloveourchildren’

thesignreads.Wellwhydon’tyourchildren

playintheiryards?Ihatehowthesekids

believethattheyhaverightofwayinthe

street.Likechildthisisn’tyourplayground.

“They’rejustkids.”Theirparentssay.So?

Whatdoesthathavetodowithgettingout



oftheroadwhenyouseeacar?Nxaa

bloodyspoiledbrats.Iopenthegarageand

dad’scarisparkedinthere.Ufunanila?

NowIhavetoparkoutside?Argh.Istepout

andgrabmybagaswellasmylaptopbag

thenheadinside.

I’m hitbythemostmouthwateringaroma

theminuteIstepinthekitchen.Dadis

hummingandbobbinghisheadtowhatever

thattuneis.Iplacemybagsonthecounter

thenwalkovertohim andhughim from

behind,restingmyheadonhisback.

“Helloprincess.”

“Hellodaddy.Ufunanila?”Hechuckles.

“Icametoseemyfavouritedaughter.”

“ButI’m youronlydaughterdaddy.”



“Noyou’renot.“

“Iam too.”

“Ihaveadaughterin-law.”

“Arghkodwastill.”

“You’remyonlyprincess.”

“Exactly.”Iwalkovertothefridgeandgrab

abottleofwater.Idon’tlikethewayhe’s

lookingatme.It’slikehe’sstudyingme.

“You’restilllosingweightNqobile.”Irollmy

eyes.

“I’m justunderalotofpressureatwork.”

“Yourmotherwantsyoutomovebackin.”I

giveabaffledlook.Me?Movebackinwith

them?Nope.Never.IDON’TTHINKSO.

“Youknowthat’sridiculousright?”

“Itdoesn’tsoundsobadtome.”



“Ngobayoujustwanttosuffocateme.”

“WesuffocateyouNqobile?”Heasks

soundingabithurt.

“Noyoudon’tbababutthat’sbecauseIlive

hereandyoulivethere.Lookdon’ttakethis

thewrongwaykodwayouandmom arestill

havingsexandIdon’twanttobesubjected

toyourmoaningandgroaningeveryday

please.”Hesnickers

“You’redisgustingwena.”

“Angithingifuzewenanomfaziwakho.”

“Mxm gochangesowecanhavedinner.”

“Firstlywhoisyourwifehavingdinnerwith

ifwenayou’rehereowningmykitchen?

Secondlypleaseleavemyhousekeyswhen

youleaveandI’m goingtoremoveyour

nametherebythegate.”Hechuckleswhile



shakinghishead.

“HambaNqobile.Firstlymywifeisherown

womanbeforesheismywifesoshe’s

entertainingherself.Secondlywhydon’tyou

wantmepoppinginhere?”

“BecauseIwanttohavesexonmycouch

withouthavingtoworrythatmydadmight

justwalkin.”

“You’renottoooldtogetabeatingwena.”I

chortleasIwalkaway.Iappreciatethat

theycareandworryaboutmebutImeanit

whenIsayI’m fine.I’m betterthanIwas

before.They’vebeenoverbearingsincethe

divorce.AfteritwasfinalisedIhadtomove

inwiththem forafewmonthsbecauseI

wasn’thandlingthingswell.Iwasliterally

losingmymind.Isleptallday.Hardlyate

anything.BathedonlywhenNdilecameto



visit.Heendedupcomingeverydayjustso

Icouldeatandbath.Mywholefamilywas

affectedbythesituationmoreespecially

myyoungestbrotherMalibongwe.He

watchedmedrownandlosemyselfand

thatcausedhim tolosehimselftoo.When

healmostlosthislifeIknewIhadtodo

something.SoIwokeuponemorningand

justmovedonwithlifeandI’vebeentaking

itonedayatatime.It’sbeenveryhardbut

lifehastokeepmoving.Ienduptakinga

quickshowerthenthrowonatracksuitand

headbackdown.

“Thislooksyummy.”Isaygrabbingaplate.

“We’reeatinginthelivingroom.Grabyour

winengobaIknowit’stheonlythingyou

drink.”Ichuckle.Thisoldman.Igraba



bottleandtwoglassesthenheadtothe

livingroom.Hehandsmemyplateandwe

digin.

“Youmakethebeststeakdaddy.”

“Tellthattoyourmotherplease.”Ishake

myhead.

“Yourwifeiscrazynope.”Wechortle.Dad

andIhavealwaysbeenclose.GrowingupI

wasalwayshisninja.Wellweallwerebut

beingtheonlyprincessmeantbeinga

daddy’sgirl.Iappreciatethelovehe’s

shownmeandcontinuestoshowme

becausethattaughtmemyworth.Heset

thestandardhighanditwasn’teasyfinding

amanthatcouldmeasureupbutIdidand

wellshithappened.

“Sohowareyouprincesshonestly.”Isigh.



“I’m okay.Imeansomedaysarebetterthan

othersbutI’m stillbreathing.”

“Doyoumisshim?”

“Everyday.”

“Ohprincess.”Hetakesmyplateandputsit

onthetablethenpullsmeintohisarms.

“Idon’tunderstanditdad.Likewhycouldn’t

hefightforus?Whydidheletthem win?”

“Itjustmeansthathewasn’ttheonefor

you.”

“Irefusetobelievethat.”

“Princess..”HesoundsdefeatedandIdon’t

blamehim.

“Helovedmedad.Ican’ttakethataway

from him.Icouldseethathewasjustas

brokenbythedivorceasIwas.”



“Ifhelovedyouhewould’vefoughtforyou.

DamnitNqobileyoudeservesomeone

betterthanthatspinelessprick.”Isighthen

giggle.“Manjeuhlekani?”

“You’regoingtopopaveinandmom is

goingtobepissed.”Helaughsandpokes

melightly.

“Uyadelelawena.”

“Iknowright.”Isaylookingupathim.He

staresdownatmeandgivesmewhatmom

describesashisdashingsmile.Ican’thelp

butsmileback.“You’rethemosthandsome

manI’veeverlaidmyeyeson.”Hechuckles.

“Ifthatweretrueyouwould’vemarrieda

manthatlookslikeme.”

“He’salsodark.”

“Realmenaredarkvele.”



“Notallofthem arerealmenthough.”

“YoujustthrewshadeatyourexhusbandI

see.”Ilaugh.

“Usilewena.”

“Never.IneedtogokodwaI’llseeyou

tomorrowangithi?”

“NoIjustneedtosleepintomorrow.I’llsee

youforSundaylunch.”

“Youbettercome.”

“Iwill.It’sbylume’sright?”

“Yes.”Hepullsmeupandembracesme.

“I’lltellyourmotherthatyou’refine.”

“Thankyou.”Isayfaintly.

“Iloveyouprincess.”

“Iloveyoutoodad.”Hekissesmyhead

thenletsgo.“I’llsortthedishesout.”



“Iwasn’tgoingtooffertodothem anyway.”

Wesharealaugh.Ilovemydad.Ihonestly

don’tknowwhereIwouldbewithouthim.I

putthedishesinthedishwasherthenclean

uparoundthekitchen.Igrababoxof

chocolateandapacketofcaramelpopcorn

andheadtomyroom.We’rebingingonThe

WalkingDeadtonight.Nosleepformed

againstmeshallprosper.
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“Yes.”Ianswermyinmysleepyvoice.

“Hisweetheart.”Myheartstopsbeatingand

Ishiver.Ihaven’theardhisvoiceinsucha

longtimebutitstillmakesmeweak.

“Hi.”

“Howareyou?”



“I’m fineandyou.”

“I’m good.”Silence.

Kantiwhydidhecallmeifallhe’sgoingto

doisbreathe.

“Iwaswonderingifwecouldmeet

tomorrow.”

“Whatfor?”

“PleaseKuhle.”

“Forrini?”

“Ijustneedtoseeyouplease.”

“Idon’tthinkIcan.”Ihangupandallowmy

tearstorolldownmycheek.Whydoesit

stillhurtsomuch?Iwasdoingfineandhe

justhadtocomeandsetmeback.Why?A

textcomesthroughandit’sfrom him.

“Iknowyoudon’twanttoseemekodwaI’m



beggingyousweetheartplease.Justfive

minutes.”Fiveminutes.Fiveminutesistoo

longinhispresence.Ican’t.Ireallycan’t.I

dragmyselfoutofbedandheadtothe

bathroom.Ibrushmyteethandwashmy

facethenheadtothekitchen.Ineedavery

strongcupofcoffee.Iputthecoffee

machineonandgetonwithbreakfast.

Greasethat’swhatIneedsoIfryupsome

bacon,sausagesandchickennuggets.I

gratesomecheeseandputeverythingona

plate.Ipourmycoffeeandgrabmyplate

andheadtothepatio.Ilovethisview.The

backyardislikeaforest.Ihavegreen

fingerssoitwasamustthatwehavea

gardenthatwoulddojustice.Iremember

howweusedtosithereandwatchthe

sunrise.Thatwasourfavouriteactivity.

We’djustsitherewatchingthesunwhile



listeningtoeachother’sheartbeats.Sigh.

Whydidhehavetocallme?Whydidhe

havetobringbackallthosefeelingthatI

hadburied?Iwascomingalongjustfine

andhejusthadto.Fuckhim.Ihatehim.

OkayI’m lyingbutI’m justifiedinfeelingthis

wayright?YesIbloodyam.I’veevenlost

myappetitenow.Rhaaaa.Itakemyplate

andgoputitinthemicrowavethenhead

backtobed.Myphoneisflashingindicating

thatIhaveamessage.Twonewmessages.

Onefrom him andonefrom Bongwe.

“KuhleI’m beggingyousweetheart.Please.

Justhearmeout.”Ideleteit.Idon’twantto

hearhim out.WhyshouldI?Whatisthat

goingtobringme?Ifanythingit’sjustgoing

tosetmebackworsethanhiscalldid.

“Ineedyou.”That’sfrom Bongwe.Ispring



uptomyfeetandruntotheclosetwhile

diallinghisnumber.Itringsunanswered.

Shit.Idon’twanttoscareanyoneelse

beforeIknowwhat’shappening.Ithrowon

aloosefittingdressandrushout.I’m still

tryinghisnumberandnoanswer.Igrabmy

keysandrunout.

ComeonBongwepickupyourphone.Isay

inmyheadashisphonekeepsringing.I’m

drivinglikeamaniacandI’m prayingthatI

don’tgetintoanaccident.Igettohis

buildingandIpracticallyrunintheminuteI

parkthecar.Idon’tevenwaitforthe

elevatorIrunupthestairsandmyheartis

inmystomach.Ibangonhisdoorhoping

hecanhearmethroughthemusic.

“Malibongwebabypleaseopenforme.”I



keepknockingandknockingandknocking.I

feeltearsthreatentofalloutmyeyesbutI

pushthem back.Ineedtostaystrong.

“Simphiwepleaseletmeinnana.I’m here

now.Melo’sherepleaseBongwe.”I’m

defeated.I’m sittingonthefloorwithmy

backagainstthedoor.Mytearscascade

downmyface.I’m abadsister.Whydidn’tI

seethemessagesooner?Thekeyturns.I

jumpupandvigorouslywipemytears.I

attackhim withahugtheminuteheopens

thedoor.Hebreaksdownandstarts

sobbing.WesinktothefloorandIpullhim

intomyarms.

“It’sokaynana.It’sokayI’vegotyou.”His

criescutthroughthedeepestpartsofme.

Malibongweismyparentsthirdborn.

Growinguphewasalwayschilledandlaid



back.Hewasandstillisthenerdofthe

family.He’sascientistjustlikedad.Like

fatherlikeson.

“IthurtssobadMelo.”

“IknowbabyIknowbutMelo’sgotyou

okay?Everythingisgoingtobefine.”She

shakeshisheadandtightenshisgrip

aroundmyhead.“YesMalibongweit’s

goingtobefine.”

“Whydoesithurt?”

“Ithastobaby.”

“Ithurtssosobad.”Igentlypushhim outof

myembraceandcuphisface.

“Yesithurtsbutyou’reaMkhizebaby.We

gothroughthemostshitbutwecomeout

strongerthanever.Lookatmom anddad,

howmanymiscarriagesdidtheygothrough



beforetheyhadus?Malumeyena?Lookat

him today.You’restrongerthanyouthink

baby.”Henodsandwipeshisface.Igive

him asoftpeckthenpullshim inforahug.

“NowgotakealonghotshowerwhileI

makeussomethingtoeat.”

“IloveyousomuchMelo.”

“IloveyoutooBongwe.”Hegetsupand

walkstowardsthebathroom.Iheaveasigh

andquicklywipethetearsthatfall.This

placelookslikekak.Therearebeerbottles

everywhere.Sigh.Theashtrayisfullargh.

SomuchweedBongwe.Icleanupthen

headtothekitchentomakeussomething

toeat.There’srottenfoodinthefridge.This

childneedstomoveinwithme.Ithrowout

thefoodandonceI’m donethereisnothing

tocook.Iorderpizzaandthenchillinthe



lounge.He’sbeenintheshowerforwaytoo

long.HewalksinjustasIstandup.

“Welllookatyou.”Hechuckles.

“You’reanidiot.”

“Iorderedpizzane,itshouldbeheresoon.”

Henodsandwalkstothekitchenand

comesoutholdingabeerbottle.Sigh.

“SoIwasthinking.”Isaytakingabiteofmy

pizza.

“Didithurtprincess?”

“Uzokhala.”Webothlaugh.

“Yesyouwerethinking?”

“Moveinwithme.”

“Melo.”

“Simphiweyoudon’thavefood,youdrink



andsmokeeverydayandI’m quitesureyou

haven’tbeengoingtowork.”Hesighs.

“Melo.”

“MelowhatSimphiwe?”

“I’m fine.”

“WellI’m not.Ican’tjustsitbackandwatch

youthrowyourlifeaway.”

“I’m notthrowingitawayI’m justdealing.”

“Fuckyou.Wealldealwithshiteveryday.”

“Melokuhle.”Hesaysfaintly.

“I’m hereforyou.Can’tyouseeme?”

“Iknow.”

“ThenuseusSimphiwe.We’reatyour

disposal.Weallcare.”

“StopcallingmeSimphiweyou’rehurting

me.”Ichuckle.“I’llmoveinwithyoubut



onlyforashortwhile.”

“That’sfine.”

“Thankyouprincess.”

“Iloveyoune.”

“Iloveyoutoo.”Hechuckles.

“Yini?”

“Thisiswhyyougotdivorced.You’refullof

shit.”

“Voetsek.”Wecrackup.He’sstillgotalong

waytogobutIhavefaiththathe’llgetthere

(Justataste.We’llputapausehereuntil

wefinishupwiththeothertwo.)
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Unedited



Whatthehellisthatsmell?Myeyesswing

openandIjumpoutofbedtoinvestigate

thesmell.DammitMalibongwe.He’s

listeningtohisdepressingplaylistwhile

puffingonhisweed.

“SeriouslySimphiwe?”Ismackthebackof

hishead.Helooksatmewithlittleemotion

thengoesbacktohissmoking.Sigh.

“Simphiwe.”

“YiniMelokuhle?”Hesnaps.Isitontopof

thecoffeetableandfacehim.

“Ithoughtwewereoutofthatplace.”

“Yeahwellshithappens.”Heshrugs.

“Soeachtimeshithappenswe’regoingto

gobackthere?”

“That’stheonlyplacewhereIfeelalive



Melo.”

“Yetyou’redeadwhenyou’reinthatplace.”

“AtleastIfeelsomething.”Inodandgetup.

“We’releavingforlunchat12.Beready.”He

nods.

“Sharp.”Iwalkaway.Ikneelnexttomybed.

“Lordpleaseintervene.”That’sallIcansay.

MyheartisheavybutIcan’tevenputwords

togetherbutmom saystheLordhears

what’sinourhearts.Islidebackintobed

andlistentomyraggingthoughts.Asoft

knockcomesthroughandBongwewalksin.

“Melo?”

“Huh.”Iclosemyeyes.Ifeelhim getting

intobedwithme.

Silence.



“Pleasedon’ttellmom youknowhow

worriedshegets.”Ichuckle.

“Iwon’t.”Iknowhowworriedmom isabout

him andIdon’twanttoaddontoherstress.

Sheanddadneedtoenjoytheirsemi-

retirementinpeacewithouthavingtoworry

abouttheirkids.

“I’m sorry.”Iheaveasighandturntoface

him.Hisbottom lipistremblingandthat

justbreaksmyheart.

“Bongwe.”Isaysoftlythenpullhim intomy

arms.HekeepsexhalingandIknowhe’s

tryingtofightthetears.“Letitout

Malibongwe.”Heshakeshishead.

“Simphiwecry.”

“I’m fine.”Hetriestogetoutofmyholdbut

Ipullhim closer.“LetmegoMelokuhle.”



“I’m hereandIloveyou.”Ifeelmychest

gettingwet.He’scrying.

“Whendoesthepainstop?”Hesayssoftly.I

wishIknew.

“Mom saysitdoesn’tbutyoulearntolive

withit.”

“Idon’twanttocarryonlivingifthepain

doesn’tgoaway.”Hisvoiceisstilllow.

“Youcan’tsaythatMalibongwe.”

“Ican’tbreatheNqo.IthurtseachtimeIdo.

Ican’tevensmile.”Asoftsobescapesout

ofhismouthandhisholdonmybody

tightens.

“Youneedtotrybaby.We’rehereandwe

loveyou.”

“It’ssosore.”



“IknowbabyIknowbutwe’llgetthroughit

alltogetherokay.”Henods.

“ThankyouNqo.”

“Igotyou.”

“Iknow.”I’m tryingsohardtokeepit

togetherforhim butLordknowsit’shard.I

letmytearsfallfreelyasItakemybrother’s

painandmakeitmine.He’srestingontop

ofmewithallhisbodyweight.Hemustbe

asleep.I’lllethim gethisrestbecauseI

knowhehasn’tbeengettingany.

Iclosemyeyesanddriftofftosleepjustfor

anhour.

I’m broughtoutofmyslumberbymy

ringingphone.Ireachforitandanswer.

“Yeah.”



“Uthiyeah?Kantiwhereareyou?”Iopenmy

eyesandcheckthecallerID.Mom.

“Ohhi.”

“Whereareyou?”

“I’m athome.”

“Melokuhleyou’restillathome?It’shalf

past1.”Shit.

“Ohdamn.Ijustclosedmyeyesforan

hour.”

“Justgethereandcallyourbrotherwhile

you’reatitngobahe’signoringmycalls.”I

knowshe’shurtbythat.

“He’snotignoringyourcallsmom,he’s

sleeping.”

“Howdoyouknow?”

“He’sinbedwithme.”



“Why?Whyishewithyou?Isheokay?”

She’sranting.Iknowshe’spanicking.

“Relaxmamawewerejustspendingsome

timetogetherthat’sall.”Shesighs.

“Okayjustgethere.”

“Yesmamaloveyou.”

“Loveyoutoomylittleblip.”Igruntand

hangup.Ihatethatname.

IshakeBongweandhegroans.Ishakehim

againandheopenshiseyes.

“Wehavetogogetreadywe’realready

late.”Hemumblessomethingashegetsoff

thebedandwalksout.Irushtothe

bathroom totakeaquickshowerthengo

getdressed.

IheaddownandIfindBongweinthe

kitchensnackingonbiltong.



“Youbetterreplacemystash.”Isay.

“Youinvitedmetocomeliveheresonah.”

Heshootsback.Argh.

“Let’sgo.”Igrabmybagandweheadout.

“Iseveryonealreadythere?”Heasks.

“Yeah.”Henodslightly.

“Justrelax.Itoldmom wewerecatchingup

soshewon’tbeallupinyourbusiness.”

“Thankssis.”

“Sure.”Therestofthedriveisfilledwith

Bongwe’schewingnoises.Rhaaaa.

“We’rehome.”Ishoutaswewalkinthe

door.

“Bongweee.”Shejumpsontohim andhe

catchesher.



“Hellogorgeous.”

“Hello.”Shegiveshim hertoothlesssmile

andhesmilesback.

“Wheredidyourtoothgoprincess?”

“Thetoothfairytookit.”Bongwegasps.

“Whydidn’tyoufightforit?”

“DaddysaidifI’m agoodgirlandletthe

toothfairytakeitshe’llleaveme

something.”Henods.

“Andwhatdidthetoothfairygiveyou?”

“Abicycle.”Ichuckle.Typicalofherparents.

“Canyourideit?”

“Yescomeletmeshowyou.”Shewiggles

herselfoutofherholdandtakeshishand

anddragshim offoutside.Imakemyway

furtherintothehouse.There’snoise



comingfrom thekitchen.

“Hii.”

“Mybaby.”Mom pullsmeintoherarms

thenplacesakissonmycheek.

“Himommy.”Sheletsgoofmethengoes

backtoherseat.

“Nqobs.”Ichuckle.

“HiauntySiba.”Shegivesmeasoftpeck.

“Uright?”Shestudiesmyface.Igivehera

faintsmileandnod.

“I’m fine.”Shenodsandpullsmeinfora

hug.

“We’lltalklater.”Shewhispersinmyear

beforelettingmego.Sigh.Iknowshewon’t

letthisgo.

“Heyfreckleface.”Shechucklesandlightly



pushesme.

“Ihadtosithereandlistentothingsthat

peoplemyageshouldn’thearbecauseyou

werelate.”Ichortle.Iknowwhatshemeans.

Mom andauntySibadon’thaveafilter

whenthey’vehadaglassortwo.

“AskieslovebutnexttimeI’llbeontime.”

Shechuckles.

“Hmmm.Thedad’sareoutside.”Inodthen

headouttothem.

“Sanibonanibodaddy.”

“Princess.”Theysayinunison.Ichuckle.I

givebothofthem hugsthensettleon

Bandile’slap.

“Mywife’slapnjalo.”Ishrug.

“Itwasminefirstnjalo.”



“Youneedtofindanewoneforyourself.”

Hesays.

“Daddy.”Iwhine.

“LeavemyprincessalonewenaBandile.”I

stickmytongueouttohim.

“Howareyousis?”

“I’m fineandyou?”

“I’m good.”Hereadsmyfacethennods.

“Where’sMalinongwe?”Heasks.

“Outfrontwiththeprincessthatgota

bicyclefrom thetoothfairy.”Ishootmy

uncletheeyeandheshrugs.

“Shewantedabicycle.”Hesayscoolly.

“Youspoilher.”Isay.

“Ialsospoiledyousowhoa.”Wechortle.

Bongwewalkstouswithafrownonhis



face.

“Yini?”Ishout.

“Yourprincessisbossy.”Wesharealaugh.

Shereallyisthough.Themom’swalkout

andsettlenexttotheirmenandImove

from Ndile’slaptoBongwe’sandrestmy

headonhisshoulder.

FamilytimeismyfavouriteandLordknows

justhowgratefulIam tohavethesepeople

inmylife.
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Iopenmyeyesandlookaroundmy

surroundings.OhkonjeIsleptoverathome.

IraisemyheadandI’m hitbythemotherof

allpains.ThisiswhyIsleptover–Ihadtoo



muchtodrink.

Islowlymakemywayoutoftheblankets

andsteadilywalktothebathroom.Ilook

horrible.NomorealcoholforyouNqobile.

Pshhyeahright,whodoIthinkI’m fooling

though?Ialwayssaythisafteraheavy

nightofdrinking.

Ibrushmyteethandwashmyfacethen

headtothekitchen.Therearegiggles

comingfrom there.Argh.Dadhasmom in

hisarmsandhe’ssingingtoher.She’s

lookingathim likehe’stheonlythinginthe

world.Hegivesherasoftpeckandshe

giggles.

TearsburnmyeyesandIturnonmyheels

andrushbacktomyroom.Ithrowmyself

onthebedandstartsobbing.Myparents

havealwaysbeenmyinspiration.I’ve



alwaysadmiredthelovethattheyshared

andIlovedhowtheyweren’tafraidtoshow

itoff.

Wewereraisedinahouseholdwhereloving

openlyandwholeheartedlywasthenorm.

WhenIstarteddatingmyexhusbandI

thoughthewasmyperfectmatch.Dadhad

setthestandardprettyhighandhejust

tickedalltheboxes.

NowhereIam cryingbecauseitdidn’twork

out.

SomeonebudgesinandItrywipingmy

tearsaway.

“Sis.”Hesayssoftly.Iclearmythroatand

turnmyhead.

“Huh?”Hesitsonthebedandpullsmeinto

hisembrace.



“I’m sorryyou’restillhurting.”Inodlightly

andallowmytearstofall.

“It’sokaynana.”

“Butit’snotokayMelobecauseyou’renot

supposedtohurtbecauseofaguy.”

“Calm downMalibongwe.”Iwipemytears

andcuphisface.

“I’m sorry.”Ishakemyhead.

“Itdoesn’thurtasmuchasitusedto.”He

sighs.

“Iprayyoufindabettermanthanheever

wasoreverwillbe.”IchuckleasIpullhim

inforahug.

“We’llseekiddo,we’llsee.”Hekissesmy

cheekthengetsup.

“Mom saidtotellyouthatbreakfastis



ready.”

“I’m nothungrybutIwillcomedownina

few.”

“Okay.”HewalksoutandIsettlebackinto

myblankets.Isuddenlydon’tfeellike

seeinganyone.Iclosemyeyesandhope

thatIcanfallbacktosleep.

I’vebeenlyinginbedforclosetoanhour

nowandstillsleepdoesn’twanttovisitme.

Aknockcomesthroughthedoor.

“Ngena.”HewalksinholdingatrayandI

sigh.

“Igotyoubreakfast.”

“ThanksdadbutI’m reallynothungry.”

“Justafewspoonsofthefruitsalad



princess.”Iheaveasighandsitup.

“Fine.”Itakethebowlandliterallyeattwo

spoonsthensetitaside.

“Melokuhle.”

“Yousaidafew.DadIreallyjustwantto

sleep.”

“Bongwetellsusyou’renotfine.Your

motherwantedtocometalktoyoubutI

nowthebothofyouweregoingtoendupin

tears.”Ishrug.Idon’twanttotalkhonestly.

“I’m finedaddyIswear.”

“You’renotbutIcantellyoujustwanttobe

alonesoI’llleaveyou.We’regoingtothe

storeswithyourbrotherne.”

“Okay.Pleasegetmesomethingnice.”

“Wineitismyprinces.”Wesharealaugh.



“Mxm oho.”

“Lindokuhleiscomingtofetchafilefrom

yourmothersoifhecomesandwe’renot

backjustlethim inokay.”

“Sharp.”Hekissesmyforehead.

“Iloveyouprincess.”

“Iloveyoutoodaddy.”HewalksoutandI

sinkbackintotheblankets.

Igetupandchangeoutofmypyjamasand

headdown.Igrabatubofyoghurtandgo

settleonthecouch.

ThedoorbellringsandIrushtogoopen.

Ican’tbelieveit.Helooksexactlylikehis

dad.Drippinginmelaninandallbuffedup.

“Melo.”Hegivesmehisdashingsmile.



“Ndo.”HeopenshisarmsandIstepintohis

embrace.

“Howareyou?”Hisvoicevibratesagainst

myear.

“I’m goodthanksandyou?”

“I’m finethankyou.”Hepullsoutofthe

embraceandlooksatmelikehe’sstudying

me.“YoulookgoodMelo.”

“SodoyouNdo.Comein.”Istepasideand

hewalksin.Ileadhim tothelivingroom

andwesettleonthecouch.“CanIgetyou

somethingtodrink?”Iask.

“Coffee?”

“Howdoyoutakeit?”

“Black.Twospoonsofsugar.”Inod.

“I’llbeback.”Iwalktothekitchenandgetto



makehiscoffee.Iseteverythingonatray

andheadbackin.

“ThankyoumaMkhize.”Igivehim afaint

smileandnod.

“You’rewelcome.”

“Sowhathaveyoubeenupto?LastI

checkedyouwereshowingthefashion

industryflamesMelz.”Ilaugh.

“Thatdoesn’tsoundright.”

“Whatever.So?”

“WellIstartedmyownpublicationabouta

yearago.”

“Afashionmagazine?”

“Obviously.”Wesharealaugh.

“Areyoustilldesigning?”Ishrug.

“NotasmuchasI’dliketobutyeah.”



“You’reanamazingdesignerMelokuhleyou

can’tjustquit.”

“I’llgetbackintoitstruu.”Hechuckles.

“Youbetter.”

“AndwenaMrMngomezuluhow’sthe

businessworld?”Heshakeshishead.

“It’sgood.Growing.”

“Dudeyoulooklikeyourfather.”Helaughs.

“Igetthatalot.”

“Evenyoursister.Shecametheotherday

withAuntyMinnieandmygosh.”

“Mngomezulu’sgenesareverystrong.”Too

strongifyouaskme.Noneofthem look

littletheirmother.Notevenabit.

“Ibetyoumurderthem intheboardroom

justlikehim.”



“Itry.”Hesayssoftly.

“What’swrongNdo?”

“Nothing.”

“Comeonkhulumanamibra.”

“Let’sdodinnerthenwecantalkaboutit.”I

nod.

“Icanneversaynotofreefoodandwine.”

Helaughsoutloudeventhrowinghishead

back.

“GoshMelokantiunjaninaheh?”

“Ngrightshame.”

“Yeahyoudefinitelyare.”Wespendour

timecatchinguponawholelotbeforemy

parentsgetback.

WepromisetohavedinneronWednesday

nightandImustsayI’m lookingforwardto



it.
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NowIlovemycareerne.Ichoseitandall

kodwathis3AM calltimethingisshit.

Tysonisthetypethatlikesthingstolookas

authenticaspossible.Soifhecangetthe

sunrisewhyshouldheusephotoeditorto

manipulatethesunriseintothepicture?

Thisiswherethe3AM calltimecomesin.

NowIthoughtstartingmyownpublication

meantmechillingintheofficewhilesipping

oncappuccinosandgoingthroughmy

emails.LookIknewthatIwouldhavetoget

myhandsdirtybutIreallydidn’texpectto

wakeupatbloody2AM inthemorningand



gotowork.Sigh.

Irolloutofbedandgotakeaquickshower.

Ifinishupthengothrowonabasiclooking

outfitwithacoatontopandsneakers.I’m

notgoingtoevenmakemybed.Iheadto

thekitchenandmakemyselfcereal.Ieat

whilemakingashake.Remindmeagain

whymaraIchosethiscareer?Haai.

Ifinisheatingthenthrowmydishinthesink,

I’llseetoitwhenIcomeback.Igrabmy

bag,myshakeandwaterthenheadout.

DadwouldfreakifheknewthatI’m driving

throughthestreetsofJoziduringwitching

hour.

Iarriveonsetandthemodelsarealready

beingprepped.TysonhasalreadysetupI



see.

“Morningteam.”

“MrsM.”Icringe.

“IkeeptellingyoutocallmeMeloplease.”

Shechuckles.

“OkayMelo.”Ishakemyhead.Ihatethat

titlenow.

ImakemywaytoTy.

“Hey.”

“Melohowareyou?”

“I’m grumpyasfuckandyou?”Hechuckles.

“Thelifeofabottom feeder,I’m usedtothis

soarethemodels.”

“Argh.”We’reworkingona#BeYouspread

forthemagazine.It’sallaboutencouraging

eachindividualtolivetheirtruthbecause



weliveinaworldwherewe’reoftenshut

downforbeingourselvessowhatdowedo?

Webecomesomethingthatwearen’t.

Tyhasthisideaofthesunrise.Hesaysit

willsignifyanewdawnforeachindividual.I

lovetheideaandTysonisagreat

photographersoIknowthatwhateverheis

seeinginhisheadwillcomeoutlookingten

timesbetteronprint.

“Iwasthinkingne.”Iknowwhenthiswhite

boysays‘ne’he’sabouttospitsomecrap.

“Yeah?”

“Howaboutwegetyouinfrontofthe

camera.”Ichortle.Yousee?Crap.

“Nothankyou.”

“Thinkaboutit.You’rethefaceofthe

magazine,you’rethebrandandit’snotlike



youhaven’tbeeninfrontofthecamera

before.”

“Yesasadesignernotasamodelora

publicationownerorwhatever.”

“You’reapowerfulwomanMelo.Alotof

womenlookuptoyouandwiththis

campaignyoucandoalot.”

“Tyson.”

“OkayokayI’m pushing.Nexttimethough.”

Ichuckle.

“I’llthinkaboutit.”Henodsandwalksaway.

HeprobablyknowsthatIwon’tbuthey.

Thereissomethingsoothingabout

watchingthesunrise.Allonthosedifferent

occasionsthatI’vehadtheopportunityto

watchitI’vealwaysbeenatpeace.It’sa



beautifulsight.

I’m standingherewatchingTysonandhis

modelsdotheirthing.Theladiesinall

shapes,sizesandlookslookamazing.The

sunriseinthebackgroundisdoingthemost

rightnow.Ithinkthisisgoingtobemost

beautifulfeaturewe’veeverworkedon.

Oneofthemodelswalkstome.

“HiMelo.”

“Hilove.Beautifulworkoutthere.”

“Thankyou.Iloveyourwork.Iliterallydied

whenyousaidyouweretakingapause

from designing.”Ichuckle.She’sdramatic.

“I’llbebackoneday.”

“Ihopeso.Ihavealwayshadthisdream of

walkinginoneofyourshows.Yourfinal

showstoppergavemelife.Istillhaven’t



seenanythingthatcanmatchuptoit.”I

giveheragenuinesmile.Italwaysmakes

mehappywhenpeopleappreciatemywork.

“Thankyoulove.Ireallyappreciateit.”

“Don’tforgetmewhenyougetbackintoit

ne.”Ichortle.

“Someonepleasecomesnapapicofus.I

needtorememberthismoment.”Lee

comesthroughandsnapsafewand

promisestoemailthem tome.

“Myfriendsaregoingtodie.”Shesqueals

andrunsoff.Suchencountersalwaysleave

mefeelingwarm andfuzzy.

Theshootwrapsupataround6AM.

ImagineIshouldbewakingupnow.We

packupandheadout.It’saSaturdaysoI’m



gratefulthatIdon’thavetogototheoffice.

Ithinkweallare.

Igethomeandthrowmyselfonthecouch.

I’m notevensleepyanymoresoIknowthat

goingtobedwillbeawaste.Ishouldcatch

uponmyseries.Iheadtothekitchento

makepopcornandsomecoffee.

MyphoneringsjustasIsettle.Whocallsso

early?It’sNdo.

“MrMngomezulu.”

“MaMkhizehowareyou?”

“I’m goodandyou?”

“Good.Howwastheshoot?Iwantedtocall

earlierbutIdidn’twanttodisturb.”

“ItwentreallywellNdo.Thewholesunrise

andthemodelsreallymadewakingupat2

worthwhile.”Hechuckles.



“I’m gladitwentwell.LookI’m flyinginand

Iwouldlovetododinner.”

“ComeoverI’llcook.”

“UkuphiuMalibongwe?”Ichuckle.

“Whetherhe’shereornotdoesn’tmatter

kodwahe’satBandile’sfortheweekend.He

leftonThursday.”

“Howishe?”

“He’llgetthere.”Hesighs.

“I’llseeyoulaterke.”

“Sharp.”Ihangup.

SoLindokuhleandIhavehungoutacouple

oftimesnow.Wehadourplanneddinner

thenwedidrandom luncheswheneverhe

wasintownafterthat.It’sbeenfour

monthsofbeautifulgrownupfriendship.



He’smostlybasedoverseasandinCape

Townwhenhe’shere.I’vebeenpromising

tovisithim inCapeTownandIwilloneday

yazi.

It’s1PM andI’m stillwatchingTV.Ilove

watchingmyseriesoncetheseasonhas

finished.Thisthingofcliffhangersliterally

givesmeaheadache.Ican’thandlewaiting

aweekforanepisodengeke.

Myphone.Hmm it’sbusynyanatoday.

“Hello.”

“Sweetheart.”Myheartdrops.Isigh.

“Lerato.”

“Howareyousweetheart?”

“Kesharpwena?”



“Kesharp.CanwepleasemeetMelo

please?”

“Whateveryouwanttosayyoucansayover

thephone.”I’vehonestlymadesomuch

progressoverthepastcoupleofmonths

thatIdon’twanttohaveasetback.

“PleaseMelo.”

“Bonamoit’seitheryoutalknoworforever

holdyourpeacebecauseafterthiscallI’m

blockingyournumber.”

“Ijustwanttoapologise.”

“IforgaveyouLerato.”

“Ishould’vefoughtforyou.”

“Yeahbutyoudidn’t.”

“I’m sorryMelo.Iam sosorrysweetheart.I

shouldn’thaveletmyfamilygetnbetween



us.”

“Youknowwhat’sfunnyisthatwehadthe

conversationandyoupromisedtofightfor

me.Itwasalwayssohardformetobewith

yourfamilybecausetheydidn’tthinkIwas

womanenoughtobeyourwife.Iheard

everythingthattheysaidbehindmyback

kodwabecauseIlovedyousodamnmuch

LeratoItookallthejabsandpunchesmara

wenawhenthetimecameforyoutobemy

husbandyoujuststeppedback.BonaI

forgaveyouandthat’sallyouneededakere.

Wedon’thavekidsorevenadogthatwill

forceustostayincontactsopleasestop

callingme.Iwillneveragreetomeetup

withyou.SOSTOP.”

“Okay.Forwhatit’sworthItrulydoloveyou

sweetheart.”



“Iknow.”Ihangupandsigh.

Letmegocook.

Ijustfinishedputtingonmydressand

shameIlookcute.Mom boughtthisawhile

backandIhonestlydon’tknowwhyI

haven’tbeenwearingit.

Thedoorbellrings.

“Hi.”

“Muhles.”Hescoopsmeupinhisarmsand

spinsmearound.Igiggle.

“Yousmellandlookgood.”He’swearinga

maroonsuitwithawhileshirtandblack

loafers.

“YoulookbetterthanIcouldever.”

“There’stheMngomezulucharm.”He



chuckles.

“CanIgetabeerplease?”Wewalktothe

kitchenandIgethim hisbeerandpoura

glassofwineformyself.

“Youjustgotback?”

“Yepliterallycamestraightherefrom the

airport.”

“Soveleyoukeepthatcarparkedatthe

airport?”

“Yeah.”

“Hmmmm nicelifeproblemsheh.How

muchdoyoupaynje?”Helaughsloudly.

“Aslongasmycarissafe.”

“Hmmmmmm.”

“Icanhearyourjudgement.”

“VeleI’m judgingyouahh.”Wesharea



laugh.

LindoisoneofthemostcarefreepeopleI

know.

“Sowhatdidyoucook?”

“Roastchickenandvegandafewsaladson

theside.”Heraiseshiseyebrow.“YesI

madepapforyou.”Hechucklesandkisses

myforehead.

“Ishouldwifeyourass.”Ichortle.

“Mxm.Wheredoyouwanttoeat?”

“InfrontoftheTVplease.”Inodandgetto

dishingup.Isethisplateonatrayandtake

ittohim withawetdishclothforhishands.

“Hereyougo.”

“ThanksMelo.”HetakesthetrayandI

makemywaybacktothekitchentograb



myplate.

“Sohowwasthequeenland?”

“Ahhitwasokay.Coldanddepressing.”

“Shameaskiesi.”

“Ahhwhatcanwesaythough.”

“Theworkneedstogoonangithi.”

“Exactly.”Wehaveourdinnerwith

conversationflowingandlaughterallround.

We’reinthekitchenwashingthedishes,he

insisted.I’m washingandhe’sdrying.

“SowhenareyouvisitingmeinCape

Town?”

“Sizobaona.”IfeelhiseyesonmesoIturn

tolookathim.“Yini?”Iask.

Heputstheplateanddishclothinhishand



downandstepsclosertome.

“You’resobeautifulMelo.”

“Thankyou.”Isaysoftly.

Hecupsmyfacethenlowershisheadand

brusheshislipsovermine.
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Iputmyhandsoneithersidesofhiswaist

andenjoythekiss.Hesweepshistongue

andpullsmecloser.Ourtonguesdance

aroundandcreatesomethingohsosweet.

Hishandstraveldowntomywaistand

settlethere.

Thekississweetandunhurried.Iget

shiversdownmyspinewhenhegently



sucksonmybottom lip.Ihaven’tbeen

kissedinoverayearandLindoisendingmy

draughtwithabang.Ihookmyhands

aroundhisneckandthisgiveshim an

opportunitytopullmecloser.Ifeelhis

bulgeonmyabdomenandImoan.

IdidsayI’m indraught.Ihaven’thadsexin

almost18months.Whenthingsstarted

fallingapartbetweenLeratoandmewe

stoppedhavingsex.Yeahwe’dkissaftera

conversationthatwethoughtwouldturn

thingsaroundbutthat’sit.Hepresseshis

bulgeharderandIswearIjustcreameda

bit.

I’m horny.I’m bloodyhorny.Iwantsex.It’s

notlikeI’m avirginsoitwouldn’tbewrong

formetojumphim right?Myhandtravels

allthewaydownandIfeelhisgift.Wow.He



groansandgivesmyassatightsqueeze.

Canhestopbeingagentlemanandripmy

dressoffalready?

Thepacehaschangedandthekissisfilled

withneed.Igetonmytoesandmyquim

comesincontactwiththisbulgethroughall

thismaterial.Sigh.Irubmyselfupagainst

him.Hekeepssqueezingmyassandthat’s

justaddingfueltothefire.

Hepullsbackandrestshisheadonmy

forehead.Istillhavemyeyesclosed.Iwas

closeman.

“Thankyoufordinnermuhles.”Ican’t

recognisehisvoicerightnow.

“Yeah.”Isaybreathlesslywithmyeyesstill

shut.

“Ishouldgetgoing.I’llseeyouwhenIcome



back.”

“Uyaphi?”

“Tanzania.”

“Whenwillyoubeback?”

“Inaweek.”

“Okay.”Hekissesmyforeheadthenletsgo.

Hewalksoutleavingmerootedinthesame

spot.Whatthehelljusthappened?

It’sbeentwodayssincethekissandthings

betweenNdoandIarejustoff.Wehaven’t

spokenlikehowweusedto.Heblames

workandIdothesamebutIknowthat

from mysideitwasbecauseofthekiss.

Asdeliciousasitwasitwasstill

unexpectedandIdon’tknowhowtodeal



withthat.

Mydoorswingsopenandmyparentswalk

in.Dadiscarryingapaperbag.Theylook

good.Mymom isageinggracefully.Her

curvesgivemelifeanddon’tgetmestarted

onherbeautifulflawlessskin.

“Ididn’tknowyouguyswerecoming.”Iget

upandgivemamaahug.Sheholdsonto

me.

“Imissedyou.”

“Imissedyoutoomom.”

“CanIalsogetahug?”Igiggleandpull

awayfrom mom andlaunchmyselfatdad.

“Hidaddy.”

“Helloprincess.You’regainingyourweight

back.”Irollmyeyes.



“Whatdidyouguysbring?”

“Burgers.”

Wesettleonthecouch.Thesearemy

favourite.Igotthebaconandribburger.

Yum.Dadblessesthefoodandwedigin.

“Thanksforthis.”Itakeabiteandmoan.

“Iknowright.”Mom says.

“Sohow’swork?”Inodrepeatedly.Itooka

hugebitesoI’m stillchewing.

“It’sgood.”

“Isawsome#BeYouboardwhenwecame

inwhat’sthatabout?”

“It’ssortofacampaignwe’reworkingon.

It’sallaboutencouragingpeopleto

embracewhotheyreallyare.”

“Hmmm.Itshouldbeinteresting.”



“You’llloveitmama.”

Dad’sphoneringsandheexcuseshimself.

“Wehavetwoseconds,let’sgo.”Ichuckle.

Wealwaysdoit.Itmakesthegossipthat

muchjuicier.

“LindoandIkissedandIdon’tknowhowto

dealwitheverything.”Iblurtout.

“Whaaaaaaaaaaaat?”ZobuhleMkhizeis

dramaticthough.

“Mom man.Focus.”

“LindokuhleasinMngomezulu?Asin

ShakaandMinenhle’skid?”Igrunt.This

woman.

“Yesmom thatone.”

“Howdidithappen?ImeanlasttimeI

checkedyouguyswerejustfriends.”



“Wewere.Imeanweare.”Iheaveasigh.

“Hecameoverfordinnerandjustbeforehe

leftithappened.”

“Howwasit?”

“HaaiZobuhle.”Shegiggles.

“Okayseriouslynow.Haveyouguysspoken

aboutit?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Ifeelawkwardaboutit.”

“Andyena?”

“Honestlyhe’salwaysconsiderateofmy

feelingssoIthinkhe’sjustnotbringingitup

becausehecantellukuthiIkindofdon’t

wanttogetintoit.”Shenodslightly.

“WhatifLindoistheoneforyou?”



“Thereisnooneformeouttheremama

youknowhowIfeelaboutthis.”

“Buthypotheticallyspeaking.”

“Nomom.YouknowIdon’twanttobeina

relationship.Notnow.Notever.”

“OhNqobilewam,areyougoingtodeny

yourselfashotathappinessbecauseof

Lerato?”

“It’snotevenabouthim.It’saboutmeand

whatIcanoffer.”Shesighs.

“You’rebeingtoohardonyourself.

LindokuhleisnotlikeLerato.”

“WellLeratostartedoutasaLindokuhle

angithi.”

“Okaythatissomewhattruebutstill.”

“How’sgogo?”Shechuckleswhileshaking



herhead.Iknowwhatshe’sthinkingbutI

don’twanthertosayit.

“She’sfine.”

“Shestillwon’tmoveinwithyouvele?”She

laughs.

“Youknowhowsheis.Shesaysthehouse

keeperisenoughforher.”Ichuckle.My

grandmotherhasalwaysbeenabouther

independence.Whenmkhulupassedaway

sherefusedtomoveoutofherhousesowe

alltookturnsgoingtovisitherandBongwe

untilweweresuretheywereokay.

Ithinkshedoesn’twanttomoveoutofher

housebecauseitremindsherofmkhulu.

“Ishouldgospendtheweekendthere.”

“Yesandtakeyourbrotherwithyou.”

“AhhhhespendshisweekendsatBandile’s



butI’llaskhim.”

“Ishefinethough?”Inod.

“Yeahhe’sgettingbackintohisschoolwork

andhe’sgoingtoworksoyeah.”

“Iworryabouthim.”

“Iknowmom buthe’llbefine.”

Dadwalksbackinandmom startslaughing.

Ican’thelpbutjoinher.Iknowwhatshe’s

thinking.Hisphonecallgaveusenough

timetoactuallycatchup.

“Youtwoseem tobehavingfunwithout

me.”

“Neverdaddy.”Isayinnocently.

“Hmmmm.”Iappreciatethesetwohuman

beingsmorethantheycanunderstand.

Wespendtimecatchingupontheweather,



work,lifeandeverythinginbetween.

I’m onmywayhomeafterabusydayat

work.Everythingneedstobeperfectby

deadline.

“Sistas.”

“Pelo.Osharpmara?”

“Aisiyazamazamayouknow.”Inod.

“Igotyourstuffne,sojustringmewhen

you’ready.”

“Godblessyoumysista.”Ismilewidely.

“Thankyou.Laterge.”

“Shosho.”SoPeloisasecurityguardatthe

gateandonthesidehehasabusiness.He

sellsthemostamazingbakedgoodsever.

Iwantedtosponsorhim butherefused,



saidhewantedtoworkforithimselfsoI

insistedonbuyinghim hismonthlysupply’s.

SoeverytwoweeksIbuyeverythingonthe

list.Hedoesn’twantmetodeliveritforhim

becausehefeelslikehe’sabusingme.Sigh.

Sohisfrienddropshim offonceeverytwo

weeks.

Mom hasalwaystaughtusaboutthepower

ofgivingbackandlendingahelpinghand.

ShealwaysusesThabangasanexample.

Apparentlyshehelpedhim,gavehim ajob

andpaidforhisvarsityfeesandnowthe

guyisrollinginit.HewasontheForbeslist

nengnengandwellmom wasaproud

mama.

SoI’m tryingofollowinherfootstepsand

maketheworldabetterplace.



MalibongweiswatchingTVwhileeating

something.

“Ya.”

“Hisis.Youfoodisintheoven.”

“Whatdidyoucook?”

“Papwithrunaways.”

“Unamanga.”Igogetmyplateandvelehe

cookedpapwithchickenfeetandtomato

gravy.

Iheadbacktothelivingroom withmyplate.

“Thislooksamazing.”

“Bandiletaughtmehowtomakethem like

that.”Ofcoursehedid.Idiginandloseit.

Thisistodiefor.

“Niceonebuddy.”

“Yeahyeah.”



“SoIwasthinkingofspendingthatother

weekendkugogo,areyoucomingwith?”He

heavesasigh.

“Sure.”

“Areyousure?”

“Yes.”Mkhulu’sdeathaffectedusallbutit

literallycrushedBongwe.Itwassohard

havingtowatchmybrothergothroughall

ofthat.

“Iloveyou.”

“IloveyoutooNqo.”

I’m inbedgoingthroughmyemailswhen

myphonerings.It’sLindo.

“Hi.”

“Melohowareyou?”



“I’m okayandyou?”

“CanIpleaseseeyouwhenIcomeback?I

won’tbeabletocometoJoburgsoI’llbook

youaflighttoCapeTown.”

“Okay.”Isaysoftly.

“Great.I’m wrappingupquickerthanI

thoughtheresoI’llseeyoutomorrow

evening.”Hehangsup.Ini?Tomorrow?

Someofuswork.Wecan’tjusttakedays

off.Uyahlanyalo.
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Lookatmedrivinglikeamaniacfrom the

office.Ileftabitearlierbuttrafficman.I

driveinandrushinsidetograbmybag.It’s

notinmyroom.Whereisit?



“You’relate.Let’sgo.”Malibongwesays

thenwalksaway.

“Mybag.Whereismybag?”

“Inthecarnowcome.”Heshoutsfrom

somewhere.ArghIcan’tevenchange.I

rushtothegaragetograbmyhandbagand

laptopbag.

ImakemywaytoBongwe’scarandwe

driveoff.

“Ithoughtyouweregoingtocomeearly.”

“Ilefttheofficeearlykodwatraffic.”

“Ididn’tseeyouinthemorning.Youlook

powerful.”

“Thankyoubaby.”

“SoNdone.”Hechuckles.Igrunt.

“Yini.”



“YouknowIwantyoutobehappyandifhe

hasthepotentialofmakingyouhappythen

whynotdiveinMelo.”

“Malibongwe.”

“NohonestlyMeloyouneedtopractice

whatyoupreach.Youalwaystellmetotake

achanceonlovewellnawetakeachance.

WeknowLindokuhle,hecomesfrom a

goodfamilyandwedefinitelyknowthat

auntyMinniewillneverlethim getaway

withhurtingyou.”

“Ihearyou.”

“Noyou’renot,you’reonlysayingthatto

shutmeup.Leratowasn’thalfbadhonestly.

Yesintheendhewasaspinelessprick

kodwahelovedyou.Nowimagineaman

thatlovesyoumorethanhedidandwilldo

anythingtomakeyouhappy.I’m actually



shockedthatittookhim thislongtomakea

move.”Ichuckle.Idon’tlikeitwhen

Bongwemakessense.

“Idon’tlikeyoumuchrightnow.”

“YouneverlikemewhenImakesense.You

onlylikemewhenI’m highandquiet.”We

chortle.He’srightnow.Ahighandfloating

Malibongweisthebestattimes.

“I’m scared.”Isayhonestly.

“Aleapoffaithisalwaysscarybutyouhave

totakeitinordertomoveforwardwithlife.”

Hesayssoftly.Iputmyhandonhisthigh

andheturnstogivemeafaintsmile.

“Aleapoffaith.”

“Yes.Thatareawe’realwaysscaredofis

wherewealwaysfindourhappinessand

sometimespurpose.”Malibongwemightbe



astonerkodwaheisbrilliant.

“Thankyou.”

“Igotyourback.”

“AndIyou.”Weeventuallygettotheairport

andIrushinafterbiddingmybabygoodbye.

Touchdown.Thereisacertainamountof

warmthCapeTownbringstomylife.Ilove

it.It’sacityaftermyownheart.

IchucklewhenIseethismanwithaboard

thathasthenameMuhles.Mngomezulu

kodwa.

“Hi.”

“Hima’am NqobileMkhize?”

“Yes.”

“IwassentbyMrMngomezulutotakeyou



tothehotel.”Heinsistsontakingmy

unnecessarilylargebag.Ineedoptions

okay.HoweverIam planningongoingto

worktomorrowsoLindobetternottestme.

HeopensthedoorformeandIslidein.

Lindokuhlewantedmetostayathishouse

butIrefusedsoheputmeupinourhotel.

Somom andShakaMngomezulu,whois

Lindo’sdad,wentintopropertytogetherand

somewherealongthelinetheybuiltahotel.

Youcouldnevertellthatmom ownsso

muchproperty.Thewaysheissohumble.I

loveit.

WegettothehotelandImakemywayin.I

checkinthenheadtomyroom tobathand

getchanged.

“Dinnerat9”That’sthetexthesentinthe

morning.Noplease.Nonothing.



Ihaveonablackdressthathugsmeinall

therightplaces.Ithankmamaformy

curves.They’renottoobig,justright.

Mydresshasaslitallthewayuptomy

thigh.Ineedtoreallyapplythisshearoil.I

pairmydresswithadustypinkheelanda

clutchbag.Istylemybraidsandfinishoff

withapinklip.Ilookgood.

AknockcomesthroughthedoorandItake

adeepbreathbeforegoingtoopen.Ndo

looksdapperasalways.Tailormadesuitas

always.HelefthisbeardunshavenandI

mustsayhelooksmuchbetterwithit.

“YoulookbreathtakingMelo.”

“LookingfineasalwaysNdo.”

“Shallwe?”



“Yes.”Igrabmybagandweheadout.

Sigh.Lindoissoextrathough.Hebooked

outthewholerestaurant.WHY?Argh.

Peoplewithmoney.

“Sowhatareyouhaving?”Heasksme.

“Goaheadandorderforme.”He’sbeen

orderingmearoundmossohemightas

well.

“Todrink?”

“Red.”Heplacesourorderandthewaiter

leaves.

“Sohowareyoumuhles?”

“I’m fineandyou?”

“I’m good.”

“HowwasTanzania?”



“Beautiful.Weshouldgotheresometime.”I

nodlightly.

“Yeah.”

“What’swrong?”

“Idon’tappreciatehowyoujusttoldmeto

comehere.Likeyouliterallymademedrop

mymorningmeetings.”

“Melo.”

“Nodon’tsayyou’resorrybecauseyou’re

not.”Hechuckles.

“Ifyoudidn’twanttobehereyouwouldn’t

beheremuhles.”

“Screwyou.”Ipushmychairandstandup.

Healsostands.

“OkayI’m sorry.Iknowitwasn’trightbutI

justdidn’tknowwhatelsetodo.”



“Apleasewould’vebeenniceyouknow.”

“IknowIknow.From nowonIpromiseIwill

leavemyjackasstendenciesathome.”

“Kantiyouknowyou’reanass.”Heshrugs.

“It’sthatMngomezuluthing.”Ilaugh.

“Soarrogant.”

“Yeahyeah.Nowcanwesitbackdownand

enjoydinner?”

Isettlebackonmyseat.Hepoursaglass

ofwineformeandforhimself.

“ImissedyouMelo.”Ilookathim withme

headtilted.

“Ohreallynow?”

“Yesreallynow.IalwaysmissyouwhenI

don’tseeyou.”Ichuckle.

“Ncohthat’scute.”Heburstsoutlaughing.



“Yousureknowhowtostripamanofhis

manhoodNqobile.”Ijoinhim inlaughter.

OurfoodarrivesandI’m happywithhis

choice.Lambshankwithmashand

vegetablesforme.Thepotatoesarebuttery

andgarlicky.Heaven.

“Thisisamazing.”

“CanIhaveataste?”Ichuckle.He’shaving

steakwithcreamedspinachandroasted

veges.

“Angifuni.”

“Please.”Hepullsasadface.Helookstoo

damncute.

“Mxm.”Ipushmyplatetowardhim andhe

smiles.



Heendsupeatingmoreofmymealthan

his.Argh.

“Dancewithme.”Therehegoesagain.I

raiseaneyebrow.“Please.”Ichuckleand

offerhim myhand.Heputshishands

aroundmywaistandstartsmoving.

“There’snomusic.”

“Youwantmetosingforyou?”Igiggleand

nod.

“Yesplease.”Heclearshisthroat

dramaticallycausingmetolaugh.

“Someday,whenI’m awfullylow

Whentheworldiscold

Iwillfeelaglowjustthinkingofyou

Andthewayyoulooktonight.”He’slooking

deepintomyeyes.Ngathihecansee



throughthedeepestpartsofme.

“Yes,you’relovely,withyoursmilesowarm

Andyourcheekssosoft

Thereisnothingformebuttoloveyou

Andthewayyoulooktonight

Witheachwordyourtendernessgrows

Tearin’myfearapart

Andthatlaugh..wrinklesyournose

Touchesmyfoolishheart

Lovely..Never,neverchange

Keepthatbreathlesscharm

Won’tyoupleasearrangeit?‘CauseIlove

you

Justthewayyoulooktonight”Tearsare

fallingfrom myeyes.Hehasavery



beautifulvoice.Thatwasmorethanjust

him singing,Icanfeelitwhichscaresme.

“MelokuhleI’m notperfect.ActuallyI’m an

assbutaniceassatthat.I’m notpromising

youthemoonandmarsbutIpromiseto

makeyouhappyatalltimes.AllIaskisthat

yougivemeachance.”Ishakemyhead.

“WhynotMelo?”

“We’vehadconversationsNdoyouwant

somethingIwillneverbeabletogiveyou.”

“Whatisthat?”

“Youwantchildren.”

“Yesbutonlyinthefuturenotanytimesoon

angithi.”

“Ican’thavekidsNdo.”Isaysoftly.
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“Ican’thavekidsNdo.”Isaysoftlythen

hidemyfaceonhischest.Ifeeltearsburn

m eyesandItrytoblinkthem backbutthey

slowlymaketheirwaydownmyface.

“Melo.”Hisvoicesoundspained.

Ican’thandlehispity.IthoughtthatIwould

neverhavetosaythatoutloudagainbutI

waswrong.Ican’tevenexplainthepainof

havingtoutterthewords‘Icannothave

children’,itcutsdeeperthanyoucan

imagine.

Growingupinahomefulloflovefrom my

grandparents,myparentsandsiblings,I

knewthatIwantedabigfamily.Iwanted

mylittleblipstogrowupinanenvironment



filledwiththesamekindofloveand

supportthatIgot.

IthoughtI’dinstilinthem thesamevalues

myparentsinstilledinus.IalsothoughtI’d

teachthem howtobekindtoeachother

andalwayshaveeachother’sbackslikemy

siblingsandI.

Sigh.

‘Conceivingorcarryingababytoterm will

bedifficult.’Thosewordsutteredbythe

doctorchangedthecourseofmylife.Iwish

therewasawaytoerasethem from my

memorybutunfortunatelyscienceisnot

thatadvancedasyet.

“Melokuhlebabypleaselookatme.”Ishake

myhead.Doeshewantmetoseethepity

writtenalloverhisface?



“Iwanttogohome.”Isaysoftly.Ijustwant

tobealonehonestly.

“Irememberwhenwewereinhighschool

andourparentswouldjokeaboutusbeing

together.Rememberhowweusedtolaugh

itoffthengiveeachotherdisgustedlooks?”

Hechuckles.“Thentimewentbyandlife

happenedandwedidn’tseemuchofeach

otherandwithmebasedeverywhereexcept

forhomewelostcontact.Fastforwardto

thatdayafewmonthswhenIhadtocome

fetchsomethingfrom yourmom.IswearI

hadneverseenamuchmorebeautiful

womanthanyou.Wethenstartedspending

timetogetherandeachandeverytimewe

spokeItooksomethingfrom you.Notonly

areyoubeautifulbutyou’resmart,loving,

caring.Womanyouareallthewomana

mancouldeveraskfor.I’vefalleninlove



withyouMelokuhle.Withyourheartnot

withyourabilitytobarechildren.YesI

wouldlovetohavechildrenofmyownbut

myloveforyououtweighsmywantfor

children.”

“You’relyingtoyourselfLindokuhle.You

mightsaythatnowbutwhenallthissweet

loveyou’refeelingnowstartstofadeyou’ll

realisethatyouwastedyourtimeonan

infertilewoman.”

“Canwegetoutofhere?”Inodlightly

againsthischest.“Doyouwantmetocarry

you?”Ichuckle.

“NoIcanwalk.”

“Okaylet’sgo.”Igrabmybagandwehead

out.



Thedrivetohishouseissilent.Isayhis

housebecausethisisnotthewaybackto

thehotel.Therehegoesagainmaking

decisionsonmybehalf.

Ireallydon’tlikeit.

WearriveathishouseandImustsayit’s

totallynotwhatIexpected.

Thespaceismodernsurebutthesplashes

ofcolourIwasnotexpecting.Hehaspink

scattercushions,notthatthere’sanything

wrongwiththathoweverthisisarrogant

Lindo.Unlesshehasawomanlivingwith

him thenthatwouldexplainit.

“Welcomehome.”

“Thanks.”We’resittingonthecouchin

silence.

“Wouldyoulikesomethingtodrink?”



“Vodkaplease.”Helooksatmeinshock.

“What?”

“Nothing.”Iknowhehassomethingtosay

aboutthatbutarghIreallydon’tcareright

now.

Hecomesbackwithawholebottle,juice

andaglass.

“Thankyou.”Idon’tneedthejuicethough.I

pourabitanddownitthenpourabouta

quarterofaglassandsitback.Hechuckles

whileshakinghishead.

“Areyousettled?”

“Yep.”

“Isthatwhyyougotdivorced?”Straightinto

ithuh?Inod.

“Whenwefoundoutaboutmycondition



bothfamilieswereinformed.From the

onsetLerato’sfamilytoldhim todivorceme

buthefoughtformeforalittlewhileuntil6

monthsbeforeourdivorce.Thecracks

startedtoshowandthevenom thathe

wouldspitoutofhismouthwasbeyond.I

couldtellthathismotherhadgotteninto

hishead.Wefoughtsomuchlikeitwasmy

faultthatIcouldn’thavechildren.SoIfiled

fordivorce.Hisfamilywashappyobviously.

Iexpectedhim tofightforuslikehehad

promisedtobuthedidn’t.”

“Heisanidiot.”Ishrug.“WouldIbetoo

forwardinaskingwhatconditionyouhave?”

“Ihaduterinefibroidsandotherphysical

abnormalitiesgrowingontheuterinewall.”

“Weren’ttheyremoved?”

“Theywere.”Isaysoftly.



“Thenshouldn’ttherebeachance.”

“Iwastolditwouldstillbeverydifficultfor

metofallpregnantandevenifIdidthe

possibilitiesofmemiscarryingwerehigh.”

Herubshisfaceinfrustration.

“I’m sorryMelo.Youdon’tdeservethisbut

thisisthejourneythatGodpredestinedfor

youandwehavetomakethebestofit.”

“WhatbestisthereNdo?HUH?Whatsilver

liningisthereforme?Theonething,one

thingthatIwantIcan’thave.”Isaysoftly.

“Wecangetasecondopinion.Wecanfly

specialistsinandiftherereallyisno

chanceforustoconceivethenwecanlook

atotheroptionsorwecanlivetherestof

ourlivestravellingjustthetwoofusor

maybewecangetcatsandafewdogsand

bethatcoupleyouknow.”Ilaughoutloud.



“We’renotacouple.”

“Wecanbeifyouagreetogiveusa

chance.”

“Lindo.”Isaysoftly.

“JustachanceMelothat’sallIaskfora

chance.”Hetakesmyglassandoutsiton

thetablethecupsmyface.

“You’regoingtohurtmeNdo.”

“IpromiseIwon’t.”

“YouknowyourselfLindokuhle.”

“IloveyouMelokuhle,Iwouldneverhurt

youlikethat.”Iblinkandmytearsdrop.All

thiscryingisexhausting.

“OnechanceNdo.”

“That’sallIneedIswear.”



Heshiftsclosertomeandoutshislipson

mine.

HepullsmeupandIstraddlehim.Fuckmy

dressjusttoreabit.Arghwhatever.My

moundcomesintocontactwithhisbulge.

Hebetternotdenymydryrelease.Geez

kodwawhenlastdidumuntudryhump?

Beggarscan’tbechoosersIguess.

Irollmyhipsincircles.Thefeelingthrough

thematerialisamazing.Irollitbackand

forthandincircles.Icanfeelmyself

buildingup.

Hegroansinmymouthandtriestopulls

meup.

“I’m close.Don’t.”Imurmuragainsthislips.

Hepushesmypantiestothesideandrubs

myclit.



That’sallIneedtorelease.Imoaninhis

mouthasIreachmydestination.

NowI’vebeenmasturbatingfor18months

nesothislittlesessionwasverymuch

needed.

“Ican’twaittomakelovetoyou.”Hesays

lookingdeepintomyeyes.

“Now.”Isaysoftly.Ireallyam horny.

“You’reemotionalrightnow.Let’sgoto

bed.”HegetsupandIlockmyankles.

HegivesmehisshirtandIchangeintothat.

WegetintobedandIrestmyheadonhis

chestanddriftofftolalaland.

I’m pressed.Ineedtopee.Strongarmsare

encirclingmybody.Itrytoescapehishold

buthepullsmecloser.



“LindokuhleIneedthebathroom.”He

groans.“I’m goingtopeeonmyself.”He

loosenshisgriparoundmybodyandIrush

tothebathroom.

Ihaveathousandthoughtsrushingthrough

myheadrightnow.Likeam Isureabout

this?DoIreallywanttojumpintoa

relationshipwithLindoandriskruininga

greatfriendship?

Idon’tknow.

Ifinishupthenheadbacktothebedroom.

He’salreadybusyonhisphone.Thelifeofa

businessman.

“Morning.”

“Morningbabyulalekahle?”

“Yeahyou?”

“Idid.I’dlovetomakeyoubreakfastkodwa



Ihavenothinginthefridgesowe’regoing

tohavetoordersomething.”

“That’scool.”Irestmyheadonhischest

andreadhisemailswithhim.

“IneedtobeinMpumalangatomorrow.”

“Forhowlong?”

“Aweekifwepushitthentwo.”Sigh.Isthis

goingtobealongdistancerelationship?

“Okay.”

“You’remorethanwelcometocomevisit

me.”Ichuckle.

“Ihavework.”

“You’reyourownboss.”

“SoareyouNdo.”

“Argh.”

“Manjeyou’reangry?”



“No.”Heehaike.WhydoIgetthevibethat

hethinksI’m goingtodropeverythingwhen

hesayshewantstoseeme?Hemustn’ttry

me.I’m notthatkind.
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LindokuhleMngomezuluandIhavebeen

officialforalmostamonthnow.It’sbeen

hardbecauseofhisconstanttravellingbut

Skypehasmadeitbearable.Obviouslythe

lackofphysicalcontacthasbeenblehbut

heyitiswhatitis.

RightnowIhaveameetingwithavery

arrogantmanwhohasbeentryingtoget

metosellmypublicationtohisgirlfriend.

Rollseyes.NomatterhowmanytimesI



refusehejustkeepscomingback.He’s

startingtoirritatemenow.Whydoesn’the

startanewpublicationforhisgirlfriend?

Argh.

Igrabmyphoneandmakemywaytothe

boardroom.Iwalkinandthereheis.Lord

bewithme.

“MrMavundla.”

“MrsMphahlele.”Irollmyeyes.

“It’sMissMkhize.”

“Mymistake,MissMkhize.”Isettleonmy

seatandleanback.

“WhatcanIdoforyou?”

“YouknowwhatIwant.”Ichucklewhile

shakingmyhead.

“Andyouknowmyanswertothat.”



“Nameyourprice.”Cockymuch?

“Nothing.I’m notsellingyouknowthat.”

“MissMkhizeasawomanyoushouldknow

howhappyitmakesyouwhenyourman

givesyoueverythingyoudesire.”He’s

probablydatingagolddiggerthisone.

“NoIdon’t.”

“Isthatwhyyougotdivorced?Becausehe

didn’tgiveyoueverythingyouwanted.”Iput

myfeetuponthetableandtiltmyhead.

“Youthoughtyouhitmewhereithurtthe

most?Sorryforyou.”Hechuckles.

“Iwillgetmyhandsonthiscompany

whetheryoulikeitornot.”Isthisidiot

threateningme?MinaNqobileMkhize?

“You’rerichwhynotstartyourown.”



“You’resmarterthanthatyouknowhow

harditistostartfrom theground.”

“Morereasonformenottosell.”Helaughs

thenstandsup.

“Ican’twaittoseeyoursignatureinthe

dottedline.”Hewalksoutleavingme

annoyed.Iwillneversellmypublication.

NEVER.

Imakemywaytomyofficethencallmy

lawyer.

“Melo.”

“ThatidiotMavundlawashere.Heevenhad

theaudacitytothreatenme.”I’m pacingup

anddownwithmyhandsonmywaist.

Iam fuming.



“Calm down.”

“Iwillnotcalm downuntilIknowthatyou

willdoeverythinglegallypossibletomake

surethathedoesn’tevengetachanceto

attempttodoshit.”

“Ipromiseyouthathewillnotgetawhiffof

yourcompany.”

“Youandyourteam betternotscrewup.I

cannotaffordtolosemycompany.”Ifeel

armscirclearoundmywaistand

immediatelycalm down.

Hisstrongscentfillsmynostrilsandhis

warmthspreadsthroughmywholebody.

“Wewillmakesureofitjustcalm down.”I

sigh.

“Okay.Justkeepmeintheloop.”

“Always.”Hehangsup.



Irestmyheadonhischest.Ididn’tknow

thathewascomingbacktoday.ImustsayI

lovethesurprise.

“Whomademywomanangry?”Hisvoice

sendsarushthroughoutmywholebody.I

hopethathe’sgoingtosexmewhilehe’s

here.Kuniniphela.

“Justsomeidiotwhohasbeentryingtoget

metosellhim mypublication.”

“Isheanissue?”

“Hethreatenedme.”Ichuckle.“Hehadthe

audacitytothreatenme?”

“Doyouwantmetodealwithhim?”

“NahIgotmylawyerstolookatit.”

“Okaybaby.Iknowyou’vegotthis.”Iturn

aroundandwrapmyarmsaroundhiswaist.

Ineedtobeababyaboutthissituation,I’ve



missedmyman.

“Imissedyou.”Ipoutwhilegazinguponhis

masculineface.Ifyoudon’tknowLindo

you’dswearhe’salwaysangrybutthemore

yougettoknowhim themoreyou’reableto

differentiatebetweenhisexpressions.

Rightnowhisfaceissoftandfilledwith

nothingbutlove.SpeakingaboutloveIstill

havenotutteredthemagicwordsandI

don’tthinkI’m readytooyet.

“Imissedyoutoobaby.”

“Howlongareyouherefor?”

“Justtonight.IleaveforHKinthemorning.”

Myheartsinks.Inthepastmonthwe’ve

literallyspentlessthanaweektogether.

“Lindo.”Isaysoftly.

“Iknowbabybutyouknowhowitis.”



“Areyouatleastspendingthenightwith

me?”

“Yes.Iwasactuallyhopingthatwecould

leavenow.”

“IhaveameetingLindo.”

“Postponeitbabyplease.”ThisiswhatI

dislike.

“Ican’t.”Hegivesmeasoftpeckthengives

mehiscutepuppyface.

“PleaseMelokuhle.”Iheaveasigh.

“AftermymeetingNdobutIrefuseto

cancelameetingunlessit’saemergency.”

“Iunderstand.”Helowershisheadand

capturesmylipsinhis.Hishandstravelto

mybuttandstaythere.

Aknockcomesthroughthedoorandwe



pullapart.

HemovestogositonmychairwhileIlean

againstthetable.

“Yes.”Ishout.Tysonwalksincarryinghis

laptop.

“Meloineedyoutotakealookat

somethingforme.”Hepausesandlooksat

Lindo.“I’m sorryIdidn’tknowyouwereina

meeting,I’llcomeback.”

“Noit’sfine.Showme.”

Wesettlenexttoeachotheronthecouch

andgothroughwhathehasplanned.Tyisa

creativegeniusandIcan’twaitforhim to

executethisbrilliantidea.

“IlovethisTy.”Iexclaim.



“Youthinkit’sgood?”

“IknowsoandIhavejustthemodelinmind

forthisone.”

“Ohyeah?”Hebeams.

“Yep.”

“International?”

“Definitely.”Hechuckles.

“I’m readyforthis.Iknowwhoeveryouhave

linedupwillbeawesome.”

“We’llhaveameetingwiththeteam next

week.I’lljotitdowninmydiary.”

“Alrightbosslady.”Hetakeshislaptopand

walksout.

Lindohashisgrumpyfaceon.Yhuuu.

“Yini?”

“Areyouthatfriendlywithallyourstaff?”I



chucklewhileshakingmyhead.

“Idon’thavestaffIhaveateam.”He

clencheshisjaw.

“Wellareyou?”Ishejealousrightnow?Is

Lindokuhlejealousofaskinnywhiteguy?
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“Wellareyou?”Ishejealousrightnow?Is

Lindokuhlejealousofaskinnywhiteguy?

ForaslongasIrememberLindohasalways

beenarrogantsothisjealousythatI’m

seeingnowisnewtome.

“YesIam,likeIsaidIhaveateam andthat

meansbeingfreeandopenwitheach

other.”

“WellIdon’tlikeit.”Hisfaceisstillhard.



“ToughngobathatishowIrunmyship.”

“Melokuhle!”

“Uyahambaksasacanwepleasenotspend

ourtimefighting.NowIhaveameetingin

anhourthenI’llbeabletogetoff.Areyou

goingbacktothehotelor?”

“I’llwaitforyouhere.”

“Mymeetingisoutoftheoffice.”

“DoyoumindifIgotoyourplaceandget

startedonlunch.”

“Noproblem.”Igrabmybagandlookfor

mykeys.Igivehim thekeytothefrontdoor.

“I’llsendyouacode.”

“Hmmmm.”Rollseyes.

“Areyoustillgrumpy?”Iaskhim.

“Yes.”Hehashisblanklookon.Lindois



suchabigbaby

“Haaike.MinaIneedtoleaveformy

meetingsobyegrumpy.”Istartpackingup

andIcanfeelhisintensestaredrillingholes

inmyback.Iturnaroundtograbmylaptop

andheholdsmyhand.Ilookatitthenmove

uptohisface.

“I’m manenoughtoadmitthatImighthave

overreacted.I’m sorryandyou’rerightwe

shouldn’tspendourdayfighting.”

“Isthiswhatyoumeantwhenyousaid

you’reanass?”Hechucklesthenpullsme

intohisarms.

“Partofit.”

“Capitatthatplease.”Ilookupathim.

“I’lltry.”Heleansdownandplacesakisson

mylips.“IloveyouMelo.”Hemurmurs



againstmylips.Thatsendschillsdownmy

spine.

IhavemyeyesclosedbutIcanfeelmy

tearsslippingthrough.WhydoesLindo

havetodothis?HeknowshowIfeelabout

this.HedeepensthekissandIpullhim

closer.Ishouldactuallystopthiskiss

beforeI’m lateformymeeting.

Ipullbackandherestshisforeheadon

mine.Bothourbreathinghaspickedup.I

heaveasighbeforesteppingawayfrom

him.

IclearmythroatasIfixmyself.

“Ihavetogo.I’llseeyouinafew.”He’s

lookingatmewiththatMngomezulu

intensitythatjustmakesyousquirm.His

daddoesthataswell.It’sfreaky.



“Drivesafe.I’llseeyoulater.”Hegrabshis

phoneandkeysthenwalksout.Ireleasea

breath.Iknowthathe’satadhurtbutI

thoughtheunderstood.

Igrabmybagsthenheadout.

Ineedtogetaroundtofindinganew

assistant.

I’m meetingwithformerMissUniverse

IsabelleMogale.IwasthereinBangkok

whenshewascrowned.Youknowthat

feelingyougetwhenoneofyourownwins,

inanythingatthat?Theamountofwarmth

thatspreadsthroughyourentirebody?The

tearsthatdisturbyourvision?

IstillgetgoosebumpswhenIthinkabout

thatday.Iwas24andIhadashowin



Thailandthatweekandluckilywedidn’t

haveashowthatdayandIgotthechance

togoseetheevent.NowIhaveneverhad

thedesiretojoinapageantbutthatdayI

thought‘hmmm maybethisiswhatIshould

bedoing’butIknewitwasjust.

WhenshemadeitintotheTop5Ithought

wellthatwasit,welldoneforrepresenting

Africaasawholesowell.Myheartwas

contentwiththeTop5finishImeanwe

knowthatmelaninisnotappreciatedin

thesepageants.SoIsatinthatauditorium

waitingforoneofthoseblondewomento

benamedMissUniverse.

NothingandImeannothingcouldhave

preparedmeforthemomenthernamewas

called.Myentirebeingwentintoshock.My

mindwastryingtoprocesswhatwas



happeningandIcouldseethatshewastoo.

Shegotanudgefrom oneofherfellow

contestantsandinthatwaswhenthetears

startedflowing.Theamountofjoyinher

faceyoucouldn’tmiss.

WhenIwassurethatStevewasn’tgoingto

pullafastoneonusthat’swhenIlostit.I

screamed,Icried,Ijumped,LordIlostit.It

feltlikemybestfriendhadwonitbig.

That’showitshouldfeellikeright?When

oneofyourownmakesit,itshouldbea

party.Thisunnecessaryandpettybeefwe

havegoingonwitheachotheristhereason

we’restillatthebottom ofthepile.

Thatwinformemarkedanewerainmy

career.IknewthatIwasagooddesigner

butafterIsabelle,aproudblackSouth

AfricanwomantookthattitleIstarted



walkingaroundwithmyheadheldhigh.I

wasunapologeticaboutmygift.Godhad

blessedmewiththetalentandIwasgoing

touseittothemax.

Igettotherestaurantandasforacorner

booth.ThisisthefirsttimeI’m meeting

withIsabelleaftermonthsof

communicatingviae-mailandIam dog

nervous.Ithinkanyonewouldbeifthey

weremeetingsuchahugename.

Ispotherattheentrance.She’srocking

suchasimpleoutfityetshemakesitlook

priceless.Ajean,whiteshirtandburgundy

heels,that’sallthereistoit.

Theyleadhertomytableandthesoundof

myheartthuddingagainstmychestis

deafening.



“Melohi.”I’m shaking.Igetupandwe

shareahug.

“Isabellehowareyou?”

“Starstruck.”Ilookatherinshockbefore

chuckling.Suchlies.

“Ohpleaseifthereisanyonewhoisstart

struckhereit’sme.”Shesmiles.Whydoall

theseMisswhatwhatshaveanamazing

smile?Haai.

Thewaitertakesourdrinksorderthen

walksawaygivingustimetogothroughthe

menu.

“Iwassurprisedtohearfrom you.”She

says.

“Andwhyisthat?”

“Wellapartfrom thefactthatyour

publicationiswellonitswaytobeing



internationallyacclaimed.”Ichortle

“Thosearerumours,we’restilltryingto

conquerthelocalscene.”

“Youalreadyare.”

“Flattery.”Wesharealaugh.Isabellehasa

blogthatcoversawiderangeofissuesthat

appealtoeachofus.WhenIapproached

herIwantedhertowriteamonthlyarticle

onwhateversocialissuewe’retacklingthat

month.

I’m tryingtousethemagazinetoinfluence,

especiallyyoungwomeninapositiveway.

SOeverymonthonpage12and13we

tackleasocialissue.Itsnotalljustfashion

youknow.

“SoIthoughtaboutyourofferandIwould

behonouredtobepartoftheteam.”I



almostsquealbutIpullmyselftogether.

“Thatisawesome.Welcometotheteam.”

Wespendtherestofourtimegoing

throughwhatwouldbeexpectedofherand

howwewilltackleeverything.Shebringsa

wealthofknowledgetothetableandIam

gratefultohaveheronmyteam.

I’m welcomedhomebylaughterandthe

smellofweed.LindokuhleandMalibongwe

aresittinginthelivingroom playingFIFA

whilepuffingonweed.

Iam livid.

FirstlyMalibongweknowshowmuchIhate

thatshit.Secondlywhyishenotatwork?

Oratleastinhisroom studying?

Theydon’tevenpausethegameto



acknowledgemypresence.

“REALLY?”Theychuckle.Igrunt.I’m

annoyed.

“Areyoubackfrom yourmeetingbaby?”

“I’m goingupstairstotakeashowerwhenI

comebackdownthisfuckensmellbetter

beoutmyhouse.”Imakemywaytomy

room andthrowmyselfonthebed.

NowIunderstandthatMalibongweuses

weedasawayofsuppressinghisemotions

andasmuchasIdon’tagreewithitI

understand.Iaskedhim tokeepitoutside

orinhisroom atleast.NowLindoisalso

puffingwithhim.Insteadofencouraging

him toquithejoinsin.Rhaaaa.

Istripthengetintotheshowerandallow

thewatertowashawaymyanger.Ifinish



upthenwrapatowelaroundmybodyand

headintothebedroom.Lindoislyingonthe

bedwithhiseyesclosed.Argh.Igrabmy

phonethenmakemywayintothecloset.I

dropmytowelthenstartapplyinglotionin

mybody.

“Fuck.”Iturnaroundandfindhim standing

therewithhiseyesout.Iturnbackand

continuewithwhatIwasdoingbefore

walkingtomydrawerandpickingoutlace

undies.Iputthem onthenlookforadress

tothrowover.Idon’tdoabrawhenI’m

home.Mygirlsneedtobreathephela.

Ifeelhishandsaroundmywaistandsoft

kissesonmyneck.

That’swhatI’m talkingabout.



Itiltmyheadgivinghim abitmorespaceto

suckon.Hishandstraveltomybreastsand

givethem agentlesqueeze.Imoanandput

myhandsoverhis.

“NdopleaseIneedmore.”Isaysoftly.

“Ufunanibaby?”Really?ShouldIbesexy

aboutitorjustblurtitout?Arghwe’reboth

grownhere.

“Iwantyourdick.”Hechucklesthen

removeshishandsfrom mygirlsandturns

mearound.

“You’resosexy.”Hisvoicesounding

strained.Hiseyesaresmallandredandhe

justcan’tstoplickinghislips.

“Takeme.”

Hepullsmecloserandsmasheshislipson

mine.Icanfeelhim throbbing.Hepicksme



upandIwrapmylegsaroundhiswaist.He

walksustothebedroom withoutbreaking

thekissandgentlylaysmeonthebed.

Idon’tevenwantforeplay.I’vebeenhorny

fortoolong.FuckI’vebeenplayingwithmy

ownnipplesandrubbingmyclitforsolong

thatit’sstartingtoannoyme.Iunbucklehis

beltthenputmyhandinthere.Wellhello

there.Comemeetyourhomeforthenext,

wellIdon’tknowhowlong.

Hegrabsmywristandpullsmyhandout.

BeforeIcanevenprotestIfeelhistongue

onmyslickseam.Hemovesitupanddown

beforegoingham.

Thisispleasure.

He’ssuckingandlickingandflicking.Yeeey

it’sgoingdown.Iholdhisheadinplaceand

squeezemythighs.HepullsonmyclitandI



loseit.He’sgentlysuckingonitandthe

moanscomingoutofmymouth.WOW.

Heslideshisthickfingerinandmovesit

aroundincircles.Myword.Mylegsbeginto

shakeandIdripallofmyjuicesinhis

mouth.Hegetsofthebedthenstripsnaked.

Iyaphelaidroughttoday!!

Ireachovertomysidedrawerandpullout

acondom thenhandittohim.Heputsiton

thenclimbsbackonthebed.Ipullhim

closerandweshareahungerkissthat’s

coveredinallmyjuices.Herubshistipover

myclitbeforeslowlypushingin.Iwincea

bitwhentheheadmakesitswayin.

Iopenmylegswiderandhepushesin

slowly.BlissItellyou.

“MELOMOM ISHERE.”Malibongweshouts



andNdojumpsoffthebedleavingme

empty.Icanhearhim puttingonhisclothes

andIdarenotlookathim.

I’M ANGRY.

“Babyyourmom isheregetdressed.”My

tearsmaketheirwaydownmyfaceandIlet

them.

ALMOST.Ialmosthadmesomedick.

Thanksmom.
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Youknowwhenyoupourwateronacat

anditlookslikesomenastylookingthing

withbigeyes?That’showIfeelrightnow

lyingonthisbed.Iam wellmarinated.Well

lubricatedkodwadickless.Ifelthim you

know.Hepushedhisheadin.Hewas



slowlymakingtherestofthewayinbut

hereIam withunsatisfiedjuicesrunning

out.

“Babyyou’llfindmedownstairs.”Ihearthe

doorclose.Mom couldwalkinletmego

getdressed.Noactuallysheshouldseeme

likethis.I’m sureshehadasessionwith

dadbeforecominghere.Mxm.

Irolloutfbedandheadtothebathroom to

wipemyself.Igograbadressandthrowit

onthenheaddown.They’reinthekitchen

laughing.Mustbenice.

“Hello.”Itakeabottleofwaterfrom the

fridgeanddownit.



“Howareyou,baby?”Igiveherthe‘really’

look.

“Fineyou.”

“Whydidn’tyoutellmethatLindowashere?

YaziminanoMinnieweretalkingabouthim

justtheotherdayandhowshedoesn’tget

tospendalotoftimewithhim.”

“Isit?”Igiveherafakesmile.Ifeellike

cryingyazi.Mom isglowingandyoucantell

itsdickglow.Asoldastheyarethey’restill

gettingitdownyouknow.



“Yesactuallyletmecallher.”Ishakemy

headandwalkout.Iknowshedoesn’tknow

ukuthiidroughtiyangibulalakodwastillI

blameherforstoppingtheparty.

Imakemywayoutsideandsettleonthe

swingunderthetree.Ineedtobreatheabit.

Doyouknowhowsoreitisbeingdeniedthe

chancetorelease?Sigh.

Bongwemakeshiswaytome.

“Mom saystotellyouthatLindo’sparents

anddadarecomingoverfordinnerdoshe’s

gonetothestorestobuyafewthings.”I

chucklewhileshakingmyhead.

She’stakenovermyhousejustlikethat?



“Why?”

“Becausetheyhaven’tseenLindoina

while.”

“Manjeminangingenaphi?”Hechuckles.

“Mom disturbedasessionhuh?”

“Voetsek.”HechortleswhileIgrunt.Apart

from thesexIreallyjustwantedsome

downtimewithmyman.LindoandIliterally

haveaphonerelationship.Withhim leaving

forHKtomorrowIdon’tknowwhenI’llsee

him againfuthiforhowlong.Sigh.



“I’m sorrysisIknowwhat“celibacy”doesto

you.”Ilaugh.

“Youshouldgetagirlfriendwena.”

“Istillhavemywholelifeaheadofmeso

whoa.”Wesharealaugh.

“You’re23Malibongwe.”

“ExactlystillveryyoungfuthiyouknowI

don’twanttogetmarried.”Ishakemyhead.

Hewantstodrivemom crazy.

“Isit?”



“YepI’m goingtospendtherestofmylife

ontheroad.”Ichuckle.KnowingthisoneI

knowthatdoesn’tmeantravelling.

“Hmmmm that’snice.”

“I’m goingbackin.”Hewalksawayleaving

mewithmygorgeoussurroundings.

Ilovemygardenthough.Thereis

somethingaboutnaturethatjustmakes

everythingright.

Lindostandsatthedoorandlooksatme.I

thinkI’m alsomadathim abit.Hewasin

thekitchen,hecould’vetoldmom thatwe



wantedtospendsomequalitytime

together.

Hewalkstowardsme.Heisafine

specimenthisone.Hesitsontheother

swingandweswinginsilence.

“IguessMalibongwetoldyouaboutour

parentscoming.”

“Yep.”

“Andyou’reangry?”

“Don’tgetmewrongnebutyou’releaving

tomorrowandhonestlywehaven’tspent



muchtimeasacouple.Howdowegrow

whenthingsarelikethat?Igetyouhaveto

work.Iunderstanditbutwe’reonlyamonth

inandalreadyI’m strained.Imissyouall

thetimeNdoandhereyouaretodaykodwa

mydaygetshighjacked.”

“IunderstandyourfrustrationsandI’m sorry

youfeelthatway.Iknowyouprobablyfeel

likeIshould’vetoldhertocancelbutthey

weresoexcited.”

“Whataboutmethough?WhendoIgetto

beselfish?Lessthanaweekinamonth,

that’showmuchtimewe’vespenttogether.

LookI’m notsayingit’swrongthatyouwant

tospendsometimewiththeparentsbutya

whatever.”Iwentfrom beinghornytobeing



awetpussytoanemotionalMeloina

spaceofafewminutes.

“IwishtherewassomethingIcoulddobut

youknowhowitisbaby.”Rollseyes.

“Iknow.LetmegoseewhatIneedtodoin

thekitchen.”Igetofftheswingandhedoes

too.Hepullsmeintohisarmsandholds

metightly.

“IwilltrygetsometimeoffIpromise.”

“Iknow.”Hekissesmyheadthenletsgo

andIwalkintothehouse.



Malibongweispeelingpotatoes.Haibo.

“Whatarewedoing?”

“Peelingpotatoesandmakinggreensalad.”

“Letmecarryonwiththepeeling,youmake

thesalad.”HehandsmetheknifeandI

startpeeling,minaandapeelerarenot

friendsshame.Lindowalksinandyena

noBongwehavethisfatconversationabout

nothingreally.

Mom comesbackwithshoppingbags,well

atleastwegetfreegroceries.



“AreyouokayMelo?”SeenowIfeellike

bawling.

“I’m fine.”

“You’relyingtome.”Doesshewantmeto

tellherthatI’m bloodyhorny?Argh.

“I’llbefine.”Shepullsmeinforahug.

“Whenyou’rereadybaby.”

“Iknow.”Shekissesmycheekthengetsto

cooking.

Sovelewe’rehostingadinnerpartyinmy

housewithoutmypermission?Yane.Istill



can’tbelieveit.

“WenanoLwandleneedtoleavemykeys

whenyougoandthistimeI’m serious.”She

looksatmeinshock.

“Melo.”

“HaaiZobuhleyoujustcameinhereand

decidedtothrowapartynje.”

“IguessIshould’vespokentoyoukodwa

haai.”

“Youshould’vemom.LookIdon’tmindit

butyouandAuntyMinnieshould’veatleast



askedifwehadplansbeforedecidingto

justhavethisdinner.”

“Didyouhaveplans?”Yes!!Weweregoing

toshag.Allnightlong.

“Thatdoesn’tmatternow.”Sherollsher

eyes.Argh.

Ihearlaughterfrom somewhereinthe

house.Who’shere?Ndoandhismom make

theirwayintothekitchen.

“Mybaby.”Shepullsmeintoherembrace.

“Yousmellgood.”Isay.Shereallydoes.



“Mngomezuluknowshowtogivegifts.”She

saysthengiggles.AuntyMinnie,hmm doI

stillcallherauntynowthatI’m datingher

son?Haaiangazianyway,AuntyMinnieand

herhusbandhaveoneofthecutest

relationshipsever.Ilovehowhesoftensup

whenheseeshiswife.

UncleShakaisareallycoldperson,well

thatisifyoudon’tknowhim butonceyou

gettoknowhim,he’sactuallyfunny.

“HowareyoumyMelo?”

“I’m alrightthanksandyou?”



“I’m goodkodwaminanaweneedtotalk.”I

chuckle.Iknowithastodowithmeand

Lindo.

Iwalkoutthekitchenleavingthem to

gossipabouttheirhusbands.Iwanttogo

joinLindoandBongwebutitlookslike

they’rehavingaseriousconversation.Argh.

Letmegocallmybestfriend,hopefully

she’llanswerthistime.

Imakemywaytomystudytodialmyboo.

Asexpecteditringsunanswered.Shecan’t

evenblamethetimedifferenceyazi.

I’m frustratedandIstillhavetohostpeople.

Yane.

Dadwalksinwearinghisdashingsmile.I



lovethismanthoughwitheverythinginme.

“Malibongwetellsmeyou’refrustrated.”I

chortle.Already?

“Nexngirightmina.”

“Andthat’swhyyou’reinherebyyourself?”

“IwasactuallytryingtocallReabutya.”

“Hmmmm.Howareyoumyprincess?”He

pullsmeinforahugandIsinkrightintohis

embrace.



“I’m okayandyou?”

“I’m fine.I’m sorryyourmotherambushed

youlikethis.”Ilaugh.Heknowshiswife

thisone.

“Haaiphelaincultureitissaidthatwhena

husbandapologisesforhiswifehehasto

pay.”Wesharealaugh.

“Nqobileyouhavemoneythough.”

“So?”

“Youhaveissuesmychild.”Healwayssays

thiswhenIaskhim formoneybutheends



updepositingitanywayhaidaddythough.

LetmegochangesoIcanplaythe

unexpectedhornyhostess.Rhaaaaa.

[05/09,08:48]Mca:TWELVE

Unedited

Soit’sbeentwoweekssincethedinnerand

sinceLindokuhleleftforHK.

Sigh.

IwishIcouldsayIgotitallafterthedinner

kodwadololo.Insteadofstayingandloving

mehedecidedtoleavewhentheparents

left.IwassodisappointedbutIworked



myselfandIcamesohey.Ihonestlydon’t

understandwhyhehadtoleave.Ihaven’t

addresseditandIdon’tthinkIam ebver

goingto.Imeanindlulilesohey.

Imakemywaytothebathroom totakea

quickshower.Ihaveanextrabusyday

today.Backtobackmeetingsnje,Ineedall

thestrengthIcanget.

Ifinishupthenheadintothecloset.

Comfortableistheorderoftheday.Ican’t

berockingcrazylookingheels,yaziifI

couldIwouldrocksneakers.Igetdressed

thengomakemybedandIheadtothe

kitchenonceI’m done.

IthoughtMalibongwewouldbeupbynow.I



rushtohisroom andbargeinwithout

knocking.He’ssleepingwhilecuddlingwith

hisfavouriteteddy.Sigh.Ishakehim abit

andheslowlyopenshiseyes.They’re

beyondred.

“Roughnight?”Iask.

“Yeah.”Herespondssoftly.Igetscared

whenhe’slikethis.

“DoyouwanttogobacktoDrM?”

“Idon’tneedashrinkMelo.”

“Ibegtodiffer.”



“NgirightMelokuhleIswear.”

“Aren’tyougoingtowork?”

“No.”Iheaveasigh.

“I’m leavingforworknow,pleasedon’tdo

anythingstupid.”hegivesmeafaintsmile.

“Iwon’thurtyoulikethatMelo.”

“Good.Iloveyoukid.”Ikisshisforehead.

“Iloveyoutoo.”Igetup.“Youwon’tfindme



herewhenyoucomebackneI’m goingto

gogo.”Thatmakesmehappy.

“OkaymaybeI’llcomethroughksasa.”

“Alrightsharp.”Iheadbacktothekitchen

anddishuplastnight’sleftovers.

Malibongweisseriouslystressingmeout

andIcannotaffordtobestressedrightnow.

Withmyworkloadandeverythingthatis

happeningaroundmeit’sjusttoomuchfor

me.IfonlyhewouldjustgobacktoDrM

thenIwouldrelaxabit.

Ifinishupthenheadout.

.



.

Youcantellnjewhenyouwalkintothe

officethatdeadlines,deadlines,deadlines.

Mywholeteam isonedgewhichisnever

goodbecausethisishowmistakeshappen.

“MorningMelo.”

“HITazzhowareyou?”Hegrabshistablet

andwalkswithme.

“I’m goodandyou?”

“I’m alrightthanks.”Wegettomyofficeand

Ithrowmybagsonthecouch.



“Iwantedtorunthisbyyoufirstbeforethe

meeting.”Iturntolookathim.“Ihavefive

designszecover.”

“Whyfive?”

“Thejuices.”Ichortle.OhdoIknowabout

thejuices.Oncetheystartflowingyoucan’t

helpbutkeepdesigningeventhoughyou

knowyouthatyouprobablyhavetheone

already.

“Igetyou.Okaylet’stakealook.”Heshows

methedesignsandIlovethem all.Wehave

ahardtimenarrowingitdowntothreebut

eventuallywedecide.We’llhearwhatthe

restoftheteam saysatthemeeting.



“Soyoustillwon’tgivemeashot.”Ichuckle.

Tazzhasbeenaskingmeoutforsucha

longtime.Lookthere’snothingwrongwith

him butofficeromanceman.Helooksat

meandsmiles.NowTazzisagorgeous

man.Wellbuilt,dangerouslyhandsomeand

aboveallelseheisagreatguy.His

personalityisonanotherlevelkodwahai.

“HawuTazzwe’vehadthisconversation

beforemos.”

“YaziMeloyoudrivemecrazy.I’ddoyou

good.”Mynastymindhasalreadyrunoff

withme.Hornybitch.



“Tazz.”Isaysoftly.Thisguyjustwon’tgive

up.

“MelokuhleIjustcan’thelphowIfeel

howeverIrespectyouandyourspacesoI

willbackoff.”

“Thankyou.”Idon’tevenknowwhyI’m

sayingsorrybutokay.HeleavesandIget

intomywork.Emailsfirst.Igothroughmy

emailsandrespondtotheonesIneedto

respondto.

AknockcomesthroughthedoorandTyson

walksin.



“Bosslady.”

“HeyTy.”

“Ijustneedyoutosignoffonthislocation.”

“Isitfortheswimwearfeature?”

“Yes.”InodasIreadthroughthe

agreement.Everythingchecksout.Isignit

thenhanditbacktohim.Ishouldprobably

getreadyformymeeting.HopefullyLerato

isn’tonherperiodstoday.Yhuthatoneshe

drivestheentireteam crazynje.

.

.



Themeetingwentwell.Nodrama.

Hallelujah.IheadbacktomyofficeandI

findAmandachillingthere.

“Heyyou.”Iwalkovertoherandwesharea

hug.

“Howareyou?”Isettlenexttoherandpull

thepaperbagthat’sonthetable.

“I’m fineandyou?”Shesighs.Iknowthat

somethingisup.

“I’m okay.”

“Whatdidthatidiotdo?”Shechucklesthen



givesmeafaintsmile.

“NothingIcan’thandle.”

“Amanda.”

“HaiMelokuhleIcametoseemyfriendnot

mysisterin-lawplease.”Sigh.There’stwo

andtheirissuesthough.Argh.

“Okaykefriendwhat’sup.”Iask.Shebursts

intolaughter.Hawuandthen?

“IoverheardMalibongwetellingBandilethat

mom cockblockedyou.”Shecontinues

laughingandIcan’thelpbutjoinher.Mxm.



“DudeyaziuZobuhleandtimingyhoand

thensheinvitesLindo’sparent‘syaziI

died.”Wecontinuelaughing.Thinkingabout

thatdayjustmakesmesodamnmad.

“Soshedeniedyouvele.”

“StraightandthenstupidShakaalso

decidestoleaveyhooIcried.”She’s

laughingsohardthatshe’sevenstruggling

tobreathe.TypicalAmanda.

“Shuuokaythat’shilariousmanjeuLindo

yenaubuyaninivele?”Ishrug.WheneverI

askhim thathescratcheshisheadsoI

stoppedasking.I’lljustseewhenhecomes



nje.

“Idon’tknowifwe’regoingtolast.”

“HaaiMelodon’tsaythat.”

“It’strue.LookI’m allaboutanambitious

manwhogetsthejobdonebutthisistoo

muchIfeel.”

“Maybethingswillgetbetter.”

“Ortheygetworse.Weshouldbeinour

honeymoonphaseinsteadwe’reinthis

whateverthehellitis.”Shesighs.



“It’shardIknowbutlikeyouoncesaidif

youputintheeffortthenitwillworkout.”

“Ihearyousis.”

“Chinupdollhe’llmakeaplan.”Ichuckle.

Thisonethough.

Wehavelunchwhilecatchinguponour

gossip.Sheletsmeinonwhatishappening

betweenherandBandile,onlybecauseI

forcedher,Ineedtohaveaconversationno

Bandileserious.

Shegetsanurgentphonecallsoshehasto

rushoff.



IgetbackintomyworkandIthinkit’ssafe

tosaythatI’llbeworkinglatetonight.Ijust

wanttopush.

It’sknockofftimeandeveryoneisheading

out.

Igetonwithmywork,futhiit’snotlike

there’sanythingwaitingformeathome.

Tazzwalksin.Argh.

“Justcametocheckifyouneedanything.”I

checkthetimeandit’salittleafter8.Where

didtimego?

“NahI’m goodthanks.”



“Okaywellpleasedon’tleavetoolatephela

it’snotsafeoutthere.”

“Ipromisedaddy.”Hegroans.

“Melostop.”Ichortle.Haibo.

“ByeTazz.”

“GoodnightMissMelo.”HewalksoutandI

getbackintoit.

.

.

It’s10PM geezIcan’tbelieveIstayedso



long.Ipackupthenheadout.

Thedrivehomeisshortandpeaceful.I

thinkIshouldleavetheofficearoundthese

timeseveryday.Iparkthecarandheadin.

I’m actuallyhungry.Igrabmybagsand

makemywaytomyroom.Iswitchonthe

lightsandIgetahugefrightwhenIsee

Lindosittingonthecouch.

“OhmyGodyouscaredme.”Ireleasea

breath.

“UphumakuphiMelokuhle.”Helooksangry.

Hai.Firstlyhowdidhegetin?Arghhedidn’t



leavemykey.

“Workduh.”Hehasaglassinhishand.He

standsupandslowlymakeshisway

towardsme.

“Work?AtthisfuckentimeNqobile?Iam

notanidiotphela.”

“HaiboLindowhat’syourproblem?”Howor

whentheglassthatwasinhishandended

upsmashedonthewallbehindmeIdon’t

know.

Hiseyesarebloodshotredandhekeeps

fistinghishands.



“UyangijolelaMelokuhle.”Ikeepmoving

backwardsslowlybecausethismanis

scaringme.

“Ndo.”Isaysoftly.

“AREYOUFUCKENPLAYINGME

MELOKUHLE?”HeshoutsandIgetchills

downmyspine.

Whoisthisman?
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Nowmydaddytaughtmetoalwaysstand

upformyselfandtoneverletanyonewalk



alloverme.YesI’m freakedoutbyLindo’s

actionbutIremembermydad’swords.

“Whenyourbackisbackedupagainstthe

wallrememberthatyouweren’tmeantto

survivebutyoudid.Youfoughtforyouand

yourmotherandyoumadeitsonothingon

thisearthcanshakeyouormakeyoufeel

inferior.ALWAYSBEPREPAREDFORA

FIGHTNQOBILE.”

Ilookatthisangrymanmakinghiswayto

me.Ihavenowheretogo.MYBACKIS

AGAINSTTHEWALL.

“UyangijolelahehMelokuhle?”Hespits

thosewordsinmyface.Imightbealotof



thingsbutacheat?

ME?

NqobileMelokuhleMkhize?Hehehe.

“StepbackLindokuhle.”Hecagesmein.He

doesn’tknowthatmyuncletaughtmehow

tokickamaninthenutsne?

Lethim tryme.

“It’sfucken11o’clockinthenightandwena

you’reonlygettinghomethenyouwantme

tobelievethatyou’recomingfrom the

office?”



“EvenifIwasfrom wherevernjeitdoesn’t

giveyoutherighttotalktomelikethat.”He

chuckles.HiseyesaredarkerthanIhave

everseenthem.

“UzonyaNqobile.”

“FuckyouLindokuhle.”Ipushhim away.

“Fuckyou.”Ipushhim again.“Fuckyou.”He

keepschucklingasIpushhim.

Angazonginyelalo.

Hegrabsmyhandsandholdsthem inhis.

HekeepsclenchinghisjawandIdon’tgive

ashitrightnow.



“Stopit.”Hesaysthroughgrittedteeth.

“Letgoofmehandsthentakeyourshitand

getthefuckoutofmyhouseandleavemy

keyonyourwayout.”

“I’m notgoinganywhereuntilyouanswer

meMelo.”Ichortle.

“Yes.IhaveamanoutthereandIwaswith

him andyeshefuckedmegood.Thereyou

gonowleaveeeeeee.”Hechucklesthenlets

goofmyhands.

Hegrabshiskeysandphoneandwalksout.



Ihearthegaragedooropening.Hemust’ve

parkedinBongwe’sgarage.

Whatthehelljusthappenedthough?Did

Lindoactuallydothattome?Kahlekahle

what’shisproblem?I’m tootiredtoactually

thinkaboutthis.Istripthengotakeaquick

shower.Ifinishupthenmakemywayback

intothebedroom.

NowusuallyIdon’tusemyalarm system

butIthinktodayisadifferentday.Iactivate

thealarm thengetintobedandrestmy

mind.

.

.

IopenmyeyesandthefirstthingIdois



grabmyphone.It’s5AM.Wellitisalmost

wakeuptimesoletme.

Irolloutofbedandheadtothebathroom.

AquickshowerthenIheadtotheclosetto

getdressed.Ipickoutoneofmyfavourite

creations.It’sakneelengthtightassred

number.IpairitwithapinkheelandIleave

myhairloose.

Yaaaasbosslady.IlikeitwhenIlook

dangerous.

Igrabmybagandheadout.I’llgrab

somethingtoeatattheoffice.IhopeIdon’t

catchtraffichle.



IgettotheofficeandIthinkI’m early.Oh

well.Ithrowmybagonthetableandsettle

inmychair.Iactuallyneedtogetbackinto

designing.Imissit.Igetstartedonmy

workandsoontheofficeisbuzzing.

AknockcomesthroughandTazzwalksin.

“MissMelo.”Ismileathim.

“HeyTazzyougood?”

“Yeahyou?”

“Yep.”Igetupandmakemywaytothe

couch.Hedoesn’tmovehiseyesfrom me.I



settlenexttohim.

“Fuckyoulookgorgeous.”He’sleaning

backonthecouchandhehashisindex

fingerinhismouth.

“Thankyou.NowwhatcanIdoforyou?”

“YhoooMeloyoucanhavelunchwithme

that’sthefirstthingyoucandoforme.”I

chuckle.Thisoneisanidiotsometimes.

“Andthesecond?”

“Youcanhavedinnerwithme.”Ismile.

WhatdidIexpectmara?



“You’resuchanidiot.”Wesharealaugh.

Tazzisliterallyabreathoffreshair.

“Ijustloveseeingyousmilenje.”Icontinue

laughing.

“Tellyouwhatyoucanspoilyourboss

todayandbuyherlunchne.”

“Anythingspecific?”

“McD’swouldbenice.”

“IknewtherewasareasonIlikedyouso

much.You’rebloodycheapman.”What?I



laughsoloud.Myword.Ididn’texpectthat.

ThedooropensandLindowalksin.My

laughterdiesdownandIlookathim.

“MrMngomezuluwhatcanIdoforyou?”I

sayinmymostprofessionalvoice.He

keepshisgazeonTazzandTazzbeingthe

stubbornbeingthatheishealsodoesn’t

backdown.Testosteroneatitsbestinhere.

Sigh.

Tazzstandsupandfixeshimself.

“MeloI’llseeyouatlunch.”



“Sharp.”Hewalksoutandstopswhenhe

getstoLindo.Theystareeachotherdown

forabitbeforeTazzbumpsLindo’s

shoulderandwalksout.

Sigh.

“Friendlywithallyourstaffhuh?”

“WhatdoyouwantLindokuhle?”Iask

sternly.Hesighsandrubshisface.He

walksovertomeandtakesmyhandand

wesitonthecouch.

“Ngyaxolisa.”



“Forwhatexactly?”

“Ishould’vehandledthingsbetter.I’m so

sorryMelo.”

“You’reforgivennowleave.”

“Melo.”Hesayssoftly.

“WhatyoudidwasuncalledforandIwillnot

standforit.SopleaseMngomezuluplease

leave.”

“IhaveissuesMelobutIpromisethatIwill

workonthem babypleasegivemea

chancebabyplease.”Ishakemyhead.



“WorkonyourissueslekudeLindokuhle.”

“Idon’twanttobewithoutyouMeloplease

forgiveme.”Sigh.

“Lookwe’lltalklaterkodwarightnowIhave

togetbacktowork.”

“IloveyouMelo.”Sigh.

“IloveyoutooNdo.”AndImeanit.It’s

shittybuthey.

“I’llbehomeforaboutamonthandI’m

hopingwecanspendmoretimetogether.”



“We’lltalklaterNdo.”Henodsandgetsup.

HewalksoutandIsinkintothecouch.Am I

readyfortheissuesthatLindocomeswith

though?LikeIthoughtIknewhim buthe

justprovedmewrong.Ifearthatwhatever

he’sdealingwithismuchmuchdeeperthan

Icouldcomprehend.

.

.

It’slunchtimeandI’m waitingforTazzto

comethroughwithmyfood.JustasI’m

abouttocallhim hewalksin.

“IthoughtMcDhadyouforlunch.”He

chortles.



“Ihadtofightoffthecashiersphela

everyonewantsapieceofthis.”

“Weeah.”Ichuckle.Bighead.Hesetsthe

foodonthetableandIgojoinhim.

“ImeannodisrespectneMelokodwaI

wouldlovetotearthatdressoffofyouand

justhaveyou.”NowpleaserememberI’ve

beenhornyforoverayear.IthinkI’daccept

dickfrom anantelopeifitwerepossible.

“Tazz.”Isaysoftly.I’m tryingtocontrolmy

breathingkodwaheei.

“I’dlockthedoorandhaveyourighthere



rightnowbutagainIrespectyou.Let’seat.”

HaibohowdoIeatafterthat?Thisguy

though.

Lunchisdefinitelygoingtobeawkward

now.
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SolunchwithTazzwentaheadwith

awkwardvibes.Heapologisedforcoming

ontoostrongandpromisedtostepback.I

appreciatethatheknowsthathewentabit

too,althoughIwould’vehonestlyjumped

him iftheofficewasempty.



It’stheendofthedayandI’m packingup.I

wanttobingeonmyseriestonight.

.

.

Igethomeandkickmyshoesoffthentake

offmybraandthrowitonthecounter.

Malibongwehatesthis.

‘Weeathereandwenayoujustputyour

boobthingsonhere.’Ilovehowdramatic

hergetsaboutit.

Speakingofthatone,whereishe?

Igrabmybags,braandshoesandheadup.

Istartinhisroom,he’snothere.Hawu.I



makemywaytomyroom andthrowmy

stuffonthebed.Igrabmyphoneanddial

hisnumber.

“Sis.”

“Hawuukuphikanti?”Iask.

“I’m stillwithgogo,IthinkI’m goingto

spendtheweekendhere.”SothatmeansI

havethewholehousetomyself.YesIused

tolivealonebutnowthatI’m usedtoliving

withsomeoneit’sjustforeignformetobe

bymyself.

“Aslongasyou’regoodandsafethenI’m



chilled.”

“Gogowantstotalktoyou.”Hedoesn’t

evenwaitformyresponse,hegivesherthe

phone.

“Mylittleblip.”Asmilebreaksoutontomy

face.Mkhuluusedtocallmehisblip.I

hateditsomuch.

“Gogowamiomuhle.”

“Haisukaudlalangami.Howareyoumy

baby?”

“I’m fineandhowareyougogo?”



“I’m stillbreathingbythegraceofGodsoI

havenocomplaints.Wellexceptforone.”

“What’swrong?”Iask.Iknowwhatshe’s

goingtosaythough.

“Mygranddaughterhasn’tcometospend

timewithmeinalongtime.Shepromised

thatshewillcomesleepoverahhhI’m still

waiting.”Ichortle.Mygrandmotherisalso

fullofdramawhenshewantstobeyazi.

“Hawugogokodwa.”Isaytryingtocalm

myself.“Itellyouwhat,howaboutwehave

agirlsweekendlanextweekend.You,mom,

Amandaandmyself?”



“Thatwouldbelovelymybaby.”Ithought

she’dprotest.

“GreatthenI’llseeyounextweek

Thursday.”Isay.

“Gogoaskheraboutherboyfriend.”Ihear

Malibogweshoutinthebackground.Ican’t

helpbutlaugh.

“Konje,Ihearthatyou’redatingMinenhle’s

boy.”Gogosays.

“Iam gogo.”



“Ishetreatingyougood?”

“Yes”Irespond.

“YoudeservetobesohappyblipandIpray

toGodthatLindokuhlemakesyouhappy.”

“Gogo.”Iwhine.

“YesIknowthatyou’rehappywithouta

mankodwaweweren’tcreatedtobe

alone.”Onceshestartsgoingoffabout

husbandsandpartnersIwillnothearthe

endofit.

“GogoI’llletyouinoneverythingnextweek



ne.”

“Okaybaby,Iloveyou.”

“Iloveyoutoogogo.Byebye.”Wehangup.

Ilovehowpositivemygrandmotheralways

is.Lifehasthrownafewunpleasant

situationsherwaybutsheroseabovethem.

Betweenherandmom Ihadnochoicebut

tobethetruedefinitionofmyname.

WhilstIstillhavemyphoneinmyhandlet

mecallthatman.

“Muhles.”Heanswersbreathlessly.



“Ndohi.”

“Unjani?”

“I’m okandyou?”

“Imissyou.”Hesayssoftly.Imisshim too.

“I’m cooking,doyouwantanything

specific?”Iask.Hemessedupandwe’re

goingtotalkaboutthatbutImissspending

timewithhim.

“Anythingisfinewithme.I’llseeyou

shortly.”



“Sharp.”Ihangupandrushtotakeaquick

shower.Ifinishupthenthrowonaloose

fittingdress.Imakemywaytothekitchen

togetstartedondinner.

.

.

“Itsmellsgoodinhere.”Iwalkovertothe

stoveandcheckonmypots.

“Thanks,wouldyoulikesomethingto

drink?”

“I’llsortmyselfout.”Hewalksovertothe

fridgeandgrabsabeer.“Melo.”Iturnto

lookathim andhesighs.



I’m stillangryathim forwhathedid.Ijust

don’tunderstandwhyhecouldn’taddress

melikeanormalpersonwould.

“Khuluma.”Isayleaningagainstthecounter.

“IwanttoapologiseforthestuntIpulled.I

hadnorighttoaddressyoulikethat.”

“Youhadnorighttomakemefeelthat

scaredLindokuhle.”

“IknowandI’m sorry.Ijustlostitwhenyou

camehomethatlate.YesIshould’vecalled

andcheckeduponyoubutmymindjust



ranoffwithmeandIjustgotsomad.”

“Ihavenevergivenyouareasontodoubt

meNdo.AboveallelseI’m hurtthatyou

wouldthinksolowofme.”Idon’twantto

cry.DonotcryMelokuhle.Ikeepshouting

inmyhead.

“IknowIknowbutlikeIsaidIhaveissues

Melo.”

“SodoIbutyoudon’tseemethrowing

them inyourface.You’realwaystravelling,

don’tyouthinkIgetinsecureaboutthat?

KodwabecauseItrustyouIdon’tactafool

aboutit.”Hesighsandrubshisface.



“I’llworkonmyselfIpromiseyoubaby

pleasejustgivemeachance.”

“I’m notsomeweakgirlwhoneedsaman

phelaIcanlivewithoutyou.”Hechuckles

andmakeshiswaytome.

Hepullsmeintoarmsandgazesintomy

eyes.

“IlovehowfeistyyouaremaMkhize.I

promiseitwillneverhappenagain.”

“I’llstabyouifyoutryme.”

“Iknow.”Helowershisheadandcaptures



mylipsinhis.Igettinglesthroughoutmy

entirebody.

LindokuhleMngomezulubettertakecareof

thisache.

HepicksmeandIwrapmylegsaroundhis

waist.

.

.

We’resittingonthecouchandIam

straddlinghim.Ikeepgrindingmyself

againsthisbulge.Hepullsmydressupand

I’m leftinmybarestate.Thecoolbreeze

hitsmegentlyandmynipplesstandfirm.

Hestillhasonhispantsandtop.

Something’sgottogive.Ipullhisshirtup



andit’sgone.

Mybarechestagainsthisisheaven.He

standsupthenlaysmeonthecouch.Imiss

hiswarmth.Ineedhim toholdme.He

slowlyworksonhispantswithoutbreaking

eyecontact.HisshaftspringsfreeandI

involuntarilylickmylips.Ineedthatallthe

wayinme.

Sexgodscannothinginterruptthissession

please.

Heleansbackdownandkissesme.Ineed

thistakencareof.Ipullhim closerandhe

chuckles.Hesitsbackdownthenpullsme

tostraddlehim again.Idon’tevenwant



foreplay.

“Condom.”Imurmuragainsthislips.My

quim mightbefloodingbutmymindisstill

onright.Iusedtohaveaboxinhere

somewhere.“Drawer.”Isay.Hereaches

overandpullsoneout.Theboxisopen,

hmmm Malibongwe.

Ihelphim putitonthenleadhim tomy

entrance.Islowlysinkmyselfalltheway

down.

“ShitMeloyou’resowarm andtight.”His

voiceonmynecksendsshiversdownmy

spine.Hecupsmyfaceandforcesmeto

lookathim.Hegivesmehisbeautifulsmile



andIcan’thelpbutreturnit.

Istartmovingincircleswhilelookinginhis

eyes.Hegrabsontomywaistandholdsme

inplace.HestartspoundingmehardandI

wrapmyarmsaroundhisneck.Herotates

hiships.Yhowhatishedoingtome?

Helaysmedownonthecarpetandputsmy

legsonhisshoulders.Hebeginstothrust

hardandfastandIloseit.

“Ndo.”Isayloudly.Thisman.Imoanashe

continuestohitthespot.

“IloveyouMelo.”Hesayssoftly.Hestarts



movingincirclesandIfeelmyselfbuilding

up.Ifeelvulnerable.WitheachthrustIcan

feelmyselffallingmoreforhim.I’m close.I

holdontohisforearmstightlyasIrideout

mywave.

Hepicksuphispaceandgoesham.He

pullsoutandramsbackintome.Whatthe

hell.Hestartsgroaninglouderandlouder.

Hecontinuesthrustingquickandhard.He’s

notincontrolofhisbodyrightnow.Helets

outaloudgroanbeforepullingoutand

floppingnexttome.Hepullsmetolieon

hischestandkissesmyforehead.

“IloveyouMelokuhle.”
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Idroughtiphelile.YhooIam sohappyI

couldliterallydancefortheMngomezulu

gods.YeyuLindodonescratchedtheitch

realgood.

Roundafterroundafterround.Iwas

pounded.Poundedsodamngoodatthat.I

needmoreofthatactually.Ihadbeen

deprivedfor18monthsandthatonenight

doesn’tmakeupforallthosemonthsin

factwehaven’tevenscratchedthesurface.

“Goodmorningbaby.”Hisvoicesends

shiversdownmyspine.



“Hibabe.”HishandcupsmybreastandI

moveclosertohim.

Hissolidmemberispokingmyback.

“I’m hardforyou.”Hesaysinapainedvoice.

“AndI’m wetforyou.”Irespond.Hedipshis

fingerinandgroans.

“You’reswimmingbaby.”Hesaysagainst

myearsendingchillsdownmyspine.

Iarchmybackandmovemybootycloser.I

needtofeelhim there.Hegroansandstarts

kissingonmyneck.



“Takeme.”Isay.Herubshistiponmy

entranceandIpushhim back.I’m not

playingthatrawgameuntilwegettested.

“Yini?”

“Condom.”Isay.Ihearhim gruntbefore

reachingovertothedrawer.Ihave

condomsstrategicallyplacedthroughout

theentirehouse.YesI’m ahoelikethat.I

knewthatonedayIwouldgetsomeandI

wasreadyphelaIdidn’twanttofallforthat

‘nocondom’trap.Nope.

Heliftsmylegupandpusheshimselfin.I

clenchmywallsaroundhisdick.Thisisthe



bestpart,likewhenitgoesinyhuu.Hecups

mybreastbeforehestartsthrusting.Heis

movingslowly.Hedidsaylastnightthathe

wantstotakehistimewithme.

Heplantswetkissesonmyshoulderwhile

murmuringsomethingIcan’tmakeout.

Youknowwhenyou’reinthemomentand

youjustfeellikeyou’reconnectingwiththe

personyou’rewith?That’showIfeelright

now.IfeellikeLindoandIareconnecting

onalevelthatIcan’tcomprehend.Hisslow

strokesareopeningpartsofmethatIdidn’t

wantto.

IfeelvulnerableandIdon’tappreciateit.



Hegivesmynippleagentlepinchandthat’s

allittakesformetoreachmyhighandhe

followsshortlyafter.

.

.

LindoandIarehavingalazyday.He’sinhis

boxersandI’m inhisshirt.We’resittingon

thefloorhavingpizzaandwine.

“Sowhenareyougettingahousein

Joburg?”Iask.Helooksatmewithafrown

onhisface.

“IhaveahouseintheCapethough.”



“AndIam notdisputingthathoweverIlive

inJoburgandI’dliketobelievethatseeing

thatyou’rewithmenowyou’llbespending

yourtimeathomeinJozi.”

“WhathappenedtoyoucomingtoCape

Townthough?”

“Ican’tjustpackupeverytimeyou’rein

townNdo.”

“Ofcourseyoucan.”

Ihatehowhealwayswantsmetodropmy

workforhim.Asthebigbosshimselfhe

shouldknowhowdifficultitis,ormaybeit



haseverythingtodowiththefactthathe

didn’tstarthisowncompany.Imeanitwas

handedovertohim.

“How’syoursister?”Iasktryingtochange

thesubject.

“She’sgood,justdrivingmom crazy

though.”Ichortle.

HissisteriswhatIliketocallfreespirited

likenudeartkindofvibes.Sheactuallyhas

anakedartpieceofherselfhanginginher

bedroom attheirhome.Herparentshateit

buttheycan’ttakeitdownbecauseit’sstill

herbedroom whenshevisits.



“AuntyMinnieshouldchill.”Hechuckles.

“Apparentlyshebroughthomesomebiker

guywithnomanners.Mom saysdadlostit

andpunchedtheguy,Enhledidn’ttalkto

him forawhile.”Icontinuelaughing.Ineed

tolinkupwithEnhlestruu.

“Yoursisterismyspiritanimal.”Hefrowns.

“Andthen?”

“Youbetternotbethinkingofjoiningthis

nakedlifekaNhle.”

“AndifIam?”Hechuckleswhileshakinghis

head.



Helooksupandhiseyesarered.

“Youdon’twanttoknow.”

Ishetryingtoscareme?

“Lindolalelala,I’m notoneofthose

flooziesyou’reusedto.I’m notayessir

kindofwoman.Ifyouthinkyou’regoingto

controlmethenyouknowyouhaveanother

thingcomingokay?

“Iknow.”

“Good.Sohowarewespendingthis



month?”
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Iturnaroundandlookatthismanofmine.

Hischocolateskinandhisbeautifulthick

lipsaremyfavourite.Hescruncheshis

noseandscratcheshiseyes.Ican’thelp

thesmilethatcreepsuponmyface.He

lookssocute.

Heopenshiseyesandmeetsmine.We

haveanintimateconversationwithoureyes.

Hechuckleslowlybeforepullingmecloser.

“MaMkhize.”Histhickhuskyvoicesends



shiversdownmyspine.

“Mngomezulu.”Isaysoftly.

“Yessticktothat.Don’tcallmeLindoever

again.”Ichortle.

“OkayMngomezulu.”Hegroansandburies

hisfaceonmybust.

Hetakesmyhandandmakesmefeelhis

erection.Ilaughandshakemyhead.Nope.

Notdoingthat.Irolloutofbedandgrabmy

grown.

“Comeonebaby,kancanenje.”Igiggleand



walkoutontothebalcony.

Thereissomethingaboutthesoundof

wavesthatjustcalmsme.Thegentle

breezehitsmeandItakeitallin.Thisview

ismagnificent.

IthinkIwanttolivehereforever.Iwantthis

amountofpeaceeveryday.

Hewrapshisarmsaroundmywaist.Ilean

backandrestmyheadagainsthischest.

“It’sbeautifulisn’tit?”

“Ittrulyis.”Irespond.



LindoandIareintheSeychelles.Thisisthe

secondweekofhistimeoffandImustsay

ithasbeenbliss.Wearrivedabouttwodays

agoandwehavebeencoopedupinour

room sinceandthatishowweplanon

spendingtherestofourtimehere.

WestayinthatpositionuntilIfeelhim

pokingmyass.

“Ican’tgetenoughofyoumuhles.”Igiggle

andrubmyselfagainsthim.

Sowegottestedandwe’rebothclean

whichwasthemostamazingnewsto

Mngomezulubecausehebelievesthatthe



rubberreducesthepleasure.Rollseyes.

“Youkeptmeupallnightbaby.”Isay.

“Andyou’reupnowsoit’snotlikeI’m

deprivingyouofsleep.”Heplacesawet

kissonmyneck.

Hiskissesaremyweaknessandheknows

that.

Hisphoneringssavingmefrom almost

gettingravagedonthebalcony.Hewalks

backinandIfollowhim.

“When?”Ihearhim say.



Itsoundslikebusiness.Sigh.

“KodwababaIexplainedtoyou.”Ohit’s

senior.

Igivehim someprivacy.Isettleonthe

couchandbrowsethroughthemenu.Igeta

giantburgerforhim andafishburgerfor

myselfalongwithabottleofwine.Heflat

outtoldmethatthisweekwillbespent

indulginginjunk.Ilovemyjunksothatwas

musicformyears.

Hewalksinandflopshimselfnexttome.

HeputshisheadonmychestandIhold

him.



“Whathappened?”Iask.

“Dadisjustimpossibleattimes.Hejust

doesn’twanttoseereason!”

“Youwanttotalkaboutit?”

“I’vegivenmywholelifetothisbutitseems

likethat’snotgoodenough.”Hesayssoftly.

NowIknowthatuncleShakahaspushed

Ndohard.Hewasgroomedtotakeoverthe

businessandtakecareofthefamily.At

somepointhehintedthathewasn’thappy

buthebrushedmeoffwhenIaskedhim



aboutit.

“Ndo.”Isaysoftly.

“Beingtheonlysonsuckssometimes.”He

pausesandsighs.“You’regoingtohateme

forthisbut-”

“Don’tsayit.”Isay.“Canwejusteatthen

we’lldiscussthis.”

“Okay.”

Iknowhisdadprobablyaskedhim to

handlebusinesssomewheremeaningwe

mighthavetocutourtripshort.Sigh.



.

.

We’relyinginbedhavingsomedowntime.

I’m readingabookandhe’swatchingme

whichisannoying.Itossedhim agoodread

buthejustbrowsedthroughitthensetit

aside.Tistis.

“Canwetalknow?”Heasks.

Sigh.

“Sure.”Iclosethebookthensitup.

“Ihavetogofixsomethingattheofficein

thebigapple.”Iheaveasigh.



Iknewthatwascoming.

“Whendoyouhavetogo?”

“Itoldhim Icanatleastgonextweek.”I

nodlightly.“Iknowthatittakesawayfrom

ourtime.”

“Isthishowourrelationshipisgoingtobe?”

“YouknowI’dspendmoretimeinSAifI

couldright?”Hesayscuppingmyface.

“IknowNdo.”



“Iwouldlikeustoenjoyourweekthenwe

willdealwiththerestlater.”Hesays.

“I’dappreciatethat.”

I’m goingtodwellmuchonthissetupand

howthistravellingisgoingtoaffectus.I

justwanttoenjoymytimewithmyman.

.

.

“Wheredoyouseeusin5years?”Heasks.

Iwasn’texpectingthis.5years?



“Idon’tknow.Acutewarm homemaybe?

With5dogsandapig.”Hechortleseven

throwinghisheadback.

We’reinhishouseinCapeTown.We

landedlastnightandwe’rebothgoingour

differentwaytomorrow.Iboardaflightto

Joburgandheboardsonetotheapple.

“ApigMelokuhle?”

“Yeshawupigsarecuteangithi.”

“Soyouseeafutureforus?”

“Ido.”Ianswertruthfully.



Imightstillhavemyreservationsbecause

ofwhatIwentthroughwithLeratobutIfeel

likeLindowouldn’tputmethrough

somethinglikethat.

“Wouldyouconsidergettingasecond

opinion?”Iheaveasigh.

Iknowhe’stalkingaboutmyinfertility

issues.

“Idon’tknowifI’m readytogetmyhopes

upNdo.”Isaysoftly.

Hecupsmyfaceandpecksmylips.



“Whateverhappenswe’reinthistogether.

MinanaweMelokuhle.ItoldyouIloveyou

andnotyourabilitytogivemekids.”Inod

lightly.

“IloveyoutooNdobutI’m scared.”

Lindokuhlecanliterallygooutthereand

findawomanwhocangivehim whatIcan’t.

“I’m notgoinganywhere.”Hesays.
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“Mylittleblip.”Shesayswithawidesmile



onherface.

SheopensupherarmsformeandIstep

intoherembrace.Mygrandmothergives

thebesthugsknowntoman.Ithas

everythingtodowiththatbeautifulheartof

hers.Ibelievethatwhenapersonis

beautifulontheinsideitradiatesonthe

outside.Everythingtheyputtheirhandson

automaticallywarm.

“Hellomybeautifulgogo.”Ikisshercheek

thenleadhertothecouch.

Wesettleandshecupsmyface.



“Youlooklikeyourfather.”Irollmyeyes.

Igetthatalot.Ithinkit’sbecauseI’m such

adaddy’sgirl.HoweverwhenIlookinthe

mirrorIseemymother.

“Don’tlethim hearyousaythatngobayou

knowyourbigheadedsonis.”Shechuckles

andpinchesmycheeks.

“That’smysonyou’retalkingabout.”We

laugh.

Iadmirethestrongwomenthatraisedme.

Lookingatmygrandmothernowyoucan

tellthatshe’safighter.



“Whenareyourdaughtersgettinghere?”I

ask.

Gogo,mom,auntySiba,AmandaandIare

havingagirl’sweekend.AmandaandIare

inchargeofthefoodandmom andauntyS

areinchargeofthedrinks,Iknowwe’re

gettingdrunk.

“Koko.”That’sAmanda.

Shewalksincarryingherovernightbag.She

looksbeautifulinhershorts,plainteeand

flops.Shedropsherbagandsettlesnextto

gogo.



“MaMkhizehowareyou?”

“I’m okayandyougogo?”Sherestsher

headonhershoulder.

Sigh.IknowAmandahasn’tbeenfeeling

welloverthepastfewmonthsandIhope

thatshe’llopenuptomethisweekend.

“I’m fine.I’m happythatallmybabiesare

goingtospendtheweekendwithme.”

“It’sgoingtobeawesome.Nqouright?”

“I’m finelove.Let’sgoputourbagsinthe



room.”Wegetupandwalktomyroom.

Weeachhaveourownroomshere

obviouslyshesharesaroom withBandile

butbecausehe’snothereshe’ssleeping

withme.Weputourbagsintheclosetthen

sitonthebed.

“What’swrongAmanda?”Shegivesmea

faintsmile.

I’vecometolearnthatthatsmileisreally

notgenuine.

“NothingbabeI’m justtiredreally.”



“Idon’tbelieveyou.Wereyoutiredthelast

timewehookedupaswell?Comeonbabe

youknowI’vegotyou.Nowwhatdidthat

idiotbrotherofminedo?”shechuckles

whileshakingherhead.

“NothingIcan’thandle.Nowstopstressing

please.We’vegoingtohaveanamazing

weekendne.”Withthatsaidshegetsup

andwalksout.

IgrabmyphoneanddialBandile.

“Nqo.”Hesayssoundsexcited.

“Whatdidyoudotobeauty?”I’m noteven



goingtobeniceaboutit.

Heheavesasighandkeepsquietfora

while.

“It’snothingwecan’tsolvetogether.”He

responds.

“WhateveryoudidI’m disappointedinyou.”

“EiMelokuhlebekaezakho.”

“Youknowmom keepssayingyouhave

yourfather’sjerk-ishmoments.Wellthisis

oneofthem.”Isaythenhangup.



NowIlovemybrother.He’sactuallythe

bestthereisouttherebutjustlikeeveryone

hehashisflawswhichsucksbecausehe’s

suchagreatpersonsowhenhemessesup

it’seasilyidentifiable.Ijusthopewhatever

they’regoingthroughisn’ttoohectic.

Imakemywaybacktothelivingroom and

themama’sarehere.

“Hellohello.”Igivemom ahugthenauntyS.

“Heybaby.”

“Heyunjani?”



“I’m goodandyouguys?”Iask.

“We’regoodaswell.”Mom answers.

“IgoteverythingyouaskedforNqo.”Aunty

says.

“You’reawesomewena.Okayyouoldies

relaxandAmandaandIwillsortoutthe

food.”Theyallnodinagreementandwe

makeourwaytothekitchen.

.

.

AmandaandIwereabletoputtogetheran

assortmentoffingersnacksandafullmeal.

Thisgirlisabeastinthekitchen.Meatballs,



chilliebites,samoosas,springrolls.Sigh

I’m inheaven.Allthesearemyfavourites.

Formainsgogoaskedformacandcheese

withextrabacon.Ilaughedatthatrequest

thenIrememberedthatAmandaadds

somespecialsomethingthatjust

transformsthewholedish.

“Redorwhite?”Mom asks.

“Red.”Amandaresponds.

“Metoo.”Ichipin.

IlovethefactthatIcansitwithmyoldies



andjustbefree.

“Somamahow’sMalibongwe?”Auntyasks.

Sigh.Mybabybrother.Weallworryabout

him buthehasn’thadanepisodeinweeks

whichisagoodthing.Ijusthopethathe

stayslikethis.

“He’sokay.He’spushingthroughandhe’s

choosingtolive.That’sallwecouldever

askforright?”Gogosays.

Iloveoveratmom andshehastearsinher

eyes.ThisMalibongweissuehashitmom

sohard.Ican’tevenbegintoimaginethe



painofhearingyoulastborncryandbeg

youtotakeawayhispain.

“He’saMkhizehe’llbefine.”Mom says.

I’m gladshe’spositiveaboutthisissue.

“MelokuhletellmeaboutuLindo.”Gogo

sayswithacutesmileonherface.

“Haaigogothere’snothingtotell.He’san

amazingmanandIlovehim.”

“Youlovehim?”Mamaasks.



IknowIhadsaidIwillneverloveanyone

afterLeratobutLindomadeitimpossible

formenottofallforhim.Hewasslickthat

one.

“Idomom.HehasallthequalitiesthatI

wantinaman.Yeshe’snotperfectbuthe

iseverythingandmore.Hemakesmefeel

likeeverythingwillbealrightyouknow.”

“Noonedeserveshappinessmorethanyou

myblip.”Gogosays

“Howdidyouknowthatmkhuluwasthe

oneforyou?”Shelooksatmeandchuckles.



“ThatarrogantMkhizeman.Believeitornot

inthebeginningIwantednothingtodowith

him.Hewasfullofhimselfandhewas

unapologeticaboutit.Hepursuedmefor

aboutayearbeforeIagreedtobehis.I

knewrightthereandthenthatIwantedto

spendtherestofmylifewiththisman.I

knewthathewasn’tamanthateasilygave

upandhewentforwhathewanted.

Ihavelovedhim forsolongandIhaveno

regretswhatsoever.”Shehasawidesmile

onherfaceasshesaysthis.

Mygrandparentssharedaspecialkindof

love.Iwasblessedenoughtobeableto

witnessit.



“Andyoumama?”Idirectthequestionto

mom.

Shechucklesandshakesherhead.

“Wewereyoungbutyourfatherwasalways

adamantthathewouldmarrymeandwhen

heaskedmyfatherformyhandinmarriage

Iwasn’tshockedbutitsetinthatthisman

wasitforme.Heirritatesmesometimes

buthe’smyirritationangithi.”Weallchortle.

Myparentsloveeachotherwitheverything

andthatcannotbetakenfrom them.

“I’m sureSibahleandAmandacanaddin



abouthowirritatingMkhizemenare.”Gogo

saysandwecontinuelaughing.

“YhoomamasometimesIjustwantto

smackLangelihleallthewaybackto

whereverhecamefrom butlikeZobuhle

saidhe’smyirritation.”

“Howdidyouknowaunty?”Iask.

“Whenhekeptonfeedingmyicecream

addictionIknewthatIhadtohavehim in

mylifeforever.”Weallburstintolaughter.

“Mysonsaresomethingelse.Idiotslike

theirfatherwouldsay.”Shepausesand



smiles.“Hewouldbesoproudofallof

you.”

“Mama.”Auntysayssoftly.

“AnywayAmandahow’sBandile?”Gogo

asks.

Yaaskhergogo.

“He’sgoodgogo.”Gogonodslightly.

“We’rehereifyouneedtotalkokay.”

“Iknowgogo.”



SoI’m nottheonlyonethatseesthisgood.

Wespendoureveningdrinking,eatingand

laughing.Myheartissocontentrightnow.I

lovemypeoplesomuch.Ihonestlycouldn’t

havebeenblessedwithabetter‘squad’

Weallretiretobedintheearlyhours.I’m

surprisedthatgogowasabletostayupthis

longbutthenagainsheliveswithBongwe

soanythingispossible.

Ihaven’tspokentoLindotoday.Futhiit

shouldbemorningordaywhatever.Igrab

myphoneanddialhim.Imisshim somuch.

Ican’twaittoseehim.



“Hello.”Awoman’svoicecomesthrough
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VERYVERYShortandUnedited

Iremovethephonefrom myearandcheck

thenumberIdialled.IndeedIdialledLindo,

nowwhoisthispersonansweringhis

phone?

“Hi.”Iclearmythroatandtrytopullmyself

together.

I’m tryingnottoletmymindrunawaywith

me.Lindoissupposedtobehandling

business.Whoosaaa.



“Yes.”Sheresponds.

Okaycalm yourselfMelokuhle.

“MayIpleasespeaktoLindo.”

“Sure.Babeyourphone,Ithinkit’syour

sister.”Babe?

Mytearsdropinvoluntarily.Howcould

Lindokuhledothistome?Ithoughtwe

weregood.He’scheatingonme?Wow.

StupidMelokuhle.

“Pleaseholdonhe’sjuststeppingoutofthe



shower.”Shesays.

Wow.

Icanhearhertalkingtohim inthe

background,she’sgigglingatwhateverhe’s

saying.Hisvoiceisgettingclosertothe

speaker.Ihangupandburymyfaceonthe

pillow.Didthatreallyjusthappen?Dida

womanjustanswermyman’sphone?Wow.

“What’swrong?”Amandasayssoftly.

Thatjustopensthefloodgates.Iwail.I

don’tthinkI’m hurt,Ithinkit’stheshock.



“Melobabywhat’swrong?”Ihearmom’s

sweetvoice.

Ican’teventalk.Myheadisbuzzing.Iwant

topuke.YepIneedtopuke.Iruntothe

bathroom andreleaseeverythingthatIhad.

Mom isrubbingmybacklightly.Youknow

whenyourminddoesn’tknowhowto

handlethingsanditjuststartsattacking

youphysically?That’smerightnow.

“Areyoubetter?”Sheaskssoftly.

Inodlightly.Amandawalksintothe

bathroom withmyphoneinhand.



“It’sLindo.”Ishakemyhead.

Idon’twanttotalktohim.Idon’twantto

seehim everagain.

Igetupandrinsemymouth.Ineedmom’s

warmthsoIwalkoutandheadtoherroom.

Iopentheblanketsandslideinthenwait

forher.Shewalksinandjoinsme.Shepulls

meintoherarmsandIstartcryingallover

again.

Whydidhemakemefallinlovewithhim if

heknewthathewasgoingtodomelike

this?WasInotworthbeingtheonlyone?IS

ITBECAUSEICAN’THAVEKIDS?Hesaid

hehadmyback.Hesaiditwasusagainst



everythingandeveryone.

“Whathappened?”

“He’scheatingonmemama.”Isaysoftly.

“Lindo?”

“Ya.”

“Ini?”Icanfeelherheartbeatpickingup.

“Sheansweredhisphonemom.Iknow

whatIheardandIknowthatI’m not

overreacting.He’scheating.”Isaysoftly.



Sayingitoutloudhasjustmadeitreal.

Mngomezuluvele?Hegotontheplaneand

saidhewasgoingtotakecareofbusiness

kantinex.

“Melo.”

“Itoldhim mom,Itoldhim Ididn’twanta

relationshipbuthekeptpursuingme.He

mademefallinlovewithhim.Ilovehim

mom.Ilovehim somuch.”

“Shhhhhit’sokaybabygetsomesleepwe’ll

dealwitheverythingwhenwewakeup

okay.”Inodagainstherchestandsnuggle

closer.



.

.

I’vebeenlyinginbedawakeforawhilenow.

Mymindkeepsreplayingtheconversation

andmychestconstricts.Itwasn’tadream.

Itactuallyhappened.

Thedooropensandmom walksincarrying

atray.

“You’reawake,finally.”Isitupandstareat

her.

I’m notinthemoodforhumaninteraction

andIknowmom won’tletup.



“HereImadeyousometea.”Ishakemy

head.“Youneedtoeatphela.”

“I’m finemom please.”Shesighsand

settlesnexttome.

“Whatareyouplanningondoing?”Ishrug.

Idon’twanttodoanything.Ijustwantto

forgetandmoveon.That’sallIneedtodo.

“Nothing.”

“You’reclearlynotinthemoodtotalkto

anyonesoIwillgiveyouyourspace.Ilove

you.”Shekissesmyforeheadandwalksout.



Ireachoverandgrabmyphone.

‘AnsweryourphoneMelokuhle.’

‘Babyweneedtotalkpleasejustletme

explain.’

‘MaMkhizeplease.’

‘I’m flyingoutIhopewecantalkwhenIget

there.’

‘IloveyousomuchMelo.’



Iwipemytearsanddeleteallthese

messages.

Hedoesn’tlovemebecauseifhedidhe

wouldn’thavehurtmelikethis.Iguessnot

allthatglittersisgoldright?
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Myheartfeelslikeit’sbeenputina

shredderandshreddedlikethose

documentsthatIshredeveryotherday.Is

thiskarmaforwastingtreelifelikethat?

Mustbe.

IspentmySundayinbedstuffingmyface

withalltheavailablejunkinmypantry.Iate

untilIcouldn’tnomorethenwentback



again.Icaughtuponmyseriesandmovies

whileatit.Girl’sweekendwasruinedso

yeah.Ijustneededtobealonewithmy

thoughtsandIknewtheywouldn’tallowme

tosoIleft.

Sigh.

Idon’tevenwanttogotoworktodaybutI

haveameetingthatIcan’tmiss.Irolloutof

bedandheadtothebathroom.Istepinto

theshowerandletthewaterdoitsjob.My

musclesaresotense.ThisiswhatIhate

aboutbeingemotionallystraineditjust

messesupmybody.

Ifinishupthenheadtomyclosettoget



dressed.Ithrowononeofthoseshirt

dresseswithblackredbottoms.Ilook

decent.Igrabmybagandheadout.I’llgrab

somecoffeeatwork.

.

.

SmileMelo.

“Morningteam.”IcheerfullygreetasIwalk

intoourmeetingvenue.

Idon’tliketoaddressitastheboardroom.

Thatsoundstooofficial.

“Bossladyyougood?”



“Yepy’all?”

“We’regood.”InodandsettlenexttoTy.

Themeetinggoesonandideasare

following.IshouldbetakingnotesbutI

honestlydon’twanttobehere.

“Areyouokay?”Tywhispersinmyear.

“Justtired.”Iwhisperback.

“Gohome.Wecanhandlethis.”

IthinkI’m goingtotakehim uponhisoffer.



It’snotlikewehaveadeadlinetomeetand

Itrustmyteam gomanageadaywithout

me.

“Afterthismeeting.”

ItrymyutmostbesttofocusandbeforeI

knowitthemeetingisover.Wepackupand

Iheadtomyoffice.Igrabmybagsand

makemywayout.

“LeavingalreadyMelo?”Tazzasks.

“YeahI’m notfeelingwellsoItrusty’allto

dothethingangithi.”Hechuckleswhile

shakinghishead.



“Youknowwewill.Gogetsomerest.”

Tazzmoveshiseyesfrom metosomething

behindme.Iturnaroundandthereheis.He

lookssharpasalways.Blackslim pants

andawhiteshirt.Ifthesituationwas

differentI’dbedroolingbutrightnowI’m

justannoyed.

“Hellomuhles.”Hesayswithasmileonhis

face.

Ican’tevenberudeaboutitbecauseIdon’t

wantpeopleknowingmybusiness.Sigh.I

lookathim andgivehim awidesmile.



“Hey.”

“Yougoingtoameeting?”Heaskspointing

atmybags.

“Home.”Hefrownsandnods.

IturnaroundandTazzisnotthereanymore.

Iheaveasighandmakemywaytowardshe

elevator.Lindokuhlefollowsmeandwe

stepintotheelevator.It’ssotenseinhere

andIdon’tknowhowtoreacttoit.

“HowareyouMelokuhle?”



“I’m okayandyouLindokuhle?”

“I’m okay.CanIdrivebehindyou?”Well.

Weneedtotalksoyeah.PlusIwouldliketo

havethisconversationinthecomfortofmy

ownhome.ImeanIknowwhereallmy

weaponsaresoyeah.

“SharpI’llsendyouacode.”Westepoutof

theelevatorandhewalksmetomycar.

Igetinanddriveoff.Iftherewasonething

thatmom taughtmeitwastoneverlet

anyoneseemebreakdown,apartfrom the

closepeopleinmylifeofcourse.Shesaid



peoplemightjustturnaroundanduseyour

momentofweaknessagainstyou.

.

.

Sigh.

We’resittingonthecouchinsilence.Ihave

somanythingsrunningthroughmyhead

andI’m scaredthatImightendupsaying

thingsthataren’tso‘friendly’.

“MaMkhize.”Istareathim blankly.He

heavesasighanddropshishead.“Iknow

youhavealotofquestionsandIwill

answerallofthem butIjustwantyouto

knowthatIloveyou.”



“Whoisshe?”That’sallIwanttoknowright

now.

“IusedtobebasedinNewYorkmostlyup

untilafewmonthsbeforewestarteddating.

Ihadsomeonethatsideandthingswere

goingwelluntilshestartedcomplaining

aboutmytravellingandhowIhardlyspent

timethatsideanymore.Ourrelationship

tookalotofstrainandwebrokeupanda

fewmonthslaterwestarteddating.”

“Soshe’sanex.”Iask.

“Yes.”Hedropshishead.



“Sowhatwasshedoinginyourroom Lindo?

Whywasshesocomfortableanswering

yourphone?”

I’m tryingsodamnhardtokeepmyselfin

check.

“Shejustdroppedby.”

“Didyousleepwithher?”Idon’tthinkIwant

theanswertothat.

Helooksupandhiseyesareglisteningwith

tears.Myheartsinks.Didhereally?



“Ndo?”Isayfaintlyinashakyvoice.

“Itdidn’tgetthatfarbabyIpromise.”He

kneelsinfrontofmeandtakesmyhandsin

his.

Thefactishecheatedonme.Hegave

anotherwomanwhatwassupposedtome

mine.Hebrokemytrust.Hepromisedto

alwaystreatmegoodandalwayshavemy

backandthenturnsaroundanddoesthis.

“HowfardiditgethehLindokuhle?”I’m

gettingworkedupnow.

“Melokuhleplease.”Hesayssoftly.



Ichucklewhileshakingmyhead.Itrytoget

upbutheholdsmedown.

“Soyoukissedherright?Thenwhat?

Travelleddowntoherbreastandenjoyed

thatangithi?Bese?”I’m toocalm formy

liking.

YesmytearsareflowingbutI’m not

shouting.Myvoiceislowandcontrolled.

It’sactuallyshocking.It’sscaringme.

“MelokuhleI’m sorrybaby,itwasamoment

ofweaknessbabyI’m sorry.”Hehastears

flowingdownhisfaceandIam notmoved.



“Okaytellmethis.Whydidn’tyougoallthe

way?”

“Ijustcouldn’tdoitMelo.Thethoughtof

youhurtingbecauseofme,Icouldn’t.”Inod

lightly.

“YethereIam hurtingbecauseofyou.Tell

methis,ifIhaddonetheexactsamething

withmyexhusbandhowwouldyoufeel?”

Helooksatmewithafrown.

“Melo.”Hesayssoftly.

“Exactly.”Ipushhim offofmeandmake



mywaytomyroom.

Ithrowmyselfonthebedandallowmy

tearstoflow.Thefactthatheevenlether

comeintohisspacehurtsme.Iwouldnever

allowLeratointomyroom likethat.Tothink

thathewentcrazywhenIcamehomelate.

Justwow.

HowdoImovepastthis?

DoIwanttomovepastthis?

Ialreadyhavemyinsecuritiesasisandhe

justaddedontothem.HowdoItrusthim

withhisbusytravelschedule?



DoIwanttoforgivehim?

Idon’tthinkso.IthinkNdoandIare

through.
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Unedited

WhenLeratodecidedtosidewithhisfamily

andIguessseemeas‘unworthy’Iwas

crushed.ThiswasamanIthoughtI’dsee

the‘enddays’with.Hewasliterallythe

centreofmyuniverse.Mydaysbeganand

endedwithhim.Hewasthemanthatmade

itallseem worthitandwhenitgothardhe

walkedawaywithoutafight.



Iwasdonewiththeheartache.Iwas

throughwithmenuntilLindocamealong.

Heforcedhiswayintomyheart.Ifellin

lovewithhim.Ilovehim.Somuchatthat.

Sigh.Lovesucks.

Ifinishdoingmymakeupthenheadtothe

closettopickanoutfit.I’m mourningso

blackistheorderoftheday.Igetdressed

thenmakemywaytothekitchen.He’s

hummingsomesongandmovingaround

thekitchen.Ithinkhe’sdancing,Idon’t

know.

“Bongwe.”

“Heysis.”Hemakeshiswaytomeand



pullsmeinforahug.

Westandtheresoakingeachother’slovein.

ImustadmitI’vemissedmyweedhead.I’m

gladhe’sback.

“Unjani?”Iaskcuppinghisface.

Hechucklesandtakesmyhandsinhis.My

brotheristoomuchofamantobe‘babied’

whichisironicbecauseheneedstobe

babied.

“I’m goodandyou?”

“I’m fine.Imissedyouthough.”Isay.



“ImissedyoutoobutI’m visitingsotake

advantageofthisokay.”Ichucklelowly.

“You’renotback?”

“NoI’m actuallymovingbacktomyplace.”I

frown.

LookIgetthathe’sdoingbetterbutIcan

stillworryright?Imeanwe’vebeenthrough

thisbeforeandeachtimeitendswithme

rushingtohim andprayingthathehasn’t

succeededinhisattempt.

“Why?”



“BecauseI’m goodandplusyouandLindo

needyourpersonalspace.”Ichuckleand

moveawayfrom him.

Lindone.

“Ofcoursebabybrother.”IsayasIgraba

plateandservemyself.

“Yini?”Heasks.

He’shoveringovermeandIhateit.Bothmy

brothersaretallandI’m notshortbutIam

shorterthanthem.Theybothhavethisbad

habitofmakingmefeel‘small’or‘inferior’



becauseoftheirheight.Malibongweused

togetmetoopenupbydoingthisalot.

“NothingSimphiwenowpleasestepasideI

wanttoeatandgototheoffice.”Helooks

atmelongandhard,likehe’stryingtoread

mebeforenoddingandsteppingaside.

“IswearI’m goodI’m justexhaustedand

I’m tryingtogetbackintodesigningand

youknowhowmuchofmyenergythat

sucks.”

“Freebackstagepassesandaccessto

models.”Hesayswiththeworld’sbiggest

grinonhisface.



Ofcoursethat’sallhe’sthinkingabout–

girls.Tististhisbrotherofmine.

“Unjevele.Anywayletmeloveandleave

you.”Ishoveastreakofbaconinmymouth

andwalkoutofthekitchen.Irushtomy

room tograbmybags.Ihopethatthereis

notraffic,Ican’taffordtobelatereally.

Isaymygoodbyetomybrotherthenhead

out.

.

.

“MeloMrMavundlaishereforyou.”Iroll

myeyes.



Doesn’tthismangetit?Howmanytimes

doIneedtosaynoforhim toactuallygetit

throughhisthickskull?Rhaaaa.Igetupand

makemywaytotheboardroom.

“MrMavundla.”

“MissMkhize.”Hesayswithagrinonhis

face.

Ittakeseverythinginmenottorollmyeyes

athim.AgainIaskwhyhedoesn’tjuststart

hisownpublicationforhisgirlfriend.

“HowcanIhelpyou?”



“Youcanhelpmebysigningonthedotted

lineMissMkhize.Idon’tsleepatnight

becausemywomanisbreathingdownmy

neck.Shereallywantsthis.”Ichuckleand

standup.

Idon’thavetimeforthishonestly.Ifixmy

skirtandmymakemywaytowardsthe

door.

“Iwouldn’twalkoutifIwereyou.”Iturnto

lookathim.“Youknowaccidentshappen

everydayMissMkhize.”

“Again?You’rethreateningmeagain?”I’m

annoyed.



“Morelikegivingyouafriendlywarning.”He

getsupandgrabsthecontract.“I’llleave

thiswithyouandIhopethatthenexttimeI

popinyou’dhavesignedit.”Heshovesitin

myhandsandwalksoutleavingme

shocked.

Wouldhereallygoasfaraskillingmejust

togethishandsonthis?Arepeoplethat

sickvele?Idon’tknowwhethertotakehis

threatornotbutI’vewatchedtoomany

moviestojustbrushitunderthecarpet.

Actuallyfuckhim!Iworkedtoodamnhard

tobringthisbabytolifetohavesome

blesserthinkhecanshakeitoutofme.

“Areyouokay?”Tazzaskswithaconcerned

lookon.



Inodlightlyandgivehim afaintsmile.I

headbacktomyofficeandthrowmyselfon

thecouch.Idon’tknowwhattodo.MaybeI

shouldcalldad.Yepthat’sit.Igrabmy

phoneanddialmydad.

“Princess.”Heanswerscheerfully.

NowdadandIspeakalmosteverydayand

everytimewetalkhesulkslikeIhaven’t

ranghim inmonths.LikenowIknowhe’s

goingtocomplainabouthowIhaven’t

comeseehim.

“UnjaniLwandle?”Helaughsoutloud.



“WeZobuhlethischildofyoursuthi

Lwandlekimi.”Heshouts.

Nowmom hasbeeninvitedintothe

conversationgosh.

“Angithithat’syournamethough.”Mom

shoutsback.

Yesmom tellhim!

“Mxm anywayhowareyouMelo?”

“I’m okayandyoudad?”



“I’m good.What’swrong?”Iheaveasigh.

IlovehowdadisabletosensewhenI’m not

good.WellIhateitatthesametimebutI

appreciateitmorethananything.

“Sodaddythere’sthisman-“

“HaiboNqobileanotherman?uLindoyena?”

Irollmyeyes.

Daddoesn’tknowaboutLindoandIandI’d

likeittostaylikethatforaslongas

possible.KnowingLwandleandLangathey

wouldfreakoutandgoaroundbreaking



knees–theirwordsnotmine.Iremember

howangrytheywerewhenIwasdumped.

TheywantedtogoteachLeratoa‘lesson’

thankGodfortheirwives.Theyknocked

somesenseintothem.

“Justlistenplease.LikeIwassayingthis

manhasbeenbuggingmeforsometime

now.Hewantsmetosellthepublicationto

him.HejustthreatenedmeandIfeelabit

uneasyaboutthat.AsmuchasIwould

neversellwhathesaidjustshookmeabit.”

Isay.

Hisbreathinghaspickedup.He’smad.

“Whoishe?”



“Yehlisaumoyabeforemom starts

worrying.”

“Youcan’ttellmethatsomeidiotis

threateningyouandthentellmetocalm

down.Whothehellishe?”Ihearsome

shufflinginthebackgroundandifI’m right

he’sonhiswayhere.

“SomeMavundlaguy.”

“Hmmmm.”Hehangsup.

Great.Uyezavele.Hebetternotcomewith

ZobuhlethoughbecauseIknowthatshe



willgoalldramaticonus.Sigh.Isettleback

inmyseatandgetonwithmywork.

.

.

Thedoorswingsopenanddadwalksin

followedbyuncleShaka.Haibo.

“Helloprincess.”Igetupandgogiveboth

ofthem hugs.

Wesettleonthecouchandtheybothstare

atmelikeItooktheirfavouritetoy.Uncle

Shakahasthemostintensegazeever.

Lindoactuallytookthatfrom hisdad.

“Southiwho’sthisman?”UncleShakaasks.



“SfisoMavundla.”

“Neverheardofhim butIwillmakeafew

callsandseewhatIcanfindabouthim.

Howlonghashebeenathorn?”

“Afewmonths.I’vebeenshuttinghim down

buthedoesn’ttakenoforananswer.”

“Isee.”Dadisjustsittingherequiet.“LookI

suggestthatwegetyousecurityjustuntil

wecanfigureoutifhe’sbluffingorifhe

actuallyhasthemeanstoexecutethis

threat.”Hestillhasthatintenselookon.



“Security?Comeonthat’smoviethings.”I

protest.

Idon’twanttohaveanyonefollowingmeall

dayeveryday.No,Ican’thandlethat.

“Non-negotiableNqobileMkhize.”Dadsays

sternly.

“Youwon’tevenknowthey’rethere.”Uncle

Shakaaddsin.

OhbutIwillknowthey’rethere.

“But-“



“Nobutsthisisforyoursafety.”Dadsays.

Inodlightly.StopbeingstubbornMelokuhle.

Justgowithitanditwillbeoverbeforeyou

knowit.Ihopethatthismanisn’tsomebig

shotgangsterwhatwhat.

“I’llcomethroughtoyoutomorrowandwe

willgoovereverythingokay?”UncleShaka

saysbeforepullingmeupandintohis

embrace.

Heholdsmeforawhilebeforeplacinga

kissonmycheek.

“Lwandlewe’llchatlaterthen.”Theyfist



bumpandhewalksoutleavingmealone

withdad.

“Whydidn’tyoutellmesooner?”

“HaaidadlikeIsaidIwashandlinghim.”He

raisesaneyebrowandIcan’thelpbutlaugh.

Icanseethathe’sworriedbuthe’skeeping

ittogetherformysakeandItruly

appreciatethat.Hespendstherestofthe

daywithmeattheoffice.Momentswith

Lwandlearealwaysthebest.Asmuchas

he’smydadhe’smyfriend.Ilovehowhe

makesiteasyformetojustbemyself.

.



.

I’m inthekitchencookingdinnerwitha

glassofredwineinmyhand.I’m makinga

quickbaconandmushroom pastadish.

Aknockcomesthroughthedoorwhichis

oddunlessit’soneoftheneighbours.Irush

togoopen.

“Hey.”Istareathim blankly.

Helooksgoodthough.Arghhealways

looksgood.Pig!

“Howdidyougetin?”IsthefirstthingIask.



“IaskedBongweforacode.”Inodlightly

andwalkbackintothehouse.

He’llfollowmeinifhewantsorhecanjust

stayoutthere.Igettothekitchenandget

onwithmycooking.Ifeelarmscirclingmy

waistandIheaveasigh.

“DadtoldmeaboutthatMavundla

character.We’llsortitoutokay.”

“Okay.Thankyounowpleasestepback.”I

saysoftly.

Ihatetheeffectthathehasonme.YesI’m

angryathim.I’m hurt.I’m disappointed.



FuckIdon’twanthim aroundmebutnow

thathe’shereIcan’thelpbutreact.

YesIbrokeupwithhim.Idon’tthinkIcan

bewithamanwhoclearlyhasunresolved

issueswithhisexfuthihetravelsmorethan

thepresident.Idon’twanttobeoneof

thosewomenthatcalltheirmanathousand

timesadayjustto‘checkin’.

Idon’twanttobeinsecure.

IalreadyhaveissuesthatI’m struggling

withIcan’taddthisontothelist.



[05/09,18:25]Mca:TWENTYONE

(Extended)

Unedited

Whatthehellisthat?IgruntasIopenmy

eyesandtrytolocatethesource.Ohit’smy

phone.Ireachforitandanswerwithout

checkingthecallerID.

“Hello.”Isayinmysleepyvoice.

“YewenaMelokuhlewhydidyouremove

mynameoffofthevisitorslistmogate?”

“Rea?”Isitupandrubmyeyes.



“Whoelse?Justdosomethingtu.”Shesays

soundingclearlyfrustrated.

I’m stillconfused.I’m sleepyandthis

personisbeingloudandshe’snoteven

makingsense.Myeyesfindthelargewatch

onthewallandIgruntevenlouder.It’s

flippen7AM onaSaturdaymorning,Imean

can’tagirlgetsomesleep?

“Melo.”Shesayssoftly.

“Huh?”

“I’m atthegatesendmeacode.”Shesays

thenhangsup.



Muchbetter.Whycouldn’tshesaythat

from thebeginning?ArghbutReaisso

dramaticattime.Isendheracodethenroll

outofbedandrushtothebathroom to

brushmyteethandwashmyface.Ihad

plannedonstayinginbedthewholeday

andbingingonmyfavouriteserieskodwa

that’scancelled.

KnowingReasheisgoingtocookupa

storm,feedmethengetmedrunk.My

friendbelievesthatalcoholmakesthe

worldgoaround.Wellsometimes.

She’sbangingonthedoorlikeshe’sa

policeofficer.Ohoshemustwait.Ifinishup



thenrushdowntoopenforher.Shegives

meadeadlystarebeforechuckling.She

pushesmeasideandwalksin.Sigh.She

hateswaiting.

Iclosethedoorandfollowherin.She’s

alreadyraidingmyfridge.

“Whydon’tyouhavepickles?YouknowI

lovepickles!”Shehuffsandclosesthe

fridge.

ReaisaspecialcaseItellyou.Wemetat

oneofmyshowsandshewaswalkingmy

showstopper.Shewasthisbeautifulballof

energyandwejustclicked.Afterthefinal

showIhadacelebratorydinnerwithmy



entireteam includingallthegirlsthat

walkedmyshow.IrememberhowReawas

sittingonmyrightandshewaschattingmy

earoff.Shewentonandonabouthowshe

couldn’tbelievehowyoungIwas,which

wasbafflingbecausewe’reagematesand

shewasalsodoingitbigintheindustry.

Havingalreadywalkedshowsbythe

biggestbrandsandnamesworldwide.

Wechattedupastorm thewholeevening

andfrom thereonnotadaywouldgoby

withoutuscommunicating.That’showwe

becamefriendsandwe’vebeeninseparable

since.

“Idon’tknowmaybebecauseIdon’teat

them.”Ishrug.



Iswitchonthecoffeemachinethentake

outtwomugs.

“ButIeatthem.”Ichucklelowly.

“Kodwayou’rehardlyhereRea.”

“StillMelo.”Irollmyeyes.

She’sjustbeingneedyrightnow.Shegets

likethatwhenshe’sbeenawayfrom home

forsuchalongtime.Iwalkovertoherand

claspherinmyarms.Shesinksrightinand

heavesasigh.



“Itfeelsgoodtobehome.”Shesayssoftly.

“It’sgoodtohaveyoubackbabe.”

“Let’sgocuddle.”Shesays.

“Grabsomejunkandlet’sgo.”Shegiggles

andpullsbackfrom myembrace.

Sheraidsthepantryandcomesoutwitha

substantialamountofjunk.Ipourour

coffeethenmakemywayuptomyroom.

Wesettleinbedanddigin.Idon’tcarethat

it’s8inthemorning.

“Sowhendidyoucomeback?”Iask.



She’sbeentravellingandgettingholdofher

hasbeenamissionnje.Herphoneisnot

herfriendwhenshe’sworking.

“Lastnight.IspentthenightwithKabelo.”

Shesayswhilegiggling.

KabeloisherIguesspermanentfuckbuddy.

They’vebeentogetherinthismannerfor

abouttwoyearsandapparentlythe

arrangementworkswellforthem.She

hasn’tcaughtfeelingandapparentlyhealso

hasn’tbutIthinkthey’relyingtoeachother.

“Ofcourseyoudid.”Isaywhilechuckling.



SheknowshowIfeelabouttheirsetupbut

I’m honestlynotonetojudge.

“Ihadtogocalm myselfbeforecomingto

seeyou.Nowtellmeaboutthisboyfriend

thatyouhave.”

SeewhatImeanaboutherandbeing

unavailablewhenshetravels?

“He’sfinebutwebrokeup.Hecheatedand

thatisallthereistoit.”Ishrug.

Shehasherjawonthefloorandher

beautifulbigeyesareoutondisplay.I



chucklewhileshakingmyheadandshovea

handfulofchipsinmymouth.

“Waithecheated?Hecheatedonyou?What

thehell!!”Sheshouts.

“Arghit’swhateverreallyyazi.I’m overit.”I

saytryingtosoundasconvincingasIcan.

ThetruthisI’m farfrom ‘overit’.Myheart

stillyearnsforhim.Iwanttocurlupinhis

armsandhavehim whispersweetnothings

inmyear.Iwanthim towraphisarms

aroundmywaistwhileIcook.Sigh.Ijust

wanthim.



“Iknowcheatingisadealbreakerforyou

butareyousureyoucan’ttrytoworkit

out?”Sheaskswhilelookingstraightinto

myeyes.

I’vealwayssaidthatIcouldneverstaywith

amanwhowasabletogivesomeother

womanapieceofhimself.I’m notwillingto

walkaroundfeelinginsecurebecauseofa

man.Nope.

“Idon’tthinkso.LookasmuchasIlovehim

Idon’tthinkIcanjustputeverythingaside

youknow.”

“Iunderstandbabebutlookingatyounow

talkingaboutthis,Icanstillseethetwinkle



inyoureye.Youlovehim there’snodoubt

aboutthatandIrememberfrom the

conversationswe’vehadabouthim he

seemedsolid.I’m notsayinggivehim

anotherchancethoughbutI’m justsaying

don’tletlovegobecauseofamistake.”She

takesmyhandandkissesit.

HerwordshitmeandIcan’thelpbutthink

aboutgivinghim anotherchance.Isit

somethingI’dbeabletogowith?Iknow

myselfthoughI’dbequestioninghisevery

move.Allthesetripsthathetakesyhu.

“Heydon’tthinkaboutthisnowphelathisis

mytime.Youcanthinkabouthim whenI

leave.”Shesaysdramatically.



Ilaughandreposition.She’sright.Thisis

girltimeandwearegoingtospendit

gossipingandcatchingupandgossiping

somemore.

I’vemissedthisoneforreal.

MyphonepingsandIreachforit.

“Iknowyouwon’tgivemethetimeofday

facetofacesoIwillputeverythinginatext.

I’m sorryMelokuhle.Itrulyam.Iwasweak,

notreallyanexcusebutitisthetruth.I

brokeyourtrustandIknowthatoncetrust

isbrokenitisnoteasilyfixedbutIpromise

thatIwilldomybesttoearnitback.You



deservehappinessandIknowthatIcan

giveittoyou.IwanttgiveittoyouNqobile.

Iloveyousomuchbaby,Imeanit.Ihave

neverlovedanyonethewaythatIloveyou.

Youaremyforever.Pleasejustgivethis

assachancetofixthing.Ngiyakucela

maMngomezuluwamiomuhle.”

Thisoneissmoothsometimes.Ican’thelp

thewarmththatspreadsthroughasIgo

throughthismessage.

Reasnatchesmyphoneandreadsthe

message.

“Ifthisisn’ttheuniversethenIdon’tknow

phelaIwasadvocatingformothoonow



andthenhetextsadvocatingforhimself.

Keuniversedoingthethings.”Shesayswith

somuchdramaonherface.

Ichortlewhileshakingmyhead.

Universeisthisyou?

.

.

I’m sittingonthecounterwatchingRea

movearoundthekitchen.Shedoesher

thinginthisspace.Sheismaking

everythingmeatandIam notcomplaining.

Growingupinahomewheremom hadkiller

kitchenskillsandmyalmosttwingrewup

tobeacheffoodisdefinitelyathingforme.



“Wherearethosedeliciousbrothersof

yours?”Shelicksherlipsdramatically.

Irollmyeyes.Shehasa‘crush’onbothmy

brothers.SheandMalibongweopenlyflirt

andwellatleastBandiledoesn’tgiveher

thesatisfaction,asheshouldn’tvele.

“They’rearound.”Irespond.

“Malibongwereallyneedstostopplaying

andjustdothedamnthings.”Ishakemy

head.

“Leavemybrotheraloneyoudevil!”She



chortlesandthrowsadishclothatme.

“HanyanefelamyfriendJustadip.”Reais

nastyyazi.

“Sohow’sD?”Iasktryingtosteerthe

conversationinadifferentdirection.

Shechuckleslowly.

“HesaysIshouldstoptravellingbecause

he’sabouttodiesoIshouldtakeoverhis

business.”SherollshereyesandIcan’t

helpbutlaugh.

DisRea’suncle.Hetookherinwhenher



parentspassedaway.I’veseenthewaythat

headoresher,sheishisbaby.Youcould

neversaythatheisheruncle.Apparentlyhe

wasn’tsupportivewithherchoiceofcareer

butbecausehewantedhertobehappyhe

allowedhertopursuethiswholemodelling

path.

“Manjewenauthini?”Iasktryingtostiflea

laugh.

“Nnakereng?Yhunever!Imaginegivingup

Milantorunacarwash.”

“Carwashandarestaurant.”Iaddin.



“It’sapubMelo.”Sherollshereyes.

Dhasaverysuccessfulcarwashandapub

inthesamecentre.I’veseenhim inaction

andthewayherunshisshipisadmirable.

Heispassionate!

“Whatever.Sowhatareyougoingtodo?”

sheheavesasigh.

WebothknowthatDisn’t‘dying’soatleast

wedon’thavetoworryaboutthat.Ithink

he’sjustlonelyandhewantshisdaughter

byhisside.Irememberhowdadwould

complaineverytimeItravelled,onsome‘I

missyouwhenyou’renotaround’.



“Imisshim toowhenI’m notaroundand

thetruthisIknowhewon’tbearound

foreverbutIcan’tjustgiveupeverything

thatI’veworkedsohardfor,thathe’s

workedsohardfor.”

“Igetyourfrustrationsbabebutbonake

howaboutyouchooseyourgigswisely.So

don’tjusttakeanyshowbuttakethehuge

onesinthatwayyougetabitmoretimeoff

tospendwithD.”Isay.

“Thatcouldwork.Arghlet’snotdepress

ourselves.Anywayhow’swork?”She

alwaysdoesthisbutIgethernow.

“Somemanisthreateningmeformy



companydude,likeit’satapointwhere

uncleShakahadtogetmesecurity.”She

gaspsdramatically.

OnethingaboutReaisthatsheloves

theatrics.Everythingshedoesisextra.

Unnecessarilyextraattimes.

“Youlie?Whatdoeshewantwitha

magazine?Ishegay?”Ichuckle.

“Noapparentlyhiswomanwantsitsohe

willdoeverythinghecantogetitforher.”

“Melothisisseriousmos.”



“Arghit’swhateverman,allIknowisthathe

isnotgettingmyblood,sweatandtears.

Ngeke!”Sheshakesherandtakesoutthe

meatfrom theoven.

Iknowwhatshe’sthinking.She’sthinking

thatI’m astubbornbitchandyouknow

whatit’sallgood.I’m nowalkovervele.

ShesetseverythingonaplateandIgraba

bottleofwineandfollowherbacktothe

bedroom.

Wespendourtimestuffingourfaceswith

meatanddowningtwithwine.Sheletsme

inonpotentiallybecomingthefirstAfrican

faceofaninternationalbrandandweget



morewinetocelebratethat.Iam soproud

ofher.Ifanyonedeservesthisitisher.Her

workethicisoutofthisworld.Sheisthat

typethatgivestheirallineverythingtheydo.

.

.

I’m catchinguponmyseriesbecause

insomniahasmebytheclit.Reaissleeping

peacefullynexttome.Ienvyhermxm.

MyphoneringsandIchucklelowly.It’s

Lindo.

“Hi.”Ianswer.

“Heybabyhowareyou?”



“I’m fineandyou?”

“Imissyou.Imissyousomuch.”He

soundsextra.

He’sprobablybeendrinkingthisone.Yep

thatmustbeit.

“Ukuphi?”Ienquire.

“I’m atafriend’shouseandImissyou.”I

can’thelpbutchuckle.

“Soyouwokemeupjustsoyoucantellme

thatyoumissme?”Irollmyeyes.



“YesmaMngomezulu.”

“MaMkhizeyoumean.”Isaytryingtosound

cheeky.

Hechuckleslowly.

“You’regoingtobemywifeangithiso.”

“Hmmmmm.”Idon’tknowwhattosayto

him.

“Canwedobreakfastlater?”Konjeit’s3in

themorning.



“Ihaveplans.”

“Withwho?”Heasksinademandingtone.

Eveninbreakupheisstillcommanding

shuu.

“Noneofyourbusiness,nowgogetsome

rest.”Isay.

“Ngyakthandayezwa.”Ishakemyhead.

“GoodnightwellmorningNdo.”Isaybefore

hangingupandswitchingmyphoneoff.



Iknowhe’sprobablygoingtotrycalling

again.Sigh.Imisshim too.Fightingthe

edgetotellhim thatwassodifficultbutI’m

gladIdid.Istillneedtimetoreallythink

aboutwhetherI’m willingtofixthingswith

him ornot.

[05/09,18:25]Mca:TWENTYTWO

Unedited

ThesunhasrisenandIhaven’tsleptawink.

Whenmyinsomniasneaksinitdefinitely

sneaksin.Myeyesareheavyandsoismy

bodybutdololosleepbutIam notaboutto

popsomesleepingpills.FirstbecauseI

threwallofthem outbutmainlybecauseI

promisedMalibongwethatIwouldn’ttouch



anotherpillnomatterhowbadlyIneededto

sleepbecauseIneededhim topullhimself

together.

WhenIwasatmylowestmybrotheralso

fellapart.Witheverythingelsethathewas

alreadydealingwiththathithim harder,so

hardthatheoverdosedonwellsleeping

pills.I’m gladthatwefoundhim intime.

AfterthatIgotridofallmypillsandworked

onmyselfforhissake.

Ireachformyphoneandswitchiton.My

messagescomefloodingin.Amillionof

them arefrom Bandile.

“Cooksomethingnice.”Whyishecoming



here?OnaSundayevenargh.

“Ufunani.”Itextback.

Idon’twantvisitors.Ijustwanttospend

thedayinbedwithmybitch.Likewewere

goingtoorderinandchill.

“Whateveryou’remakingisfine.Seeyou

later.Loveyou.”That’shisresponse.

Heknowsdamnwellthat’snotwhatIwas

asking.Argh.Irolloutofbedandheadto

thebathroom towashmyfaceandbrushy

teeth.I’m annoyedman.Ifinishupthen

makemywaytothekitchen.I’m not



cookingforBandilengeke.I’m justgoingto

maketwosaladsandI’llordersome

chickenandpizza.He’llgetwhatIgive.

IraidmyfridgeandIrealisethatIhaveto

dashtothestoresngobamyfridgeisonlife

support.Irushbacktomyroom.Reaisstill

snoringmxm.Ithrowonadressthengrab

mykeysandpurse.Aquickinandout

beforeSundaytrafficatthestore.

IrushoutandinnotimeI’m pushingthe

trolley.Ihavesomuchunnecessarythings

inhere.Afewbottlesofwineareneeded.

“MissMkhize.”Irollmyeyes.



“MrMavundla.”OutofeveryoneIhadto

bumpintohim?Argh.

“Youlookbeautiful.”Hesayswithasmirk

acrosshisface.

Ifhewasn’tsuchanasshewouldbeavery

handsomeman.He’stall,caramelandhis

beardlooksgoodonhim.He’swearinggrey

sweatpantsandahoodie.Helookslikehe

alsojustrolledoutofbed.

Iflashhim afakesmileandpushmytrolley.

HefollowsmeandIcanfeelmybloodboil.

Thismanthreatenedmeandnowhe’shere

inmypersonalspace.



“CanIhelpyouwithanythingMr

Mavundla?”Isaywithoutevenstopping.

“No.”Heclearshisthroat.“Haveafantastic

SundayMissMkhize.”Hebrushesmyarms

gentlybeforewalkingaway.Whatthehell?

Heturnsaroundtolookatmeandhegives

measmilebeforeturningintotheaisle.I’m

shook.Igetonwithmyshopping.Ipayfor

everythingthenmakemywaytomy

favouritebakery.Igetdoughnuts,

croissants,Danishpastriesandachocolate

cake.Breakfastisserved.

Idrivehomewiththisannoyingfeelingthat

I’m beingfollowed.Iknowsecurityisclose

bybutstillIcan’tbutfeelparanoid.My

thoughtscalm abitwhenIdriveintothe



estateandseethatnooneisactually

followingme.

.

.

I’m inthekitchenmakingthesebloody

salads.Iorderedthechickenaswellasthe

pizza.It’s12intheafternoonandReaisstill

out.Skinnypeopleandsleeprhaaaa.A

knockcomesthroughthedoorandIrushto

goopen.

Mybrother,lookingratherhandsomeis

standingtherewithabouquetofflowers

andabottleofwineinhishand.Aman

aftermyownheart!HewalksinandIfollow

him inafterclosingthedoor.Healready

hasawineglassinhishand.Shuu.



Heopensthebottlehecamewithand

poursforhimself.Hetakesasipthen

frowns.

“Thisthingishotman.”Ichucklewhile

shakingmyhead.

“Whatdidyouexpect?”Iaskwhilerolling

myeyes.

Iwalkovertothefreezerandpullouta

packetofgrapes.Ifreezegrapesanduse

them tochillmywinebecauseicewatersit

down.Ihandhim thepacketandhegrabsa

fewandthrowsthem intheglass.Hesips

andnodsthistimearound.



I’m lookingathim andhelooksexhausted

andnotphysically.Iguessithastodowith

whyhe’sdrinkingmywine.Yesmybrother

drinksbuthe’dneverjumponwinelikethis.

Maybewhateverishappeningbetweenhim

andAmandaisthathectic.

“What’swrongNdile?”Iasksoftly.

Heheavesasighandwalksoutofthe

kitchen.Ifollowhim andwesettleonthe

couch.Isitthathectic?

“SoyouknowAmandaandIhaven’tbeen

greatoverthepastcoupleofweeks.”Inod

lightly.“Here’sthethingIwantachildNqo.”



Iraiseaneyebrow.

Hewantsachild?Haibo.

“Manqoba.”

“Ireallywantachildandshe’shavingnone

ofit.Shewentasfarascallingmeselfish.”

Hepausesandchuckles.“Am Iselfishfor

wantingachildthough?”Heasks.

“Butdoyougetwhereshe’scomingfrom

though?Doyouunderstandhowshefeels

aboutthis?”Iask.

Hesighsandrubshisfaceinfrustration.He



leansbackonthecouchandcloseshis

eyes.Istillhavemineonhim andIcansee

heisbattlingwithhimself.

“Iunderstandwhereshe’scomingfrom

MeloIreallydobutIcan’thelpfeelingthis

way.Icouldn’tkeepittomyselfngobashe

couldseethatsomethingwasbotheringme

soIhadtotellher.”

“Igettheseemotionsthatyouhavebutyou

havetotryandpushthem asidejustfora

littlewhileuntilshe’sready.Youknowshe

won’tdenyyouyourdream familybutyou

havetounderstandNdile.”IhopeI’m

gettingthroughtohim.



“Igetyou.I’llapologisethenletitgo.”He

stillhashiseyesclosed.

Shamethisisreallydifficultonmybrother.I

knowwhenheyearnsforsomethingthe

feelingstaysthereandendsupconsuming

him untilheactuallygetsit.Ican’teven

imaginehowdeepthisisforhim.

“Communicatewithher.She’syourwifeand

shelovesyou.Thatwomanwouldlayher

lifedownforyouandyouknowthat.”Isay.

Amandawouldsellherlaststrandofhairif

itmeantthatBandilegetstolivehappily.

Sigh.Ishouldcheckinonher.Iknowhow

toughthissubjectisforher.



“Manjeyouleftheralone?”Hechuckles

lowly.

“She’snottalkingtomephela.”Heshrugs.

Ichortle.Silenttreatmentfrom thebeauty

alwaysleaveshim sweating.Sheliterally

doesn’tsayanythingtohim.Sureshe’ll

cookandcleankodwatoutteraword,nex.

Hewillbegandcryandbesomemoreand

shewillnotbudge.Thattreatmentkeeps

him from beingaminiass-likeLwandle.

Apparentlydadalsohadwellstillhashis

shittymoments.Mom saysheknowshow

tocorrecthimselfbeforeitactuallysinksin

though.



“Melowhydidn’tyouwakemeup?”Rea

shoutsasshewalksin.

Ilookatherandshakemyhead.She’sonly

wearingherunderwearandatop.My

brotherlooksatherthenquicklylooksaway.

Ican’thelpbutlaughatthathowquicklyhe

looksaway.NowRealikesteasingthisone

becausehedoesn’tplayalongtohersilly

games.

Idon’tgetwhyhe’suncomfortablethough

becausehehasseenherwalkalingerie

showormaybethisisjusttoocloseto

home?EitherwayI’m happyabouthis

reaction.



“OhhiNdile.”

“HelloReaunjani?”heaskswithouteven

attemptingtolookather.

“I’m goodandyou?”

“I’m fine.”Hesaysthennodslightly.

Awkwardsilencepassestheroom.Ican’t

helpbutlaugh.Reaisabitchnje.Shejoins

meinlaughterandwalksaway.Bandilejust

shakeshisheadandchuckles.Iknowwhat

he’sthinkingandIwillnotcommentonthat.

.



.

SoReagotacallfrom Kabeloandshe

couldn’tbehappiertoleave.Mxm somuch

for‘Imissedyou’.It’sjustmeandmy

brothersandI’enjoyingourtime.

Malibongwecamethroughearlierandby

thelooksofthingshe’sspendingthenight.

IthinkNdilemightalsoneedtospendthe

nightngobahe’shighanddrunk.Yephigh.

Malibongwegavehim ajointandtherestis

history.

We’relaughinganddrinking,justhavinga

greattimenje.Thesearethemomentsthat

Icherishaboveallelse.Mysiblingswere

myfirstfriendsandtheywillalwaysbemy

friendsthroughitall.



“SoNqowhere’smycoolbrotherin-law?”

Malibongweasks.

Ichucklelowly.He’ssohighit’snoteven

funny.I’vestoppedtryingtogethim tocut

downonhowmuchhesmokesbecauseit’s

quiteuselesshonestly.Itcalmshim down

soahh.

“Amandatoldmewhathedid,minanaye

needtohaveaconversation.”Bandilesays.

IlovedrunkBandileyazi.

“Whatdidhedo?”Malibongweasks.



Bandilebetternotsayanythingbecause

Bongwewillloseit.HelovesNdo.

“Nothing.”Ijumpin.“Ukhonahe’sactually

around.”Isay.

Malibongwenodsthengetsup.

“Uyaphi?”

“Ngyeza.”Herespondsthenmakeshisway

outoftheroom.

Myspecialchildthatone.



“Don’tyoudaretellhim whatLindodid,you

knowhewillloseit.”IsaytoBandile.

HeknowshowprotectiveMalibongweis

andhedefinitelyknowsthathewillloseit

andwedon’twanthim inthatspace.

“YeahyeahwhateverI’m stillgoingtopunch

him whenIseehim.”Hesaysdramatically.

Argh.Ileavehim thereandheadtomy

room tocallhisbeauty.Iletherknowthat

he’llbespendingthenightbecausenoneof

uscandriveinthestatewe’rein.Shesays

she’scoolwithhim notcomingbackngathi

ujabulilefuthi.



Wespendtherestoftheeveningdrinking

andmakingnoise.IlearnthatMalibongwe

is‘attempting’todatewhichisagreatthing

butIhopethatheguardshisheartwith

everythinginhim.Idon’twanthim getting

hurtperiod.

Mytimewithmysiblingsisalwaysamazing.

Iappreciatethem morethanwordscould

express.
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“Youlookedbeautifulyesterday.”It’satext

from anunsavednumber.



Theonlypeoplethatsawmeyesterday

weremybrothersandReaandIknowit’s

notanyofthem becausemybrothersslept

hereandthey’restillhereandwellReaisn’t

thisstupid.Alightbulbgoesoffandacold

chilltravelsdownmyspine.Mavundla.He’s

theonlyotherpersonIsawyesterday.

Wherethehelldidhegetmynumber?Why

ishebeingsopersonalnow?Whycan’tthis

manjustleavemealone?

Irolloutofbedandheadtothebathroom

tobrushmyteeth.Ifeelsounsettled.I’m

notgoingtoleavethehousetoday.Iknow

usuallyI’m allaboutfacingthingsheadon

andstandingmygroundbutMavundlais

creepingmeout.Ifinishupthenheadtothe

kitchentogetstartedonbreakfast.Iknow



thosetwobigheadsarehungoverand

hungry.

IgetstartedonbreakfastandBandilewalks

injustasIswitchonthecoffeemachine.

Hegruntandrestshisforeheadonthe

fridge.Shamehedrinksnekodwa

comparedtoMalibongweandIhe’sababy.

ActuallyheandIarebabiescomparedto

Malibongwe.

“Ifeellikeshit.”Hegroans.

Ican’thelpbutlaughathim.Whatdidhe

expectacceptingjointafterjointafterjoint

from Malibongwe?PhelaBongweisan

expertinthisfieldhe’sbeenatitsincehe



was16.

“Whatdidyouthinkwasgoingtohappen?”I

askhim.

“Leaveme.Shit!Amandaisgoingtofreak

out.”Heleansagainstthefridgeandsighs.

“You’reluckyIloveyou.Icalledherlast

night.”

“Howdidshesound?”

“Happythatyouweren’tcominghome.”I

sayinachuckle.



Hegruntsbeforeopeningthefridgeand

takingoutabottleofwater.Hedownsitin

onegothenburps.Hehashisnasty

moments.

“Ihateitwhenshegivesmethesilent

treatmentandIknowthatI’m inthedog

houseforawhile.I’m goingtoapologise

andshe’sgoingtotellmethatshe’sgood

kodwaheythesilenttreatmentMelo.”He

soundslikehe’sactuallyinpain.

Ichortle.Serveshim right.

“Don’tjustapologisecommunicatewith

her.”



“Ihearyou.”Hekeepsongruntinganditis

justafunnysight.“Letmegocallmywife.

BreakfastbetterbereadybythetimeI

comeback.”Hewalksoutleavingme

shocked.

Didhejust?Mxm hedoesn’tknowmethis

one.OkayI’m alsohungrysoIhavetofinish

this.Ichopupsomechilliesformychilli

relish.Ifryupsomeroughlychopped

onions,thenthrowinthechillies,followed

bysomethymeandacanofchopped

tomatoes.Afewspicesandherbsand

we’regoodtogo.Ilovethisstuffandit

goeswithjustaboutanythingnje.Ifinishup

thencleanuparoundthekitchenwhileI

waitforthosetwoidiots.Myphonepings

andI’m hopingit’snottheoffice.



“Aren’tyougoingtotheofficetoday?”Again

thatunsavednumber.

Sohe’swatchingme?Whatiswrongwith

thisman?OkayI’m scarednow.I’m

seriouslyfreakingout.Idon’tevenhesitateI

dialdadandimpatientlywaitforhim to

answer.

“Hellomybaby.”Mom’svoicecomes

throughandIhavetheurgetoballmyeyes

outbutIrememberthatshedoesn’tknow

aboutthisissue.

Daddidn’twantherstressingandIdon’t

either.Knowingmom she’dhaveme



movingbackhomeandquittingjustsoI

canalwaysbebyherside.

“Himom howareyou?”I’m tryingmybest

tosoundasnormalaspossible.

“I’m fineandyou?”Shesoundssocheerful.

“I’m okay.Mommymaypleasespeakto

daddyplease.”

“Areyouokay?”Sheasks.

Iclearmythroat.Mom knowsuslikethe

palm ofherhandwhichsucksinsuch

instances.



“I’m okaymamaIjustwanttocheckinwith

dadngobaIhaveBongwehere.”Isay.

“Ishefine?”

“He’sgoodmom.”Iknowhowmuchhe

worriesabouthim.Wealldo.

It’sbeensuchatoughjourneyforhim and

withthatdreadedmonthapproachingIfear

forhisstateofmind.Ihearsomeshuffling

beforedad’svoicecomesthrough.

“Princess.”



“Daddyit’sMavundla.”Idon’tevenhave

timetogreethim.

“Goon.”

“Ibumpedintohim yesterdaybutIdidn’t

paymuchattentiontoitandthismorningI

receivedtwosmsesandIthinkthey’refrom

him.”

“Whydidn’tyouletusknowthatyousaw

him izolo?”Hesoundsangry.

“Ididn’tthinkitwasabigdealImean

peoplebumpintoeachotherattheshops

youknow.”



“BUTSTILLMELOKUHLE.”Heshouts.

“Don’tshoutatme!”Iyellback.

Ihateitwhenheyellsatmeespecially

whenI’m stressed.Actuallythisisnoteven

stress,thisisfearandIhatefeelingthis

way.

“Okaysorry.”Hesighs.“Idon’tknowwhat

elsecanbedonebecausehecheckedout

andnothingoffthebookscameup.Idon’t

knowwhatmoreIcandoexceptaddmore

security.Ithinkyoushouldmaybeconsider

movingbackhome.”Hesayssoftly.



Hearingmydadsoundsodefeatedbreaks

me.Iknowthisisn’tanythingthathe’sever

hadtodealwithbeforeanditmustbe

frustratingnotknowingwhatdoto.

“DadIdon’twanttoputyourlivesatriskif

it’sthatserious.”Isay.

Idon’tthinkI’dbeabletoforgivemyselfif

anythinghappenedtoeitherofthem

becauseofme.

“We’regoingtogetthepoliceinvolvedand

that’sfinalMelokuhle.”Hesayssternly.



Ifthatputshim ateasethenI’m good.Ijust

wantthismanoffmyback.Wetalkfora

whileandheassuresmethatyenanoUncle

Shakawilltrytheirbesttogethim tostop

withwhateveritishe’sdoing.Itrustthem

andIknowtheyhavemybestinterestat

heart.

.

.

“Whydidn’tyouwakemeup?”Malibongwe

sayswalkingintomyroom injusthisbriefs.

SMH.

“Youknowweedknocksyououtsohow

wasIsupposedtowakeyouup?”

“Ohyeahthat’strue.”Hethrowshimselfon



thebedandpullsmeintohisarms.

Iappreciatehowheisabletosensewhen

I’m lowandIneedahug.Isettleinthem

andrestmyheadonhischest.

“What’swrong?”Heaskswhilebrushingmy

cornrows.

I’m surprisedhehasn’tmadefunofhow

crustyIlook.‘Youhavesomuchmoney

Melokodwayoulooklikethis’likehelooks

anybetternje.I’vetoldhim aboutMavundla

andheknowsaboutthesecuritybutIdon’t

wanttoalarm him.He’sgettinghimself

togetherandthefactthathe’slivingalone

againisgoodandIdon’twanttosethim



back.KnowingMalibongwehe’sgoingto

insistonmovingbackinandIdon’twant

that.

“I’m justfeelinglow.”Ilie.

Hepullsmecloserandkissesmyhead.

“Iwokeupfeelinglowaswell.”Hesays

softly.

“Wanttotalkaboutit?”Iask.

“NahI’m okaynow.Ispoketomam’Zonke

andsheliftedmyspirits.”Hesayssounding

likehe’ssmiling.



Ilovehowhe’sgottensoclosetoSiyanda’s

mom overtheyears.It’sbeenreally

beautifultowatch.

“AnywayI’m hereifyouwanttocuddleall

dayorbetteryetyoucancallLindoandyou

cancuddlewhilehegivesyousomedick.”

Hesoundssostupid.

Ilightlypunchhischestwhilelaughing.He’s

nasty.Ofcoursehewouldthinkaboutmy

needfordickevenwhenI’m emotionally

low.Accordingtohim releasinghelpswith

whatandwhatandreleasingmixedwith

weedisevenbetter.Iwon’tevenattempt

that.



“He’snotaroundandevenifhewas.”

“Youwerecryingfordickmanjeyouhave

theopportunitytohavesomeandyou’re

actingfreshoho.”Thisboyreallyisanidiot.

Myphonepingsandmyheartraces.

“Iguesswe’restayingintoday.Thatdress

youhadonyesterdaydoeswondersfor

yourbody.”Thatbloodyunsavednumber

again.

MyheartbeatsoutofmychestandIfeel

mybodygettingabitweak.Ihateitwhen



mybodyshutsdownbecauseofmybrain

“Melo?”Malibongweshouts.

Icanhearhim panickingandIhatethat

thereisnothingIcandoaboutit.Ijusthave

torideitout.

.

.

IopenmyeyesandIcanfeelthatI’m notin

Malibongwe’sarms.IlookupandIfindhim

lookingatmewithasmileonhisface.

Whendidhegethere?Iknowforsurethat

Bongwecalledhim andIdon’tblamehim

becauseshamehedoesn’tknow.I’m

actuallysurprisedthathe’sinthecountry.I

thoughthewasn’t.



“Hi.”Isaysoftly.

“Hey.Areyouokay?”Hesoundsworried.

“I’m fineyeah.”

“YouhadMalibongweworriedforasecond

I’m gladthatyou’regood.Idon’tknowwhat

Iwould’vedoneifsomethinghappenedto

youMuhles.”Thesmileonhisfaceis

contagious.

Ismilebackathim.GodIsayagainIhate

thatImisshim somuch.Theheartisa

bloodytreacherousorganyazinxaaakodwa



IadmitIfeelathomeinhisarms.

Ithinkthisismyhome.
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Theysayyoufallasleepdifferentlywhen

you’reintheloveofyourlife’sarmsandI

agree.I’m notsayingIhaven’tbeen

sleepingwellhoweverbeinginLindokuhle’s

armsmadefallingintoablissfulslumbera

breeze.IswearthesecondIsnuggledup

againsthischestIjustwentout.Ifeltsafe.

Atpeace.IwashomeandIstillam.

Iliftmyheadandmyheartswellsatthe



sightofthisman.Allsortsofdecadent

chocolateyumminess.Hisuntrimmed

beardsomewhatsuitshim butIthinkI

preferthecleanlook.Ilickmylipswhenmy

eyesmovetohis.They’resojuicyand

delicious,IwishIcouldpounceonthem

rightnow.GoshbutLindokuhle

Mngomezuluissohandsome.OkayI’m

lyingheisn’tthebestthingsincesliced

breadbuthe’sallthatforme.

“StopstaringmaMngomezulu.”Hisvoice

snapsmeoutofmyadmiringsession.

Igiggleandhidemyfaceonhischest.He

chucklesandrunshishanddowntomyass

andgivesitatightsqueeze.Aninvoluntary

moanescapesmymouthcausinghim to



groan.Icanfeelhisshaftwantingtocome

outtoplayandIam morethanready.

Lookwe’lldealwitheverythingelselater,

rightnowIjustwanttodance.Justalittle

bit.

“Melokuhle.”Hisvoiceisstrained.Good!

“Yesbaby.”Irespondseductively.

“IknowwhatyouwantrightnowandIwill

giveyouthestickuntilyoudon’tknowyour

namebutbeforethatIjustwantto

apologise.I’m sorryforbeinganass,I’m

sorryforcheatingonyoubaby,I’m sorryfor



breakingyourtrustandI’m sorryformaking

youfeellessthanwhatyouactuallyare.I

promiseifyougivemeanothershotMelo,I

promisethatIwillprovetoyouthatIam a

manworthyofyourloveandtrust.Please

justgiveusonemorechanceandifImess

upagainIpromiseIwillstepback.”

Sigh.AsmuchasIknowheismyhomeand

Ilovehim I’justscaredthatI’m goingtoend

upbeingoneofthosewomenwhofollow

theirmanwhenhegoesawayonbusiness

becauseofmyinsecurities.

“YouhurtmesobadLindo.Ididn’texpect

thatfrom youyouknow.Ithoughtthatwe

weresolidandthatwewereallweneeded

orwasIperhapscountingmychickens



beforetheyhatched?”Iask.

“YouareeverythingthatIneedandmore

baby.ItwasastupidmomentandIam

sorryithappened.PleasebabyIpromise

you,neveragain.”Hesaysgently.

“WhataboutyourtravellingNdo?Iknowits

workbutitalsoputastrainonour

relationship.”Iexpress.

Lindokuhletravelslikeatypical

businessman.Thosetypesshouldn’thave

womenandchildrenintheirlivesbecause

ofthefactthatthey’reneverhome.Iknow

forafactthatNdowouldloseitifItravelled

halftheamountthathedoes,sohowI’m



expectedtostandforhistravelsisbeyond

me.

“Ispoketodadandhepromisedtoreduce

myworkload.”

“Idon’tunderstandhowyou’rethebigboss

butstilldosomuch.Kantiwhat’sthepoint

ofyourteam?Whydoyouhavepeoplein

yourcornerifyou’renotgoingtousethem?

Iknowhe’syourfatherandheistheowner

ofthecompanybutyouhavetostandupto

him baby.Youhavetomakehim seejust

howmuchthisisaffectingyoupersonally

andnotjustusasacouple.”Isay.

“uShakadoesn’tlistentoanyonebut



himselfokayandhiswife.”Hisvoice

softensupabitwhenhementionshis

mother.

“ThenhaveaconversationwithAunty

Minnieandaskhertotalktoyourdad.”I

say.

IfanyonecanmeltuncleShakait’s

definitelyAuntyMinnie.Lindochucklesand

tightenshisgriparoundmywaist.

“Youdoknowyou’regoingtohavetostop

callingherauntyMinniesoonright?”He

saysmischievously.



“Ohandwhyisthat?”

“I’m goingtowifeyourassandsheisgoing

tobeyourmother.”

“Ohushokanje?”Isaytryingtosuppress

thesmilethatwantstobreakoutonmy

face.

“Yesnowam Iforgiven?Areyougivingus

anothershot?”

“I’m notscaredoflonelyjustsoyouknow.

SomessupagainandyouandIarethrough,

forgoodthistime!”



“Yesma’am.NowcanIpleasegetakiss.”

Hesays.

Hedoesn’tneedtotellmetwice.I

repositionandgetontopofhim thenlower

myheadandtakehislipsinmine.Ohhow

I’vemissedthesejuicylips.Ilovehow

perfectlytheygowithmine.Hishandsare

firmlyonmyassandheishelpingmygrind

againsthisshaft.Icanfeelitpulsingand

it’smakingmybloodrush.Ideepenthekiss

andsweepmytongueintohismouth.I

wanthim sobadrightnowIcan’ttakeit.

Sensingmyneed,hetakesmynightdress

offandI’m leftinjustmyunderwear.

Hishandstraveltomybreastandstay

theregentlysqueezingthem.Hisrunning



histhumbincirclesonmynipplesandit’s

sendingsignalsallthewaydowntomy

quim.DamnitMngomezuluIneedhim to

fuckmerightnow!

“BabyIneedyou.”Imurmurinhismouth.

“I’m rightherebaby.”Hemurmursback.

Good!Ipullouthisshaftanditisleaking

heavilyatthehead.Ipulloutofthekissand

situptogetabetterlookofmymean

machine.Ichuckleathowstrainedhisface

looks.Hiseyesaresmallandredwhilehis

lipsareslightlypouted.Igentlygivehis

shaftasqueezeandhewhimpers.



“Melooo.”Hesayssoftly.

HelosesitfurtherwhenIwipehisprecum

withmythumbandlickitoff.Mybeanis

throbbingmorethanitshouldanditis

cryingoutforsomeattention.Unexpectedly

heshiftsmypantiestothesideandhis

fingerlandsonmyclit.Idon’tgetwhyhe’s

nothandmercyonitngobayeyheis

rubbingupastorm.Hegrabsmyhandand

triestoredirecthisshifttomyentrancebut

Istophim.

“Condom.”Isaybreathlessly.

Hecursesunderhisbreathandreachesfor

mysizedrawer.I’m notplayingthatgame.



Hellno!Noglovenolovestraight.Hehands

ittomeandIam morethanhappytodothe

honours.ThesecondIsliditinheliftsme

upandhelpsmesinkintohim.Wemoan

andgroanaswewelcomeeachotherback

home.

ArghIwouldactuallyratherhebeontopof

meandfuckingthedaylightsoutofme

kodwabeggarscan’tbechoosers.I’m

bouncingandfigure8-inglikecrazyfuthihis

groansarefuellingme.Icontinuedoingmy

thinguntilmylegsbegintoshakeandIstop

tocatchmybreath.Heusesthisasan

opportunitytoflipusoverandgetontop.

HeinsertshimselftothehiltandIcan’thelp

butsuckinmybreath.Fuckhefeelsso

damngood!



He’shittingalltherightspotsandI’m

blabberingaboutwhat?Idon’tknow.I’m

probablythankinguncleShakaforhowwell

endowedhissoniskwaz’bani.It’snotlong

beforeawavewashesthroughoutmyentire

bodyandIknowhe’salmostatthefinish

lineaswellbyhowuncontrolledhis

movementsare.One,two,threethrustsand

hehideshisfaceonmyneckasheshoots

hisloadintotheglove.I’m holdingontohim

fordearlifeaswebothtrycatchingour

breath.

“IloveyouKuhle.”Hisvoicevibratesonmy

neck.



“IloveyoutooKuhle.”Isaypullingcloser

likeIwanttosinkdeeperintohim.

.

.

I’m wokenupbyNdoshoutingonthephone.

I’m immediatelyalarmedandIsitup.Idon’t

likethelookinhiseyes.ThisistheLindo

thattriedtointimidatemeonce.

“IDON’TCAREWHATHETHINKS!”He

roars.

Whoishetalkingto?Ilookathim with

pleadingeyeshopinghewillcalm downbut

it’slikeIdon’texistinthismoment.



“I’m notgoingtheremom,ifit’ssobadthen

whydoesn’thegopersonally?”

Ohhe’stalkingtohismom.

“Thenletit.LookIhavetogo.Sharp.”He

hangsupandputsonhispants.

IwanttoaskwhatthematterisbutI’lllet

him coolofffirst.Hemovesaroundthe

room gettingdressedandhe’sstillnot

sayinganything.Kantithisguy?

“I’m goingout.”Andjustlikethathe’soutof

here?



Hoursafterwejustfixedthingsandhe

leavesmehanginglikeawetsoak?He’s

goingtodriveinhisstateandheexpects

menottoworry?Selfishmuch?Argh.Iroll

outofbedandheadtothebathroom to

takeaquickshower.Ifinishupthenmake

mywaytothekitchentorefuel.Ifind

Malibongwecookingupastorm andIcan’t

helpbutsmile.He’saprettygoodcook

whenhewantstobethisone.

“Yourmancametosnackandleavekanti.”

Hesaysmockingly.

Ismackthebackofhisheadcausinghim to

laugh.



“Kahlekahleheusedyou.”Headdson.

“Simphiwevoetsek!”Isaylaughing.

“Freepussythings.”Hecontinueslaughing.

HaveIevermentionedhowmuchofanidiot

heis?Mxm we’llheis.

“Whatareyoucooking?”Iask.

Helaughsandshakeshishead.Argh.I

openthefridgeandgrabanapple.I’m

hungrynowforreal.Iopenallofthepots

andmymothsalivateswhenIseethestout

chickenintheoven.Mybrothernailsthis



dishandhealwaysleavesmewantingmore.

“I’m cookingthem I’m leaving.Iwas

supposedtleaveinthemorningkodwaI

wantedtomakesurethatyou’refinebefore

leaving.”Hesayssogenuinely.

Iwalkovertohim andhughim from behind.

Mylittlemiraclefighter.Lookingat

everythingthisonehasbeenthroughI’m

alwaysgratefulwhenhepullsoutofhis

darktimes.Iknowhowharditisforhim but

hefightslikenobody’sbusinessandIam

proudofhim.

“I’m finebaby,thankyou.”



“WellI’m glad.SowheredidLindorushto?”

Heasks.

IwishIknewbabybrother.IwishIknew.

“Hehadtogotakecareofsomethingbut

he’llbeback.”Isay.

“Ohokay.SoIwasthinkingoftakingaroad

tripbutIknowyouguysaregoingtofreak

out.”

“Andwhereareyougoing?”Iask.

“Ihaven’tthoughtthatfaryetbutIknowis

thatIneedabitoftimeawayfrom



everything.I’llprobablygovisitLiyana’s

gravebeforeIgojustsothatIcanhave

somesenseofpeaceIguess.”

“AndSiyanda?”Iask.

Heshrugsandgoesbacktohispots.

“Malibongweit’sbeenyears.”Isaysoftly.

“Don’tgetmewronglikeIsaidIforgaveher

butthatdoesn’tmeanIwanttovisither.

Ngisharpngaye.”Hesayssternly.

Ihatehowmuchangerhestillsomewhat

harboursinhishearttowardsSiyanda.Yes



hesaysheforgave.Yeshewasthereatthe

unveilingkodwathat’sit.Hedoesn’teven

talkabouther,heclearedoutallofherstuff

inhisapartmentandtookthem toher

mom’s.Thereliterallyisnotraceinhislife

thattherewasonceawomannamed

Siyandawhoheloveswithhisall.

“Ihearyoubaby.”Ikisshischeekthenwalk

outofthekitchen.

Heneedshisspace.Ihaveacoupleof

missedcallsfrom theofficeandmom,argh

I’llreturnthem later.RightnowIneedto

checkonthatman.Idialhisnumberandit

ringsunanswered.WhateverIjusthopethat

he’sfinewhereverheis.
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Icheckthetimeandits22:47,Istillhaven’t

heardfrom Lindoandhisphoneisoffnow.

TheamountofworryI’m experiencingI

can’tevenexplain.I’veresortedtocrying

nowbecauseI’m scaredsomethingbadhas

happenedtohim.WhenIwasinvarsity

therewasagirlIknewandherboyfriend

wentawolforacoupleofdays,likenoone

couldgetholdofhim.Weendedupthinking

hewascheatingonlytofindoutthathewas

involvedinanaccidentonhiswayback

homeandthecarwasburnedbeyond

recognitionsoitwashardforthem to

contactthefamily.Idon’tevenremember

howtheyfoundhim butyeah.



I’m sittingherplayingtheworstcase

scenariosoutinmyhead.WhatifI’m sitting

hereangryathim andhe’sbeeninvolvedin

anaccident?Whatifhegothijackedand

leftfordeadatthesideoftheroad?OhGod.

IgrabmyphoneandjustasI’m aboutto

dialthebedroom dooropensandhewalks

in.WelockeyesandsuddenlyIgofrom

worriedtoangry.Thereisnotasingle

scratchonhisfacesohe’sfine.

I’m burning!Iam mad!HowdareLindokuhle

putmethroughthiskodwa?

“Wereyouarrested?”Iask.



Helookstakenabackbythatquestion.I

don’tcarehemustanswer.

“No.”

“Wereyouinhospital?”

“No.”

“Didyouhaveaflattire?”

“Melokuhlekantiyini?”

“Answerthequestion.”Isayclearly

annoyed.



“No.”

“AndI’m assumingyouweren’thijacked

ne.”

“Ofcoursenot.”

“Hmmmm.”Isaythenmakemywaytothe

closet.

Uyangijwayelalo!Hejustwaltzintomy

houselikeheownsthespacefuthihowthe

helldoeshekeepgettingintomyhouse?

Nxaa.Istripnakedandgraboneofmy

sleepingshirtsandputiton.Ifindhim



leaningagainstthedoorwhenIturnaround.

“Ineededspace.I’m sorryIdidn’tletyou

knowwhereIwas.”Hesays.

“HowdoyouthinkIfeltthewholeday

LindokuhlewhenIcouldn’tgetholdofyou?

YoustormedoutofhereangryashellandI

don’tevenknowwhy.Kantiwhathappened

tocommunication?”Islightlyyell.

Hewasselfishandinconsiderateandhe

needstoknowthat.Nxaaa.

“DadwasatitagainandIjustdidn’twantto

ruinyourdaywiththatsoIsawitbestthatI



stepoutandgetsomefreshair.I’m sorry,

I’lldobetternexttimebaby.”

“Whycouldn’tyoubeangrylainthehouse

Ndo?Okaywhycouldn’tyouatleastsay

thatyou’reangryandyouneedsomefresh

air?WhydidIhavetospendthewholeday

worriedaboutyou?WhyLindokuhle?”

“MelokuhleI’m sorrybabyI’m trulysorry.

I’m justsousedtodealingwithmyissues

aloneandinthismannerthatit’shardfor

metoletgoyouknowbutIpromiseI’m

goingtoworkonitbaby.”Hesaysslowly

makinghiswaytowardsme.

Apartofmeisrelievedthathe’sfinebuta



hugepartofmeisangryathim thatIwant

tothrowhim out.Hecircleshisarms

aroundmywaistandpullsmycloser.Ican’t

helpbutgetonmytoesandhookmine

aroundhisneckandhughim.Iheaveasigh

ofrelief.Iwassoworriedabouthim.

“I’m sorrybaby.It’sjustsohardbeingthe

onlysonandwhenyourfatheristheeShaka

Mngomezuluthepressurethatmuchmore.

I’m sotiredbabyoffightingwithdad

becauseofwork.”Hesayssoftly.

Myneckisgettingwet.Ishecrying?My

heartsinks.LookIknowthatapartfrom the

workissuesLindohasaprettygood

relationshipwithhisdad.Idon’tthink

anyoneeverwantstoseetheirmancrying.



“Baby.“Iattempttopullbackfrom thehug

butheholdsmetighter.

Ijustwanttoseehim.

“Babyletmeseeyou.Please.”Isaysoftly.

Ipullbackandheletsme.Icuphisface

andusemythumbstowipehistears.Am I

evilforsayingIlovehowvulnerableheis

rightnow?Thisisthefirsttimehe’sactually

openedupaboutthiswholesituation.

“LookIdon’tknowhowbadthesituation

withdadisbutIknowthatyouguyshavea



goodrelationshipandifyoucouldtalk

insteadoffightthenyoucouldprobably

solvethings.Justtrytalktohim baby.”Isay.

Heshakeshisheadandbiteshislip.He’s

tryingtofighthistearsbutIwishhecould

justletthem fallfree.Iknowhowharditis

forhim rightnow.Igivehim asoftpeckand

heholdsmetighteranddeepensthekiss.

It’ssaltyandslimybutmymanneedsme

rightnow.

“IloveyouandI’m hereforyou.”Imurmur

againsthislips.

“Iloveyoutoo.”Heresponds.

.



.

“Soveleyou’renolongergoingtowork?”

Lindoasks.

It’sbeenclosetoaweeksincethe

MavundlaincidentandIhaven’tleftthe

housesince.Idon’tknowapartofmeis

scaredthatthethreatmightbeseriousand

Ijustdon’twanttopokeatthesnake.We’ve

gottenarestrainingorderagainsthim and

they’veaddedmoresecuritywhichmakes

mefeeluncomfortablebecauseI’m justa

normalgirlwhowantstodonormalthings

butIcan’tbecauseofapsychopath.

Rhaaaa!

“HaibabyI’llgobacknextweek.”Isay



dismissively.

Hechuckleswhileshakinghisheadbefore

placingakissonmyforehead.Ilove

foreheadkissesyaz.There’sjustsomething

aboutitthatsays‘you’reloved’

“Wellyoucanjustquitworkingandbecome

ahousegirlfriend.”Hesayswigglinghis

eyebrows.

Ilaughoutloudeventhrowingmyhead

back.HeknowswhatI’m sayingandI

guessbyhislaughterhegetsme.Icould

neverbeahousewife,Lord,Iwoulddie.

WhatwouldIdoallday?Clean,cook,clean

somemorethangoshopping?Whooono



thankyouma’am.Thatlifehasit’speople

andthatisnotme.

“Notachancebuddy.”Isaybendingoverto

takeoutthefryingpanatthebottom

drawer.

Ihearhim gruntandIcan’thelpbutrollmy

eyes.Ishepokingme?Thisman.

“HaaaahLindokuhleIwanttocook.”

“IsaidI’m takingyououtforbreakfast

kodwawenauzenzafreshangithi.”He

spanksmyass.



Igiggleandpushhim back.ImustsayIlike

hisirritatingandplayfulnature.It’scute

manforanuptightmanashimself.

“OkaykeLindokuhletakemeout.”

“VeleI’m takingyouout.”Hesayspicking

meupandthrowingmeoverhisshoulder.

I’m agigglingmess.Hekeepsspankingmy

assandforsomereasonit’squiteticklish.

Hekicksopenthebedroom doorthenwalks

usintothecloset.Hegentlysetsmeonthe

couchbeforepouncingonme.Thisiswhat

hewanted,notthatI’m complainingthough.

Justasthingsgetheatedhepullsbackand

kissesmyforehead.



“Getreadybaby.Ngilambile.”Andhewalks

outjustlikethat?

Hehethisman!Ithrowondresswithsome

sneakersandI’m done.WhyshouldIfuss

overwhatI’m wearing?Haai.Igrabmybag

andheaddown.He’salreadywaitingforme

withhiskeysinhand.Iwalkoutandwaitfor

him inthecar.Weneedtoaddressthis

issueofhim havingmyhousekeyand

accesscard.IknowthatheusedBongwe’s

thelasttimehewashereandIbethedidn’t

giveitback.Hegetsinandwedriveoff.

“SoIhavetobebackinCapeTown

tomorrownight.”Hesays.



KonjeIforgothedoesn’tlivehere.

“Andwhenwillyoubeback?”Iask

“Hopefullyinaweekorso.”

Thisoneisgoingtoendupflyingtothebig

appleorsomethingforsomebigmeeting,

don’tsayIdinttellyou.

“I’llberightherewaitingforyoubaby.”Isay

softly.

.

.



“Lindokuhle!”Someoneshouts.

Weturnaroundandagorgeouswoman

walkstowardsus.Shehasawidesmileon

herfaceandNdoreturnsit.Theyshare

whatIfeelisanunnecessaryhugespecially

infrontofme.Hishandsaroundherwaist

havemefeelingsometypeofway.They

pullbackwithbroadsmilestillplastered

acrosstheirfaces.

“It’sbeensolong.”Shesays.

“Youlookamazing.”Heresponds.

Ifeellikeathirdwheelinthisencounter.I’m



awkwardlystandingherewaitingforoneof

them toacknowledgemypresencekodwa

no.Theywayshe’soglinghim isactually

makingmeuncomfortable.

“Thankyouandyoulookwow.”Shesays.

Ittakeseverythinginmenottorollmyeyes.

“Wherearemymanners,Enamathisismy

girlfriendMelo.BabethisisEnama.”He

says.

“Ohyourgirlfriend,hi,I’m theex.”Shespits

out.



Ohwow!
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Ithrowmybagacrossthetableandmake

mywaytothefridge.I’m annoyed!Highly

annoyedatthatandIdon’tthinkthisidiotof

amangetsthat.Ihadtostandthereand

takeinthedisrespectfrom hisgirlfriend

whilehestoodtherewithabroadsmileon

hisface.Whatthehellisthat?Andthenhe

hastheaudacitytotellmethatI’m over

reacting.Really?Hmmm

Tooearlyforwinemyass!Igrababottleof

wineandaglassandmakemywayoutinto

mygarden.Wedidn’tevenhavebreakfast



andifhethinksI’m goingtocookforhim

thenhehasanotherthingcoming.The

gentlebreezehitsmeandIfeelmyself

slowlycalmingdown.Thisspecialbottleof

winewasgiventomebydad.Hehadtaken

mom toCapeTownforarelaxation

weekendandtheyobviouslydidthewhole

vineyardtoursandIgotafewofthese

bottles.Hesaidtheminutehetookasipof

it,heimmediatelythoughtofme.Mom said

he’sencouragingmetobeanalcoholicbut

hesayshe’spreventingit.Idon’tknow,allI

knowisthatthisstuffisgood.

Mxm!Lookathim walkinginwithhissorry

faceon.Hemustgo.Iactuallyfeellike

seeingmyparentsnow,sohemustgo.



“Melokuhlebabywhat’swrong?”Heasks.

What’swrong?What’swrong?What’s

wrong?Isthismanbeingserious?I’lltell

him what’swrong.Ichucklelightlywhile

shakingmyhead.

“Youheldyourgirlfriendin-“

“Exgirlfriend.”Heinterruptsme.

“Ohpardonme,EXgirlfriend.Whichisquite

funnythenngobayouheldherlikeshe’s

yourgirlfriend.Youdrapedyourarms

aroundherwaistandtookinherscentin

mypresence.Yousmiledbroadlyandtold



herthatshelooksgorgeous.Howdoyou

expectmetofeelaboutthatMr

Mngomezulu?”Isaycalmly.

Iknowmytoneisannoyinghim andIdon’t

carerightnow.

“IwasjustgreetinganoldfriendMelo.I

haven’tseenherinyears.”

“Youfreakedoutwhenyoucametomy

officeandyousawhowfriendlyIwaswith

mystaffmindyounoonetouchedmebut

yougotangry.Soangrythatyoueven

poppedavein.Tellmethis,howwouldyou

feelifIweretobumpintoLeratoandhug

him andtellhim helookshandsome?”Iask.



Bloodyhypocritehashisjawclenchedand

handfisted.SeewhatImean?Hypocrite!

He’dblowagasketifIweretohugamanin

hispresencekodwayenahe’sallowedtodo

suchshitandImustunderstandbecause‘I

haven’tseenherinyears’nxaaa.

“Melokuhle!”Hesayssternly.

AndtherehegoesusingthatMngomezulu

tonetotryandintimidateme.Kantidoesn’t

heknowthatIam aMkhizeandIwillnot

getintimidatedbythesoundofhisvoicenje?

“Lindokuhle.”Irespondwithsomuchsass.



I’m waitingforhim toblowafusesoIcan

properkickhim out.He’snoteven

apologisingforhisactionsinsteadhe’s

heremakingmefeellikeI’m theoneinthe

wrongforfeelingthewaythatIdo.Who

doesthat?

“Ukwatile?”

“FuckyeahEinstein!”

“Don’tswearMelokuhle!”Heshouts.

“YoudisrespectedmeLindokuhleandwhen

shethrewthat‘I’m theex’shityoudidn’tdo



anythingaboutitinsteadyoustoodthere

andlistenedtohergoonabouthowsingle

sheis.Yinileyo?”I’m fuming!

Thisgirlwentonandonabouthowfinding

agoodmanissohardandhowsingleshe

isandhowbeingaworkingwomanisso

hardandblahblahblah.Iguessshe

thoughtIwasoneofthosewomenthat

spongeoffoftheirmen,shameifonlyshe

knew.Lindokuhlestoodthereagreeingand

takingineverythingshewassaying.

“I’m sorrybaby.”Hesayssoftly.

“Forwhat?”Iask.



“Forwhatjusttranspired.Iunderstandthat

youdidn’tlikeitandforthatIapologise.”He

saysalmostsoundingsincere.

Hmmm.Irefillmyglassandturnmychair

aroundtofacethegarden.Iknowforafact

thatifIdidn’tbringituphewouldn’thave

apologisedsoargh.Letmejustsiponmy

wineandcalm myself.Hepullsachairand

settlesnexttomeinsilence.Iappreciate

thathe’slettingmebefornow.

.

.

I’m onaconferencecallwithmyteam

gettinganupdateonwhat’sbeen

happeningattheoffice.Malum’Shaka

suggestedthatIworkfrom homefora



couplemoreweeks,justuntilwearesure

thatthethreatis‘cleared,hiswordsnot

mine.

“SobossladywewereabletogetMaria

MazurfortheDecembercoverhowever

thereisacondition.”

Ofcoursethere’sacondition.These

supermodelsthinkthey’reallthat.

“Whatisit?”Iask.

“Shewantstobepersonallystyledbyyou.”

Tysays.



Iletoutalowchucklewhileshakingmy

head.I’m notinthatsideofthingsanymore

andMariaknowsthat.Seeonceyougobig

andassumethateveryonewillbowatyour

feet.

“I’m notastylist.”

“Butyouareadesigner.”

“Was!”

“WellshewantsyourdesignsMelo.”

“Thereareahandfulofstylistsaroundthe

countrywhostillprobablyhavemydesigns.



Findthem andletthem styleher.”Isay.

“Sheinsistsbosslady.”

“Thenwewillgetanothermodel.GetRea.”

“LookyesReaisbigbutonlyifyoufollow

thewholemodellingindustryasawhole.

LookdoyouknowwhoAlessandra

Ambrosiois?”

“OfcourseIdo.”Ishootback.

“Andthat’sbecauseyouareintheindustry

howeveryouaveragejoewon’tbutNaomi

CampbellandTyraBanksontheotherhand



weallknow.SoReawon’tworkfor

December.”Hesayscalmly.

“Letmethinkaboutit,I’llgetbacktoyou.”I

saythenhangup.

Ihatebeingpressurisedintodoingthings.

AsmuchasMariawillboostoursalesthat

littleconditionticksmeoff.Whycouldn’t

sheaskifIwouldbeavailabletostyleher

insteadofwhatshedid?Modelsarea

differentbreedandIwassohappywhenI

stoppeddesigningbecauseheythose

peoplefeelsodamnentitledit’sscary.Yes

therearethosethatarehumbleandthen

there’sthelikesofMariawhothinkwe’reall

justextrachesspiecesontheirboard.



IfIdecidetostyleherthenshe’llstart

thinkingshecanmakeunnecessary

demandsinthefuture.I’dhonestlyrather

getanunknownthandealwiththiscrap.

.

.

Mom justcalledsayingshe’satthegate

withAuntySibaandI’m excitedtoseethem.

Iopenthefrontdoorthenheadtothe

kitchentoseewhatIcanwhipupforthem.

“Babywe’rehere!”Mom’svoicefillsthe

entirehouse.

Ican’thelpthelittlehappydancemybody



decidestodo.Thereareabsolutelyno

wordsthatcandescribehowhappymy

mothermakesme.WheneverIseeher,a

greatamountofpeacewashesalloverme.

TheywalkintothekitchenandIgaspwhen

myeyeslandonSiba’sstomach.Herbump

issocute.

“Ithoughtmom wasplayingwhenshesaid

you’repregnant.”Isay.

Shelaughssweetlyandwavesmeoff.

“Langelihleistoooldtobegettingme

pregnanthonestly.ArghafterthisoneI’m

havingmytubestied.”Shesays

dramatically.



“Yousaidthatthelasttime.”Mamasays

laughing.

Wejoinherinlaughter.She’srightthough

that’swhatshesaidaftershegavebirthto

Ndalobutlumedidsayonemoreandwell

herewearewithhisonemore.Iwonder

howKhanyifeelsaboutthis.Ishouldask

her.Imeanshewentfrom beingeveryone’s

princesstobigsisterofonewellsoontobe

twoandwithhergiftitmustbesomething

else.

“ThistimeImeanit.Langelihleisalmost50

andhe’sstillshootingthesekidsintomy

wombhai.”Shesayssulking.



Iam finished.Herfaceispricelessbutyou

cantellthatsheishappy.

“Aslongasyoucanstillcarrythem you

will.”Mom says.

“Pleaseno.Maybeyoushouldfall

pregnant.”Auntysays.

“Euwpleasenomommypleaseno!”Isay

dramatically.

Notonlywoulditbeweirdtoseem mother

pregnantatheragebutBongwewouldflip

out.Sonohellno.



“FuthiLwandleandIdon’tusecondoms.

I’m sureamiraclecanhappenwhenhepins

meagainstthedoor.”

That’smycue.Iwalkoutofthekitchen

leavingthem inafitoflaughter.Iknowmy

parentsarestillhavingsexbutgeezIdidn’t

needtoknowthat.Iknowforafactthatshe

saidthatjusttoannoyme.Whoono

ZobuhleMkhize.Iheadtomyroom todial

myman,hopefullyhecanmakemeforget

whatZobuhlejustspitout.
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“MeloMrMavudlaishereforyou.”Tazz



sayspeepinghisheadinthroughthedoor.

I’vebeenbackatworkforthreedaysand

alreadythispestisback.Ijustdon’tknow

whattodoanymore.It’stimeslikethese

whereIwishmyfatherwassomehardcore

gangsterthateveryonefearedbutno

Lwandledecidedtobeascientist.SMH.I

remainrootedinmyseatandcontinue

goingthroughmye-mails.

Iwillnotgiveintothatmanandhisissues.

Nope.Irefuse.Mydooropensandthedevil

walksinrockingaQ&Goriginal.Iknowit’s

Q&GbecauseIobsessedoveritforawhile

andwishedthatIhadamantogiftitto.I

mustadmitthatitsitswellonhim.Hehas

onhisannoyingsmirkandIwishIcould



justwipeitoff.

“MissMkhize.”

“Ufunani?FuthiIhavearestrainingorder

againstyou.”Isaygrabbingmyphone.

“Thatwon’tbenecessary.Ijustcameto

apologise.Irealisethatmyactionsmight’ve

beenabittooexaggeratedandI’m sorry

aboutthat.IpromisethatIwillkeepmy

distancefrom nowonandIwillstop

pesteringyouaboutyourcompany.”He

saysinconfidence.

Idon’ttrusthim obviously.Imeanthisisa



suddencompleteturnaround,maybehe

wantsmetorelaxandputmyguarddown

andthenhestrikes.Wellsorryforhim I’m

notthatgullible.Icannotforthelifeofme

fathom whattheheckMavundlaandhis

girlfriendwantsomuchwithmycompany.

Unlesshewantsanalreadyestablished

companytouseasafront,thenitwould

makesense.

“IknowthatI’vebeenquitethepestandit

willbehardforyoutobelievethatIwillstop

butbelievemeIwill.I’m alsosorryabout

themessagesIkindofgotcarriedawayso

yeah.Thisismesteppingbackbeforeyeah

anywayIhopeyourcompanygrowsin

strengthandsuccess.”Hecontinues.



Whydoeshesoundsosincere?Nahfam!I

don’ttrustthisact.Hegetsupandbuttons

hisblazerthengrabshiskeysandphone

from thetable.Thelookonhisfaceis

different.Thisisn’tthearrogantprickthat

I’vecometoknow,he..helooksatad

gentle,almostwarm.Idon’tknowIcouldbe

readingtoomuchintothesituationbutI

swearIseeahumaninthere.

“ByeMissMkhize.”

“Sharp.”Isayinconfusion.

“ImeantitwhenIsaidyou’rebeautiful.”



Idon’tknowhowtoreacttothisphelafor

aslongasI’veknownthismanhehasbeen

threateningme.Thisisthefirsttimeheis

beingnice.Hewalksoutleavingmein

confusion.Whatjusthappened?

.

.

Thedayhassurprisinglybeengoingwell,I

guessMavundlasetthetoneforit.I’vejust

comeoutofameetingwiththeteam and

sighIwasbulliedintostylingthatdiva

Mariaforthecovershoot.Iknowthatlittle

divaisgoingtodrivemenuts.

“Sobossladydinnertonightonus?”Tazz

says



Huh?Bafunani?

“What’sthecatch?”Iask.

“Nothing.It’sjustyouhaven’tbeentowork

inawhileandwe’rejustsohappythat

you’rebackandfeelingbetter.”Edaddsin.

Okaycomingfrom EdIbelieveit.Edisthe

onepersononmyteam whodoesn’tjustdo

orsaythingsforthesakeofit.Heliterallyis

asharpshooterandIcanhonestlysaythat

withouthim Iwouldbesomewhatlost.

“Dinnersoundsgoodthen.Let’smeetafter

work.”Isaywalkingtomyoffice.



Iactuallyhaven’tbeenoutinawhileandI

suredomissgettingdown.Myphonerings

justasIwalkintotheoffice.Abroadsmile

breaksontomyfacewhenIseewhoitis.

“HiD!”Igreetcheerfully.

Hechuckleslightly.Iknowforfactthathe

hasatoothpickinhismouthrightnowand

he’sprobablysittingonhisthronewithhis

feetup.

“MybeautifulMelookae?”

“Kesharpwena?”Ihavethissmileonmy



facethatwon’tgoaway.

“Nnahaksharp,youjustabandonedme.”

Hesayssulking.

Nowit’smyturntochuckle.Dneedstoget

himselfastablerelationshipthatwayhe

won’tmissussomuch.Reaisalways

complainingabouthowmuchDwantsher

toretireandcomebackhome,thatwouldn’t

happenifhehadawifeoratleasta

girlfriendbuthisreasonsfornotmarrying

areheartwarming.Hesayshedidn’twant

togetmarriedbecausehewantedallhis

focustobeonRea.Ifthat’snotagreat

fatherthenIdon’tknowwhatis.

“AhhDeishokayI’m sorrybutnnaI’vebeen



underhousearrest.”

“Foreng?”Heaskssoundingalarmed.

Ichucklelightly.

“Arghit’salongstory.We’llgetintoitone

day.Sowhat’sup?”

“Ohyes,Iwanttodosomethingspecialfor

ReabutIjustdon’tknowwhat.ImeanI

coulddothewholepartythingbutyouknow

howshegets.Icouldbuyheracarbutyou

knowthat’sgoingtobackfire.Idon’tknow

whattodoforher.”Hesays.



HesoundssofrustratedandIunderstand

him becauseReaisaspecialcase.You

can’tdoanythingforthatgirlwithoutit

turningintosomesortofissue.

“Yhuthat’sahardone.Okaywhat’sthe

occasionthough?”

“Nothing,Ijustwanttoshowherjusthow

muchIloveher.Imeanaparentdoesn’t

needaspecialreasontospoiltheirkid

akere?”

“YousuchanawesomedadmaraweitsiD.”

Isaywithasmileplasteredacrossmyface.



Afather’sloveisthebestthingthatagirl

couldeverexperience.Iwishmoreyoung

girlscouldgettoexperienceit.DandIstay

onthephoneforawhileandIpromiseto

thinkupsomethinghecoulddoforRea.

Hopefullyshe’llliketheidea.

.

.

“Iwillhavetheshrimppasta,thanks.”Isay

handingthewaiterthemenu.

Iam famishedandIcan’twaittodigin.

Everyoneplacestheirordersandthewaiter

walksoff.

“Sobossladyyougood?”Tyasks.



“Yeahandyouguys?”

Bonolowalksbacktothetablejustas

they’reabouttorespond.Shelookslike

she’sbeencryingbutknowingthekindof

personthatsheis,shewon’tsaywhat’s

botheringher.Theguysdon’tcatchthather

moodhasshifted,obviously!Mxm.

“BIneedthebathroom.”Isay.

TheytableeruptsinlaugherandIcan’thelp

butrollmyeyes.Theseguys,Isometimes

forgetthatthey’recompleteidiotsoutside

oftheoffice.



“Thatwholegirlsgotothebathroom in

groupsistrue.”

“Angithiyouguysattempttokidnapusfrom

thebathroom soheygirlsgottadowhat

girlsgottadotostaysafe.”Isayshrugging.

Bonolochucklesasshegetsupfrom her

chairgrabbingherbag.Igrabmineaswell

andweheadtothebathroom.Thankfully

it’semptysoit’llbeeasierforustotalk.

“Sowhywereyoucrying?”Iask.

“Ofcourseyounoticed.Arghthingsare



slightlyrockybetweenmypartnerandIso

yeah.”Sheshrugs.

SoBonoloislesbianandsheisdating

someonewhoisinthepubliceye.They

actuallymeonsetofoneofourshootsand

theyhititoffandstarteddatingshortly

afterthat.Theymakeaverybeautiful

couplebutweknowwecan’tjustjudgethe

bookbyitscoverangithi?

“Areyouguysgoingtobeokay?”

“Idon’tknowMelo,ImeanIloveherso

muchyesbutaiit’sjusttoomuchatthis

point.”



“Soareyousayingyouwanttothrowinthe

towel?”Iask.

“I’m sayingmyheartissoreandIdon’t

knowhowtohandlethispain.”

“Bonolorelationshipswon’talwaysbeall

flowersandhearts.Atsomepointtherewill

bethornsandalltheunpleasantobstacles

howeveryoufightthroughallofthat.Ifwe

weretogiveupateverysignoftroubleina

relationshipthennoneofuswouldbein

relationships.Yesithurtslikehellbutwetry

andifyoufeellikeyou’vetriedandyouhave

reallyhadenoughthenyouwalkaway.”

“That’sthething,mymindistellingmeto



leaveherbutmyheartistellingmeanother

thing.”

“Takesometimetoyourselfandevaluate

yourrelationship.”

“Ihearyou.ThanksMelo.”Shegivesmea

tightsqueezeandIreturnit.

.

.

Thenightismovingalongswiftlywith

laughtergalore.IdiedwhenTazznarrateda

storyabouthowhewaschaseddownthe

streetinnothingbuthisbriefsbyadog.So

hewashavingaflingwiththisgirlandhe

thoughthewasplayingherkantishewas

playinghim.Duringthedeadtheyheadthe



dooropenandinwalkedinthisgirl’sfiancé.

Tazzranoutkantithefiancéhadalready

unleashedthedog.Idon’tknowhowtrue

thatisbutit’shilarious.

“Yourphone.”Tysays.

KonjeIputinonsilent.Iexcusemyselfand

headoutsidetoanswer.

“Ndo.”Isaysoftly.

“Heybabyhowareyou?”

“I’m goodandyoubaby?”



“I’m good,justmissingyouandallyour

deliciousness.”Hisvoice!

Igrunt.HeknowsjusthowmuchImisshim

andhispackage.Imissthethingshedoes

in-betweenmylegs.Damnitman.This

alcoholainthelpingnayo.Ileanagainstthe

wallandqueezemythighstogether.

“Lindo.”

“Yinibaby?

“Stoop.”

“YaziniwhenIgetbackwe’regoingtogo



gettested.I’m tiredofplayingwiththe

glove.”

“Ushokanje?”Iask.

“Yesngifunaukukudlaskoon!”Iknowhe

hasasmileonhisfacerightnow.

“Kanjani?”

“Skoonbabyskoon.FuckMelowe’regoing

todancethewholenightwhenIfinallyget

you.”

Welldamn!I’m cuming!

[05/09,18:26]Mca:TWENTYEIGHT



Unedited

“Okayokayokayokaystooooop.”Isay

breathlessly.

Hechuckleslightlyandstopsticklingme.I

knowforsurethathe’snotdonebutI

appreciatethebreather.

“AreyougoingtodoasIsay?”Heasks.

Ofcoursethisisaboutgettingmetodo

whathewants.WhooooshameI’drather

staytickledifthat’sthecase.I’m stubborn

likethat!



“Nevershameandyouknowit!”Ishoot

back.

“WellIguesswe’rebackatit!”Hesays

ticklingme.

Iam alaughingmess!I’m laughingand

kicking,IevenhavearunnynosebutLindo

doesn’tcarebecauseheisjustgoingin

hard.

“OkayokayfineI’lldoit.I’lldoit!”Iscream.

Hestopsticklingmethencupsmyfaceand

smasheshislipsonmine.OhhowIlovehis

kisses,moresowhenthey’rehungry.His



handsareroamingallovermybodygiving

hisfavouritepartsagentlesqueeze.I’m at

hismercyinthismoment.Thewayhis

handsarefeelingonmeit’sasthoughhe’s

tryingtoimprintmybodyintomemory.

“Wannasuckmydick?”Hemurmurs

againstmylips.

Ican’thelpbutgiggle.Lindoisobsessed

withmesuckinghisdickyou’dswearhe

getspaideachtimeIcirclemytongue

aroundthehead.Sowegottestedandwe

gotcameoutclean.Rememberthat

promisehemadeaboutusdancingallnight

withouttherubber?Welldidhekeephis

promise?Hehadmeagainstthewindow,I

swearIsawmyneighbourpeepingthrough



herwindowkodwaMngomezuludidn’tcare

whenItoldhim that.Iswearitwaslikehe

wasonsomethingthewayhewas

devouringme.

Itwasn’tourusualsexbutitwasatad

moreintensebutIenjoyedit.Hesayshe

gotcarriedawaybecauseiskoon

siyam’hlanyisa!Icanbelievethat,especially

whenhecreepsintomyhouseinthemiddle

ofthenight.I’veevenstoppedaskingwhat

dealhehaswithMalibongwengobathat’s

howhehasaccess.Justlastnighthe

landedfrom Tanzaniaandshamehewas

tiredbutthebeasthetransformedintoin

bed?Youwouldn’tsaythatitwasthesame

manwhowasgoingonabouthow

exhaustedheisandhowhe’sontheverge



ofquitting.

Speakingofquitting,IshouldquitwhileI’m

aheadla.Ipushhim downtolieflatonthe

carpet.IknowthathethinksI’m aboutto

suckhisdickkodwanexI’m boltingtomy

room.BeforeIevengetanywherehehas

meinhisarmsandhe’sspankingmyass.

Ohtheobsession!

.

.

“IspoketoDrKhan.”Hesays.

We’relayinginbedafteryetanother

beautifullovemakingsession.Thisonejust

enjoysshootinghissperm upmychannels,

pityIcan’tgetmysoldierstomeetwithhis



soldiersandcreateourownminisoldiers.

“Who’sthat?”

“Oneofthebestfertilityspecialistsinthe

UK.”

Sigh.I’vebeenrunningawayfrom this

conversationbuthe’sprettyADAMANTsoI

willgivehim hisspotlight.Hesayshesees

afuturewithmeandifthisconversation

doesn’tprovejusthowmuchthenakazi.

“Iseeandwhatdidhesay?”

“Hewillflyinorwecanflyoutwhichever



oneworksbestforyoubutaftergoing

throughyourfilehewasabithopeful.Baby

wehavenothingtolosesowhynot?”

“YoureallywantachildLindokuhle?”

“IdoBUTyouknowthatdoesn’tchange

anythingangithi.”

“Areyoucertainthatyouwillbeableto

stickitout,disappointmentafter

disappointmentafterdisappointment?I

meanI’m usedtoit.”

“Melokuhle!”Hesayssternly.



Therehegoesagain.We’rehavinganopen

conversationandyenahefeelstheneedto

beawholemanaboutit.

“NoI’m notbeingnegativehoweverthisis

therealitythatIknowsoyeahbutwecan

goseeDrKhan.”

“Yousurebaby?”

“YesNdo.”

“Ohbaby.”Hekissesmyheadrepeatedly.

Melokuhleyouhavenothingtolosesowhat

theheck.Ifanythingsomethinggoodmight



justcomeoutofthisappointmentright?

.

.

TurnsoutDrKhanwasconvenientlyinthe

countrythisweek.Hmmm Lindoisasly

one.Anywaywe’reonourwayhomeafter

theappointmentandofcourseLindoisall

smiles.DrKhanseemstobelievethatthere

ishopeforus.Hesayswithtreatmentwe

havea49%chanceofconceivingwhichis

quitehugeforLindo,meontheotherhandI

don’tknowhowtofeelaboutthisbutifthis

treatmentactuallyworksandMngomezulu

andIareabletoconceivethenthatwould

bethegreatestthingGodwould’veever

doneforme.



“Breakfast?”Hesayssnappingmeoutof

mythoughts.

“Yeahthatwouldbelovely.”Irespond.

I’m actuallythinkingaboutthepossibilityof

havingachildwithamanthatisn’tmy

husband.Okaynothat’snotmuchfan

issueforme,theissuewillbethefactthat

thismantravelssodamnmuch!Yeshis

workloadhaslightenedabithoweverheis

stilltravellingquitefrequently.Sigh.

Melokuhleyoudonechosetofallinlove

withthisman.

“Babywe’rehere.”Hesays.



Iturntolookathim andallIseeisconcern

writtenalloverhisface.Ican’thelpbut

smileathowhandsomehelookswithhis

frownon.Helookslikeacrossbetweenah

-angrybabyandaworriedmother.So

beautiful.Ileanoverandplaceakissonhis

cheek.

“Let’sgo.I’m famished.”Isayopeningthe

door.

Wemakeourwayintotherestaurantandhe

requestsacornertable.Typicalofhim ke.

Wesettleinourseatsthenplaceourorders.

IjustwanttoeatandIknowthatlookhe’s

givingmeissaying‘let’stalk’.Sigh.



“SobeforeweeatMelocanyouatleasttell

mehowyoufeelaboutthisentirething?”

“Idon’tknowNdoI’m scaredandexcitedat

theprospectofpotentiallyconceiving

kodwaIdon’twanttogetmyhopesuptoo

high.I’vebeendownthisroadbeforeandI

don’twanttokillmyselfbybeingoverly

excitedonlytobedisappointedintheend.”

Isaytruthfully.

AftermyfirstsurgeryIthoughtthatmaybe

justmaybeamiraclewouldhappenandI

wouldbewithchildhoweverhereIam a

divorceebecauseIstillcouldn’tcarryachild.

“Ihearwhatyou’resayingbabyandIwill



alwaysbeherenomatterwhat.Imust

admithearingthatthereisaslightchance

ofusreceivingthehonourofbeingparents

IgotcarriedawaybutIcan’thelpitbaby.I

can’thelpbutimagineyoubarefootedand

pregnantinthekitchenwithcravingsdriving

youcrazyyouknow.”Thesmilehehasonis

soperfect.

IwishIcouldgranthim allhishearts

desiresjustsoIcouldremainapermanent

fixtureonhisfacebutrealityisIcan’t.The

realityisthathissmilemightfallintoa

frownquickerthanhercanuttertheword

‘baby’.StopitMelo!DrKhansaidpositivity.

“SohowaboutyouandIheadtoGoldReef

afterthis?Youknowcarefreetypeofvibe!”



Hesayswigglinghiseyebrows.

Ichucklewhilebitingmybottom lip.See

whyIlovehim somuch?He’sjustonit

man!!
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“HoneyI’m home!!”Iscream atthetopof

mylungsasIwalkintomyparent’shouse.

“Blipyouaresoloud!”Gogosayspinching

mefrom behind.

Iturnaroundandattackherwithawarm

bearhug.Ihaven’tseengogoinawhileand

damnithaveImissedher!Shesmellsgood



asalwaysandherwarmthcannotbe

missed.Mygrandmotherismyeverything

andLordknowsjusthowlostIwouldbe

withouther.

“Whendidyougethere?”Iaskstillinher

embrace.

ShetriestopullbackbutIholdhertighter.I

don’twanttoletgo.I’vereallymissedher

thatmuch.IfIcouldIwouldjustcradleup

inherarmsandlaythereuntiltheendof

time.AfterwelostmkhuluIthoughtshe

wouldcrawlunderarockandjustfeelher

painbutnoinsteadshestoodtalland

remainedstrongforus–MYDEFINITIONof

astrongasswoman!



“I’vebeenherefortwodaysnow.Your

parentsinsistedthatIcomestaywiththem

forafewdays.”

“Becauseyoufaintedmama.”Mom says

emergingfrom thekitchen.

Ilookatgogowithafrownonmyface.She

neverwantstotakeiteasythisone.My

grandmotherstillinsistsondoingherown

washingandironingsometimes.Shestill

insistsondoingherowngarden,okaythat’s

somewhatsentimentalbecausesheused

todothatwithmkhuluandnowBongwe

goesovertohelpsometimes.



“Whathappened?”Iaskleadinghertothe

couch.

WesettleandIlookherrightintheeye

waitingforhertoletmeinonherhealth.

Thesmileonherfacetellsmeexactlywhat

herresponseisgoingtobewhichis

annoyingmeslightly.

“It’snothingbigblip,Iwasjusttiredand

that’sit.”Sheresponds.

Iknewshewasgoingtobrushitoff.

“Mamaneedstotakeiteasyandthat’swhy

she’smovinginwithus.”Mom says



casually.

Gogolaughslightlywhileshakingherhead.

Iknowforafactthattheydidn’tdiscuss

thiswithher.

“Youkidsworrytoomuch.Iam fineandI

willnotbemovinginwithyou,Imeanwho’s

goingtolookaftermyhouseandflowers?”

Sheasks.

“Kodwamama.”

“HaaiZobuhlewenanoLwandlearejust

dramatic.Iam fineandshouldanything

happenthenmaybethenwillIconsider



movinginwithyou.”Gogo’swordisfinal.

“Mamawhyareyoubeingstubborn?You

faintedbecauseyou’vebeenneglecting

yourhealthandoverworkingyourbody.”

Dad’svoiceringsfrom behind.

Icantellthathe’sactuallypissedbyjustthe

soundofhisvoice.Iknowhe’snotreadyto

losehismotheryet.Irememberhowhardit

wasfordadwhenmkhulupassedonand

thefactthathehadtomanupandsuddenly

leadthefamilywastoughforhim,itstillis.

WeoncehadaconversationwhenBongwe

almostlandedinhospitalandheopenedup

tomeabouthowharditisforhim andhow

muchheneedshisfathertoleadhim

throughthisbecausehefeelslikeheis



failingasafather.Ididn’tknowwhattosay

tohim atthetimebutitriedtoreassurehim

ofwhatanexcellentjobheisdoingasa

father.Hecan’tprotectusfrom the

harshnessoftheworldsadlyandheneeds

toacceptthat.

“Lwandlengiyeketu.Blipyou’reglowing,

lomfanakaMngomezuluisclearlytaking

goodcareofyou.”Gogosayswithasmile

onherface.

Ican’thelpthesmilethatflashesacrossmy

face.Ifeellikeakidinacandystoreora

kidwhojustgotatoythatthey’dalways

yearnedfor.Sigh.Loveisbeautifulguys.

LindoandIareataverybeautifuland

stablephaseinourrelationship.Heisn’t



travellingasmuchasheusedtowhichisa

plusngobawegettospendmoretime

together.He’stechnicallymovedintomy

place.Heactuallywantedtobuyahousein

Joburgbutwecametoanagreementthat

hewouldmoveinandthat’sthat.

I’vestarted,Imeanwe’vestarted,with

treatmentandwe’reveryhopefulbutI’m

keepingmyheartopentodisappointment.

DrKhansaidbecauseI’dalreadyhad

surgerytoremovethefibroids,I’donlyneed

totaketheoraltreatment.

Ihaven’ttoldmyfamilybecauseIdon’t

wanttogettheirhopesupfornothing.Also

Idon’tknowhowtheywouldreacttous

wantingtogetpregnantoutofwedlock.



Yesmyparentsareopenmindedbutthisis

asensitivecase.AlthoughIam dyingtotell

someoneandIthinkIknowjustwhoto

confidein.

“Lookatthatsmile.”Dadsayswarmly.

“uBlipishappyandthat’sallIcouldask

for.”Gogosayspullingmeintoahug.

“I’m veryhappygogo.He’streatingmewell

andwe’respendingmoretimetogether

gettingtoknoweachothersoI’m happy.”I

say.

“YoudeservethehappinessMelokuhle.I



praythateveninthemidstofthetrouble

youtwoarestillgoingtofaceyou

rememberthishappinessandthelovethat

youshare.”

“Iwillgogo.”

“Whenarewegoingtomeetofficiallyas

yourboyfriend?”Dadasks.

Ichucklelightly.Dadsayshewillnot

acknowledgeourrelationshipuntilheis

introducedasmymanofficially.Lwandleis

justbeingstubbornfornothingbutmom

saysweshouldjustgivehim hismoment.

I’vebeensayingmom’sdramaticactions

haverubbedoffondadandthey’reactually



worseonhim.

Wespendtherestofthedaycatchingup

andmessingupthekitchen.Gogomakes

mepromisetotakeheroutnextweekand

weagreethatwe’llhaveagirlsweekend

away.She’salwayswantedtodoZanzibar

soIguesswe’lldothat.Ishouldask

Mngomezuluforhisjetandflymyqueen

outinstyle.

.

.

“I’m atthegatepleasesendmeacode.”

Amandasayssoftly.

Isitupandsendthecodethenrushtothe

bathroom tobrushmyteethquickly.It’s



past6inthemorningsoIdefinitelyknow

thatsomeisup.Amandawouldneverrock

upheresoearlynthemorningwithouta

validreason.

Irushdownstairstogoopenthedoorthen

leaveitopenforher.Iwasn’tplanningon

makingbreakfastbutIguessIhavetonow.

Iswitchonthecoffeemachineandthey

walkinjustasIopenthefridge.Lwandile

runsintomyarmsandIholdontohim

tightly.He’stootallfora7yearold.Okay

yeshe’salmost8butstillhe’stoodamntall

man.

“Hellomyhandsome.”Isayplacingakiss

onhislips.



“Hellomyqueen.Imissyou.”hesays

cuppingmyface.

That’sonethingaboutUthandohenever

saysImissedyou,it’salwaysImissyou.

He’stooemotionallyconnectedforhisage

butIguessgrowingupnexttoKhanyiwho

hasthisgiftisforcinghim togrowup

beforehistime.Ilovehowsupportiveheis

ofKhanyisile,they’reactuallybestfriends

andIprayitremainsthatway.Theother

dayheallegedlyslappedakidatschoolfor

makingfunofKhanyiwhohadanepisode

atschool.ApparentlythekidsaidKhanyiis

possessedandLwandilelostit.Noonecan

sayanythingbadaboutKhanyiwhen

Lwandileisaround.



“Imissyoutoolittleguybutyou’realways

busywithschoolMrGenius.”Isaywitha

smileonmyface.

Lwandileisnextgenerationsmart.He’sinto

scienceaswellbutIthinkit’sbecausehe

spendssomuchtimewithBongwe.

“Ijustworkhard.I’m tiredcanIgosleep?”

Hesaysyawning.

Shamepoorthinghadtowakeupatthe

crackofdawn.

“Ofcourselove.”Ikisshisheadandheruns



offleavinguswithsmilesonourfaces.

He’stooprecious.IturntolookatAmanda

andshealreadyhastearsglisteningher

eyes.

“Babe.”Isayfaintly.

“I’m pregnant.”Sheblurtsoutbefore

burstingintotears.

Ohshit!Thisisgoingtobetough.

“Amanda.”



“HeknewNqo!HeknewthatIwasn’tready

foranotheroneyetbutstillhewentahead

andgotmepregnant.MeloI’m onlystarting

toactuallygetmyselftogethernowkodwa

yourbrotherdoesn’twanttogetthat.2

YEARS,2FLIPPENYEARS,that’sallIasked

forbuthecouldn’twait.”Shesayswith

tearsrunningdownhercheeks.

“Howdidithappen?”Iknowit’sastupid

questionbutIneedtounderstand.

“Arghitdoesn’tmatternow.I’m justso

angryNqothat’sallIcareaboutrightnow.”

Iknowhowmuchshewantedtoworkon

herselfandgrowhernamejustashehas



overtheyears.She’scurrentlytraining

underoneofthecountry’smostreputable

chefsandshe’swellonherwaytoactually

headinguponofhisrestaurantssoI

understandherfrustration.

Sigh.Yane!
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I’m wokenupbythemostincredible

sensationsbetweenmylegs.Isqueezemy

thighstogetherandlockhim in.He’sgently

suckingonmyclitanditissendingchills

downmyspine.Hisfingerfindsitsway

homeandgetstowork.Lort!He’ssucking

andworkinghisfingerandIam losingit.He



flicksthetipofhistongueovermyclitandI

loseit!ThismanwillbethedeathofmeI

tellyou.BeforeIcanevenrecoverfrom my

highhe’salreadymakinghiswayin.

“AhhhNdo.”Imoansoftlyandpullhim

closer.

That’showIlikeoursessions-connected.I

likefeelinghisbodyonmine,itjustmakes

itthatmuchbetter.Hegroansagainstmy

neckandthatalsoaddstoallthese

sensationsI’m experiencing.Histhrustsare

slowandcontrolled,we’remakingloveright

now.Ilovethesemoments.Hegazesdeep

intomysoulandIfeelitall.Hisloveforme

hecannothidebecausehiseyessellhim

out.



“IloveyouMelo.”Hesaysinastrained

voice.

“IloveyoutooNdo.”Irespondsoftly.

IreallydoandIhopemyactionsproveto

him justhowmuch.

.

.

“It’sjusttwodaysbaby.”Hesayspullingme

inforahug.

I’m veryclingyrightnowandIdon’twant

him togo.HehasameetinginCapeTown,

yesit’stwohoursawaybutforsome



reasonIfeellikeit’salifetimeaway.Ieven

offeredtogowithhim buthesaidI’donly

beadistractionandheneedstobefocused

forthatparticularmeeting.ArghIhateit

whenhegetsallMngomezulufocused.

“ButImissyoualready.”Isaysulking.

Thepastfewdayshavebeenspecial,so

specialthatI’dgethomeearlyfrom work

andwe’dlockourselvesupinourroom and

justconnect.Idon’tknowwhathasshifted

inourrelationhipbutsomethingdrastichas

happenedandI’m readyforthenextstep.

Thismanrightherehasmyheart,bodyand

soulandI’m notmadaboutit.



“Ipromisetotrywrapeverythingupinaday

okay.”Hesays.

Inodlikealittlekidthengetonmytoesand

placeasoftpeckonhislips.Hepullsme

closeanddeepensthekiss.Nowheknows

I’m goingtocrywhenheboardsmxm.He

pullsbackthenkissesmyheadbefore

biddingmegoodbye.Idon’twanthim togo

though.

.

.

I’m attheofficetryingsohardtofocusbutI

can’tbecausemyentirefocusisonLindo.

Thattalldarkmanhassolidifiedhisspotin

mylife.Idon’tthinkIseemyselfwith

anyoneelseinthislifetime.Aknockcomes



throughthedoorstoppingmefrom day

dreamingaboutNdoinallhisglory.Aunty

Sibaandherstomachwalkinwithapaper

baginherhand.Yes.Food!

“Hellopreggy.”Igetuptohugher.

Herstomachgoescrazy,Iguessuyazlo

ukuthithisone(Me)isgoingtospoilhim

rotten.YesIsaidhim.Finallylumegetsa

minihim.WhenIspoketohim hecouldn’t

evencontainhisexcitement.Iknowhow

badlyhewantedtohaveaboythatwould

carrydowntheMkhizesurnamefrom his

side.YesasmuchasBongweandBandile

arehis,heneededhisownyouknow.

SpeakingofBandile,apparentlyhewas

supposedtoremindAmandatogorenew



hershotbuthedidn’tandthat’swhyshe’s

somadathim.Hewasalwaystheoneto

remindhertogorenewitbutforsome

reasonheletitslidethistime.Iknowfora

factthathediditonpurpose.

Mybrotherwassneakythereandasmuch

asI’m disappointedinhim I’m gladthatthe

familyisgrowing.Ihopeit’sagirl!

“I’m tired.”Shesaysfloppingherselfonthe

couch.

Shamejudgingbyhowshelooksatthe

momentthispregnancymustbeshowing

herflames.Iwatchherdiginsideherbag

andpullherphoneout.She’sdefinitely



callinglume.YepIcalledit!

“BabyI’m withMelosoyoudon’thaveto

worry.”Shesayssoftly.

Ilovehowsoftspokensheissometimes

whenshespeakstoherhusband.She

knowsjusthowmuchofababyhecanbe

andboycanshenipitinthebud.

“YesLangelihleIwilldojustthat.Nowrelax,

IloveyouandI’llseeyoulater.”Shesays

beforehangingup.

OhhowIlovethesmileonherfaceright

now.Growingupandwatchingthe



interactionbetweenthem Iwasalwaysleft

warm andfuzzyinside.Therewasandstill

isnodoubtthattheyloveeachother

beyondmeasure.Theywerecreatedfor

eachotherthesetwo.Youshouldseehim

narratingthestoryabouthowshebumped

intohim and‘broke’–shesayshe’s

exaggerating,herphonewhenshewas16.

Apparentlyheknewthenthatshewashis

butbecauselifeisn’tarespecterofman,it

tookafewyearsandafewmistakesbefore

theyactuallygottogether.

Myunclealwaysshedsatearwhenever

wedecidetojustsitandgothrough

weddingalbums.Iwouldtoongobayeey

auntylookedlikeadream!Ididn’tlookhalf

badonmyweddingbutstill.



“Hedoesn’twantyoudriving?”Isaysettling

nexttoher.

“Luthoandifitwereuptohim I’dprobably

staylockedupinourbedroom eating

grapesandcheese.”Shesaysrollingher

eyes.

Ilovehowanimatedshecanget

sometimesnaye.

“Hejustwantshissonhealthyhawu.”Isay

whilechuckling.

“Yhuthenheshould’vecarriedhisson.



KhanyiandNdalocameoutjustfinesohe

shouldrelax.Uzokhuphulaihighhighyakhe

phela.”

Ichortleeventhrowingmyheadback.Ialso

lovetheshotsshethrowsathim

sometimes.

“Haaiaunty.Sohowareyou?”Iask.

“GoodbabyI’m good!Thequestionhereis

howareyou?”Sheaskswitharaised

eyebrow.

Huhwhyisshebeingdramatic?



“OkayIcan’tdothis.Yourparentsfeellike

you’rehidingsomething,allthreeofthem

andIam heretofish.”Shechuckles.

Ican’thelpbutrollmyeyes.Idon’t

understandwhytheycouldn’tjustcometo

meandaskwhat’sup.Iactuallydon’t

appreciatewhattheydid.Ithoughtwehad

anopenrelationshipmosmanjeyinile?

Mxm.

“Andtheysentinthepreggie.That’sso

low.”

“Yeahyeah.Soisthereanythinggoingon?”

Sheaskssincerely.



AsannoyedasIam Icannottakethefact

thatsheactuallycaresawayfrom her.

“LindoandIaretryingforababy.”Iblurtout.

Shelooksatmeinconfusionbeforea

frownfallsonherface.Iknowwhatshe’s

thinkingyazi.

“MelokuhleI-“

“HefewinaspecialistandI’vebeenon

treatmentforawhilenowandtheDris

optimistic,soisLindohoweverI’m leaving

room fordisappointmentyouknow.I’ve

beendownthisroadbeforeanditdidn’t



yieldanypositiveresultssoyeah.”

“MelokuhlehowmanytimesdoIhavetotell

youaboutholdingontoyourfaitheven

whenitseemslikenothingiscoming

together?”Sheasks.

Ishakemyhead.I’m notlookingforthis

lecture,notnow!

“Don’tshakeyourheadatme.LookIknow

it’shardbabybutwealwayshavetoremain

rootedinourfaithbecauseGodisafaithful

God.Heknowstheplansthathehasforus,

whichhappentobebetterthantheplans

wehaveforourselves.Tellmethis,areyou

happiernowwithLindothanyouwerewith



Lerato?”

Am I?IthinkIam.Myrelationshipwith

Leratowasvastlydifferentfrom my

relationshipwithNdo.WithLeratoalways

alwaysseemedtosomewhatgosmoothly

andwithNdoit’slikewe’refightingthe

elementsjusttostaytogether.It’srough

butit’sbeautiful.

“Iam.”Irespondinconfidence.

“DoyouthinkyouandLeratowould’ve

gottenadivorcehadyoufallenpregnant?”

“Honestlyno.”



“Doyounotseethat,thatwasGod’sdoing?

HadyouandLeratohadachildtogether

youwouldn’thavegottenthechanceto

experiencethislovethatyouandLindo

share.Sureyouwould’veprobablystill

gottendivorcedbecausethatclearlywas

writtenbuttherewould’vebeenachild

involvedandknowingyouitwould’vetaken

yearsandyearsbeforeyouactuallygottoa

placewhereyouwouldtakeachanceon

loveagain.”Shesays.

Idon’tlikeherverymuchrightnow.

“AuntyI’m scared.I’m soscaredof

disappointingeveryone.Lindoissohopeful



andIknowthatit’sgoingtocrushhim

shouldwenotfallpregnant.”

“BabyaskGodandtheuniverseforallthat

youdesireanditwillbegrantedtoyou.Yes

itwillnotcomeasyouexpectithoweverat

theendofthedayitwillbegiven.Faith

baby,havefaith.”Shesqueezesmyhand.

Faith.Everyoneistellingmeaboutfaithnot

knowingthatIhavekeptitandIhavebeen

disappointed.OkayMeloonelasttryangithi

andifitdoesn’tworkthenit’snotmeantto

be.

“IhearyouauntyIreallydo.”



“Good.Soareyouguystalkingmarriage?”

Sheasks.

“Wellsortof.He’salwayssaidthathe

wantsmetobehiswifebutwe’retaking

thingsastheycome.”

“Yetyou’reproactivelytryingforababy?

Melo.”

“Iknowhowitseems.”

“MeloIloveyouandIwantyoutobehappy

kodwahonestlyIdon’tlikehowyouguys

aregoingaboutthis.Ithoughtyouwereat

thatstagewhereyou’reconsidering



marriageandthat’swhythechildtopichas

comeup.Oftentimesaswomenwemake

thismistakeofgivingthesemensomesort

ofpoweroverus.Melowho’sideawasitto

tryforababy?”

Ihangmyheadandsigh.It’snotlikethat.

“Webothwantthisbutheinitiatedthe

treatmentbecauseheknewjusthowmuch

ofafactoritwasinourrelationship.He

knowsthatIwouldsethim freejustsohe

cangooutthereandfindsomeonewho

wouldbarehim children.”

“ItrustLindohoweverIfeellikeyoutwo

haven’tactuallysatdownandspokenabout



everythingthatcomeswithhaving

children.”

“Youthinkwewerejustinthemoment?”I

ask

“Idon’tknowbecauseIwasn’tpresent

duringyourconversationbutifthisiswhat

youwantthenIwillbehereholdingyour

handthroughitall.”Thatsmileonherface!

“Iappreciateyou.”Isay.

“AndIyounowcanyoupleasegetme

watersoIcandownthisburger.Igotyou

theripburgerangithi.”



“Youseeyou?Ididwellbyadvisingmy

uncletomarryyou.”Isaywigglingmy

eyebrows.

Wechortlesohardthatshealmostpeason

herself.Ohpregnancy,yousureknowhow

tomakeuslookdumb.

.

.

“DeliveryforMissMkhize.”Thedeliveryguy

says.

Isignforthegiftthentakeitfrom him.It’sa

bouquetofredroses.Myheartflutters.

Mngomezuluthough!



“ThemostbeautifulwomanIknow.M”

That’sallthecardsays.

Igrabmyphoneanddialhisnumberbutit

sendsmestraighttovoicemail.He’s

probablyinameeting.I’lltryagainat

around6PM.Iputtheflowersonthetable

thengetbackintomywork.I’m workingon

asupersecretprojectandIcanonlyfocus

onitafterwork.SeeingthatLindoisonly

comingbacktomorrowI’m planningon

stayingattheofficeuntillateandpushthis

project.Ican’twaittofinallyrevealittothe

worldandhaveeveryonegocrazyoverit

shuu.



Istickmyheadintomylaptopandgetto

workandbeforeIknowitthetimeis

headingfor11PM.Mightaswellsleephere

mos.ItakemyphoneandIhaveamillion

missedcallsforNdo.JustasI’m aboutto

callhim thedooropensandhewalksin

lookingreadytomurderaperson.Why

didn’thetellmehe’dbehomeearly?

“Babywhatareyoudoinghere?”Iask

walkingtowardshim.

“KantiinkingayakhoyiniMelo?”Heasksin

anintimidatingtone

“Hawuwhat’swrong?”I’m honestly

shocked.



“Imadeaplantocomebackearlyjustfor

youandlikeanidiotIwaitedforyouto

comebackhomebutnouMelodoesn’t

pitch.”Hesayswalkingtowardsthetable.

Hepicksuptheflowersandhisface

changeswhenhereadsthecard.

“WhothefucksentyouflowersNqobile?”

Heroars.

Huh?Kantithey’renotfrom him?

“Ithoughttheywerefrom you.”Isaysoftly.



“YouthinkI’m anidiot?Isthatwhyyou’re

stillattheofficeatthistime?Ishethe

reasonyouweren’tansweringyourphone?”

He’sstillroaring.

Hiseyesaresuddenlyredandtheveinson

hisforeheadareouttoplay.Islowlymake

mywaytowardshim.Ineedhim tobelieve

me.

“Ndothereisnooneelse.Ihonestlysaw

theM andIthoughttheywerefrom you

baby.”

Heroughlygrabsmebythearm and

squeezestightly.



“OUCHLINDOKUHLEYOU’REHURTING

ME!”

“Iwillnotallowyoutomakeafoolofme

yezwamaMngomezulu?”Hesaysthrough

grittedteeth.

Inodlightlywithtearsthreateningmyeyes.

Heletsgoofmeandturnstowardsthe

doorbutnotbeforethrowingtheroses

acrosstheroom.Hewalksoutslamming

thedoorbehindhim leavingmeshaken.

Whatthehelljusthappened?It’sthesecond

timethismandoesthis.Iwillnotstick

aroundtobecomeastatistic.Ifeelslight

discomfortonmyabdomenasIpackupmy

bags.Thatusuallyhappenswhenmy

emotionsbecometoomuchforme.Letme



gofacethismonsterthatjustcreepsoutof

nowhere.

.

.

Igethomeandhe’snothere.Sigh.Ifthisis

howheisalwaysgoingtoactwhenhegets

angrythenI’dhonestlyratherwecallitquits

now.

[05/09,18:27]Mca:THIRTYONE

ShortandUnedited

IneverthoughtIwouldfindmyselfina

situationwhereIhadtowrestlewithmy

headandmyheart.YouseewhenLerato

sidedwithhisfamilyanddecidedtoleave

me,myheadandheartwereonthesame

pageandlettinghim leavewashardyesbut



somewhateasy.WiththissituationIfind

myselfinrightnowIdon’tknowwhatto

listento.

Myheadistellingmetoleavehim butmy

heartisfightingthatbloodydecisiontooth

andnail.MyfathertoldmetoleaveifeverI

feltuneasyandthatlittlestuntLindopulled

definitelyleftmefeelinguneasy.Why

couldn’taskquestionsthenwaitformeto

answerlikeanormalhumanbeingis

beyondme.Ithoughtcommunicationwas

comingalongjustgoodbutonceagainI

waswrong.

Icheckthetimeandit’salittleafter4AM,

4:07tobeexact.I’vebeensittingupall

nightwaitingforhim butbecausepullinga



disappearingstuntishisbestact,hehasn’t

comehomenorhashecalledtosayhe’s

safe.IhatethefactthatI’m sittinghere

worriedwhilehe’sprobablyoutthere

gettingshitfaced.Asharppainshoots

acrossmyabdomenandIcurlmyselfup

intoaballridingoutthepain.Itfeelslikea

swordiscuttingthroughmyinsidesand

thereisnothingIcandoaboutit.Thepain

eventuallysubsidesandIdragmyself

acrosstheroom towardsthebathroom to

downsomepainkillers.

Myeyesareheavybutmyheartheavier.

uLindokuhlewhyangenzasomara?I

vigorouslywipemytearsthenheadbackto

bed.MyphoneringsjustasIdecideto

actuallygetsomeshuteyes,itsAunty



Minnie.

“Aunty.”

Ican’tmakeoutwhatshe’ssayingoverher

tears.Thehairsatthebackofmyneck

standupandmyheartsinkstothepitofmy

stomach.Lordno.

“MelokuhleuLindoisinhospital,we’reon

ourwaytherenow.I’llsmsyouthedetails.”

UncleShakasays.

Idon’tevenhearwhatshesaysafterthat

becauseI’m alreadyonmyfeetandrushing

totheclosettogetdressed.Mytearsare



alreadycloudingmyvision.IpraytoGod

thathe’sfine.Ithrowonatracksuitand

rushbacktothebedroom toputonmy

slippersandgrabmyphoneandkeys.I’m

runningaroundonthevergeofburstinginto

tearsbutIhavetokeepittogether.Ijust

hopehe’sfine.

.

.

Thedrivetothehospitalwasatenseone

withbattlingtheurgetospeedacrossthe

highway.Myheartisbeatingoutofmy

chestandthediscomfortonmyabdomen

isalsoactingup.Iruninandmakemyway

toreception.JustasI’m abouttospeakto

thereceptionistuncleShakagrabsmyhand

andpullsmeinforahug.Ithinkhesenses

thatIneedtocrybecausehetightenshis



holdaroundmybodyandIjustletmytears

flow.

Idon’tknowbutIhavethisunsettling

feelingandit’snotcausedbyLindobeingin

thisplace.Ieventuallypullmyselftogether

andpulloutofhisembracethenwipemy

face.

“Areyouokay?”Heaskswithconcern

drippingalloverhiswords.

“Isheokay?”Imanagetoask.

Henodslightlyandstartswalking.Ifollow

closelybehindhim withmykneesfeeling



likethey’reabouttocave.Wegettohis

room andAuntyMinnieisshoutingatthe

topofhervoice.

“YouknowLindokuhle.Ineverhidthefact

thatIwentthroughhellfrom youandyour

sister.Itoldyoueverything!Everydamn

thingincludingthedrugs,soIdon’t

understandwhyyouwoulddecidetogo

thatrouteknowingverywellhowwefeel

aboutthem.”

LindohashisheadhungandIcantellby

themovementofhisshouldersthathe’s

crying.AuntyMinniementioneddrugs.

DoesthatmeanLindohasbeenusing?NO

itcan’tbebutthenagainthatwouldexplain

hisactions.



“I’m sorry.”Hesaysfaintly.

“Nyorinyori.You’rebusysayingnyorila

nxaaawhatwould’vehappenedhadyou

diedLinodkuhleheh?!Iftheyhadn’tgotten

youtohospitalintime?You’resofucken

selfishmychild.”

“Lindokuhle.”UncleShakasays.

“Baba.”

“Why?That’sallIwanttoknow.”Hesays

calmly.



“Ijustneededanescapefrom everything.

MyliferevolvedaroundworkandIjust

couldn’thandleitsoIneededsomethingto

calm medown!”Hesaysstillwithhishead

hung.

Iblinkonceandmytearsfall.I’vebeen

livingunderoneroofwithanaddict?His

actionswhenhewoulddisappearandcome

backfeelingabitextra.Howhe’dbeabit

moreconfident.Thatwasthedrugs?I

groanlightlyasapainshootsthroughmy

abdomen.

“Uthiyouwentthisroutengobayoucouldn’t

handlethepressureangithimfan’wam?So

letmemakeitsimpleforyou,you’refired

withimmediateeffect.”UncleShakasays.



“Mngomezulu.”

“EiMinenhlethisisbetweenmeandthis

boy.WenaeffectiveMondayyou’reno

longerCEO.Youcangooutthereandfind

whateverjobyouwantkodwajustdon’t

comebacktomycompany.”Hesays

beforewalkingout.

I’m standinghereshockedtothecore.Did

hejustgetfired?

“Mom.”

“Haainawe!Youknowoncehe’smadeup



hismindthereissochangingitandinthis

situationkuworse.Justgetyourself

togetherLindokuhlebecauseIdidnotcome

outvictoriousonlytohaveasonthatwill

laterdiebecauseofdrugs.”Withthatsaid

shewalksout.

Idon’tthinkIwanttobeinherename.Iturn

aroundbuthecallsmebackwhenIreach

thedoor.Iturntolookathim andhelooks

horrible.Thisisn’tthemanIlove.

“I’m sorryMelo.”

Inodlightlyandwalkout.Idon’tevenknow

whattosaytohim.I’m sodamn

disappointed!Igetinmycarandheadto



theoneplaceIknowIwillforgetaboutthis

justforalittlewhile.

[05/09,18:27]Mca:THIRTYTWO

(Alittlesnack)

VERYSHORTandUnedited

MystomachisinknotsasImakemyselfto

hisroom.Ontopofmyabdominalpains,

thisunsettlingfeelingisalsomakingme

somewhatanxious.Ifindinlyingonhis

backstaringatthewalllostinthought.He

doesn’tevenhearmeputtingthebasketon

thesidetablethat’showfaroutofitheis.I

pullachairandsit.I’llwaitforhim tosnap

outofhisworldbyhimself.

SowhenIlefthereearlierIdrovetoD’s



place.WhenIgottherehewaslisteningto

jazzasalwayswhilesippingonhiscoffee.

Apparentlyhe’saveryearlybird.

“Dienemytsahaodifihlakadinakotse

bankingonyoubeingindeepsleepkanti

nexyou’resittingheresippingonsome

coffee.”Hesaidsocasually.

Heledmetothekitchen,mademecoffee

andcerealbecausehe’sabachelorandhe

usuallyeatsatthepubsohedoesn’thave

anygroceries.NoI’m notexaggerating

whenIsayhisfridgehasnothingbutbeer

andmilk.Hispantryisfilledwithcerealand

allkindsofsnack.WhenIaskedhim how

hecanrefillonsnacksbutnotfoodhewent

onandonabouthowhesnacksonpretzels



whilehe’slisteningtojazz.

“IalsoeatthoseDoritosandpeanutswhen

I’m watchingamovieyouknow.”Hesaid

whilechuckling.

Disaspecialcharacterandsototally

random.

“Sowhat’swrong?Iknowyouweregoingto

comeseemebutit’stooearlyinthe

morningforasocialvisit.Sowhat’s

happening?”Heaskedinhisserioustone.

Suddenlyhehadgonefrom DtodaddyD.



“MyboyfriendandIareIguessgoing

throughthings.”Isaidshrugging.

Heleanedbackandgesturedformetogo

on.Inarratedthewholeofficescenetohim

thenwentontotellhim abouthishospital

admissionandwhyhe’sinhospital.Bythe

timeIfinishednarratingDwassittingnext

tomerubbingmybackandbloodytears

justwouldn’tstopflowing.

“Itoldhim Iwasthereforhim.Ithought

that’swhatIwastherefor.Tolovehim and

behisshoulderwheneverheneededto

release.Whycouldn’thetalktomeD?Why

didhehavetoleanondrugsinsteadofme

orhissistereven?YesIknowthepressure

wastoomuchbutdamnitmanIwasthere.



Iam here.”Isaidfaintly.

HecontinuedtocomfortmeasIcried

cleansingmysoul.Lindokuhlehurtmeso

muchandthepainwasunbearable.Not

onlywasmyheartbleedingforhim asthe

childofabusinessmagnetwhopushed

him tobewhathewantedhim tobebutfor

thegrownmanwhocouldn’tfullybewhohe

wantedtobebecauseofthat.

“Youknowmenarenotwiredlikewomen

nana.Somemenareabletocomerightout

andsay‘heyI’m drowningorIam suffering’

whileothersjustchosetodieinsidelike

yourmanthere.Itsunfortunatethathe

decidedtodependondrugsbutthatshould

tellyoujusthowdeephisissuesare.No



onejustdecidestofindcomfortin

somethingsodestructiveunlesstheyfeel

likethatstheirlastresort.Sobeforeyou

judgehim andwritehim off,listentohim

andhearwhathehastosay.Hemightjust

shockyouandyoumightjusthavean‘aha’

moment.Justgobethereforhim because

rightnowheneedssupportmorethanhe

needsjudgement.Afteryou’velistenedto

whathehastosaythenyoucanpackup

andleaveifthat’swhatyourintentionis.”

“Whendidyougetsowise?”Iasked

chucklinglightly.

“DealingwithyouandReaIhadtowiseup.

NowgoandtalktothatmanbecauseI

knowhe’sprobablyfeelinglikeshitright



now.”Hesaid.

IleftD’shouseandheadedhometogeta

fewthingsfrom Ndo.Iendedupmakinga

quickpastadish,Iknowhowhospitalfood

is.Whichbringsmetothismoment.I’ve

beensittinghereforawhilestaringatthis

man.Helookssobrokenandmyheart

bleedsforhim.IwishtherewasmoreI

coulddoforhim.

“Ithoughtyouleft.”Hecroaks.

Myeyesmovetohisandthemanlookingat

meisdeadinside.Hiseyeslooklifelessand

cold.Idon’tknowhowtohelphim.



“Ibroughtyouafewthings.Food,snacks,I

didn’tthinkoftoiletriesI’llgetthoselater

andanythingelseyouneed?”Iask.

“I’m sorryMelo.”Hesaysbeforehistears

fallfrom hiseyes.

Igetup,squeezeontothebedandpullhim

inmyarms.Herestshisheadonmychest

andsobs.Whycouldn’thedothisbefore

decidingtogodownthisroad?Orwashe

alreadyondrugswhenwestarteddating?

WasIsointohim thatIcouldn’tseethe

signs?Ifeellikesuchafool.Lindokuhleis

suchabeautifulsoulandhedoesn’t

deserveanyofthisespeciallywhat

transpiredbetweenhim andhisdad.He

mightnotsayitoftenbutIknowthathe



looksuptohisdad.LikeI’vesaidbefore

outsideofthebusinesssetuptheyhavea

reallygoodrelationship.Ijustpraythat

uncleShakawillcomearoundandbethere

forhisson.

“I’m sorrybaby.IpromiseIwillworkon

myselftobecomeabettermanforyou

Melokuhle.”

“Areyouevergoingtoletmeinonanything

Lindo?Howlonghaveyoubeenondrugs?

Likewhathappened?”

“Canyoujustholdme?Ipromisewe’lltalk

abouteverythingonedaybutfornowcan

wejustsitinsilent?”



Inodlightly.Werepositionandheholds

ontomefordearlife.Thewetnessonmy

chesttellsmehistearsarestillflowingand

arenowherenearstopping.IwishIcould

takeawayhispainbutunfortunatelyIcan’t

butIwillbethereforhim,hopefullythatwill

beenough.

“IthinkIhatemyfather.”Heblurtsout.

[05/09,18:27]Mca:THIRTYTHREE

Unedited

I’m wokenupbysomeoneshakingme

gently.IslowlyopenmyeyesandIfind

AuntyMinnielookingatuswithatired

smileonherface.Idon’tknowifIshouldbe



embarrassedthatshefoundusinthis

positionornotbutthenagainwe’regrown

right?Icarefullyuntanglemyselffrom his

holdandgetoffthebed.I’m gladthathe

wasabletogetsomesleep.

ShepullsmeinforahugandIsoakinher

warmthforawhilebeforepullingback.I

can’thelpbutfeelsorryforherespecially

aftertakingagoodlookatherandseeing

thetiredlookonherface.Wesettleonthe

couchandbothturntolookathim.Idon’t

knowwhatisgoingoninhermindbutI

knowIam prayingsohardinmyheartthat

hemakesitoutofthistestalive.Ipraythat

hebeatsthisaddictionandgetshislife

togetherandactuallystartslivingfor

himself.WillIstillbehiswomanwhenthat



happens?Idon’tknow.

“Ifailedasaparent.”Shesays.

Idon’tknowhowtoanswerthat.Idon’t

thinkshefailedassuch.Iknowthatshe

raisedthem reallywellandthatshehasa

verygreatrelationshipwithherkids.Idon’t

thinkLindofellintothislifestylebecauseof

hisparentsparentingskillsratherbecause

ofhowtoughhisdadistowardshim when

itcomestobusiness.

“Youdidn’taunty.”

“IfIdidn’tmysonwouldn’tbelyingina



hospitalbedduetoadrugoverdose.The

funnythingisItoldLindoaboutmy

strugglessohowhechosetogodownthis

pathisquitebaffling.”

“Likehesaidheneededanescape.You

can’tblameyourselfforhisactions.”Isay

tryingtocalm herdown.

“Ishould’vetriedharderNqobile.Ishould’ve

triedtomakemyhusbandunderstandbutI

failedtodothat.Ifailedtoprotectmyson.”

Asoftsobescapeshermouth.

Ipullherinforahugandcomforther.Iwish

IhadthewordsbutunfortunatelyIam blank.

Ijusthopeshewillacceptthatthishad



nothingtodothiswithher.Ihopethatshe

willforgiveherselfandifshefeelsthatshe

needstoputmoreeffortintothe

relationshipwithherkidsthenIhopeshe

implementsthat.

“Mom?”Lindocroaks.

InasplitsecondauntyMinnieisalreadyup

onherfeetandbyNdo’sside.Shekisses

him alloverhisfaceandIcatchhim stifling

asmile.He’sactuallyblushing!Thisissuch

aspecialmoment.IfeellikeIshouldleave

butIhavethisminorpainthat’snot

allowingmetobegreat.IthinkI’m goingto

startmyperiodsoon,Imeanthatmustbe

theonlyexplanation.



“I’m sosorrybaby,andyourfatherhedidn’t

meananyofthosethingsyouknowthat.He

wasjustangryandyouknowhowhegets

whenhedoesn’tknowhowtocontrola

situation.”

“Idon’tblameyouforanyofthismama,if

anythingI’m atfault.Ishould’vetriedto

reachoutmorebutyouknowhowyour

husbandgetswhenitcomestobusiness.I

justneededabreak,ngaphaIhadlostMelo

andIjustcouldn’thandlethings.Ithoughtit

wouldbejustonceyouknowbutherewe

are.”Hesaysfaintly

Iwanthim tobreakdowninhismother’s



armsbuthe’skeepingittogetherbutIcan

seeheisstrugglingto.Hemustn’tbeaman

aboutthis,heshouldjustwaillikeachildin

itsmother’sarms.Iwatchthisprecious

exchangebetweenmotherandsonand

suddenlyImissmybrothers.Ishouldcall

them andorganiseayoungchillsession.

“IloveyoubabyandIpromisewewill

supportyouthroughitallokay.”Aunty

Minniesayskissinghisforehead.

“Iloveyoutoomom.”

Ican’thelpbutfeelwarm andfuzzyinside.

Thisoneisamama’sboybutbecausehe’s

suchamanabouteverythinghetriesto



hideit.

.

.

I’m onmywaytoMalibongwe’splacenow

forabondingsession.Bandilecan’tmakeit

becausehehashecticshiftsatworkbuthe

promisedtoseeusnextweek.Iarriveathis

buildingandmakemywayuptohis

apartment.Iwalkinandasusualit’sa

cloudofsmoke.Ohmylittlechimney

bakithi!He’ssittingonthecoucheating

somethingIhavenoideawhatitis.Iflop

myselfnexttohim andrestmyrestonhis

shoulder.

Hekissesmyheadbeforeofferingmewhat

I’veseentobeabowlofmogodu.Ngoba



he’saromantichefeedsmesomeandlike

thefoodieIam,Iopenmymouthwideopen.

Yesesthisstuffistoodamngood.Thisis

mom’srecipeandBongweonlywhipsiton

onceinIdon’tknowhowmanyyears.Okay

I’m exaggeratingabitbuthejustdoesn’t

cooktripewhenevernje.

“Areyouokaybaby?”Iaskhim.

“I’m awesome.”Herespondswitha

mouthful.

“Ohyeah?Fillmein!”Isay.

Iknowhemightnottellmewhat’sgothim



sohappybutIgottatry.

“Wellmystudiesaregoingwell,workisalso

goodandlifeisjustbeautifulman.”Hesays.

Thegenuinesmileonhisfaceismoving

somethinginme.Ican’trecallwhenlastI

sawmybrotherthishappy.Imeanyesheis

happyandallbutthisismuchmorethanI

could’veeveraskedfor.Mybiggestwish

andprayerhasalwaysbeenformybabyto

behappyandatpeaceandthisrighthere

meanswe’rewellonourwaythere.

“I’m happyforyoubaby.Weshould

celebrate.”



“Aslongasyou’rebuyingthenI’m downfor

anything.”Hesays.

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.He

alwaysdoesthis.ActuallyIdon’tremember

Bongweevertakingmeoutyazi.Heusually

invitesmeoutandIenduppayingorhe

initiatesachillsessionatoneofourplaces

andhejustpitches.Hmm theperksof

beingthelastborn.

“Malibongwewhenareyougoingtostart

spendingmoneyonmemara?ImeanI’m

technicallythemostimportantwomanin

yourlife.”

“HaithirdimportantandIdon’tspoilthe



firsttwosowhyshouldyougetthe

benefits?”Hesayswithasmirkonhisface.

Igaspdramaticallycausinghim tochortle.

HaveIevermentionedwhatabeautiful

laughmybabybrotherhas?Itcouldcurea

brokenheartItellyou.

“You’resomeanSimphiwe!”

“Iknowright.ArghanywayIwantedtorun

somethingbyyou.”

“Goon.”Isay.

“Iwanttosellthisapartmentandgeta



penthouseoramuchbiggerapartment.

Obviouslyyou’llhavetochipinandhelpme

coverthecost.”

“Areyousure?”Isayfaintly.

We’vetriedgettinghim toletgoofthis

placebuthejustwasn’thavingit.Thisis

theapartmenthesharedwithSiyandaand

thefactthathewantstoletgoofitmeans

he’sactuallycomingtotermswithhisloss

whichmakesmehappy.Weallknowhow

hardSiyanda’sdeathwasonhim and

believemewhenIsaythisisahugestep.

“Areyousure?”Iaskhim.



“Positive.It’stimethatItryandmoveon

withmylife.”Heshrugs.

“I’m soproudofyoubaby.”Ikisshischeek

andpullhim inforahug.

Ihopehewillsticktothisdecision.Actually

weshouldputthisplaceupforsaleASAP

beforehechangeshismindnje.Ispendthe

restoftheafternoonwithmybabycatching

up.Igatherthathehasasecrethideout

thathedoesn’twantanyofustoknow

about.HmkIwonderbutaslongashe’s

happythenI’m good.

.

.

It’sbeenaweeksinceLindobooked



himselfintorehabandIhaven’tsincehim

since.Iwantedtogivehim thespaceto

settleinbeforeIgoseehim.AuntyMinnie

saysyoubecomeamonsterwhenyoudon’t

getyourdailyfix.Apparentlyyouhate

everyoneespeciallythepeoplethatforced

youtogointothatplacehoweverastime

goesbyyougettoreflectandactually

realisethattheyhadyourbestinterestat

heart.

“Sowhenareyougoingtoseehim?”Aunty

Sibaasks.

We’reloungingnearthepoolandsippingon

herspecialitynon-alcoholicpinnacolada.

OkayI’m lyingmineisverymuchalcohol

filled.Sheaskedmetocomeoverbecause



shewasboredandnoneofherpeoplewere

around.KahlekahlesheisusingmebutI

don’tmindaslongasthere’sfoodand

booze.

“Probablyaftertwoweeks.I’llaskhis

mom.”

“YhuuuMinnieisbesideherselfwithstress

ngaphanoShakanayeiswalkingaround

blaminghimself.It’samessbutthey’llget

throughit.”Shesays.

Iknowit’sbeenhardforthem butIdidn’t

thinkitwasthisbad.JustasI’m aboutto

respondmylittlelightcomesrunningout

andjumpsintomyarms,luckilymydrink



isn’tinmyhan.Igiveheratightsqueeze

andshegiggleslightly.

“Youlooksobeautiful.”Isaycuppingher

face.

“Daddyboughtmethisdress.”Shesays

proudly.

It’sashirtdresswithacutethinpinkfigure

belt.Myunclehasgreattastewhenit

comestoshoppingforhiskids,thatIadmit.

Shetiltsherheadslightlybeforeshakingit.

“Areyougoingtohaveababy?”Sheasks.



HUH?!

“Okaynodidyouhaveababy?”

AGAINHUH?!Whatissheonabout?

“Ohhh.”Shesaysbeforewalkingaway

leavingmebaffled.

uKhanyiandthisgiftthatalwaysleavesus

withmorequestionsthananswers

sometimes.Iknowforafactthatshewon’t

beabletoanswermeshouldIaskwhatshe

wasgoingonabout.Baby?Whatbaby?Hai
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SHORTandUnedited



I’vebeenlyinginbedwideawakeforawhile

nowbutIjustcan’tseem togetmyselfto

actuallygetoutofbed.Ihaveahangoverof

noteandIam indesperateneedtosome

painkillers.Iknowthatallthemedicationin

thishouseinlockedyousomewhereand

thethoughtofwakingupandpossibly

hearingmyauntandunclegoingatitisa

turnoff.YesIspentthenightherebecause

Iwasjusttoooutofittoactuallydrive.

AuntySibainsistedthatIusemyroom,she

saidshe’dwakemeupintimeformeto

bath,headhomethentotheofficebutI

guessI’m skippingworktoday.Withthe

amountofdaysthatIhavemissedIswear

ofIwasaregularfolkinaregularcompany



I’dbelongfired.Ishouldactuallyconsider

steppingdownandgettingafulltime

managertosteermyship.ImeanIhave

beenthinkinglongandhardaboutgetting

backintodesigningandwiththesecret

projectI’vebeenworkingonIwon’thave

timetofocusonthepublication.

YepI’m findingamanager.I’vedecidedbut

Ineedtospeaktomytrustedadvisors

beforemakingadecision.Myminddrifts

offtowhatKhanyisaidyesterdaybutI

brushitoff.Sigh.IthinkI’m goingtogosee

Lindotomorrow.Myheartmisseshim so

badthatitalmosthurtsliterally.I’m out

hererootingforhim togetbetterandpull

himselftogethernotforme,notforhis

familybutforhimselfbecausehedeserves



thatmuch.

MyphonevibratesandIreachforit.It’s

Bandile.

“Hey.”

“Heysishowareyou?”

“I’m goodandyou?”

“I’m good.Ineedafavour.”Hesays.

Ofcoursethisisn’tasocialcall.



“What’sup?”

“IwanttotakeAmandaawayforafewdays

andIwaswonderingifyoucouldbabysit.I

knowUthandohasthreesetsof

grandparentsbutIjustwanttogivethem a

break.”

“IunderstandmanandyouknowI’dloveto

havethelittleguywithme.Uzanini?”

“OnWednesday.”

“That’sgood.I’llgoshoppingksasaandI’ll

pickhim upfrom schoolonWednesday

afternoon.”



“ThankssisIappreciateit.”

“It’snothingandyouknowit.Wenajustgo

andenjoyyourtimewithyourwifeokay.”

“Iloveyou.”

“Iloveyoutoobhuti.”Isaybeforehanging

up.

Ifinditcutewheneverhestressesabout

Lwandile.ManIcan’twaittoexperiencethe

fullpregnancythistimeround.Ihopethat

Amandaisdemandingandmakeshim run

aroundonlytosayshe’snotcravingwhat



shewantedanymore.Heneedstomassage

herbackandrubherknees.Hemustmake

herbreakfastinbedandholdherhead

whenshevomits.Hemusttakeher

puncheswhenshe’smoodyandall.Manhe

mustbepresent.

.

.

I’m stillinbedandit’salmost11AM.I’m

justfeelinglazyrightnowandIdon’twant

toleavetheblankets.Ijustwanttostayin

bedandcatchuponmyseriesand

hopefullyauntySwilljoinmebecauseI

knoweveryonehasleftforworkandschool

unlesslumedecidedtoskipworktoday.I

rolloutofbedandthrowonmygown

beforeheadingtothebathroom tobrush

myteeth.Ifinishupthenheaddowntothe



kitchen.

Ifindauntysnackingonsometomatoes.

Haike.Shegiggleswhensheseesme,I

guessit’sherlittlesecret.

“TheygivemeheartburnsoLangelihle

freaksoutwhenIeatthem butIcan’thelpit

becauseit’swhatthebabywants.”She

sayspoppingafewmoreintohermouth.

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.

“Ibethe’samonsterhusband.”

“Meloyouhavenoidea.IswearIcan’teven



workoutanymorebecause‘you’llhurtthe

baby’.”Shesaysmimickinghisvoice.

Ican’thelpbutlaughathowaccuratelyshe

getshisvoice.Imeandowntohishead

action.Iguesswhenyou’vebeenmarried

foraslongastheyhaveyouareabletoget

theiractionsrightdowntothetee.

“LookathowfatIam kodwanoLangaonly

caresabouthisson.”Shesayssounding

annoyed.

IwanttolaughbutIknowbetterthanto

laughatapregnantwoman’sfrustrations,it

neverendswell.SoIkeepmymouthshut

andjustnodlightly.



“Knowwhatlet’sgoshopping.”Shesays.

“HaaaahhhIwashopingwecouldspend

thedayinbedbingewatchingamaseries.”I

say.

Shethinksaboutitforawhilebefore

nodding.Yes!Junkingandchilling.We

gatheroursnacksthenheadtomyroom

becausethereisnowayinhellthatI’m

spendingthenightmytheirsperm andcum

infestedbed.NOPE!I’m good.

WesettleonRHOA,Idon’tknowwhyshe

likesthem somuchbuthey.Neneisbeing

extraasalwaysandSheereeisjustbeing



shadyman.AgainwhydoIevenknowtheir

names?Arghwhatever!Myauntishavinga

ballandaslongasshe’sgoodthenI’m

good.

.

.

“SowhenareyougoingtoseeLindo?”She

asks.

“IwasthinkingofgoingtomorrowbutI’ll

callauntyMinniefirsttoconfirm.”

IactuallyhopethatIcangettoseehim.I’m

hopingthatsomethinginmewillshiftandI

willmakeadecisionastowhetherIam

stayingorgoingbecauserightnowI’m

stuckinlimbo.Icareabouthim andIlove



him butIdon’tthinkIcanbewithhim.Sigh.

“Heydon’tputtoomuchpressureon

yourself.Whathastobewillalwaysbe.

Rememberthat.”Shesayscaressingmy

arm.

Igiveherafaintsmileandnod.We’reinthe

kitchenmakinglunch.We’rewatchingsome

movieIactuallydon’tknowwhatit’sabout

becausewehavebeentalkingrightthrough

it.

“Khanyisile!”Wehearlumeshout.

IrushtogoseewhatishappeningandI



didn’texpecttoseeKhanyithrowingher

bagacrosstheroom.Mybabylooksso

upsetandlumeyenalookslikehe’sfuming.

“Khanyi.”Isaysoftlydroppingtomyknees.

Sherunsintomyarmsandbreaksintoa

sobthatcutsrightthroughmyheart.She

squeezesherarmsaroundmyneckandI

squeezeherbackwithjustasmuchneed.

Lumeisalreadycomfortingauntywhois

alsosobbing.

“What’swrongprincess?TalktoMelo.”I

saygently.



“Myheartissosore.”Shesaysinbetween

herhiccups.

“Whybaby?Whathappened?”

“ThebabywantstogohomeandIdon’t

wanthim togo.”Shesays.

“Khanyiwhatbaby?”

“Thesmallbaby.Melomyhearthurts.”She

saysbeforebreakingoutintoasobonce

more.
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“Melo.”Sheshakesmeroughly.



Gosh.IopenmyandIfindherterrifiedeyes

lookingatme.Ifrownslightly.

“What’swrong?”Iask.

“There’sbloodonmykneesandonthe

bed.”Shesaysonthevergeoftears.

Ilookdownandindeedthere’sblood

everywhere.Arghmybloodyperiodsare

early,tooearlyandI’m notevenhome.Iroll

outofbedandshedoesthesame.Shame

shelookssofrightened,mypoorbaby.I

grabthesheetsandluckilyitdidn’tgothe

waythrough.Wemakeourwaytothe

bathroom andIfillthetubforher.Itellher



toundressandgetinthewaterwhileIgo

putthesheetsinthewashingmachine.

Ichangeoutofmybloodypyjamapants

thenputonmygownbeforerushingtotake

careofthesheets.Itseemslikeauntyand

lumearen’tbackyet,Ihopeeverythingis

okay.YesterdayafterKhanyi’srevelation

aboutthebaby,lumedidn’twanttorisk

anythingsoheandauntyleftforthe

hospital.TheydroppedNdalooffatmom

anddad’sandtheypromisedtokeepus

updatedandit’spastmidnightnow.Maybe

Ishouldcallthem?Arghbuttheywould’ve

updatedusifanythinghadhappened.

Irushbacktothebathroom andKhanyiis

fallingasleep.Iquicklygethercleanedup



thenrushhertoherroom togetclean

pyjamasbeforegoingtotakefreshlinen

andsheets.ShegetsdressedwhileIfixthe

blanketsforherthentuckherin.

“I’m goingtotakeaquickshowerokay.”

“Okay.”Sherespondssoftly.

Irushtotakeaquickshower.AsI’m

standingunderthewateranunexpected

waveofsadnesswashesoverme.Idon’t

knowwhereitcomesfrom orwhyit’shere

butsuddenlyIfeeltheurgetobreakdown

andcry.BeforeIcanevenattempttofightit,

I’m onthefloorcoveringmymouthwithmy

handswhileballingmyeyesout.If



someoneweretowalkinhereandaskme

whyIam cryingIwouldn’tbeabletosay

why,allIknowisthatIneedtocry.I

eventuallypullmyselfandfinishupwithmy

shower.

IknowIhaveafewtamponsinthebagand

thetightIwaswearingduringtheday.Ido

mybusinessthenheadtobed.TheminuteI

slideintotheblanketsKhanyiwrapsher

littlearmsaroundmeandkissesmycheek.

“Don’tcryMelo.Everythingisgoingtobe

okay.”Shesayssoftlybeforeturning

around.

“IloveyouKhanyisile.”



“Iloveyou.”Shemumblesbeforeknocking

out.

Hergiftisquitespecial.Howshealways

knowstherightthingstosayatexactlythe

righttimeisalwaysbeyondme.Ishutmy

eyesinhopesofactuallyfailingasleepbutI

knowthatisnotgoingtohappenandIcan’t

watchTVbecauseIdon’twanttodisturb

princess.Sigh.Iguesstossingandturning

istheorderofthenight.

.

.

HowImanagedtofallasleepisbeyondme

butIam grateful.Mylittleangelwalksin

carryingatray.Ican’thelpbutchuckleat



howsheputtheentireboxofcerealaswell

asawholecartonofmilkonthetray.Two

plasticbowlsandtwospoonscompletethe

setup.Isitupandwatchasshesets

everythingonmybedbeforeclimbingon

andhandingmeabowl.

“ThankyouKhanyi.”Isay.

“Iwantedtomakeyouafullbreakfastbut

mom isn’theretohelpmewiththestove.

Sowe’llhavecereal.”Shesayssoftly.

Igiveherawarm smileasshepourssome

cerealforme.Iguessshewatchesalotof

TVwithhermom becausemybowlisn’t

evenhalffullkodwatoheritlooksjustright.



IguessIcanalwaysgoforsecondsright?

WhileshesortsoutbreakfastIrushtothe

bathroom tobrushmyteeth.Iendup

changingmytamponandImustsaymy

flowisneverthisheavy.Maybeit’sbecause

they’reearly.Ifinishupthenheadbackto

thebedroom.Shehandsmemybowland

wedigin.

“Isdaddybackyet?”Sheasks.

“NotyetprincessbutIbetthey’reontheir

wayback.”

“Herbabyisokaybutdaddydidn’twantto

listen.”Shesaysbeforegettingofthebed.



Shemumblessomethingasshewalksout

oftheroom leavingmebaffled.OhKhanyi!I

decidetocalllumeandfindouthow

everythingisgoingandlikeIthoughtthey’re

ontheirwayback.Khanyiwillbehappy

aboutthatdefinitely.I’m gladthatboth

motherandchildaregood.

.

.

I’m attherehabcentretoseeLindoandI

mustadmitthatI’m nervousbecausewellI

don’tknowwhattoexpect.AlsoI’m ina

spacewhereIdon’tknowwhatthefuture

holdsforthismanandI.DoIlovehim?Yes!

Am Iwillingtostickaroundandfightforus?

Idon’tknow.Thefactthathe’sbeen

showingviolentpatternsandthewhole

drugissueisabigdealtome.Idon’tknow



man.Ijustdon’tknow.

Iliftupmyheadandseehim approaching.I

can’thelpbutsmilelightly.Helooks

somewhatdifferentbuthestillhasthat

Mngomezuluarroganceand

handsomeness.WhenhegetstomeIget

upandweshareahug.Beinginhisarms

feelsdifferent.Isuredomisshim though.

“Hibaby.”Hewhispersagainstmyneck.

Igetchillsthroughputmyentirebodyas

hisbaritonevoicehitsthedeepestpartsof

me.Ithinkthat’smyweakness-hisvoice.



“Hi.”Isayfaintly.

Afterourlonghugwemakeourwayoutside

andsettleundertheshade.Hehasmyhand

tightlyinhisandIdon’tmind.Irestmyhead

onhisshoulderandherestshisonmine.

“Iknowthatyou’redisappointedinmeand

thatyousomewhatblameyourselfbut

pleasedon’t.ThetruthisI’vebeenusingfor

yearsnow.ItookmyfirstlinewhenIwas

around16aftermom toldmeaboutallthe

shitshehadtogothroughatthehandsof

allthosemen.Thethoughtofherbeingthat

vulnerablehitmehardandIcouldn’thandle

myemotionssoIrantodrugs.Ididn’tget

hookedthankfullybutI’doccasionallydoa

linewhenthingswouldgettoomuchforme.



Whendadstartedgroomingmetotakeover

thebusinessIsworethatIwouldstopandI

diduntilaboutatwoyearsago.Everything

startedspinningoutofcontrolbabywithall

thesenewideasdadwastryingto

implementandalltheexpansions,Ihadto

travelmoreandImanageduntilwestarted

datingandwhenmytravelsputour

relationshipinjeopardyIcouldn’tanymore

soIstartedusingagain.

Idon’tknowhowIOD’dbutIguessithadto

happenbutI’m committedtogettinghelp

andpullingmyselftogetherforyou

Melokuhle.”



“Youshouldn’tdothisforanyoneelsebut

yourselfNdo.”

“Iknowbutyou’rethemostimportant

personinmylifeMeloandIdon’twantto

loseyou.”

“Justworkonyourselfbabyplease.”Isay

pleadingly.

“Youwon’tleavemeright?”Heaskswith

tearsglisteninghiseyes.

Igivehim afaintsmilebeforegivinghim a

softpeck.Idon’twanttopromiseanything

thatImightnotliveupto.



“Melopleasesayit.Pleasesayyouwon’t

leaveme.”Hepleads.

“Let’sfocusonyougettingoutofherefirst

okay?OnethingatatimeNdo.”Isay

lookingintohisyes.

Hepullsmeinforabonecrushinghugand

holdsontomelikethereisnotomorrow.I

returnthehugandwestayintheposition

listeningtoeachother’sheartbeatsand

breathingwithnowordsexchanged

betweenus.

Theregoesthatfeelingagain.Thatwaveof

sadnessthatdoesn’tevenmakesense.I



wanttoletitoutbutthismomentisn’t

aboutme.it’saboutLindoandIintendof

keepingtheattentiononhim.
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Unedited

Thepasttwoweekshavebeensuchadrag.

I’veliterallybeendraggingmyselfacross

thefloorjusttogetthingsdone.Myenergy

levelsareattheiralltimelowandmy

emotionsareallovertheplace.I’m literally

cryingeverydayandIhavenoideawhy.

Mom thinksIshouldtakesometimeout

from workandjustfocusonmyselffora

while.Obviouslyherhusbandagreeswith

herandyouknowwhat?Iagreewiththem

too.



TodayismylastdayatworkandI’m

handingeverythingovertoEd.He’s

practicallyrunningthisshipwithmeeven

thoughhe’smoreininvisibleinthe

backgroundkodwaIknowIwouldn’tbe

abletodothiswithouthim.Iplanonbeing

awayindefinitelysoIam reallycountingon

him tocomethroughformeandthe

publication.

It’stheendofthedayandEdandIhave

gonethrougheverythingthatwehaveto.

Heassuredmethateverythingwillbegood

buthesaidhe’llcallshouldherunintoany

problemsandthat’senoughforme.Ipack

upmyofficethenheadtothecar.Ifeellike

I’m walkingawayfrom suchadeep



relationshipbutIhavetodothis.

.

.

ThedrivehomeisslowbecauseIhave

tearsinmyeyesandIdon’tknowwhy.I

hatethatI’m thisweakcrybabynowhai

thisisn’tmeman.Igethomeandhead

straighttothebathroom totakealong

bubblebath.Aglassofredandabookand

I’m sorted.Iplanonchillinginthewater

untilitrunscold.

MyphoneringswhileI’m indulginginmy

read.Igrabitandanswerwithoutchecking

thecallerID.

“Hello.”



“Heybaby.”Lindo’svoicecomesthroughon

theotherend.

LasttimeIcheckedhecouldn’tmakephone

callssowhatchanged?

“Heyunjani?”

“I’m okay.Justmissingyoubaby.”

“ImissyouaswellNdo.”Isaygenuinely.

Igenuinelymissspendingtimewithhim

andgoofingaround.LindoandIhavefun

whenwe’retogether.Yesheisarrogantand



uptightMngomezulutomanybut

underneathallthatisaballoffunanda

babyofaman.

“Sothetherapistishappywithmy

progress.”Hesaysproudly.

Ican’thelpbutbreakintoasmile.Youcan’t

missthejoyinhisvoice.

“That’samazingNdo,I’m soproudofyou.”

“Thanksbaby.Ican’twaittogetoutofhere

justsoIcanholdyouinmyarmsallnight

long.”Hesayssoftly.



“You’redefinitelycomingalongalright.”I

saychuckling.

“UyaphaphaMelokuhle.”

“Justlikeyouangithi.”

Wegobackandforthforalittlewhilewith

chucklesandlaughterinbetween.Hefills

meinononeofhisnewbuddiesatthe

centrewhoapparentlyhasahugecrushon

me.ApparentlyhethinksI’m Lindo’ssister.

Ilaughedsohard,ImeanyesLindoandI

arebothdarkbutsiblings?Comeon.

Anywayhesayshelethim believethat

becauseheenjoysthestorieshekeeps

tellingthem aboutus.Itseemsminanoguy



aregettingmarriedwhenhe’sreleased.

Haike!

.

.

TouchdownandIam atpeace!Imakemy

waytobaggageclaim togetmybags.Ijust

wanttobaththenheadoutfordinneratmy

favouriterestaurant,StickyFingersWood

fireKitchen.LordIcannotwaittodiginto

theirmouthwateringsteak.Ahhhyousee

nowI’m alreadysalivating.Igrabmybag

thenrushouttogetacab.Thedrivetothe

apartmentisquickbecausemydriverisn’t

scaredtosteponthegas.

IhaveanapartmentinP.Ebecausemom

anduncleShakaareintopropertyandtheir



businesshasgrowntogreatheights.I’m

alwayssortedwhenitcometo

accommodationbecauseofthat.Idragmy

bagtothebedroom thenflopmyselfonthe

bed.Firstthingsfirst,callmom because

shewillfreak.Idialhernumber.

“Lwandlewaitman.”Shesayswhile

chuckling.

Ofcourseshe’sbusywithdad.

“Lwandlewaitstopticklingmemanyeses!”

Sheshoutswhilegiggling.

“IlandedsafelyandI’m attheapartment.



Byebye.”Isay.

“Nqobiledidyoubuygroceries?”Dadasks.

SoI’m onspeaker.Arghbuttheyalwaysdo

thiskodwamom knowswhenit’stimeto

gossipasidlalikanjalo.

“Notyetdad.I’llgettoittomorrowbutIam

goingoutfordinnertonightsoI’m sorted.”I

say.

“Okayhavefunokaybutbesafe.”Mom

addsin.

“Alwaysmom.OkayIloveyouguys.Bye.”



“Loveyoutoobabysharp.”Shesaysbefore

hangingup.

Arghtheydisgustme.Noseriouslytheydo.

Ibetthey’resuckingfacesrightnow.Mxm.I

headtothebathroom totakeaquick

showerthengetreadyformynightout.I

haveonafreeflowingmaxidressthatis

backlesswithsandals.Nomakeup,not

evenlipstick,justlipbalm andmyhairis

tiedupinabun.Shem Ilookcuteyazi.I

grabmybagthenmakemywayout.

.

.

I’m sippingonmyglassofredwaitingfor

mysteak.Likethearomainthisrestaurant



isoutofthisworld.Ithinkwe’reall

impatientlywaitingonourfoodla.It’snota

secretthatIlovefoodandgoodfoodatthat

andthisplacefeedsmyaddiction.

“MissMkhize.”

IlookupandI’m instantlyannoyed.

“Areyoufollowingme?”Ihiss.

Helooksshockedabitbutrecoversand

theregoeshisfamoussmirk.

“UnfortunatelynotMissMkhize.Iwashere

foralatemeeting.Thisispurecoincidence



actuallyifanythingyou’retheonefollowing

me.”Hesays.

Irollmyeyescausinghim tochuckle.My

foodarrivesandIdon’twastetimedigging

inafterthankingthewaiter.Mavundlais

stillstandingherelookingatmelikeI’m

somesortofzooanimal.IshrugasIget

backintomymeal.Suddenlyit’sdinnerfor

twobecauseheisseatedandawaiteris

takinghisorder.Thisman!

“I’m hungryandyou’resellingthatsteakso

I’m buying.”Hesays.

RightnowIdon’tgivearatsarsewhathe’s

doing,I’m justintomyfood.Hisorder



arrivesandweindulgeinsilence.Wellthis

isweird.IneverthoughtthatIwouldshare

atablewithMavudlaeitherthanthe

boardroom table.Icanfeelhiseyesonme

andit’smakingmefeelsomehow.We

eventuallyfinishourmealandnowwe’re

sippingonthisbottleofred.

“Iwasgoingtohittheclublaterontonight.

Pleasejoinme.”Hesays.

“Why?”

What?Mavundlatonguetied?Inever

thoughtIwouldseetheday!



“LookIapologisedabouteverythingandI

wasgenuine.Canwejustburythehatchet

andhavefun?We’llseeeverythingelse

tomorrow,heckyoucanevenslapmefor

beingsuchadicktowardsyoubutuntilthen

canwejustdance.PleaseNqobile.”He

sayssincerely.

“Okay.”Isaywithoutthinking.

AndjustlikethatMavundlaandIaregoing

clubbing.Heofferstodrivemetothe

apartmentsothatIcanchangeandIagree.

SuddenlyI’m alltootrustingbuthey.Weget

totheapartmentandIrushinwhilehe

waitsinthecar.Idon’tevenknowwhatto

wear.Gosh!Ithrowonashortwitha

bodysuit.Iputonmyredbottomsthen



finishthelookoffwithademinjacket.I

lookokayenoughfortheclubright?YesI

do.

“Youlookamazing.”Hesaysthesecondhe

seesme.

“Thankyou.”Isaysoftly.

Wegetinthecarthenheadtohishotel.

Nowit’shisturntochange.Heinsistson

mecomingupwithhim becausenywenywe

it’snotsafeformetobeinthecaralone

blahblah.Ibefriendhisminibarashe

dashesofftogetchanged.I’m sippingon

somewhitewineandImustsaythisisthe

goodstuff.



Hestepsoutlookingfreshoutofavideo

shoot.Kantinayehecanlooklikeasmall

boywhenhe’snotalluptightand

threateningme.Hmmm.

“Shallwe?”Heasks.

Idownmydrinkthengrabmybagandwe

headout.Thisshouldbeinteresting.

PartyingwithMavudlasofarfrom my

comfortzone.Hmmm let’sseehowthe

nightgoes.
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Kuthihuuuuu.Heeiuyajaivalobhuti!Idon’t

thinkIhaveeverseenapersondanceas

muchasSfisoisdancingrightnow.These

girlsarealloverhim andheobviously

doesn’tmind.MinaontheotherhandIcan’t

keepupwithhim soI’m chillinghere

keepinghydratedwatchinghim burnthe

dancefloor.

We’vebeenhereforafewhoursandIadmit

I’m havingagreattime.I’m lettingmyhair

looseanditfeelsincredible.I’m havingmy

Berniniwhichshockedhim because

apparentlyI’m snobbish!Rollseyes.Of

coursehejudgedmebasedonmysuitand

bossmode.Mxm.He’shavinghisHeineken,

whichsuitshim vele.RightnowI’m having

somewaterbecausehydrationisimportant.



Thiscreepthat’sbeeneyeingmethewhole

nightsettlesnexttome.

“Youlookgreat.”Hesays.

InodlightlyandkeepmyfocusonSfiso.

He’sdoingthemostrightnowandthe

crowdiswelcominghim.

“HowaboutyouandIgetoutofhere?”

Againthiscreep!

Ichoosetoignorehim andcontinue

enjoyingtheshow.Heslidesclosertome

andputshishandaroundmywaist.I

removeitroughlybutheputsitback.



“Aifokofman!”Ishout.

Icanfeelhim gettingaggressiveandIdon’t

care!Hemustjustleavemethehellalone!

HetriestokissmebutIslaphim sohard

thatmypalm feelslikeit’sbeenthrowninto

aninferno.Idon’tknowwhenSfisogothere

butthiscreepisonthegroundwith

Mavundladeliveringafewblowstohisface.

Afewguysinterveneandmanagetoget

Sfisooffofhim.Hegrabsmybagthen

holdshishandoutformeandleadsme

outside.

Wegetoutsideandhepullsmeinforahug.

IfeelawkwardbutIlethim embraceme.



Westandinthatpositionforawhilebefore

hestepsback.

“Areyouokay?Didhehurtyou?”Heasks

searchingmyeyesforsomething.

Ishakemyheadlightly.

“Areyousure?”

“Yes.”Irespond.

Henodslightlybeforefloppinghimselfon

theground.Ijoinhim andwesitinsilence

foralittlewhile.



“ShitI’m tired!”Heexclaims.

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.

“Whatdidyouexpectphelayouwerethe

mainentertainmentforthenight.”Isay.

“Wewereburningittogetherandyou

abandonedme.”Hesayssulking.

GrownassMavundlasulking?Ihaveseenit

all!

“Haaiyouwereattractingallthosegirlsand

Ijustcouldn’t.”



“Wannagetoutofhere?”Heasks.

“Whereto?”Iask.

“Woza.”

Hegetsupandholdshishandoutforme.

Hehelpsmeupandweheadtothecar.We

driveoffwithhisplaylistdoingthemost.

Whywearebeingblue,Ihavenoideabut

I’m enjoyingthis.Thebreezecoming

throughthewindowisalsocalmingthe

mood.Ican’thelpbutwonderwherethis

manistakingme.Hopefullyit’salsogota

greatvibe.

.



.

“I’m alawabidingcitizenandwe’renot

supposedtobehereIsay.”

“Arghstopbeingboardroom Meloandbe

funandfreeMeloplease.”Hesayspulling

metowardsthewater.

“DareyouforcemeintothewaterIswearI

willhateyoumorethanIalreadydo.”I

shout.

Hepausesthenturnstolookatmewitha

smileonhisface.Arghwhat’ssoamusing?

“Okaylet’ssithere.”Hesays.



Heforcesmetositonthesand.Asalover

ofnatureI’m inmyelementrightnow.The

moonisoutinitsgloryalongwiththestars.

Theoceanissingingapeacefulsongforus

rightnowandIam hummingalong.

“It’sbeautifulisn’tit?”Hesaysfinally.

“Itreallyis.ThereissomethingaboutGod’s

creationsthatwillleaveyouinawe.”

“Iknowwhatyoumean.”That’sallhesays.

Actuallywhattimeisit?ArghIleftmybag

inthecar.



“Haveyoueverwantedsomethingsobad

butcouldn’tgoforitbecauseyouknow

whattheoutcomeisgoingtobe?”Hesays

randomly.

Iturntolookathim buthehashisgaze

fixesatthewater.Againhedoesn’tlook

thatarrogantmanthatkeptpoppinginto

myoffice.

“Evenifyouknowthatoutcometryingwon’t

hurtfuthinothingisevercastinstone

angithi.”Isay.

“Somethingsare.Imeanarghnevermind.”



“Whosebusinessareyoutryingtosteal.”I

sayjokingly.

Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.

“You’vegotjokesIseeyou.It’sactually

personal.”

“Justtaketheleapman.Youneverknow

whatmighthappen.”Isay.

“Yaziyou’renotthemeanbitchyouportray

yourselftobe.”Hesaylaughing.

“Andyou’renotsobadyourselfMr



Mavundla.”

“I’m gladyouthinksobecause.”Hepauses.

I’m waitingforhim togoonbutnothing.Oh

well.Wechillhereuntilthebreezegetstoo

much.Weheadbacktothecaranddecide

togogetsomefoodbecausewe’reboth

quitefamished.
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“Ya.”Ianswerwithoutevenattemptingto

openmyeyes.

Iam shittiredandthisphonehasbeen



ringingloudlyannoyingthecrapoutofme.

“Don’ttellmeyou’restillsleeping.”

“Ufunani?”Ishootback.

“Getup,gobathandcomedown.I’llbe

waiting.30minutestops!”Hesaysbefore

hangingup.

Argh.I’m notgettingupfornothing.Iam

kaktiredmanallIwanttodoissleepand

sleepandsleep.JustasIdriftbacktosleep

byphoneringsannoyingmeoncemore.It’s

him again.Tjeerwhat’shisproblem?

Rhaaaa.Irolloutofbedandheadtothe



bathroom.Remindmeagainwhywe’reso

buddybuddy?IbrushmyteethwhileIfillup

thetub.DidImentionthatI’m tired?And

thismanyenasoundslikehegotafull8

hoursofrest.

Heonlydroppedmeoffat5AM andthe

timeisalittleafter9AM nou.Lessthan4

hoursofsleepthatallIgotandIneedway

morethanthat!Itakeabaththenhead

backintothebedroom togetdressed.I’m

rockingashortdeminskirtwithablack

croptopandasneaker.Igrabmyslingbag

thenheadout.

Hegetsoutofthecarwhenheseesmeand

weshareachucklewhenwerealisethat

ouroutfitsarecoordinating.He’swearinga



blackt-shirt,jeanshortsandsneakers.He

stepsuptomethenpullsmeinforahug.

Hesmellsbloodygoodman.Heletsgo,

opensthedoorformethenjogstohisside

afterIslidein.

“Thattooklongenough.”Hesays

dramatically.

IrollmyeyesasIbuckleupcausinghim to

chuckle.Heswitchestheradiooffthen

drivesoff.

“Yousleptwell?Heasksstealingaglance

atme.



“Whatsleepngobayouwokemeup!”Isay.

“HaiNqobilephelawehadagreedon8AM.

Futhiyou’retheonewhosaid8.”Hesays

laughing.

Idon’trememberagreeingto8AM anything.

AllIrememberisusgettingawholelotof

foodattheMcDonald’sdrivethru.We

chilledintheparkinglotandmuncheddown

likewehadbeendeprivedforyears.Yeswe

spokeaboutalotofthingsoneofthem

beingspendingthedaytogetherkodwaIdo

notrememberustouchingontimebutargh

I’m upandallsoit’sfine.

Heseemstobeverycomfortableindriving



aroundthesestreetsofP.Eaibutletmenot

evenask.Werideincomfortablesilence

withmebusytextingmygirlRea.

.

.

“SoNqobilehowoldareyou?”Heaskswith

asmirkplasteredacrosshisface.

Igaspdramaticallybeforetakingasipof

myredcappuccino.

“MrStalkerMavundlaIthoughtyouknew.”

“WellIdobutIwouldfeelbetterifyouwere

totellmeyourself.”Hesays.



Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.

Thisoneissneaky.

“I’m 27andyou?”

“HowolddoIlook?”Heasks.

“Wellyoubehavelikea18yearoldso.”Isay

shrugging.

Ididn’texpecthim tolaughoutloud.He’s

eventhrowinghisheadback.Whowould’ve

thoughtthatMavundlaknewhowtolaugh

andall?Thewondersofthisworld!

“WhatajabMissMkhize.”



“Justsaying.”Isay.

“WellI’m sorrytodisappointkodwaI’m 35.”

Huh?30what?Sincewhen?Wait!He

doesn’tevenlookit.WoooahIguessthis

wholeeatinghealthyandworkingout

lifestylereallydoespayoff.

“Ohthenwhywereyousochildish?”

“YoukeepwoundingmeNqobile.”Hesays

clutchinghischest.

Irollmyeyesathim earningmyselfapinch.



“Ouch!”Ishout.

“Qhubekawenanje.Rollyoureyesatme

oncemore.”Hesayssternly.

Ican’thelpbutlaugh.Ishetryingtoscare

me?Aike.

“Nope!Notintimidating,notevenonebit!”I

say.

“Ikeepforgettingthatyou’reonetoughfox.

AnywayMissMkhizetellmemoreabout

yourself.”



“Howaboutyoutellmeaboutyourself

becauseIknowforafactthatyouknowall

thereistoknowaboutme.”

“Fairenough.”Hesays.“Wellaswe’ve

alreadyestablishedmynameisSfiso

Mavundla.”HepausesandchuckleswhileI

rollmyeyes.

“IgrewupintheEasternCapebutlater

movedtoKZNwhereIwasraisedbymy

grandmotherwhowasmyworld.Imovedin

withmygrandmotherwhenmymotherwas

killedbymystepfather.TothisdayIcan

stillheartheirargumentswheneverhe

wouldcomebackdrunk.



Youknowafterhebeathertoapulpand

sheendedupinhospitalIthoughtshe

wouldleavehim butIguessshewantedto

leaveinacoffinwhichshedid.AnywayI

movedinwithmygrandmother,Godbless

hersoul.ShewassohardonmebutIknow

thatifshewasn’tIwouldn’tbethemanthat

Iam today.Iactuallynamedmyholding

companyafterher,KelisiweHoldings.WellI

justdidn’twanttouseherfullname,

Samukelisiwebutyeah.

Gettingtothispointwashardyouknowbut

wemadeit.”

IthinkI’m atalossforwords.Ididn’tthink

hehaditthishardbecauseofhisarrogant

andtoughexteriorthenagainwe’realways



toldnottojudgeabookbyitscover.I’d

alwayspeggedhim tobefrom aloving

homewithparentsthatpushedhim tobe

thebesthecouldbe.Wow.

“Yourgrandmothermustbereallyproudof

allthatyou’veachieved.”Isay.

Hegivesmeafullsmileandalightnod.

“Sheis.Wellshepassedonlastyearbut

shewasabletoseeallherhardwork

comingtopassyouknow.Iwasableto

takehertotheoneplaceshewantedtosee

sinceshesawthebeautifulclearbluewater

onTV.ShepassedonahappywomanandI

thinkthat’sthemainreasonmyheartisat



peacewithherdeparture.”Hesayswitha

fullblownsmileonhisface.

Ican’thelpbutreturnit.Hisstoryjust

movedsomethinginmeandsuddenlyI

missmyowngrandmother.Icatchhim

gazingatme.Hisgazeisdeepandintense

andforsomereasonIcan’tbreakaway.

“I’m goingbacktoJoburgtomorrow.”He

sayswithoutbreakingthegaze.

“Okay.”Idon’tknowwhatmoretosay.

“Dinnertonight?”



“Soundsgood.”Irespond.

Henodslightlybeforelookingaway.Ever

beensowrongaboutaperson?OkaynoI

don’tthinkIwaseverwrongabouthim.

That’showhepresentedhimselftome

howeverIthinkI’m gladIwasabletosee

thishumansidetohim.

“SoNqobile,unqobeni?”Heasksleaning

backonhisseat.

SMH.

“Death.”Isay.



“Heh?”helooksconfused.

“Iwasn’tsupposedtomakeit,wellthe

othersbeforemedidn’tsothechancesof

memakingitwereslim buthereIam.”I

shrug.

“Yourparentshadithardne?”

“Verybutintheendtheywereblessed.”

“Withaverybeautifulfeistydaughter.Oh

theywereblessedalright.”Hesayslaughing.

“Hey!”



Ithrowmyservietteathim buthecatches

whilelaughing.Arghthisguyisstupidnje!
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“Youlookravishing.”Hesaysbreathlessly.

Igivehim asmileandalightnod.He

doesn’tlooktoobadhimself.He’swearing

ablackjean,backt-shirtandaleather

jacket.Helooksprettychilledyazi.Ihave

onablackskirtwiththighhighbootsanda

basictop.Nothingtowritehomeabout.

“Thankyou.Naweyoudon’tlooktooback.”

Isaysmiling.



“I’m inthepresenceofagreatfashion

designersoIhadtoatleastlookdecent.”

Hesayspattinghimselfontheback.

I’velearntthatthisoneisajokerandin

certainmomentsheisbigheaded.AgainI

ask,whowould’vethoughtthatIwouldbe

civiltowardsMuvundla?Iguessit’strue

whattheysay,underthatwolflayerlaysa

harmlesssheep.Wellsometimesbecause

heeisomepeoplearejustwolvesdressed

inwolfskinvele.

“You’redumbbutthankyouformakingthe

effort.”Irespond.



Hechuckleswhileshakinghisheadbefore

openingthedoorforme.Islideinandfor

somereasonhedecidestobucklemeup

likeI’m solittlekid.Hejogstohissideonce

he’sdoneandgetsin.He’sjammingtomy

favouriteSjavafeelgoodlivesessionandI

can’thelpbutgetintoit.Beinginthe

fashionindustrymeantgettingintogood

musicandthatwasn’ttoodifficultbecause

Iwasalreadyamusichead.

“YoulistentoSjava?”Heaskswith

amusementdrippingalloverhiswords.

Iturntolookathim andyoucan’tmissthe

amusementwrittenalloverhisface.Hehad

clearlywrittenmeoffasasnob.



“Idon’tlooklikeIlistentoSjava?”Iask.

“Honestly?Noyoudon’t.Youlooklikeyou

onlylistentoahandfulofSouthAfrican

artistsandmostofthem arewhite.”He

sayschuckling,

What?Am Ioffended?Alittle,ImeanlookI

don’tconsidermyselfasnob.YesIcango

inhardonthisEnglishthingbutthat’sjust

aboutit,eitherthanthatIam asblackand

SouthAfricanastheycome.Alsothisthing

ofbeingjudgedbasedonlooksmustcome

toanend.Notjustonapersonallevelbut

onaprofessionallevelaswell.Howmany

peoplehavebeenwrittenoffbecausethey



don’t‘look’liketheycandocertainthings?

Arghit’sannoying.

“Sobasedonmylooksyougotallofthat?”

“Thewayyoucarryyourself.”Hesays.

“Kahlekahlehowdoesapersonwho

doesn’tjam toSouthAfricanmusiclook?Is

itwrittenonmyforehead?Onmylips

perhaps?Likepleaseenlightenme.”Ieven

havemyarmsfolded.

“Obviouslythereisnospecificlookor

whateverhoweverthisistheobservationI

havemadewhichIam allowedto.It’smy



opinionangithi?AndIam entitledtoone.

Myopinionofyouisn’twhoyouareandas

longasIam notgoingouttherespreading

itthenwehavenoproblem.”Hesays.

Didhejust?

“Excuseme?”

“OhMissMkhizelightenup.OkI’m sorryif

myopinionofyouoffendedyou.”

“That’snotevenasincereapologySfiso.”I

saysulking.

“Firstlythat’scute,secondlyIlovejusthow



mynamerollsoffyourtongue.Nowmy

apologywassincereNqobile.Iknow

people’sopinionsofussometimeshavea

wayofmakingusshrinkourselvesormess

withourself-esteem andI’m sorryIwasa

jerkjustnow.Howeverassincereasmy

apologyis,myopinionofyoustillstands

untilsuchatimethatitcanbechanged.

MeaningyouandIaregoingtohavetojam

alotmoreyouknow.”Hesaysthenwinks.

Ican’thelpbutchuckle.Howcanonebea

jerkandagentlemaninone?Arghwhatever.

Wearriveattherestaurantandmakeour

wayin.Heaskedforacornertablebecause

it’smoreprivateblahblah.

.

.



WhenIlefthomeafewdaysagoInever

thoughtthatmyfirstdayswouldbespent

withenjoyingmytimewithMavundlaofall

people.I’m notcomplainingthough

becausethisisbetterthandiningalone.

WellnotreallybecauseIenjoymyown

companybutyougetwhatI’m saying.

“How’syourwellington?”Heasks.

“Superjuicy.”Isaygoinginforanotherbite.

“It’stoobloodyformyliking.”Hesays

pullingadisgustedface.

“It’snotbadman,herehavesome.”Isay.



Ipushmyplatetowardshim andhegoesin

forabite.Thesecondhechews,hestarts

gagging.Ican’thelpbutburstintolaughter.

Helooksquitecomicalandthefactthat

he’snotactingmakesitthatmuchbetter.If

IwasmeanIwouldactuallytakeavideoif

thismoment.

“FuckI’m aXhosaZulumanandIlikemy

meatdeadandburied.”Hesaysgulping

downhisbeer.

I’m stilllaughing.Wowhe’ssodramatic.He

hasonthisfrownthatIjustdon’t

understand.Heookssodarncute!



“WellXhosaZuluman,thisishowIenjoy

mymeat.”

“SeewhatImean?”Hesaysshrugging.

“Mxm oho.”

.

.

I’m onmysecondbottleofwineandIthink

I’m wellonmywaytomyhappyplace.Sfiso

andIarehavingagreattime.Laughterand

freeflowingconversation.

“OkayokaysobetweenHeathLedgerand

JaredLetowhokilledthepart?”Heasks.



“DefinitelyHeathwithoutashadowofa

doubt.Imeanthemanwasjusteverything!”

“ButJaredalsotried.”

“Creditwhereit’sdue.”Isay.

We’vebeentalkingaboutmoviesandgreat

actorsforabout30minutesnow.Histaste

inmoviesisnotsobadshame.Surewe

haveafewthingsincommonbutdamnit

hisreasoningsucks.Howcanyoutryjustify

howBatmanVsSupermanwasthegreatest

movieever,likethatmoviewassucha

yawnfestbutSfisoherebelievesitwas

great.Sogreatthathewatchesatleast

onceamonth.Icouldnever.



“IheartheLionKingremakeiscomingout

soon,weshoulddefinitelygowatchit.”He

says.

Hmm howwouldthatwork?ImeanI

haven’tthoughtaboutthepossibilityof

hangingwithhim inourhomebase.Sure

thepasttwodayshavebeengreatbut…

“IcanyouhearthinkingNqobile.Don’tover

thinkthings.Weenjoyeachother’s

company,we’rehavingagreattimenowso

whycan’twecontinuedoingthatin

Joburg?”

“YouknowwhySfiso.”Irespond.



“Nqobile.”Hereachesoverandthat’smy

handinhis.

IwanttopullitoutbutIcan’t.

“Thisismeapologisingsincerelyforbeing

ajerkoverthepastmonths.IadmitIwent

overboardwithmythreats.LookIshould’ve

steppedbacktheminuteyoutoldmeyou

weren’tsellingbutIkeptonpushingand

pushingandforthatItrulyapologise.For

thosedaysyouweretooscaredtoleavethe

housebecauseyouwerescaredIwoulddo

something,I’m sorry.JustbythewayI

wouldn’thavehurtyouNqobile,Iwould

neverhurtyou.LikeIsaidIwentoverboard



andIapologise.”

HeissincereIhavenodoubtabouttand

besidesIforgavehim thefirsttimehe

apologised.

“IforgiveyouSfiso.”

“GreatnowcanIpleaseseeyouinJoburg

soyoucanforcemetotryyouruncooked

meat?”Heaskschuckling.

Ican’twiththisguy!

“Okayke.”Isay.



Henodslightlybeforelettinggoofmyhand.

He’slookingatmeinamannerIjustdon’t

understand.Heclearshisthroatbefore

goinginforhisbeer.Wellthen.

.

.

“Thankyoufortonight,Ihadagreattime.”I

say.

“SodidI.”Heresponds.

We’restandingoutsideofmydoorbecause

heinsistedonwalkingmein.Thesecurity

guardgavemetheeyebutIdidn’tmindhim.

UnexpectedlySfisopullsmeinforahug

andIdon’tresist.Icanfeelhisheatbeating

andit’squitefast.Toofast.Hepullsback



thenplacesakissonmycheekbefore

lettinggo.

“GoodnightMissMkhize”

“GoodnightMrMavundla.”

Hewatchesmeopenthedoorthenstep

insidebeforewalkingaway.
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SteppingintothehouseIam metbynoise

andmorenoise.SoBongwehasbeen

stayinghere?Imakemywayintotheliving

room andIam metbybottlesandsmoke



alongwiththreegrownassmen!Oneof

them hasafamilynjalo.

“Baby.”Thatcomesoutasmoreofa

question.

Theystopwhatthey’redoingandlookat

me.I’llmakenoiseaboutallthisalcohol

andweedlater,rightnowI’m justsurprised

thatLindoishere,outofrehab.Hegetsup

andmakeshiswaytowardsme.Ifind

myselfinhisarmsholdingontohim for

dearlife.ItfeelslikealifetimesinceI’ve

beeninhisembrace.Isurehavemissed

him.

“Whendidyougetout?”Iasklookingupat



him.

“It’sbeenafewdaysnow.”Heresponds.

I’m shocked.Whywasn’tItoldaboutthis?

“Whydidn’tyoutellme?”Iask.

“Iwastoldtogiveyouyourspace.Youlook

refreshedsoIknowthefreshairdidyou

good.Imissedyoumuhles.”Hesays

cuppingmyface.

Ican’thelpbutgetsomewhatlostinhis

eyes.InthismomentIseetheLindoIfell

for.Thegentle,carefreeheartandnotthe



aggressivedrugaddictI’veseenafew

times.Helowershisheadandcapturesmy

lipsinhis.Ihavemissedhislipssomuch.

Hiskisseshavealwaysbeenmyweakness.

Themagichistonguecreateswhenit

meetsmine.Howhegentlysucksonmylip

beforegentlybitingit.Hishandstravel

downandsettleonmybutt.Hegivesita

gentlesqueezebeforepullingmecloser.An

involuntarymoanescapesmymouth.Oh

man.

We’reenjoyingthiskisslostinourown

worlduntilmybrothersstartcomplaining.

YouthinkLindocaresaboutthat?Nope!

Insteadhedeepensthekissfurtherand

pullsmeevencloser.Icanfeelhis

manhoodisreadytoplay.Ihaven’thad



someinsolongthatIcouldjustpounceon

him righthere,rightnow.Heeventually

pullsbackandIhidemyfaceonhischest.I

canhearmybrothersharingalaugh.Mxm.

“Lookatmemuhles.”Hesays.

Hisvoicesendschillsdownmyspine.Ilook

athim andjustsmile.Heissohandsome.

Heplacesakissonmyforeheadbefore

lettingmego.Iturnaroundandmystupid

brothersgrinning.Iwalkovertothem and

wesharehugsbeforeIsettleonBongwe’s

lap.

“Whyaren’tyousittingonmylapNqo?”

Bandileasks.



“Nywenywemywife’slap.Remember

that?”Isaychuckling.

Herollshiseyesthenshakeshishead.He

looksgood.Thingsaregoodwithhismini

familywhichmakesmehappy.

“SisihowwasP.E?”Bongweasks.

Iheaveasighandbreakoutinasmile.That

wasaneededbreak.Justbeingawayfrom

everyoneandeverythingdidsomesoul

good.ThedayafterSfisoleftforJoburgI

spentthedayindoorscatchinguponmy

readingbeforegettingsomegroceries.I

hadn’trealisedthatIdidn’thaveanyfood



untilIactuallyhadtomunchonsomething.

Inmyexcitementofgoingclubbingandout

tobreakfastanddinnerIhadforgottenthat

Ididn’thavefood.

Thefollowingdaywasspentatthebeach.

YesIwenttothebeachalone.Iputonmy

bikini,packedupmysunscreenandtowel

andheadedtothebeach.Iendedupbuying

anumbrellabecausetheheatwasn’tso

kind.ObviouslyIreceivedafewstaresbut

whocaresright?Imeanwhydowealways

givepeoplethestarewhenthey’reby

themselves?Whetherit’satarestaurantor

thebeachorastore.Ngathithere’s

somethingwrongwithbeingbyyourself

rhaaa.



Thedaysthereafterwerespentroaming

aroundthecityjusttakinginitsbeauty.No

matterhowmanytimesI’vebeentoaplace

Iwillnevergetusedtoitsmagnificence.

“Itwasgreat,relaxing.Ireallyneededthe

break.”Irespond.

“Soareyougoingbacktowork?”Bandile

asks.

Idon’tthinkso.Imeanwithmysecret

projectabouttokickoffIactuallywon’t

havetimetobecompletelyhandsonwith

thepublicationandbesidesEdhas

everythingonlockandItrustthathewill

continuedoingagoodjob.



“No.”Isay.

“Hawubabyareyousure?”

“Yesbaby.Themagazinewillsurvive

withoutme.Myteam isprettycapableof

runningit.”Isay.

Itrustmyteam.Employingpeoplewho

havepassionforwhattheydoisaplus.

“Sodoesthismeanyou’regoingtobea

housewife?”Bongweasks.

Trusttheidiottosaysuch.



“I’m noone’swifebrothersoIcan’tbea

housewife.”Irespondwithattitude.

Mngomezuluchuckleswhileshakinghis

headalongwithBandile.KodwadidIsay

somethingwrong?BecausethetruthisI’m

justagirlfriendinthislifething.

“Lindokuhlewhenareyoumarryingmy

sisterthen?”

OhMalibongwe.SMH.Lindochucklesand

looksatme.Icanhearwhathe’ssaying

andhaiI’m notgoingtoanswerhim.He

winksatmeandIjustshakemyhead.Argh

letmeleavetheboystotheirboy’sday.I



grabmybagthenheaduptomyroom.

‘IhopeyougothomesafeandthatIam

goingtoseeyousoon.’That’satextfrom

Sfiso.

We’vebeentextingeverydaysinceheleft

P.E.Theotherdayhesayshegotinto

troublewithhisteam becausehewas

textingme.Irefusetotaketheblame

becausehealwaystextsmefirstsoit’snot

onme.

‘Idid.Ijustneedtorelaxabitbutotherwise

I’m good.Hopeyourmeetingwentwell.’I

respond.



‘Igotthedeal.Thankyouforyourinsight.’

Herespondsimmediately.

‘Ididnothing!Yougotthatdealallonyour

own.Welldone.Youdeserveabottle.’

‘SupplyandIwillbethere.’hetextsback.

Ilaughlightly.Nope.Idon’tthinkso.

‘Chatlater.’Isend.

Ichangeoutofmyjeansintosweatsanda

topthenrelaxonthebed.IthinkIshould

getabitofsleepbeforegettingbackinto

mylife.



.

.

LindoandIarehavingdinnerinbed.Bandile

madestickywingsandribsbeforeheleft

andIam gratefulbecauseIwasnotina

cookingmood.

“Sohowwasrehab?”Iask.

Heheavesasighbeforewipinghishands.

“Itwastoughbutworthit.Ilearntafew

valuablelessonswhileIwasinthereandI

am gratefulforthem.Irealisenowwhatis

importantandwhatisn’t.IseewhereIwent

wrongandwhereIneedtocorrectmy



actions.SoallinallIthinkitwasgood.”He

says.

“I’m gladyoutooksomethingawayfrom

thisexperience.”Isay.

“You’reveryimportanttomeMeloandI’m

goingtospendtherestofmylifemakingit

uptoyou.YoudeservetheworldandIam

goingtocreatetheperfectoneforyou.”

“Ndo.”Isaysoftly.

“Yesbaby.”

“Youalmosthitme.”Isay.“Heckyou



manhandledme.”

HeflincheslikeI’vejusthitaverysensitive

spot.

“IknowIwasanassandI’m notgoingto

usethedrugsasanexcusebutIwasn’tin

therightheadspace.Iwouldneverlaymy

handonyoubaby.Youaremylife.”

“IhearyouNdo.”

“I’m sosorryMelokuhle.Ipromiseyou,it

willneverhappenagainbaby.Tenfingers

onthebible.Pinkyswearandallofthat.”he

sayspullingmeinforakiss.



Ittastesmeatybutit’sallgood.

“IloveyouMelo.”Hemurmursagainstmy

lips.

“Iloveyoutoo.”Isayback.

Tolovehim Idobutam Itotallyrelaxed

aroundhim?Idon’tknow.Mymindkeeps

driftingofftothatmomentinmyoffice.

Sigh.Thisishard.
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OFENTSEKEKANA,Mynotsosanebirthday

girl.Itrustyou’rehavinganawesomeone

filledwithboozeandorgasms!

.

.

Mngomezuluiswrappedaroundmelikea

JapaneseWisteria.Iliterallycannotmovea

musclebutI’m notcomplaining.Idon’t

mindbeingwrappedupinhissweatandall.

Isnugglecloserandheassistsmeby

pullingmecloser.Hismorningerectionis

knockingagainstmyass,Icanfeeleach

pulse,soIslowlygrindmyassagainstit.

Hegroansandpullsmecloser.

OhoifhethinksI’m goingtobustitopenfor

him thenhehasanotherthingcoming.I’m



goingtoturnhim onjusttodenyhim!He

didittomelastnightsopayback’sabitch!

Hishandfindsmybreastandsettlesthere.

OkaymaybeImightjustlethim havethis

round,justthisone.BeforeIcaneventhink

aboutithehasinsertedhimselfalltheway

in.IgaspwhenIfeelhistotolozipulsing

uncontrollably.Damnitthisman’ssex

gamewillbethedeathofmeIswear!

HeflipsusoverandIam underhim taking

inhiscontrolledmovements.Oureyesare

lockedandourheartscommunicating.My

heartbeatsforhim,thereisnodoubtabout

that.Ilovethismansomuchandapartof

mewisheswecouldrewindtimeanderase

everythingthathastranspiredbutIknow

that’sjustwishfulthinking.



“Iloveyoumuhles.”Hesaysfaintly.

Thosethreewordstouchthedeepestpart

ofmeandIfindmyselfsobbingasIhitmy

high.Hecontinuesthrustingrightthrough

mywave.Damnit!Acouplemorethrusts

andhereacheshispinnacle.Heflopson

topofmeandIholdhim tightly.

“Wewillmakeitright?”Hewhispers.

“Yes.”Isaywithoutthinking.

Iwantusto.MYheartwantsusto.Ijust

hopethatmymindwillalsoattemptto



cometotheparty.LastnightNdoandI

spokeaboutthetwoincidentsthatleftme

somewhatfearfulofhim andheconfessed

thatonbothoccasionshewashighon

drugsaswellasjealousy.Healso

acknowledgedthatthatwasn’tanexcuse

andhewaspromisedtoworkthroughitall.

Healsopromisedtoletmeinoncertain

issuesthathe’sdealingwithbutonlyonce

he’sready.I’m notgoingtorushhim butI

am gladthatheiscommittedtoworkingon

himself.That’sallIcouldeveraskfor.

We’relyinginbedcuddlingafterourslow

session.Hekeepsrunninghisthumbin

circlesovermynipple.

“IthinkIjustlovedababyintoyou.”Hesays.



Wesharealaugh.Yeahright.

“Heywhoknows?”Isay.

“Whatifyou’realreadypregnant?Areyou

stillontreatment?”Heasks.

“I’m notpregnantNdo,ifIwasIwouldknow.

Trustme.”

“There’snoharm inmakingsureright?”He

sayskissingmyhead.

Actuallythereisharm.Ihonestlydon’t

knowhowIwouldreactifIweretofindout



thatIam pregnant.Iobviouslywouldbe

shockedandhappybutIwouldbemore

scaredthananything.Iknowtheysaidbe

positiveandallbutwhendisappointmentis

allyouknow,beingoptimisticisamarathon.

“Iguess.”Isay.

“Imaginelittleyou’sorme’srunningaround

drivingyoucrazy.Actuallybeforeweget

thereIcan’twaittoexperiencethe

pregnancywithyou.Ican’twaitforyouto

annoymewithyourcravingsandmood

swings.Ican’twaittoexperiencethefirst

kickwithyou.Ican’twaittojogalltheway

tothebathroom withyoubecauseyoujust

can’tkeepitin.Ican’twaitforitall.”He

says.



Ifeelhim wipingmytears,tearsIdidn’t

evenknowwerefalling.Honestlyasmuch

asIwanttobeexcitedabouttheprospect

ofthepossibilityofhavingaminibambino,

thewords“Youwon’tbeabletocarrya

child”stillringinmyears.Apartofme

believesthatyesImighthaveachildbuta

hugepartofmehasmadepeacewiththe

factthatIwilldiehavingnotbarredmyown.

“Iknowit’shardmuhlesbutweneedto

keepthefaith.”Hesays.

Inodlightlyandsinkintohisembrace.I

praythatthishappensforus.

.



.

I’m inthekitchenmakinglunchforone.

Lindokuhlehasgonehometoseehis

parents.UncleShakasaidsomethingabout

slowlyintegratinghim backintothe

company.Lindowashappyaboutthat

obviouslyandaslongashe’shappythen

I’m happy.Myphonepings,it’satextfrom

Rea.

“FuckIthinkI’m pregnant!!!!!!”

Ohshit!

Idialhernumberanditringsforawhile

beforesheanswers.



“Melo.”Shesayssoftly.

Icantellthatshe’sfreakingout.NowReais

onepersonwhowantsnothingtodowith

kidsandmarriage.Yesshegetsheritch

takencareofbyKabelowhenevershe’s

aroundorwheneverhe’stravellingandthey

gettobumpintoeachotherbutIknow

she’salwayssafesoI’m curiousastohow

wegothere.

“How?”Iask.

“Irememberthecondom brokeoncebutI

waschilledbecauseIwasontheshoot

maraIforgothoreIwasonantibiotics.It’sa



messMelo.”

“Areyouactuallypregnantoryou’rejust

assuming?”Iask.

“ImissedmyperiodsoIdon’tknow.”

“Ithoughtasmuch.Okayhere’swhatwe’re

goingtodo,we’regoingtogotothedoctor

tomorrowthenwe’regoingtotakeitfrom

there.”Isay.

KnowingReasheissoovereverythingright

now.Iknowshe’snothearinganythingI’m

sayingrightnow.ThankGodshe’sinthe

countrysoI’llflyouttoDurbantoholdher



hand.

“OkayMelo.”Shameman.

“Justtryfocusonyourshoottoday.You

knowchinup,strongface,bodyandall.”

“I’lldowhatI’m paidtodo.Ihavetogo.I

loveyou.”

“IloveyoutooRea.”Isaybeforehangingup.

Ican’twaittolaughather.She’sthe‘that

willneverhappentome’heyhey,haaanazo

ke!ArghbutshameIfeelbadforher.Ijust

hopethatshe’snotpregnant.



.

.

“WasuncleShakacivil?”Ipounceonhim

thesecondhesetsfootinsidethehouse.

Hechuckleslightlybeforepullingmeinfor

anelectrifyingkiss.IguessIwasmissed.

“Imissedyoumuhles.FuckIneverwantto

beawayfrom you.”Hemurmursagainstmy

lips.

HaveIevermentionedjusthowmuchIlove

aneedyNdo?He’sjustsocuteandnot

Mngomezululike.Sigh.Wepullbackthen

settleontopofthecounter.Irestmyhead



onhisshoulderandherestshisonmine.

“DadandIhadaveryopenhearttoheart

andIthinkwehaveabetterunderstanding

ofwhereeachofusarecomingfrom.Iget

nowwhyhe’spushedmesomuchandhe

getsnowthatIam myownpersonbeforeI

am ShakaMngomezulu’sson.Our

relationshiphasalwaysbeengoodsoit’s

notgoingtobesodifficulttogettoget

backtothatspace.”Hesays.

ItwarmsmyheartthatbothMngomezulu

menarecommittingtoworkingontheir

relationship.HopefullyLindowillnowlearn

toconfideinhisdadinsteadofgoingthat

route.



“That’sgreatbaby.I’m gladthatyouand

uncleShakaaregoodagain.”

“Whenareyougoingtolearntocallhim dad

hehMelo?”Heaskslaughing.

Argh.Dadforwho?

“Dadyani?”Iask.

“WhenIwifeyourassmuhlesuMinenhle

willbeyourMOM andShakawillbeyour

DAD.”Hesays.

“Hawuushokanje?”



“Yes.IloveyouNqobileandIwanttospend

therestofmylifewithyou.Iwanttobuilda

lifewithyoumuhles.”

“Ndo.”

Hechuckleslightly.Heactuallychucklesa

lothaai.

“Socanwedoapregnancytest?”Heasks.

“I’m notpregnantItoldyou.”Isaylaughing.

“Butstill.”



“Tellyouwhat,let’swaitforacoupleof

weeksandweindeedarepregnantitwould

haverevealeditselfbythenangithi.”Isay.

“Hmm soundsfairenough.”

“Iknowyousaidthatkidsaren’tadeal

breakerne.”

“Andthey’renot.”Heinterruptsme.

“Yeahyeahkodwaainevermind.”Isay

jumpingoffthecounter.“Ifeellikegoing

outtonight.Siyaphi?”Iask.



“Melo.”

“Areyouhungry?Arghofcoursenot

becauseIknowAuntyMinzfeedyoureal

good.”Isay.

“Melokuhle.”

“I’m goingtotakeanap.Wakemeupan

hourbeforeweleave.”Isaywalkingout.

Idon’tevenwanttothinkaboutwhathe

wantedtosay.AnywayIcan’twaitfor

dinnerandwhateverelsethenightwillhold

forus
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I’m wokenupbysoftkissesallovermyface.

Igruntbeforeturningtofacetheotherside.

Idon’twanttowakeup.I’m dogtiredanda

latemorningisallIneed.Hestartssucking

onmytoesandIjumpoutofbedlikea

possessedwoman.Myfeetareextra

ticklishandheknowsthatsowhooah.He

chortleswhileIthrowdaggershisway.

Arghmyheadispoundingandhejustmade

it10timesworse.

SolastnightwewentoutfordinnerandI

kindofwentheavyonthealcoholmuchto

hisdisapproval.Ijustrolledmyeyeswhile

throwingmydrinkback.NowlookIwill

haveadrinkwhenIwantandinthiscaseit



wastoenjoymyself.Ineededtoletmyhair

looseanditwasn’texactlyclubvibesbutI

hadagreattimewithmymaneventhough

hewasgrumpybecauseofmyoutfit.

Nywenyweyou’reshowingtoomuchskin,

likebhutiI’m only27yearsoldsorelax.I

swearLindobehaveslikeanoldmanat

times.Don’tgetmewronghe’soneofthe

mostfunpeopleIhaveeverbeenaround

whenhe’snotalldaddyishkodwa

sometimes,let’sjustsayevendadisless

uptightbutIlovehim asheis.

Iheadtothebathroom tobrushmyteeth

andwashmyfaceIneedahectic

concoctionforthishangover.Ifinishup

thenmakemywaybacktothebedroom.



ThebedhasbeenmadeandLindois

nowhereinsight.Iheadovertothekitchen

andfindhim cookingaway.Hechuckles

lightlyandhandsmeaglass.Idon’teven

wanttoknowwhatisinthismixture.I

swearittasteslikeonofthoseJackass

guysthrewupinthisglassandtoldhim to

giveittome.Iburpandthatdisgusting

smellfillsmynostrilscausingmetogag.I

fightthisforagoodminuteuntilIfeelokay

enoughtodownsomejuice.NowIwas

someoneelseI’dsayI’m goingtostop

drinkingkodwaI’m notsoI’lljusthaveto

takethisnastythingeachtime.

“SitI’m almostdone.”Hesays.

OnlynowdoIrealisethatit’swaypast



midday.Yhuumuntuhasbeenknockedout

forthatlongandhereIwasreadytomurder

thisMngomezuluboyforwakingmeupin

themorning.IguessIhavetosoberupand

getonwiththeday.

“SoIwasthinkingseeingthatyou’re

workingfrom homeandI’m alongway

from gettingmyexclusivechairback,we

couldexploreyouknow.”

Inodlightly.Heshouldcarryon.

“Soalittlebitoftravellingwithlotsandlots

ofsex.”Hesayswigglinghiseyebrows.



Ilaughloudly.He’ssuchanidiotthisone

buttravellingwithmymandoesn’tsound

sobadfuthialltheothertimeswe’vetried

takingatriptogetherhavebeencutshort

duetohisschedulesothisshouldbegreat.

Myheartswellsatthethoughtof

discoveringlifewithLindo.IthinkI’vebeen

downplayingjusthowmuchIlovethisman.

Yeshe’shurtmeandIstillhavemy

reservationsbutmanmyheartbeatsfor

him.

IneverthoughtthatI’dfallinlovelikethis–

AGAIN.ForthelongesttimeLeratowasit

formeandforNdotojustsweepinand

ownmyheartlikethisisbeyondme.

“Wheredidyoujustgo?”Heaskswrapping



hisarmsaroundmywaist.

Ididn’tevenrealisethatI’dzonedout.Isink

intohiswarmthandsettle.Heplacesawet

kissonmynecksendingtinglesdownmy

spine.LindokuhleMngomezuluhasthe

healthiestsexappetiteever.ImeanlookI

lovesexkodwaloguy?Haingekephela.

“Ndostop.”Isaybreathlessly.

Hechuckleslightlythenplacesakissonmy

cheekbeforegoingbacktohispots.

“Sowheredowestart?”Heasks.



“Idon’tknowwherecanchecklaterbutcan

wedoplacesthatdon’trequirevisas

please.”Isay.

“Iagreewithyouthere.Okaywe’llfind

something.OhIhavetogotoCapeTown

ksasakodwait’sainandoutthing.”

“Ohokay.IwassupposedtobewithRea

todayandtomorrowbutdutycallsforher

somaybeI’llcomewithorIcouldgospend

thedaywithmymom.”

“Ithinkyoushouldspendsometimewith

mom becausesiyahambaangithi.”



“That’strueIguess.”Isayshrugging.

Hehandsmemyplatealongwithaglassof

orangejuice.Weheadoutintothegarden

andhaveourbreakfast,welllunchouthere.

Wesettleonthegrassanddigin,insilence.

Youknowwhenyou’reabletositwith

someoneincompletesilenceandhaveno

awkwardvibes?Thisisoneofthose

momentsandformethatisveryimportant

becausebelieveitornotIappreciatemy

silenceonceinawhile.

LookingaroundmygardenIrealisethatI’ve

beenneglectingitwhichistotallynoton.

Mygrandmotherwouldhavemyheadfor

lunchifsheweretoseethismess.Ithink

I’m goingtospendthedaylovingit.



.

.

Irolloutofbedandrushtothebathroom to

pee.Ifinishupthenwashmyfaceand

brushmyteeth.Lindokuhleleftataround

5AM,apparentlyuncleShakagavehim the

jetforthedaysoluckyhim.Iheadintomy

closetthenthrowononeofhisshirts.He

alwayssaysIlookgoodinhisclothes.Pf

coursehe’dthinkthatthough.Igomakethe

bedbeforemakingmywaytothekitchento

feedmyself.Imakesomesoftporridge.

WhilethatcooksawayIcleanaroundthe

houseandthrowourclothesinthemachine.

BythetimeIsittoindulgeinmysour

porridgeI’m halfwaywithmychores.

Myphonepingsandit’saVNfrom lume.



‘MeloImissyouandyoudon’tmissme

whichhurtsme.Daddysaysyou’renot

allowedtohurtmesopleasecomeseeme.

AnywayIhaveaprojectthatIneedyour

helpwith.Iwanttomakeavisionboardand

mommyisalwayssleepinganddaddyisa

mansonope.Soletmeknowwhenyou’ll

beavailable.’

WhendidKhanyisilegetsomature?Vision

boardwhat?Wow.Icalllumeandhopefully

he’llexplainwhatishappening.

“Princess.”Heanswerscheerfully.

Myheartsmiles.



“Langaunjani?”Iask.

HebreaksoutintoalaughandIjoinhim.

“Uyadelela.I’m fineandyou?”

“I’m confused.Visionboard?”Isay.

“Ihavenoideasherefusedtotellmeso

pleasehelpher.Angazigoshoppingforall

thosethingsandwhateveryouneedtodo.

Actuallytakeherforlikeaweek.”

“Whatisshedoingtoyou?”Iasklaughing.



“Welllet’sjustsayIapologiseforthinking

thatyouweredramaticatherage.”Hesays.

“Kodwashe’sgiftedhawu.”

“That’sthething,it’snoteventhegift,it’s

justherandherdrama,sonotakeher

please.”Hesaysdramatically.

Ican’thelpbutlaughathowextraheis.

Damnit!

“UngaworryunclewamiIwilltakeheroffof

yourhandsforalittlewhile.”



“Thankyou.”Hesaysheavingasigh.

Wechatforalittlewhileuntilauntycallsfor

him.Apparentlythispregnancyistheworst

forhim becausesheisamonster.Ican’t

sayIfeelsorryforhim becausehewanted

thechildsonope.

.

.

IspoketoLindoalittlewhilebackandhe

wasbusyattheoffice.RightnowI’m

walkingaroundthisboutiquelookingfor

somethingalittlesexytosurprisemyman.

Iwanttodanceforhim andallthatjazz.

Beyonceisgoingtocomeinhandyyoujust

waitandsee.



“Sothisiswhatyougetuptowhenyou’re

notworkingongettingthebigbucks.”

ArghIknowthatvoice.Iturnaroundwhile

laughing.Helookslikehejuststeppedout

oftheboardroom.

“Uyaphapha.Hello.”Isay.

HeopenshisarmsandIstepintohis

embrace.

“HowareyouNqobile?”

“I’m awesomeandhowareyouSfiso?”



“IthinkI’m betternowthatI’m seeingyou.”

“You’rebeingextranow.”Isaylaughing.

“IswearI’m not.Yourcompanyishighly

missed.”Hesayswithafullblownsmileon

hisface.

“Ofcourse.”Irollmyeyes.

“ThedayIdisciplineyouforthateyeaction,

hmmm.”

IchortlesoloudIeventhrowmyheadback.

Jokes!



“Sowheretofrom here?Canwedolunch?”

heasks.

“Sure.”Isay.

Iheadtothetilltopayformyitemsbefore

weheadout.
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“TodrinkI’llhaveabeerandyoursteakand

vegesandyouNqobile?”

“I’llhaveaglassofpineapplejuiceandarib

burgerwithcheesyfriesplease.”Isay.



Thewaiterjotseverythingdownbefore

takingourmenus.Wethankhim andhe

makeshiswaytothekitchen.Isitbackand

watchasSfisofranticallytypesonhis

phone.Helooksreallyinvestedinwhathe

isdoing.Hefinishesupthenheavesasigh.

“Problem?”Iask.

“YoucouldsaythatbutnothingIcan’t

handle.SoMissMkhizewhathaveyou

beenupto?”

“Justtakingsometimeoutformyselfyou

knowandallofthat.”



“Andyourship?”

“Isstillsailing.Ihaveagreatcrewandyou?

How’severythinggoing?Ireadinthe

businessdailythatyoumightbeacquiring

Precision.”

Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.

“Youcan’tbelieveeverythingyoureadinthe

papersMissMkhize.”

“Itwasonline.”Ishootback.“Andbesides

you’rethemasterofacquisition.”Isay.

“Touché.AnywayIwasthinkingaboutitbut



notanymore.”

“Andwhyisthat?”Iask.

“It’sgottoomanyissues.YesIcouldwork

tirelesslytoturnitaroundandmakeit

profitableagainbuttheaskingpriceandthe

levelithasdepreciatedtoaren’tliningup

andthey’renotevenwillingtonegotiatesoI

willpass.Itwould’vebeengreatformy

portfoliobutnahI’m good.”

“Spokenlikeatruebusinessmanmy

goodness.”

“Youshouldknowallthesethingsmos.”



“YeahIknowenoughtogetmebyhowever

Iam surroundedbybusinessmagnetsso

hey.”Isayshrugging.

“Ohyeah?Who?”

“Mymom wasabeastinherprimestillis

whensheneedstobe.Alsomymanisa

sharksoyeahIgetthatwholeindustry

jargonattimes.”

“ZobuhleMkhizeIlookeduptothatwoman

andherriseinthepropertysectorwasjust

phenomenal.Nowonderyou’rewonder

woman,yourmom issuperwoman.”He

saysgenuinely.



“She’smorethanthat.”Isaywithabroad

smileonmyface.

“Soyousaidyourboyfriendisashark,so

thatmeanshe’sinthebusinessworld?”He

enquires.

“Waitisthisoneofthoseinstanceswhere

youpretendasifthoughyoudon’tknow

becauseyouwanttomakemefeelsome

typeofwaykodwadeepdownyouknow

thatinthatfileyouhaveyouhavehisname

andeverythingoryoureallydon’tknowwho

heis?”Iask.

Imeanthismanknewalltherewastoknow



aboutmewhenhewasstillanarseorsoI

think.Hebehavedlikesomeonewhoknew

itallsoIdon’tbelievethatwhole‘whoishe’

act.

“NoIhonestlydon’tknowwhoheis.My

researchwasmainlyonyouandyour

business.”Heshrugs.

Istillcan’tbelievethisguyisthatcreepthat

usedtocometotheofficeeverydaytrying

tointimidateme.Iguessthesayingdonot

judgeabookbyitscoverworkswellhere

becausereallyIwouldneverhavethought

thattherewasaheartoffleshinthere.

“Hmm Iseewell-”We’reinterruptedbymy



phoneringing.

Ireachforitandit’smyman.IswearIhave

awholedamnzooinmystomach.

“Baby.”

“Heybabyhowareyou?”

“I’m goodandyou?”

“GoodbutI’m justmissingyou.“

“WellImissyoutoo.Buyaphela.”Isay

sulking.



It’sonlybeenacoupleofhoursbutIcan

feelthatsomethingismissingandthat

somethingishim.Iactuallycannotwaitto

goawayandbeinhisarms24/7.

“Aboutthat,Iwillbebackinthemorning

baby.Askies.”

“Hawukanjanimanjebecauseyousaid?”I

say.

Myhearthassunkentothebottom ofmy

stomachandmyzoohasbeendrenchedin

disappointment.Iboughtlingeriefortonight

andIwasplanningoncookinghisfavourite

mealandservinghim hisfavouritecognac

whileIdanceforhim.Iwasampedtoget



myBeyonceonphela.

“IknowbabykodwaI’m wrappingafew

thingsupattheofficesothatIdon’thave

tocomebackhere.”

“ButNdo.”

“IknowbabyIknowortellyouwhathow

aboutyoucomethroughhereandwe’ll

comebackksasa.”

“Noit’sfine.”

“I’m reallysorrybaby.IswearI’llmakeitup

toyou.”Hesays.



“Youbetter.”

“IloveyoumaMngomezulu.”

“Iloveyoutoo.”Isaybeforehangingup.

Okaythosebutterfliesarebacknow.I

guessthisgivesmemoretimetoperfect

mymoves.Yes!I’m snappedoutofmy

bubblebySfisotouchingmyhand.He

laughsoutloudlyandIjoinhim.Wellthat

wasalmostembarrassing.

“Yousuredolovethisguy.”Hesayslooking

medeadintheeye.



“Ido.”

“Hmmmm.”Hesaysplayingmyfingers.

“Youhavebeautifulhandsbytheway.”He

addson.

Inodlightly.Ourfoodeventuallyarrivesand

wedigin.Hekeepsstealingglancesatme

andIkeeprollingmyeyes.Hemustfocus

onhisfood.Iwatchhim pickuphisfork

anddigintomyfries,thisguythough.YesI

don’tmindsharingmyfoodbutjustnotmy

cheesyfries.

“Nywenywesteakandvegeslookatyou

now.”Isayrollingmyeyes.



“AgainthateyerollNqobilekodwakuright

andyessteakandvegesbutmanthese

friesareeverything.”Hesaysdramatically.

Hejustremindedmeofdadwhenhegets

hisZobuhlemomentsandhe’salldramatic.

IsnickerinmyheadbecauseIdon’tfeellike

explainingallofthis.

“Umuntuwakhouthiniwhenyouthis

dramaticandhip?”Iask.

“Unfortunatelyorisitfortunatelyangazibut

I’m single.”



“Andwhyisthat?”

“IrealisedthatIneedawomanof

substance.Someonewhowillhelpmebuild

thisempireinsteadofloungingaroundat

homedoingnothingbutspendingthis

moneythatwe’retryingtomultiply.Ineeda

strongwoman,aqueenwhoknowshowto

leadherhive.Aqueenwhowillsetme

straightwhenIfalloffthewagon.Ineeda

strongwilledwomanNqobile.Someone

whowillkeepourhomewarm allthetime.

UnfortunatelyIkeepattractingthesegirls

thatjustwantthenicelifeyouknow,latest

fashion,hair,gadgetsandtrips.”Heis

gazingdeepintomyeyes.

Ishiftuncomfortablyinmyseatbefore



breakingeyecontact.Myheartgoesoutto

him.Gettingtoknowhim Ifeellikehedoes

deserveaheadstrongwoman.He’sanalfa

andhecan’tberoamingaroundwiththese

slayqueens.Lookthereisnothingwith

lookinggoodwhilehelpinggrowthefunds

thatkeepyouthatgoodlookingyouknow.

Ihopethathewillfindhisonewhowillhelp

him achieveallthathehassetoutto

achieve.Hedeservesitman.

“AnywayonedayIwillgether.”Hesays

withafullblownsmileonhisface.

Again,Ihopehedoes
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Irolloutofbedandrushtothebathroom to

takeaquickshower.Ifinishupthenheadto

theclosettogetdressed.Ithrowona

tracksuitwithsomesneakersthenmake

mywaybacktothebedroom tomakemy

bed.Igrabmykeysandbagthenrushout.

FatherGodpleasegivemestrength.

Ialwaysdreadthisdayhoweverjustlike

anyotherdayithastocome.IHATEhowit

leavesusfeelingbutwe’reMkhizesoldiers,

attheendofitwekeepsoldieringon.Ifind

parkingthenheadinsidethebuilding.

Surprisinglythemusicisnotblastingwhich



isafirst.Iknockandwaitforhim toignore

meuntilIthreatentoknockuntilthe

buildingmanagercomesup.Againanother

shocker,heopensthedoorformeonthe

firstknock.

IstepinsideandI’m notshockedbeingmet

bythesmellofweed.Isetmybagonthe

couchandfollowhim intothebedroom.I

removemyshoesandjacketthenjoinhim

inbed.Heturnsaround,burieshisfaceon

mychestandcries.Everyyearthisour

routinehoweverthisyearfeelsabitbetter.

Abitlighter.I’m notworriedabouthim

attemptingtotakehislifebecauseIcantell

thatheistryingandthat’sallIcouldever

askfor.



Iholdmybabyasheletsitallout.Warm

tearstrickledownmyfaceandIallowthem.

Myheartbreakswheneveranyofmy

brotherscryhoweverMalibongwetakesthe

cupbecauseheisthebabyandhe’sgone

throughsomuchatsuchatenderage.

“Melo.”Hecroaks.

“Yesbaby.”Irespondsoftly.

“Thankyouforcoming.”

“YouknowIwillalwaysbehereforyou.

WheneveryouneedIwillcomerunning.I’ve

gotyourbackSimphiwe.”Isay.



“You’realwayshereformeMelo.I’m sorry

forthetimesthatIcan’tbetherewhenyou

needme.”

“HeyheyheyI’m good.I’m happyandyou

knowthat.Idon’tcryasmuchasIusedto.I

smilemoreoftennowsoI’m good.”

“Ifeelsofuckedupyouknow.LikewhydoI

havetocryeveryyearonthisday?Why

doesitstillhavesuchaneffectonme?I

don’tfuckenunderstandwhymyfucken

mindandmyfuckenheartcan’tletgoof

thisshit!I’m inconstantpainMelo.Every

day.Yesit’sbetterthanthepreviousyears

butitstillhurts.



Myheartstillyearnsforthem.Icryevery

dayfortheprincessIneverhadthe

opportunitytomeet.ImissLiyanasomuch

Melo.YouknowsometimesIfeellikesheis

hererunningaroundtryingtoannoyme.I

missSiyandasosomuchandeachtimeI

getthispanginmyheart,Igetangrier

becauseifshehadjustopeneduptomeor

anyonethenshewouldprobablystillbe

hereandIwouldn’tbestuckcryinglike

somestupidboy.”

“Menwhocryaren’tstupid.”Ichipin.

“WellIfeelstupidforcryingforsomeone

whowantedtogo.Again,asmuchasI’m



betterthanthepreviousyear’sI’m still

suicidalandithurtsbecauseIreallywantto

gothroughwithitmostofthetimesbut

thenIthinkaboutyouandmom andhow

brokenyouguyswouldbe.Iknowyou

especiallywouldblameyourself.

Idon’tknowwhattodoanymoreMelo.I’ve

prayed,I’vetriedfindingahobby,I’vetried

writingthoselettersmom recommendedI

do,I’vetrieddrinking,I’vetriedsmoking,I’ve

trieditallbutnothingworks.Nothinghelps

withthepain.Isweartheonlythingthatwill

helpisdeath.”Hesaysbreakingintoasob.

Itightenmyholdaroundhisbodyandallow

him tocry.It’sbeenthreeyearssince

Siyandatookherlifeandthingsarestill



hardforBongwe.Todayisoneofthe

hardestdaysoftheyearbecauseitis

Siyanda’sbirthday.Thisisoneofthedays

thathitBongwethehardest.Weusually

spenditonbedintearsandthisyearisno

different.Sigh.I’m notmadatSiyandabutI

am angryaboutthispainthatmybrotheris

goingthrough.

Bongwe’sphoneringsandIreachforitthe

checkthecallerID.It’smam’Zonke.Bless

herheart.Shecaressomuchabout

MalibongweandIbelievesheispartreason

thatheisstillholdingoneventhoughitis

sohard.

“It’smam’Zonke.”Isay.



Hesitsupandwipeshistearsbeforetaking

thephonefrom me.

“Hima.”Hesaysfaintly.

Shamemybabylookssohorrible.

“I’m okaymama,MeloisheresoI’m okay.”

Iwatchasfreshtearsmaketheirwaydown

hischeeks.KantiSimakadewhydothe

goodhavetogothroughsomuch?There

aremurderersandrapistsroamingthese

streetshappilywithoutanythingbad

happeningtothem kodwathinawhohave



believedinyouandfollowedyourteachings

sincethebeginninggothroughsomuch.

It’sunfairandIdon’twantanyonetellingme

thattowhom muchisgivenmuchis

requiredorhowthetoughestsoldiersget

giventhetoughestbattles.

“I’m hurtingyesmamabutIwon’tdothat.”

Hesays.

Helaughslightlyandthatwarmsmyheart.

Atleasthe’ssmiling.

“Iknowmom andIloveyoutooandyesI

promisetocomeseeyoutomorrow.”He

sayslaughing.



I’m sogratefulformam’Zonke.Hehangsup

andheavesasigh.Hepullsmeintohis

armsandIrestmyheadonhischest.He

kissesmyheadrepeatedlywhileIgiggle

likealittlegirl.Mybrotherismyfirst

boyfriendstruu.He’smymainman.

“Wouldyouliketogooutforlunch?”He

asks.

I’m shockedbutIsuream happythathe

wantstogetsomeair.

“IlooklikeaboybutIwouldlovetogoout

forlunch.”Isay.



“Great!Letmegowashmyfacesowecan

getgoing.”Hesaysgettingoffofthebed.

Myheartrightnow?Ittookhim weeksto

getoutoftheapartmentlastyearandlook

athim now.I’m aproudmamabear.I’m

proudoftheprogresshehasmadeandI

am proudoftheprogressheisstilltomake.

Ifollowhim intothebathroom towashmy

face.Wefinishupthenheadto.Ihaveno

ideawheretoandfranklyIdon’tcare.

.

.

‘MissMkhizeIhopethistextfindsyouwell.

Ijustwantedtocheckinonyou,hope

you’rehavinganamazingdayfilledwith

nothingbutlaughter.Lolthatsoundsso



rehearsedbutyes.

Sincerely,

Mavundla.’

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.

Sfisoissorandom,Ican’twithhim.

BongwelooksatmeexpectedlyandIshrug.

“It’snotLindosowhoisit?”Heasks.

“Anacquaintance,Sfiso.”

“Wheredidyoumeet?”

“It’salongstorybuterm wellit’sthatguy



thatwantedtobuymycompany.”

“MELOKUHLE!”Heexclaims.

Iexpectedthat.

“LikeIsaidbabyit’salongstory.”Isay

heavingasigh.

“DoesLindoknow?”

Ishakemyhead.

“YhoMeloaiangizingenimina.”Hesays

throwinghishandsup.



Ineverthoughtoftellinganyoneaboutmy

newlyfoundfriendshipbecauseIdidn’t

thinkmuchofitbutnowthatMalibongwe

hasjusttoldmetotellNdoIdon’tknow.

LookIknoweveryonewillfreakbecauseof

thewholethreateningdebacleandthey

won’tevenwanttohearwhatI’dhavetosay

aboutthepersonI’vedinnedwith.

Sigh,

Okaythisistricky.Verytricky.

“Youdorealisedadisgoingtoflipright?”

WellthankyouBongwe!
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Eversincemyconversationwith

Malibongweaboutmybuddingfriendship

withMavundlaI’verealisedthatIshouldat

leastletmyparentsknowbecausewell

BongweisabigmouthattimessoIneedto

beathim toit.It’snotevenlikethis

bumpingintoeachotheroccasionallyis

goingtogetanywherebuthey.

“Babe.”

Iturntolookathim andfindhim lookingat

mewithaconcernedlookon.Ilovehowhe

hasthisslightfrownonwheneverIzoneout



forasec.We’vebeenlookingatholiday

destinationsandIhaveafewthathave

caughtmyeye.We’vethinkingoftravelling

fortwomonthsstraightandIlove,love,love

theideaofbeingawayfrom thiscityfor

thatlong.We’reobviouslylookingatplaces

thatdon’tneedvisasandhopefullywecan

visitafewofthem.

“Yeslove?”Isaywithaslightsmile.

“Areyouokay?”Heaskswalkingtowards

me.

“Ngirightbaby,I’m justthinkingaboutgoing

toseemyparentstoday.”



“MaybeIshouldcomewith.”Hesays

laughing.

Ican’thelpbutjoinin.Heknowsthatas

muchasdadknowsthatwe’retogetherand

inasmuchaswe’vehaddinnerasafamily,

hestillhasn’tbeenintroducedtodadasmy

officialmanandnayehe’snotreadyfor

dadscrossexamination.Ilovehow

protectiveheisofmeandnothereisnobut

coming.

“Let’sgoMrMngomezulu.”

“Usileyazi,youwantyourfathertohaveme

forbreakfastwhileyoujustwatchon.”



“Who?Me?Iwouldneverdothattoyousir.”

Isaychuckling.

Iactuallywould.I’devencheerdadon

becauseoncehestartshejustdoesn’tstop.

It’sreallyamazingjusthowhe’sonly

startingnowinhisolderagetobehavelike

hiswife.Mom saysdadhasalwaysbeen

low-keydramatickodwaIdisagree.Welllet

mesayIhadneverexperiencedthat.

“Yesyoubaby.”

HecupsmyfacewhileIwrapmyarms

aroundhiswaist.Heisgazingdeepintomy

soul,searchingforonlywhatisknownto

him.IgetlostinhiseyesforawhilebeforeI



feelmytearsstingmyeyes.Myheartsinks

tothepitofmystomachandmytears

cascadedownmyface.

“What’swrongbaby?”Heaskssoftly.

Mybloodymindiswhatiswrong!Iscream

inmyhead.Ijustcan’tseem tokeepmy

insecuritiesincheck.Yeshelovesmebut

manmyinfertilityplaysahugerolein

everything.Iknowhesaysit’snota

problem butIjustcan’tlockitaway.

“IjustloveyousomuchMngomezulu.”

“AndIyoumaMngomezulu.”



“Mkhize.”Isaygiggling.“MaMkhize.”

“Enjoyitwhileitlastsyezwa.”Hesays

whining.

IlaughasIgetonmytoestoplaceakiss

onhislips.Heplaceshishandattheback

ofmyneckandpullsmecloser.He

deepensthekisswhilegroaninginthe

process.Thesethickjuicylipsaremy

everythingdamnit!Howhegentlysuckson

mybottom lipbeforesweepinghistongue

in.Icouldliterallyspendthewholeday

kissingonthisman.InoneswiftmoveI’m

laiddownonthebedwithhim betweenmy

legs.Icanfeelhisbulgeknockingagainst



mythigh.Wellhellothere.

.

.

I’m onmywayhometotalktomyparents

beforeIleaveformyexcursionasBongwe

iscallingit.LindoandIarehopingtoleave

inaweek’stime.Ilefthim athomebusy

finalisingsomepaymentsandbookings.I’m

asexcitedasadogseeingitsfavourite

bone.Igethomeandmakemywayin.

Mom anddadarecuddlingonthecouch

watchingTV.

“Hellohello.”IgreetasIflopmyselfnextto

them.

“Hibaby,howareyou?”



“Alrightandyouguys?”

“We’regood.Towhatdoweowethe

surprise?”Dadaskseyeingme.

“Can’tagirljustvisitherparents?Yhuuu.”I

saygettingup.

Iam goingtoassumethattattletale

Bongwementionedsomethingtohisfather

aboutmyvisit.Ohwell.Iheadintothe

kitchentomakemyselfsomethingto

munchon.Ifindmom’sbakedgoodsandI

swearIdieandgotoheaven.Itakeoneof

eachandmakesometea.Aftersetting

everythingonatrayIheadbacktothe



lounge.Mom hasdisappeared.

“Uphi?”Iask.

“Toilet.”Hesays.

Inodandsettleinmyseatbeforetuckingin.

Imightjustmovebackhomejustforthese.

Iswearthey’rethatgood.

“Sodaddy.”Heregoesnothing.

“Yes.”

“RememberMavundla?”Iask.



“Yes.Isheatitagain?”Heaskssounding

alarmed.

“Actuallyno.SorememberwhenIwentto

P.E?”

Henodslightly.

“WellIbumpedintohim andwespoke,he

apologised,wehaddinnerandyeah.”Isay

sofastthatIdoubtheheardme.

Ilookupandfindhim lookingatmewithan

amusedfaceon.Hechuckleslightlywhile

shakinghishead.OkayIdon’tknowwhat



he’sthinking.

“Letmegetthisstraight,youhaddinner

withthemanwhohadyouconfinedinyour

houseforweeks.Theverysamemanwho

wasthreateningyouforyourcompany.The

manwhohadusfearingforyourlife?Isthat

theperson?”

“Dad.”

“NoNqobilemychildI’m tryingto

understandifwe’retalkingaboutthesame

person.”Hesays.

Ihangmyheadandnod.Okayitsounds



bad.

“Hmm Isee.Isthereanythingelse?”

“Wetalkoccasionallyviatextbutthat’sjust

itwellexceptforthatonetimeIbumped

intohim atthemall.”Isay.

“Huh,Isee.”

“Dad.”

“Ifyouaretellingmethatyouaresuddenly

friendswiththismanthenIam tellingyou

thatyou’restupidandIam disappointedin

youfuthiIwillneveracceptthatfriendship.”



“Don’tcallmestupid!”Iraisemyvoice.

“Excuseme?Areyouraisingyourvoiceat

meNqobile?”Heaskswitharaised

eyebrow.

“Donotcallmestupid.YouknowhowIfeel

aboutthat.”Isaysternly.

HeknowsverywelljusthowmuchIloathe

thatterm especiallywhenit’snotina

playfulmanner.Heknows!

“ThenyoushouldknowthatIwouldn’tuseit

ifitwasn’tbefitting.Whatmakesyouthink



thisguysuddenlywantstobeyourfriend?

Whatmakesyouthinkhisintentionsare

pureafteradeaththreat?Ididn’traisea

foolNqobile!“

“Ididn’tsayhisintentionsarepureIjust

saidheapologisedandwetalkfrom timeto

time.”

“Wellthengoodforyoukodwajustknow

whenhegoesbacktothreateningyoumy

doorwillnotbeopenforyou.Stupid

Nqobileustupid!”

“LWANDLE!”Mom shouts.



“Haistaywithyourdoltishdaughter.”He

clickshistongueashewalksouttheroom.

DiddadandIactuallyjusthaveafullblown

fight?Yeswearguebutwehugitoutthen

laughaboutit.Hehasneverwalkedouton

menorhaveI.Thisisdifferent.

“Whathappened?”Mom asks.

IfillherinandbythetimeI’m doneherjaw

isontheground.Firstlybecausewedidn’t

reallyletherinonthesecuritybecausewe

didn’twantherfreakingoutandsecondly

becausedadcalledmestupid.



“IwillnotlietoyouandsayIunderstand

becauseIdon’t.Howyouwentfrom fearing

thismantolettinghim walkyouuptoyour

apartmentisbeyondme.Isharethesame

sentimentsasyourfatheronthisone

Melokuhle.Youhavetocutalltieswithhim

becausetrustmethislittlefriendshipyou

havegoingonisgoingtoendbadly.He

apologised,youforgavesoletitendthere.

Nowyou’regoingtogetup,gofindyourdad

andapologisengobayouknowhehatesit

whenyoutwoargueandclearlythisissueis

bigforhim becausehedoesn’tjustexplode.

I’m actuallydisappointedinyourdecision

andyouknowittakesalotformetobe

disappointedinyou.”Shesays.



Idon’tknowwhythisissuchabigdealoris

itbecauseI’vegottentoknowSfisothe

humanbeingoutsideofMavundlathe

ruthlessbusinessman?Thatmustbeit.The

truthisIenjoyengaginginconversations

withhim andformetojustupandthrow

thatawayisgoingtobehard.
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Aftermyconversationwithmom Idecided

togoforadrivejusttoridmyselfofany

unwantedanger.I’m notevengoingtolie

andsayI’m nothurtbythemannerinwhich

dadaddressedme.Hecould’vefounda

betterwaytogethispointacrossbut

whateverwhat’sdoneisdone.Ijusthope

thatoncehe’scalmeddownwecanhavea



civilconversation.Myphonerings

interruptingmyjam session.

“Sowe’veupgradedtophonecallsnow.”I

say.

HechortlesandIcan’thelpbutjoinhim.

“WowIwasnotexpectingsuchagreeting

MissMkhize.”

“OhIbet.HelloSfiso.”

“HelloNqobilehowareyou?”



“Ngrightwena?”

“I’m alright.Wenzani?”

“Iam drivingfrom andyou?”

“I’m waitingfortheclocktostrike5:30PM

soIcangetupoutofhere.”Hesays.

“Andwhycan’tyouleavenow?Imeanit’s

noteven1PM yet.”

“BecauseIhavetoleadbyexample.Ican’t

packupandleavewheneveritsuitsme,

whatmessageisthatsendingouttomy

staff?”



“WhooahokaykeMrBoss.”Isaychuckling.

“Thereyougoagain.AnywayIjustwanted

tocheckinandsayhi.”

“Wellhi.”

“Andsuddenlymydaydoesn’tseem like

suchadrag.ThankyouMissMkhize.”He

says.

“You’rewelcomeMrMavundla.”

“Okaybye.”



“Sharp.”Isaybeforehangingup.

Sucharandom guythisone.Argh.

.

.

IdecidedalongthewaythatIhadn’tseen

mygrandmotherinawhilesoI’m goingto

popyadcheckinonherthenI’m goingto

goseemyprincess.Iactuallydon’tthink

I’m readyforherdramaticanticsyazi.Sigh

butsizothini.

“Sawubonamaunjani?”

“Ngyaphilasisi.Yourgrandmotherisoutin



thegardenyouknowherangithi.”

“Shestilldoesn’twanttorest?”

“Shesaysshewillrestonceshe’sdead.

Mhlwumbewenaungakhulumanayeand

shewilllisten.”

“Ahhkuphila.Letmegocheckonher.”

“Okaysisi.”

MaNtombelaismygrandmother’s,Iguess

caregiver.Theylivetogetherandaslongas

maNtombelaisaroundthengogoisnever

goingtomoveoutofthishouse.I



sometimeswishthatshecouldtakemom

anddad’sofferandjustmoveinwiththem

butIunderstandherindependencewon’tlet

herdothat.

Ifindherwateringherflowers.Shelooksso

beautifulinherfloraldressandsummerhat.

Shehasonherpinkglovesthatmkhulugot

her.Nowthosethingsarewornoutbutshe

refusestoletthem go.Iknowithas

everythingtodowiththefactthatit

remindsherofherhusband.GoshhowI

misshim.Iknowhe’dbeproudofallofus

forsoldieringonevenwhenthingsdon’t

seem thatgreat.

Onethingmymkhulutaughtmewasto

alwayspushoninlifenomatterhowhard



thingsget.‘You’reaMkhizeblipandthat

meansyoucanwithstandthefire.Youcan

pushthroughevenwhenyoudon’tseea

wayout.’

Ishouldactuallygovisithisgrave.It’sbeen

awhile.

“Gogowami.”Ihugherfrom behind.

“Mylittleblip.Whatalovelysurprise.”

“ImissedyoumaMkhizewami.”Isay

kissinghercheek.

“Imissedyoutomybaby.Turnaroundlet



meseeyou.”IdoasI’m toldwhileshe

gushesoverme.

Iknowwe’regoingtotouchonmyweight

becausethatseemstobeherfavourite

subject.

“Youlookgood.IseethatMngomezuluboy

istakingcareofyoustill.”

“Yesheisgogo.”Isaychuckling.

“Comelet’sgomakesomethingtodrink.”

Wemakeourwayintothehouseandshe

goestothebedroom togetcleanedup



whileIheadtothekitchen.Iknowthatjust

likemom,gogoalwayshasbakedgoods

stashedsomewhere.Bingo!Some

crunchies!NowIlovehowshemakeshers.

Sheusedmoreoatsthanshedoesflour

andthatiswherethesecrettohaving

crunchylies.Shealsohasherfluffyscones

andthosegiganticmuffins.LookI’m in

bakedgoodsheaventoday.Hopefullyaunty

SibaalsohassomegoodiessoIcanmake

itthreeforthree.

Iseteverythingonatraythenmakesome

rooibosforgogo.Sheisgoingtogooffat

mebutIam havingacupofcoffee.Idon’t

getwhyshebuysthestuffifshedoesn’t

wantanyonehavingit.Shewalksinjustas

I’m abouttopourthewaterintothemugs.



“Iseeyoufoundyourstash.”Shesays.

“YouknowIwillalwaysfindit.Doyoustill

takeoneteaspoonofsugar?”Iaskwithan

eyebrowraised.

“Haiminaumawamidiedalongtimeago

phela.”Shesayslaughing.

IjoinherinlaughterwhileIfinishmaking

ourdrinks.Igrabthetrayandweheadout

tositinthegarden.

“Thankyoumychild.”



Inodlightlyandtakeabiteofmyscone.

Heaven!

“SobliphowarethingswithLindokuhle?”

“They’regoodgogo.We’rereallygood.”

“That’sgood.Tellmedoesheknowabout

yourissue?”Sheaskslookingmeintheeye.

“Hedoes.We’vespokenaboutit.”

Shenodslightlybeforetakingasipofher

tea.



“Andishewillingtostickaroundeven

thoughhisfamilynamemaynevergrowby

hisblood?”Yhuu.

Whyisshemakingitsoundsodamndeep?

“Heisgogo.”

“AreyousureMelo?”

“Iam gogo.Itoldhim aboutthisinthe

beginningofourrelationshipandhe’shere

kodwawesawaspecialistandwe’re

hopeful.”Isay.

“Youdon’tsoundhopefulthough.”Shesays



faintly.

Iheaveasighandwipemyface.

“I’vewalkedthisroadbeforeandwellI’m

stillnotamothersoinasmuchasI’m

beingpositiveI’m stillleavingalotofroom

fordisappointment.”Isay.

Sigh.IhavemadepeacewiththefactthatI

mightnevergettheopportunitytobecome

amotherbutonthebrightside,Igetto

mothermybrother’schildren.Iwouldlove

tohavemyowntinyhumanthoughandthat

isnotasecret.Ithurtsbutitiswhatitis.



“Ishepreparedforthedisappointment

though?You’vebeenthroughityeskodwa

yena?Andwithyouseeingaspecialistishe

readybecausethetreatmentmightnot

work.”

“Hesayshe’spositivesosizobonakhona.”

“Blipyoucan’tjustsaythat.Youneedtosit

yourmandownandtalktohim.Prepare

him forthefactthattheremightneverbea

child.Mengetexcitedbythepossibilityof

beingfathersandwhenthatpossibilityis

crushedtheytendtoactup.Sohavethefull

conversationwithhim beforeanything.”

“IhearyoumaMkhize.”



“Goodandbringhim here.Ihaven’tseen

him inyears.”Shesayslaughing.

SeewhyIlovethiswomansomuch?

.

.

I’m atKhanyi’sbecauseIneedtohelp

princesswithhervisionboardangithi.

“Howareprincess?”Lumeasks.

Weshareawarm hugbeforeIhugaunty.

“I’m goodandyou?”



“We’rehappythatyou’reheretotake

Khanyisile.”Lumesaysearninghim apunch

from aunty.

I’m chortling.Iwonderwhatshedoesthat’s

sobad.Likemyuncleisn’tsodramatic.

Khanyicomesrunningandlaunchesherself

intomyarms.SheistallandheavybutI

holdheranyway.

“Youcametohelpmewithmyvision

board?”Sheasksexcitedly.

“Isuredidprincess.Sogoputonyour

shoessowecangobuyeverythingwe’re

goingtoneed.”



“Okay.”Shewalksaway.

Beforesheevengetsanywheresheturns

backandcomestostandinfrontofme.

“Rememberwhenyouwerebleedingand

yourheartwassore?”shesays.

Myheartwassore?

“Myheartwasn’tsoreprincess,Iwasjust

frustratedthatIhadtogetuscleanedup

andthesheetsaswell.”Isaysmiling.

“Noyouweresad.AnywayI’m sorryyou



hadtobesad.He’salsosorry.”Shesays

walkingaway.

“Khnayisile.”Icallafterher.

Sheignoresmeandproceedstoherroom.

Whatthehell?

“Whathappened?”Auntyasks.

“Istartedmyperiodthenightyouguyswere

atthehospitalandshefreakedout.”

“Sowhywereyousad?”



“Idon’tknowwhatsheistalkingabout.”I

sayshrugging.

Imakemywaytoherroom hopingtofind

outwhatshe’sgoingonaboutbutknowing

herIwon’tgetanything.
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JustasIthoughtKhanyisiledidn’tletmein

onanythingbutIexpectedthat.Shedid

howeverletmeinonherfutureplansand

howheisgoingtobethebestsistertoher

babybrother.Accordingtolume,babyboy

mightcomeearlybutthey’repreparedfor

anything.Ican’twaitforthenewadditions.

YaziitseemslikeauntyandAmandaare



alwayspregnantaroundthesametime.

KhnayiandLwandileandnowthesetwobut

I’m gladbecauseitmeanstheygettohave

anagematearoundthem.

“Babyareyoutalkingyourredshoes?”

Lindoshoutsfrom thebedroom.

Whichredshoes?Ihavemorethanonepair

ofredshoes,canhelikebespecific?

“Whichones?”Ishoutback.

“Theseones.”Hesayswalkingintothe

bedroom.



Hehasapairorredheelsinhishands.I

alreadypackedapairofheelsandhesaw

hesawmedoingit.Arghheshouldjustsay

helikesthatpairandhewantsmetotakeit

with.Slyman!

“Doyouwantmetotakethem with?”Iask

shakingmyhead.

“Yesbaby.”Herespondsinhismost

innocentvoice.

See?Sneakysneakybutanythingtomake

him happy.AftermyvisittomyfamilyIgot

backhometoawarm tastymeal.Hemade

chickenmacandcheeseandIdied.Aman

whocancookisakeeperangithi,andthat



iswhyIam keepingthisman.Istillhaven’t

spokentohim likemygrandmother

suggestedbutthat’sbecauseI’m planning

ondoingitonourholiday,farfrom bothour

comfortzones.Makessenseright?

“Okaythenpackthenin.”

“Thanksbaby.”

Hedoesn’tevenwaitformetosayanything.

He’salreadydisappeared.Sigh.Soourtrip

isgoingtobeanAfricanexcursion.We’re

startingwithSouthAfricaobviously,

spendingafewdaysinourselectedplaces.

Tsitsikammabeingthemostanticipated.

I’veonlybeenthereonceinmylifeandI



wasstillyoungsoIdidn’treallygraspthe

beautyofit,sothisisgoingtobeamazing.

We’realsodoingZimbabwebecause,hello

VicFalls!Healsofoundabeautifulresort

forustorestourheadsandIcannotwait.

Judgingfrom thepicturesandreviews,we

areinforatreat.

Lesothoisalsoonourlistofgotoplaces,

aswellasMalawiandobviously

Mozambique.Mngomezuluspokeabout

theTanzanitestonesoTanzaniaherewe

come.IheardthatZambiahasthemost

amazingpoetssoI’m hopingtoseeafew

shows,preferablyatthoseunderground

poetryclubs.Yestheydoexist,youjust

needtoknowwheretoactuallylooktofind

them.



OoohIcan’twaitman!Idon’tthinkI’veever

beenthisexcitedaboutatripbefore.Okay

maybeI’m lyingabitbutIam overthe

moon.

“IwasthinkingwecouldgoseeDrMoodley

justsowecangetthegoaheadtotravel

youknow.”Hesayswalkingintotheroom.

DrMoodleyismydoctorreferredtomeby

DrKhanseeingthathecan’talwaysbein

thecountrywheneverIneedtoseehim.He

trustshim soItrusthim aswell.Iactually

haven’tseenhim inawhile.

“Hmm Idon’tknowdoweneedhim toclear



ustohavesexinourpartsoftheworld?”I

ask.

Helaughslightlyandflopshimselfonthe

bed.

“Nobabybutweneedtobesafeangithi.

Shouldtherealreadybesomethinginthere

thenweneedtotakecareofit.”

“Butweagreedthatwewouldwaitforitto

revealitself,socanwesticktothat

decision.”Isaysoftly.

“Iknowyou’rescaredbaby,Iam toobutat

somepointwehavetogotothedoctorto



checkukuthikwenzakalani.”

“WhenwecomebackIpromise.”

“Melokuhle.”

“Lindokuhle.”

“I’vegotyoubaby.”Hesayspullingmeinto

hisarms.

“You’llgotmewhenwecomebackplease.”

Ipullapuppyface.

IknowIkeeponsayingthatI’veleftroom



fordisappointmentbutitdoesn’tmeanI

actuallywanttobe.SometimesIwishwe

hadn’tgonethroughwiththiswholething

becauseIdon’tthinkIwillbeabletohandle

thedisappointmentofnotbeingableto

conceiveafterwe’vegonethroughthis

wholeprocess.Mom usuallysaysIshould

lookatmyselfinthemirrorandthereinlays

myfaith.ShesaysIam hermiraclebaby

meaningthatIcanproducemiraclesaswell.

Seethedifferencebetweenoursituationsis

thatshewasabletoconceiveondifferent

occasionswhileIcan’t.

“Okaybabyjustthisoncebutwhenwe

comeback.”

“IpromiseyouMngomezulu.”



“Great.Now.”

Hedipshisheadandlatchesontomyneck.

Heiskissing,suckingandbitingwhileIhold

ontohisarms.Isitjustmeorishegetting

bulkierbytheday?Yesses!

“Let’sgoeat.”Hewhispersagainstmyneck.

What?Idon’twanttoeat.WellIwanttoeat

him.BeforeIcanevenprotestheisoutthe

room,againleavingmeyearningformore

ofhim.I’verealisedthatheenjoysleaving

mewantingmoreofhim andyouknow

what?Ican’twaitforthedayIgivehim a

tasteofhisownmedicine.Ihead



downstairstojoinhim inthekitchen.Smart

manalreadyhasapacketofbiltongoutfor

me.Heknowsjusthowtobuttermeup

sometimes.Isitonthecounterandwatch

ashemovesaroundthekitchenputtinga

mealtogether.

.

.

We’releavingtomorrowandwearedoinga

littlebitoflastminuteshopping.Heneeds

moreshortandsodoI,sowedecidedtogo

shopping,onhim ofcourse!We’rehaving

handinhandaroundthemallandthestares

thisdropdeadmanisgettingaremaking

melaugh.YesIknowhe’sayummysnack

ladies!Juststaylookingandnottouching.



“Thesearecute.”Hesayspointingatapair

ofcheekyshorts.

He’sright,they’reamazing.Theyhavelace

trimminginthefrontandIthinkwithmy

thighsIcouldrockthem.

“Andthatjumpsuitaswellbaby.”

I’m shockedathowhe’spickingout

everythingthatisshortwithouteven

complaining.Hmm IthinkIlikethishim

morethanIdotheothersidestohim.Igrab

everythingandmakemywaytothefitting

room.Hewantedtoslipinwithmebutthe

ladyatthedoorwashavingnoneofit.

Bummer,theregoesourfittingroom sex.



Heapprovesofeverylookwhichisgoodfor

him becauseIwasstillgoingtotakethem

evenifhedidn’tapprove.

Wepaythenheadouttogolookforhis

stuff.Wefindacoupleofcuteoutfitsthat

matchmine.YesIdidthat!I’m sittingonthe

couchwaitingforhim tofinishpayingsowe

cangograbsomefood.Iam hungryfor

days,Icouldmuchonamovingcow.

‘It’salwaysapleasureseeingyou.’The

messagepopsuponmyhomescreen.

IlookaroundandIcan’tseehim.



‘Shouldn’tyoubeattheoffice?Andwhy

didn’tyoucomesayhi?’Irespond.

‘IwasrushingforameetingandIdidn’t

wanttobuttheadswithyourman,Irespect

yourrelationshiptoomuchtocause

problemsforyou.’

‘Idoubtyouwould’vebutthankyou.’

‘HavealovelydayfurtherNqobile.’

‘SametoyouSfiso.’

Iputmyphoneawayandwaitforthisman.

Hefinishesupandinsistsonholdingallour



bags.NowIlooklikeanunreasonablegirl

whojusttookthisswipedthehelloutof

thisman’scard.Wedecidetogoleave

everythinginthebootbeforeheadingfor

lunch.

[05/09,18:31]Mca:FORTYEIGHT

Unedited

Thevastarrayofwildlifeonthissafarihave

beenbreathtaking,moresobecausewe

optedfortheopenvehiclesafari.Iwas

obviouslyallchickenaboutitbut

LindokuhleMngomezuluwashavingnone

ofit.Afterbeggingandbeggingandmore

begging,hefinallyconvincedmetoandwell

hereweareparkedinthemiddleof

nowhereafewmetresawayfrom thekingif

thejungle.



Therangerexplainedtousthathis

knowledgeandexperiencewillensurethat

wehavethebestsafariwehaveeverbeen

on.Imustsaygettingupatthecrackof

dawnforthismagnificentviewwasworthit.

Godwasjustshowingoffwhenhecreated

nature.Theprideislyingthereobliviousto

ourpresencewhilethesunrisesintheir

background.Idon’tthinkitgetsanybetter

thanthis.

Ihavemyheadrestedonthisman’schest

whilehisisrestedonmine.We’rewrapped

upinablanketandIcouldstaylikethis

forever.Ifwehadthoughtthatfairytales

don’texistthensurelywewerewiththe

wrongpeople.IbelievethatIhavefoundmy



fairytalewithMngomezulu.Ihavenever

beenthishappyandIcanonlygethappier

from hereonright?Yes,thisloveandjoy

canonlygofrom strengthtostrength.

“Didyouknowthatamalelioncanmateup

to100timesadayinaprocessthatonly

lasts17seconds?Theycangoatthisfor

aroundfourtofivedays.”Therangersays.

LindochucklesloudlyandIlookupathim.

What’sfunny?

“Yini?”Iask.

“Icango100timesadaykodwaIcanlast



longerthanthat17seconds.”

“Yeahbecause30secondsisan

achievementright?”Isay.

HelaughssoftlywhileticklingmeandItry

myutmostbestnottoburstoutinlaughter.

Weweretoldtokeepitdownbutthisman,

lordthisman.

“Takethatback.”Hesaysbitingmyearlobe.

“OkayokayItakeitback.”Isaysoftly.

Iturnmyfocusbacktotheranger.Lindo

odom sometimes.



“It’susuallylionesseswhoapproachthe

maleoftheirchoosingratherthanthemale

approachingthefemale.”Therangersays.

Shelantombishela!

“Wenayouwouldn’thavemadeyourmove

onmeifIdidn’tne.”Hewhispersinmyear.

“Iwouldn’tvele.”Isaychuckling.

Thatisthetruththough.Whenwefirst

hookedupIwasstillinaplacewhereI

wasn’tsurewhetherIwantedtodothis

wholelovethingagain.HonestlyIjust



neededhim toscratchmyitchinthe

beginningbutaswegottospendmoretime

togetheryeahIfellfortheguy.

“Yousuckyazi.”Hesays.

Ichucklelightandshushhim.I’m tryingto

takenotesherephela.

“Lionessesareoftenseenbitingmales

duringmating.Thisisbecausethemale’s

spikedpeniscancausepainwhen

withdrawn,whichunderstandablymakes

herwanttoretaliate,butnaturehasa

purposeforthis,becauseinhurtingherit

stimulatesovulationtooccur.”



“Interesting.”Lindosays.

“Goon.”Isay.

Iknowhehasmoretosayonthis.

“ItmeansIhavetodigyoudeeperinorder

toplantsomethinginthere.”

Irollmyeyeswhileshakingmyhead.I’m

notevengoingtoentertainthat.Wespend

therestofourmorningonthegamedrive

andImustsayItrulyenjoyedmyself.Being

soclosetonaturedidsomethingtosoul.I

shouldactuallygoonagamedrivewithmy

grandmother,Iknowshewouldenjoythis.



.

.

I’m lyingontopofthebedreadingabook.

LindoisoutdoingGodknowswhat.Idon’t

evenwanttoknow,ngobaIam enjoyingmy

downtimewithouthim tryingtosexmeup

everytwominutes.YesIenjoybeing

intimatewithhim,infactIlooooveitbut

sometimesIjustwanttowalkaround

nakedwithoutbeinglookedatlikeasnack.

Thedooropensandmymanwalksinwitha

bouquetofflowersinhishands.Awide

smilesbreaksoutontomyface.Ihaven’t

receivedflowersinaverylongtimeactually.

Hewalksoverandplacesakissonmy

cheek.



“Beautifulflowersforagorgeouslady.”He

says.

“Thesearesobeautifulbaby,thankyou.”I

respondwithawidesmileplasteredacross

myface.

“IrealisedthatIhaven’tactuallydoingmy

jobasyourmankodwathatisaboutto

changebaby.I’m goingtoplaceallmy

focusonus.”

“Ndo.”

“IloveyouMelokuhleandIhopethatno



matterwhatyouwillalwaysrememberthat

okay.”

“Okaybaby,Iloveyoutoo.”Isaycupping

hisface.

Thismanrighthere,wordscan’teven

expressjusthowmuchIvaluehim.This

manismylife.Myeverything.Myheartbeat.

uMngomezulewam.

.

.

“Heysis.”

“Heybabyhowareyou?”Iaskhim.



“I’m finethanks.Iwashereatyourplacene

andadeliverycamethrough.It’sabigass

boxandIdon’tknowwhatisinit.ShouldI

openit?”Heasks.

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.

MalibongweSimphiweMkhizeissucha

nosychildsometimes.Whywouldhewant

toopenmybox?Imeanit’smineandnot

ours.Yhuuthisboy.

“Nodon’t!Whoisitfrom?”

“Idon’tknow.”

Ihearsomeshuffling.Hebetternotbe



openingthatbloodybox.Lindotightenshis

holdaroundmybodyandbeginssuckingon

myneck.IwanttomoanbutI’m onthe

phonewithmybrother.Hepinchesmy

nipplesandIcan’tholditin.

“There’sacardanditjustsays,signedM.”

ThelasttimeIreceivedagiftsignedM I

assumeditwasfrom MngomezulubutI

wastotallyoffsoIdon’twanttosay

anythingjustincaseIam.Ifthisboxis

reallyfrom Sfisothenminanayeweregoing

tohaveaproblem.Hecan’tbesendinggifts

tomyhouse.

“Ohokay.I’lltakealookatitwhenIget



home.”

“Howlongareyouguystravellingfor?”

“Amonthorsobutifit’stoolekkertocome

backthenwe’redefinitelynotcomingback.”

Isaychuckling.

“Don’tyoudarebutpleasedoenjoyandI

promisenottoletyourflowersdie.”

“Thankyoubaby,Iloveyou.”

“IloveyoutooMelo.Sharp.”Wehangup.



Isettlebackintomyman’sarmsandenjoy

ourcuddlesession.Theseintimate

momentsalwaysleavemefeeling

vulnerable.Ialwaysfeellikehehasthe

abilitytodiginandseepartsofmethatI

don’twanthim to.

“Melo.”

“Baby.”

“Whyareyouscaredofdoingthetest?”He

asks.

Iheaveasigh.We’redoingthis?



“BecauseI’m scaredtheresultsmight

comeoutnegativeandIdon’tknowhow

youwillhandlethat.LikeI’vebeendown

thisroadbeforeandIknowthe

disappointmentkodwayoudon’tfuthi

you’resoexcitedaboutthepossibilityof

havingaminiyouthatIfeelyouwillbe

devastatedshouldyounotbeabletoget

whatyouwant.

Areyoucertainwhenyousaythatachildis

notadealbreakerforyou?Willyoubeable

tolivetherestofyourlifewithouthaving

fatheredachild?Iknowtherearealotof

optionsavailabletousbutitwon’tbethe

sameasgoingthroughthecravingsand

feelingthekicksandandand.”Isay.



“Iloveyouandyesit’sgoingtohurtand

honestlyIdon’tknowhowIwilltakethe

newsshouldtheybenegative.”Hepauses

andheavesasigh.“I’dalwaysthoughtI

wouldbeafatheryouknowbutIloveyou

andifwecan’tconceivenaturallythenso

beit.”

“LindokuhleIneedyoutobecertain

becauseyousaythisnowbut-”

“Butnothingandanywaywe’rebeing

positiveangithi.”Hesays.

Positive!



Bepositive.

Positive,hesays.Aisizobona.

[05/09,18:32]Mca:FORTYNINE

Unedited

WheneverIthinkofZambiaIalwaysthink

abouthowhectictheirgaylawsare.

Imaginenotbeingabletofullyexpressand

liveyourtruthbecausethelawsaysso.

Imaginespending14YEARSinjailbecause

ofyoursexualpreference.Idon’tgetit.Yes

insomecasesbeingwiththesamesexisa

choicehoweverinmostcasesumuntu

doesn’tchoosetobeattractedtothesame

sex.



Imaginenotbeingabletofullyshow

affectiontothepersonyou’rewithbecause

ofthefearofbeinglockedup,raped,or

killed.Whatacruelsocietywelivein.That

timeumuntuisn’tevenusingyourbodyto

committhis‘sin’astheyalwaysputit.It’s

funnyhowsomesinsaregreaterthanother,

likeyeahyoukilledsomeone,howcould

youkodwawenafagot,youhavecommitted

thegreatestsinknowntoman.

Sigh.Kunzimaouthere.

Anyway,mymanandIareinZambiaand

tonightisoutlastnightherewhichkindof

saddensmebecauseitissuchabeautiful

countryandIfeellikeIhaven’tseenenough

ofit.HeckIhaven’tseenenoughofit.Iwish



wecouldextendouttraybutmansayswe’ll

comebackoneday.Idon’twanttocome

backoneday,Iwanttostaynow.

Thewarm heartofAfricahascapturedmy

heartandIwouldn’tmindlivinghere.We

havehadthehonourofseeingthemajestic

VictoriaFallsandIwould’velovedtosee

themyriadofwaterfallsinthecountry

howeverthemainonesthatIwould’ve

lovedtoseearelocatedinthenorthern

provinceswhichareveryremote.Wewere

toldthatatwoorthreeweekself-drive

circuitwouldbetheonlypracticalwayto

explorethesethem.Itwasabummerbut

seeingtheZambeziRiverkindofmadeup

forit.IswearIdiedandwenttoheavenand

cameback.I’vesaiditbeforeandI’llsayit



again,natureisverybeautiful.IfIwereto

evergetcomparedtonatureIwouldbea

veryhappygirl.

LindoandIarestayinginthecapitaland

haveblendedrightin.Beingfrom thecity

ourselvestherestlessnessofLusakais

normaltousbutwhatIlovethemostisthe

mixofpeopleandcultureinthecity.You

getthesensethatinasmuchasyou’rein

theheartofthecountryyouarestill

connectedtotheruralpartswhichformeis

abeautifulthing.Wehaveexplored

LivingstoneandwhenIsayIfeltathomeI

meanit.ThetouroftheLivingstone

museum wasoneofmybestexperiences.

YouknowbeingonthistripwithLindohas



shownmethatthereisstillsomuchthat

wedon’tknowabouteachother,likethe

factthathe’sanadrenalinejunkie.LordI

havedonethemostridiculousactivities

thatIhadneverthoughtIwouldeverdo,

EVER,inmylife.Thismanhadme

whiteriverrafting.IswearIpissedinmy

pantswhilehewaslaughingandenjoying

himself.Manhadmegoonthegorgeswing.

Nowitfeltlikethatlittlefullbodyharnessof

theirswasgoingtosnapandIwasgoingto

gostraightintohell.A50metresfreefall,

50bloodymetresoffallingbeforethe

bloodyswingingkickedin.Afterseveral

swingsIwasloweredtothegroundwhereI

hadtomakemywaybackuptothetop.

BloodyMngomezulupurchasedaDVDof

myjumpandisplanningonshowingitto

Bongwefirst.I’m goingtokillhim.



WealsowentonahorserideandImust

sayIenjoyedthattothefullest.Obviously

adventureguywasboredbuthehadto

suckitup.Wealsotookaculturaltourtoa

localvillagewherewegottheopportunity

tohelpprepareamealthetraditional

Zambianway.LordthepeopleofTokaLeya

villagearethewarmestandtheirhospitality

isoutofthisworld.Wealsohadthehonour

ofattendingatraditionalceremonywhich

leftmeyearningforme.Ineedtoknow

moreaboutZambiaandit’sdiverseculture.

Therivercruise,myword,sotranquiland

thefactthatweweresurroundedbyhippos

andcrocodilesmadeitthatmuchmore.I

cannotevenbegintodescribetheZambezi



sunset,watchingthesunhoveringoverthe

waterwhileinmyman’sarmswasthe

highlightofmytrip.Wehadaspadatethe

nextmorningwhichwasneededbecause

wespenttheentirenightmakinglove.My

thighsarestifffrom allthebouncinghehad

medobutI’m notcomplaining.

Rightnowwe’regettingreadyforournight

out.Iwasabletofindanunderground

poetryclubandthatisourstopafterdinner.

I’m excitedtogetsomemeaningfulpoetry

inme.LindowalksinjustasI’m tyingmy

shoelaces.Helooksdevilishlyhandsomein

hisallblackoutfit.Heishisfather’sreplica

mygoodness.ThatMngomezuluheight,

arrogance,andlook.



“You’restaring.”Hisvoicesnapsmeoutof

myoglingsession.

Ichucklelightlyandfinishup.Nomakeup,

justlipstickandwearereadytogo.

“Youlookgorgeousmuhles.”Hesays

pullingmeintohisarms.

Heturnsmearoundsothatmybackisto

hisfrontandlooksatmethroughthefull

lengthmirror.I’m wearingablackbustier

withahighwaistjeanandblacksneakers.

I’m goingtothrowonatribalprintjacketto

completethelook.



“WhatdidIdotogetsolucky?”Heasks.

Ismilewidelyandshrug.Idon’tknowhow

toanswerthatyazi.Hegrabshisphoneand

snapsafewmirrorusies,yesit’scalleda

usiengobahe’snotaloneintheshot.Idon’t

meantobragbutmanwelooksogood.He

istheperfectheightandsizeforme.

“Youreadytogomuhles?”

“Yes,letmejustgrabmyjacketandbag.”I

say.

Hekissesmyheadbeforegabbingmystuff

formeandweheadout.



.

.

We’resittinginthisrestaurantandIam

havingkapentawhichissmallsardinetype

fishthatisfriedinoil,tomatoesandonions

servedwithnshimawhichiskindoflikepap.

ThisisauthenticZambiancuisineandIam

lovingit.

“Soareyouhavingagoodtimeonthis

trip?”Heasks.

“Iam baby,areyou?”

“Iam.Iwishwecouldspendallourtime

travelling.”



“Right?Howeverwedoneedcareersto

maintainsuchhabits.”Isaychuckling.

“Speakingofcareers,dadsaidIshould

comehaveachatwithhim whenweget

backhome.”

“You’rereadytogobacktowork?”I’m

concerned.

“I’m goingtogooutofmyminddoing

nothingsoIguessIam butIdon’twantto

beCEO.”

“Whatdoesyourdadthinkaboutthat?”



“Wehaven’treallytouchedonitbut

sizobona.Ijustdon’twanttofindmyselfin

thatspaceIhadfoundmyselfinyouknow.I

don’twanttoputstrainonourrelationship

oronmyself.”

“IunderstandbabybutIthinkthistime

you’llknowjusthowtospreadyourtime

betweeneverythingyouknow.”

“Yeahfuthiwithyouathomeyoucanafford

tocometoafewmeetingswithme.”He

saysplayfully.

“Youseeeeee.Isssawinwin!”Irespond

cheerfully.



AllIwantisforhim todowhatmakeshim

happyandfulfilshim.That’sit.

.

.

Theambianceinthisplacescreamssecret.

Thelightsareslightlydimmedwhichalways

makesaroom feelsomehow.Abeautiful

tallanddarkgoddesstakesthestageand

I’m leftbreathless.Sheistheepitomeofan

AfricanQUEEN.NowI’m gratefulthatI’m

sittingrightnexttothestage.

“It’sstrangehowafewshortsecondscan

leadyouinawholenewdirection.

Italtershowyouthinkandactandseeyour

ownreflection.



From asinglemomenton,mulifewas

foreverchanged.

LikeeverythingIpreviouslyknewhad

suddenlybeenrearranged.

NoonewillneverunderstandjusthowIfelt

thatday.

Butdeepwithinthispoem Ishalltryto

convey.

Icannotevenbegintoillustratethe

repulsivepersonIonceknew.

IintendtosimplyexpressthehorrorIwent

through.

Iwasabruptlypinnedagainstthewallofa

hard,roughconcretestairwell,attwoAM,in



Mexico,wherenotasoulwaslikelytodwell.

SuddenlyIwascaptured,nopossibleway

toescape.

Wonderingifudeservedit,itwastrulymy

fate.

Itriedtoflyaway,butmywingshehad

beenbroke.

Iwaslikeaninnocentcowthatheusedto

prodandpoke.

Mymindfilledwithconfusion,andhisfilled

withlust.

Hetookanotherpartofmewitheachand

everythrust.

Tearslikeelegantpearlsgracefulludanced



downmyface.

Ipeeredintohissoulwithafirm lookof

disgrace.

Hiscoldtouchlikeavacuum,suckingout

lifeinme.

Hisearswerewideopenbuthewouldn’t

hearmyplea.”

LindogetsupandwalksoutandIrushafter

him.Ifindhim leaningwithhisforehead

againstthewall.Iholdhim from behindand

restmyheadonhisback.Hisbodyis

literallyshakingandheisscaringme.

“Babywhat’swrong.”



“Wejustliveinasickworldandya.The

possibilityofthewomeninmylifegoing

throughthatisscary,Imeanmom went

throughitandIhaveyouandEnhleandI

can’talwaysbetheretoprotectyou.It’sjust

ascarythought.”

“Baby.”Isaysoftly.

Idon’tknowwhattosay.Ican’tsaythatit

willneverhappentousbecausethat’snot

reallyguaranteed.Sigh.Butmyheartswells

atthesightofavulnerableMngomezulu.I

loveitwhenheexpresseshowheactually

feels.

Wedecidetoditchpoetrynightbecauseit



startedoffonagloomynoteandheadback

tothehoteltohaveourownparty.Aparty

fortwoIcanalwaysdo.

[05/09,18:32]Mca:FIFTY

Unedited

I’vebeenawakeforovertwohoursnowbut

Ican’tseem togetoutofbedbecausemy

heartisn’treadyfortheday.Todayisour

finaldayofourwonderfulvacationandwe

areintheeverbeautifulLesotho.

Sigh.

WheredoIevenbegintoletyouinonthe

beautyofthiscountry,MYGOODNESS?Let



mestartonourtripfrom MaserutoKatse

Dam.Wedroveforabout6hoursthrough

thepicturesqueMalotimountains.The

secondweenteredthehillyregion,wewere

welcomedbysnowcoveredmountains

whichwereabsolutelybreathtaking.The

higherwewentthesnowbegantravelling

alongsideus.IswearIfeltlikealittlekidin

acandystore.YesI’veseensnowbefore

butthatwasyearsago.ThismanI’m with

lookedatmelikeIwassomealien.

Seethethingisheisusedtoseeingsnow

becausehewasafrequentvisitorinthe

queensland.Wellheshouldleaveusbasis

peopletogushinpeace.Anywaywhenwe

gottothetopandactuallygotthechance

toseethewholeviewofthevalley,IswearI



died.Everything,theview,thebreeze,the

sun,everythingwasjustworkingtogether

tocreateamagnificentmemoryinmymind.

MymomentwasdisruptedbyMngomezulu

throwingasnowballdirectlyonmyface.

Andthatladiesandgentlemenwashowour

snowfightstarted.

Bythetimewehadtogobackweweredog

tiredandthesunwasalreadyset.The

moonwasouttoplayandtheareawas

sparklingduetothereflectionfrom.The

skywassoclearthatitleftmemesmerised.

Idon’tthinkIwillevergetanother

opportunitylikethisagain.CONTENT.

That’sthewordtodescribehowIfeelright

now.



Hemumblessomeinaudiblesentenceas

heturnstogivemehisback.Isnuggle

closerandplaceawetkissonhisback

beforerestingmyhead.I’vegottenthe

pleasurablehonourofgettingtoknowthis

manonamuchdeeperlevelandIhave

fallendeeperforhim.Notonlyishe

handsomebutheisfun,intelligent,caring,a

bigsoftie–yesthisbigmanissosoftit’s

amazing.

HaveImentionedthatIdon’twantthistrip

toend?Gosh.Todaywe’redoingourfinal

activityandthatisvisitingoneofthe

orphanagesaroundthearea.Onour

snowboardingdaywemetacouplewhoare

from Botswana.Itturnsoutthewifeowns

theorphanagewe’regoingtoandthey



invitedustocomeandseehowthingsare

runandeverything.Iwon’tlie,Iwashesitant

atfirstbutintheendIgaveinandwe’llhere

weare.HopefullyI’llbeabletokeepmy

emotionsincheck,becauseItrybyall

meanstoavoidchildrenthataren’twithin

myfamilybuthey.

Irolloutofbedandmakemywaytothe

bathroom tobrushmyteethandwashmy

face.Ifinishupthenmakeacupofcoffee

from myself.Iheadoutsidetositbythe

balconyandtakeinthisbeautyforthelast

time.I’m definitelycomingbackheresoon,

maybewithmysiblings.Yeahwehaven’t

hadourdowntimeinawhile.IguessI’ve

plannedournexttrip.

.



.

I’m dressedinsweatsandahoodie

becausethebreezeheredoesn’tplay,futhi

we’regoingtoberunningaroundwithkids

thewholedaysoitseemedverypractical.

Lindoisalsodressedintheexactsame

outfitasIam.SMH,

‘Iwanttolookasprettyasyoubaby.’He

said.

Ihavenowordsforhim.Wearriveatthe

orphanageandImustsayitisbeautiful.

Thehouseisagreytriplestoreyhouseand

judgingfrom whatwe’reseeing,itpromises

tobeapositiveenvironment.Wemakeour

wayinsideandwe’rewelcomedbyWarona



walkinginwithatoddlerholdingherhand.

“Youmadeit!”Sheexclaims.

Weshareahugandsheshakes

Mngomezulu’shandbeforesheleadsusto

whereherhusbandJohnis.He’ssittingin

thelivingroom watchingcartoonswitha

groupofchildren.Loudlaughtereruptsin

theroom andI’m assumingwhatwe’re

watchingjustgottoitsfunnypoint.These

littlehumansarecrackedupanditisa

beautifulsighttowatch.

Johngetsupandgreetingsareexchanged.

Lindojoinshim whileIheadtothekitchen

withWarona.Sheintroducesmetothe



chefsandthecaregiversaswellasthe

cleanersandsecurityguards.Imustsay

thisistopnotchstuff.Wemakeourway

outsideandsettleontheswings.Theplay

areaishugebytheway.Itisafullparkat

thebackandyoucantellthatthekidsenjoy

thesefacilitiesonadaily.

“SoMelohowareyou?”Sheasks.

“I’m goodandyou?”

“I’m good.Thankyouforacceptingour

invitation.Itmeansalottous.”

“Thankyoufortheinvite.”



“I’llshowyouaroundthefacilityabitlater

oncetherestofthesquadhaswokenup.”

Shesayswithabrightsmileonherface.

“Ofcourse.Sohowmanychildrendoyou

havehere?”

“Wecurrentlyhouse35kidsbutwe’re

hopingtoexpandtoatleast50inthis

housebeforefindinganotherlocationfor

more.”

Inodlightly.

“Andtheirages?”



“Theyrangefrom 2monthsto17years.We

onlyhaveonenewbornyousoshegetsall

theattentionwhichsheloves

wholeheartedly.”Shesayschuckling.

“IknowIwouldtoo.Imeanawholehouse

filledwithpeoplegushingoverme.”Isay.

“SowhydidyoudecideonLesotho?”Iask.

“WehaveahomebackhomeinBotswana

andidon’tknowIfellinlovewithLesotho.I

knewthattherewerepeoplewhoneeded

myhelpandwithwhatIhad,westartedthis.

MypurposeistohelpGod’schildrenandI

am fulfillingit.”

Inodinacknowledgement.Whatsheis



doingisverybeautifulandIwanttoget

involvedsomehow.

“SohowlonghaveyouandLindobeen

together?”Sheasks.

“Justafewmonthsgoingonayearand

howhaveyoubeenmarried?”

“5years.”Shesaysinaproudtone.

WatchingherandJohninteractyoucannot

missthelovethattheyshare.Headoresher

andthatgiveshertheconfidencetohold

herheaduphigh.



“Congratulations.Theloveyoushareistruly

beautifultowatch.”Isaygenuinely.

“Thankyou.It’shardbutit’sallworthit.I

lovethatman.”

Wecontinuechattingaboutrandom things

forawhileuntilwe’retoldthattheyoungest

memberofthefamilyisawake.Ialsocan’t

waittogushoverher.

.

.

Haveyoueverlaidyoureyesonsomething

andimmediatelyfalleninlove?Onelookat

herandmyheartwastakenbyher.Ilove

her.Iwanther.Sheissobeautiful.Sheis

lightincomplexionandhasbeautiful



marbleeyes.Shehasacutepoutonright

nowandI’m atalossforwords.

“Hermotherleftheratthegateandthat

wasthat.WenamedherNthabiseng

becauseshehasbroughtalotofjoyinour

lives.”Waronasays.

I’m stillgushingoverthisangel.Iam taken.

Ifeelhim wraphisarmsaroundmywaist

thenresthischinonmyshoulder.Inmy

heartthisissuchabeautifulmomentandI

wanttoexperienceitsobad.YouseewhyI

didn’twanttocomehere?



“Youtwoaresuchabeautifulcoupleand

youaredefinitelygoingtomakebeautiful

parents.”Waronasayssnappingafew

pictures.

“Sheissobeautifulbaby.”Lindowhispers

inmyear.

Shewrapshertinyhandaroundhisfinger.I

don’twanttoletgobutIknowhewantsto

holdheraswell.Ihandhertohim andhe

hasthewidestsmileIhaveeverseenon

him.Theylooksocutetogether.

“Whenyoutwohaveone,Iwanttobethere

whenheorshearrivesbecausethismanis

goingtomakethebestfatheraround.”



Waronasays.

“Iagree.”Johnsayswalkingin.“Hehad

thosekidseatingoutthepalm ofhishand.”

“They’resucheasykids.”Lindosays

chuckling.

“Nothey’renotbutclearlytheylikeyou.”

Waronaaddsin.

Wehaveourlittleadultsessionwithbaby

Nthabisengbeforehavingtogooutandjoin

theolderkids.IgettofeedNthabiandmy

heartswells.OhLesothohasjustsealedits

placeinmyheart.Iam definitelycoming



backforthisone.

Ican’tbelievethatourtripisoverandwe’re

goingbacktoreality.Sigh
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Homesweethome.

Malibongwehasbeenlivinghere,Icantell

bythesmellofweedintheair.Thisboyis

turningmyhouseintoadaggaden.Ithink

it’stimeItakebackmykeyfrom him ngoba

thisistoomuchnow.Clearlyhe’sdoing

muchbetter.Argh.Ithrowmybagand

jacketonthecoffeetablebeforeflopping



myselfonthecouch.Lindowalksin

draggingourbagsandleavesthem inthe

middleoftheroom thencomestojoinme

onthecouch.

HepullsmeintohisarmsandIrestmy

headonhischest.Home.TosaythatIhave

enjoyedourweeksoftravelswouldbean

understatement.Africaissuchabeautiful

continentfilledwithrich,diversecultures.I

thinkweallneedtoseealittlebitofit

beforewedepartfrom thelandoftheliving.

Iwouldn’tmindgoingonthistripagain.

“Areyouhappy?”Iaskhim.

“VerymuchsomaMngomezuluandyou?”



“Iam Ndo,Ireallyam.”Irespondgenuinely.

Sigh.Happinessflowsallinandaroundme.

“ImissNthabiseng.”Hesayssulking.

Idon’tblamehim,Imisshertoo.Thattiny

humanissopreciousandIcouldn’touther

down.Weweremeanttocomeback

yesterdaybutIjustwantedalittlemore

timewithhersowecheckedoutofthe

hotelthenspentthenightattheorphanage.

Lindowasrunningupanddownwiththose

kidsmuchtommeGladys’sannoyance.I

spentallmytimewithWaronaandlittle

Nthabi.God,thatonestolemyheartandmy



wholeentirebeing.

LindoandIspentthenightwithher,nappy

changing,feedingandall.Atsomepointin

themightIfoundmyselfintearsbecauseI

wasexperiencingsomethingthatIdesire

withmyentirebeing.Havingtoleaveher

thismorningwasthehardestthingI’veever

hadtodobutIpromisedtocomecheckon

hersoon.

“Youcouldalwaysgobackyouknow.”Isay.

“I’dlovetobabybutahhhanywayareyou

planningongoingbacktoworknowthat

you’reback?”



“Nope.I’m puttingthefinaltouchesonmy

secretprojectsoIneedtofocusonthat.”

“Stillwon’ttellmevele?”

“Nopeuzobonanje.”Isaygettingup.

Imakemywaytoourbedroom andI’m

greetedbytheboxBongwewastalking

about.Iwonderwhatthisguydecidedto

send.Iopenitandontopofthebubble

wrapisanote.

‘MissMkhize

IdoapologiseifIam oversteppingmy

mark,Ijustwantedtosaythankyoufor



yourinputeventhoughyou’regoingtosay

youdidnothing,whatyouaddedontothe

proposalhelpedsealthedealandforthatI

am grateful.

Thisisjustatokenofmyappreciation.I

hopeyouenjoyit.

Sfiso.’

Itossthecardasideandremovethebubble

wrap.Idon’tknowwhetherIshouldlaughor

ini.Thismanboughtmetheentiresetof

Ziyandaappliances.Irememberwejoked

aboutitduringdinnerbutforhim toactually

buttheset.Wow.



“Andthis?”Lindoaskswalkingin.

Hepicksthecardupandreadsitbefore

puttingitback.

“Who’sSfiso?”Heasks.

“Anacquaintance.”

“Anacquaintancethathasyouraddress?”

Heaskschuckling.

Iturntolookathim andhehashishard

faceon.NowhowdoItellhim thatSfisois

Mavundla?He’sgoingtoblowagasket.

Ngeke.



“Yesbaby.”That’sallIsay.

Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.I

knowthismanandIknowthathismindis

runningon200rightnow.He’sangryandhe

istryingsohardtokeepittogether.Thisis

onethingIdon’tlikeaboutLindo,hisanger.

Heliterallyblowsupinsecondsanditisnot

aprettysight.

“IoncetoldyouwhatwouldhappenifIwere

tofindoutukuthiuyangijolelaangithi?”

Nowit’smyturntochuckle.



“Idon’tappreciatehowyou’realways

insinuatingthatI’m cheatingonyou.

AnywayIwouldn’tbeasdumbastoallow

mysidetodelivershitatmyhouse.Soyou

canpackthatlittlewhateveryouwantto

callitthatyoujusttriedtopullaway.”

“OkayketellmewhoisSfiso?”

“Myanswerwillnotthedifferentthistime

round,Sfisoisanacquaintance.Nothing

more.”Imakemywaytowardshim.

Iwrapmyarmsaroundhiswaistandgaze

deepintohissoul.He’ssojealous,it’s

almostcuteexceptMngomezulu’sjealousy

isscary.IsawitwhenIreceivedthose



flowersandhelostit.

“Ihatethatyoualwaysassumetheworstof

mebeforeyouevenattempttoask.Ilove

youLindokuhleandIwouldn’tplayyoulike

that.”Isaysoftly.

“You’reagorgeouswomanMelokuhleandI

getscaredsometimes.”

“Youdon’thavetobaby.”

“ButIdobecauseatsomepointsIfeellikeI

don’tdeserveyou.”Hesaysbeforeheaving

asigh.



“YoudeservemeLindo,youlovemeandI

you.Youdeservemebaby.”

“Okaybaby.”Heplacesakissonmylips.

“SowhatdidSfisogetyou?”Heasks.

“Appliances.”Isay.

“Hmmmm.”Heplacesakissonmy

foreheadbeforelettingmegoandwalking

go.

Sigh.He’ssulkingbuthe’llcomearound.

Right?

.

.



We’vebeenbackforafewdaysnowand

LindoleftforCapeTownyesterday.It’sall

partofhisintegrationbackintothe

company.Aslongashe’shappyand

workingthenIguessI’m good.He’scoming

backinatwodaystimebecausewehave

anappointmentwiththedoctortoseeif

anythingisbakingintheoven.HonestlyI

don’tthinkthereisbecauseIwould’ve

noticedthechangesbutanywaywe’llsee.

RightnowI’m onmywaytoseeAmanda

andBandile.Ihaven’tseenthem inawhile

andImiustadmitImissthem morethanI

caretoadmit.ThesecondIstepintothe

houseIam greetedbychaos.Lwandileand

Khanyisilearesingingoutloudandnoitis

notapleasantsound.



“Higuys.”

“HiMelo.”Theychorusback.

Iwon’tevenattempttomakeconversation

withthem.Bandilewalksinfrom outside

andhejustshakeshishead.Iguesshealso

doesn’tgetit.Weshareawarm hugbefore

headingoutside.

“Where’syourwife?”

“She’snotfeelingtoowellsoshe’s

snapping.”Hesays.



“Isitthepregnancy?”Iask.

“Yeahthemorningsicknesswhichisn’tjust

inthemorningisreallybadthisweek.”He

sayssoundingsad.

Shamemybrotherwantsnothingkahis

preciousAmandaandIknowifhecouldhe

wouldtakethesicknessonhimself.Sheis

oneblessedwomantohavefoundaman

whowouldliterallydojustaboutanything

forher.

“Arghmanhopefullyit’llgetbetterastime

goes.”



“YeahIhopeso.Anywaywenahowwas

yourtrip?”Heasks.

“ItwasamazingNdile,likeIfeellighterand

mymindisclearerandI’m justmoregeared

upforlifenow.”

Thattripwasmorethanjustafunvacation

butitrenewedmyenergyandmythirstfor

life.

“That’sgoodsis.Anythingthatrenewsyour

strengthyouknowI’m allfor.”Hesays.

“Andthatadorableprincess?”

“Nthabi,wemetheratanorphanagein



Lesotho.”

“Howdidyoufeelaboutthat?Thewhole

beingsurroundedbykids?PhelaIknowyou

avoidbeinginsuchsituationswith

everythinginyou.”

“AhhhlikeNdileI’vebeencryingoverthis

babythingforyearsnowandIhave

honestlyacceptedthatitjustwon’thappen

formesoyeahbutIwasfine.Ididn’tfeel

likediggingaholeandburyingmyself.”

Hescootscloserandpullsmeintohisarms.

“IpraythatGodgrantsyouamiracleeach



dayMelo.Ifanyonedeservestoexperience

thewholejoyofpregnancyandmotherhood

itisyou.Irememberhowyoualwaysheld

myhandwhenwewereyoungerandhow

youmadesurethatIwaseatingbeforeyou

wouldeatanything.Youtookcareof

BongweandIlikeitwasyourresponsibility

andyoustilldoalongwithmychildandour

sister.IbelievethatGodisaGodof

miraclesandthatthisisthelasttimewe’re

beingallsobaboutthis.Whatyoudesire,

youwillbegranted.”

“Andifitdoesn’thappenthenitisalsostill

fine.”Isay.

“Andifitdoesn’thappenthenitisalsostill

fine.”Herepeats



Ilovemybrotherandit’smomentslike

thesethatIcherishmorethananythingelse.
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I’m onmywayhomefrom mydoctor

becauseIneededtohavemyblooddrawn

fortomorrow.ThedoctorsaidIcouldjust

doittomorrowbutIdon’twanttospendthe

entiredayinthatenvironment.LikeIhave

beensayingallalong,Idon’tknowhowI

feelaboutthisvisitbutsekuzobonakala

khona.Myphoneringsdisturbingmy

session.

“Hey.”



“MeloI’m onmyway,Ishouldbetherein

about30minutes.”Shesayssoftly.

Iknowmyfriendandshesoundssodown

rightnow.Wehaven’tspokeninawhile

becauseIwastravellingandsowasshe.

ShehadmanagedtobookagiginTokyo

andforusthatisabigdeal.Ihope

everythingisokay.

“Areyouokay?”Iask.

“We’lltalkwhenIgetthere.”Shesays

beforehangingup.



OkaynowI’m concerned.Reaisthebubbly,

lightintheroom andwhensheisdownyou

canliterallyfeelit.Iprayit’snothingdeep.

Letmemakemywaytothemarkettograb

afewthingsforus.Comfortfoodiswhat

we’rehavingtodaybecauseIgetthefeeling

thatwe’regoingtoneeditaswellas

alcohol.Lotsandlotsofalcoholforthat

matter.

IbuyeverythingIneedthenmakemyway

home.Ihopemybrotherdoesn’tdecideto

popinunexpectedlytoday.Speakingof

Malibongwe,mom wantshim tomoveback

homebecauseshewenttogocheckonhim

andfoundnothingbutalcoholinhisfridge

andtakeawaypackagesinthebin.Heis

literallysurvivingonalcoholandjunk.For



methatisn’treallyabigdealbecauseat

leasthe’seating.Igetworriedwhenhe

doesn’teatatallbuthehasn’thadan

episodeinawhilesoI’m happyaboutthat.

Iarrivehomeandgetstraightintocooking.

I’m makingpapwithchickenintestinesand

feet.I’daddingibletsaswellbuttheytake

toolongtocook.Aknockcomesthrough

thedoorasI’m rinsingthechickenfeet.I

wipemyhandsandrushtogoopen.Reaoh

myRea,lookssogorgeous.Okayshe;s

alwaysgorgeous,maybeit’sbecauseI

haven’tseenherinaverylongtime.

“Heybaby.”Isaypullingherinforahug.



“Imissedyou.”

“Imissedyoutoo.”Isaysqueezingher

tighter.

Idon’twanttoletgo.Ifwecould,we’dstay

inthispositionforeverbutthat’snot

practical.Wepullbackandmakeourway

intothekitchen.Thesmileonherface

meansmychoiceofmealhasbeen

approvedandIcancookitinpeace.Ifinish

rinsingeverythingthenthrowitallinthepot.

Igetthereadycleanedintestinesfrom this

onespecificladyatthemarket.Shecleans

them sowellthatevenrinsingthem feels

likeawaste.Icouldnevergetthem that

clean.Never.



“YoulooksmashingMelo,IseeLindois

hittingitright.”

Ilaughloudlywhileshakingmyhead.I

forgetjusthowidioticshecanget

sometimesbutIloveherassheis.

“Kerebonafrom allanglesbabes,all

angles.”

“Ohhthedicklovebabesthedicklove.”She

saysdramatically.

SeewhatImean?



“Wena,isKabelostillhittingit?”Iask.

Shechuckleslightlywhileshakingherhead.

Hawuwhatdoesthatevenmean?Haailet

meleaveherabit.Igrabtwoglassesanda

bottleofwinealongwithsomebiltongand

Doritos.Sheaddsinapacketofgummies

andwemakeourwaytothelivingroom.

Wecan’tcuddleupinbedanymorebecause

indodaandtheguestroom doesn’tfeelthe

same.Ifillourglassesandtakeasipoutof

mine.Shedigsintothebiltongandmoans

inappreciation,Idon’tblameher,thatstuff

isgood.It’snowonderBongwecomeshere

justtomunchon.

“SohowwasTokyo.”Iask.



“ThehonourofbeingbookedMelo.Likegirl

youknowI’vebeenbooedtherebeforebut

thefactthatIgotbookedforoneofthe

biggestfashionhousesthatisstillsurreal.I

feellikeI’m goingtowakeupfrom this

dream andIam goingtorealisethatitwas

justthat,adream.Idon’tknow.”

“Wellitwasn’tadream baby,youlegit

walkedthehelloutofthatstageand

solidifiedyourspotinthisindustry.Ifthey

didn’tknowwhoReawasthenthey

definitelyknowhernow.I’m soproudofyou

pumpkinandIknowyouaregoingtoreach

forthestarsfrom hereonout.Bonathe

modellingworldisyoursforthetaking!”



“HaveIevertoldyouIappreciateyou?”

“Idon’tmindhearingitagain.”

“WellIappreciateyouMelokuhleMkhize,so

muchsothatIhavedecidedtomakeyou

anaunt.”Shesays.

Huh?Anaunt?Ittakesawhileforitto

actuallyclick.Isthisonesayingshe’s

pregnant?What?How?

“You’repregnant?”Iwhisper.

Shenodsrepeatedlywithtearsfallingdown

herface.Ohman.Idon’tknowwhether



thosearehappytearsorwhatbutknowing

Reashe’snotexactlythrilledaboutthis.

“IfeelsobadMelo.”

“Why?”Iaskpullingherintomyarms.

“BecauseIdon’twantthis.Thiswasn’tpart

ofmylifeplanandhereIam expecting

marawenathisisyourdream youwantthe

wholefamilysetupbutyoucan’thaveitthe

naturalway.IthurtsmeMeloandthefact

thatIevenconsideredabortioncrushesme.

Ican’tbesocruelwhenmybestfriendhas

itsotough.”Shesayscrying.



Itightenmyholdaroundherbodyandallow

hertoletitout.Idon’thavearesponsefor

her.Ihavelearnttoputasidemyfeelings

andactuallyenjoyandcelebratewhenmy

peoplebringlifeintothisworldbecauseI

gettobeapartoftheirlifeandenjoythe

journeywiththem.

“Iknowthatyou’rescaredbutI’m herefor

youandsoisD,heckIknowheisgoingto

bebeyondexcited.Iobviouslywon’t

encourageyoutohaveaninfactIwilltry

mybesttotalkyououtofit,notbecauseI

can’tbarechildrenbutbecauseareagift

andthefactthathehasalreadychosena

homeinyourwombatteststothefactthat

healreadyhasapurposeinlife.”



“I’m soscaredMelokamonnaleKabelo

aren’tevendatingwe’rejustfuckingand

nowwe’rebringingbabyintoourmessed

upsituation.”

“Idon’tthinkKabeloisunreasonable.Just

talktohim andseewhathesaysthenwe

cantakeitfrom therekodwaevenifhe

doesn’twantthebabythenkurightngoba

you’vegotus.”

“Iloveyou.”

“Iloveyoutoopumpkinandwe’regoingto

bejustfineyezwa.”



Shenodslightlyasshecontinuestocry.I

hopethatKabelowilldecidetostepupnot

forRea’ssakebutforthischild.Toomany

peoplearewalkingaroundwithscarsof

theirchildhoodweighingthem downall

becauseoneorbothparentsdidn’twantto

stepup.

.

.

LindoandIarethedoctorgettingour

results.Themaintestwasthepregnancy

testngobahebelievesthatI’m pregnantso

we’rehereforthat.

“Nowwefoundthepregnancyhormonein

yourblood-”



“Soshe’spregnant?”Lindocutsthedoctor

offexcitedly.

“Unfortunatelythetestscameback

negativeforpregnancy.”

“Butthehormone.”

“Whatthatsuggestsisthatyouwere

pregnantbutunfortunatelyyoumiscarried.I

am sosorry.”Thedoctorsays.
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“Areyouokay?”Iaskhim aswestepinto

thehouse.



Henodslightlyanddisappearsintothe

kitchen.Iheadtoourbedroom andchange

outofoutfitintomypyjamasandslideinto

theblankets.Hewalksinandgoesintothe

bathroom.Hewalksbackinandmoves

aroundtheroom.

“I’m goingout.”Heannounces.

“Doyouwanttotalk?”Iasksoftly.

“Nah.I’llseeyoulater.”

“Ndo.”



“Yeah.”

“Pleasejustholdme.”Isaysoftly.

“I’llseeyoulaterMelo.”Hewalksout

leavingmecrushed.

AfterthedoctorconfirmedeverythingI

instantlywentnumb.Myminddriftedoffto

thenightIstartedmyperiodwhileIwas

withKhanyisileandhowheavytheywere.I

alsothoughtaboutherriddlesaboutthe

babyanditallsuddenlymadesense.There

wereonlytwopeopleinthefamilywho

werepregnant,wellwhoweknoware

pregnantandthey’rebothstillbothcarrying

soitmeansshewasreferringtome.



IguessIwassonegativeaboutthe

possibilityofeverfallingpregnantthatI

didn’teventhinkthatshewasreferringto

me.Idon’tknowhowIfeelhonestly.Ithink

I’m okaybecauseIdidn’tknowaboutthe

pregnancy,Idon’tknow.Ndoontheother

handIcantelliscrushed.Thatmanso

badlywantstobeaparentthatithurtsme

toknowIcanneverbarehim children.I

wishhecould’vestayedandtalkedtome

butIunderstandheneededhisspace.

Isinkintotheblanketandshutmyeyes.I

justneedtorestforalittlebit.Justforabit.

.

.



I’m wokenupbymyphoneringing.Without

evenattemptingtoopenmyeyesIreachfor

itandanswer.

“Hello.”

“Heybabyhowareyou.”Mom’svoice

comesthrough.

“I’m goodandyoumom?”

“Yousoundoutofitwhat’swrong?”

“NothingIwasjustsleepingandyouwoke

meup.”Isay.



“OhI’m sorry.Ijustwantedtofindoutif

you’llbeatSundaylunch.”

TodayisFriday.Idon’tknowifIwillbegood

companysoIwon’tcommittoanythingas

yet.Futhimymotherknowsjusthowtoget

undermyskinalongwithherhusband.

“I’m notsuremommybutIwillconfirm with

youorI’lljustrockup.It’snotlikemyone

plateisgoingtomessupwithyour

calculations.”Isaychuckling.

Shegigglessoftlyandmyheartswellsabit.

ThesoundofmymotherlaughingisallI

needtogetthroughsomemoments.Ihave

thisstrongurgetoletherinonwhatis



happeningbutIjustwanttotalktoLindo

firstbeforetellingeveryoneelse.

“You’reright.OkaybutIdohopethatyou

willmakeitbecauseImissyouprincess.”

“Imissyoutoomom butifIdon’tseeyou

onSundayIwillseeyousometimenext

week.”Isay.

“Okaymybaby.Letmeleaveyoutoyour

nap.Iloveyou.”

“Iloveyoutoo.Sharp.”Isaybeforehanging

up.



Icheckthetimeandit’s4:42PM.Lindohas

beengonesincebeforemidday.Iwantto

callbuthemightnotanswerhisphoneand

IthinkthatwouldhurtmesoIwillwaitfor

him tocomebackhome.Irolloutofbed

andheadtothebathroom towashmyface

andrinsemymouth.Imakemywaytothe

kitchentogetstartedondinner.Spaghetti

andminceshoulddo.Everythingcomes

togetherandby5:30Iam donewith

everything.

Igrababottleofwineandgosettleonthe

couch.I’m staringatthisblankscreenand

itisreflectingexactlywhatIam feeling.A

smallpartofmekeepsgoingbacktoall

thosetimesheaskedmetodothetestbut

Irefused.MaybejustmaybeifIhad



listenedthenwewouldbetalkinga

differentstoryrightnow.Alonetear

escapesmyeyedownmycheekbutIcatch

itbeforeitinvitesothers.Iguessthisreally

isn’tformethen.

.

.

It’s11:30PM andIam onmyfourthbottle

ofwine.I’vesippingslowlyhopingthat

Lindowillcomebackbutstillnothing.I’m

worriedthatsomethingmight’vehappened

tohim outthere.Theleasthecoulddoislet

meknowthathe’sokay.Idownmydrink

andjustasI’m abouttocleanup,hewalks

in.Hedoesn’tevengreet,hejustmakeshis

waytothebedroom.Sigh.Iclearmymess

beforeturningthenightsoffandheadingto

bed.



He’ssittingonthebedstaringintospace.

Hiseyesarebloodshotredandhisface

coldandhard.Sigh.Isitnexttohim andtry

totakehishandinminebutheslidesit

away.

“Ndo.”Isaysoftly.

“I’m hurtMelokuhle.Iam sofuckenhurt

andthefactthatIaskedyoucountless

timestotakethetestisalsoaddingonto

thepain.”

“I’m sorry.”That’sallImanagetosay.



“Yeahsharp.”Hesaysgettingup.

“Lindoyou’rehurtingmebynottalkingto

me.You’renotsayinganythingtome.”

“Ijustwanttosleep.”Hesaysthenwalks

out.

Idon’tunderstandwhatjusthappenedright

now.Idon’tknowwhethertogoafterhim

ornot.Idecidetogetintobedandjust

sleep.

.

.

WhenIwokeupthismorningLindowas

alreadygoneandwhenItriedtocallhim,



hisphonewentstraighttovoicemail.I

understandthatheishurtingbutIneedhim.

Iwanttofeelhispain,Iwanthim tocryand

letmeinonhowhe’sexactlyfeeling.Ineed

him herewithme.Hecansulkwhilehe’s

here.

Sigh.I’m stillnumb,howeverIthinkthatI

realisewhathappened.Ilostmybaby.Sigh.

Idownmydrinkbeforegoingtotakea

shower.Ifinishup,getdressedthenhead

outtothemall.Ifindmyselfinababystore

lookingatrompers.Ican’tbelievethata

tinyhumancanbringsomuchpainand

happinessinone’slife.Igrabawhite

romperandbootiesthengopayforthem.I

headovertoD’s,that’swhereReaisstaying

forafewdays.



“Mybeautifuldaughter.”Heopenshisarms

formeandIwalkintohisembrace.

“YoulooksofreshD.”Isaychuckling.

“Ihaveadate.”Hewhispers.“Don’ttellyour

friend,she’sinafoulmood.”Headdson.

“Mylipsaresealed.”Isaysoftly.

Hekissesmycheekbeforelettinggo.I

laughlightlyandmakemywaytoherroom.

IfindReacuddledupwithherteddywhile

watchingEat,Pray,Love.Ikickmyshoes

offandsnuggleclosertoher.



“ItoldKabeloandhewasshockedbuthe

wantstostepup,somuchsothathewants

ustomakeourrelationshipofficialbecause

helovesme.Heevenwantstosendhis

familytocomeandpaydamagesbeforeI

headbacktothebigapple.Melowhatam I

evengoingtosaytoD?Wheream Ieven

goingtostart?”

“Let’sgotellhim now.I’m heresowecan

tellhim togetherbutweknowthatheis

goingtobeexcitedngobahewantsa

grandchild.”Isay.

“Willyoutellhim forme?”Sheaskssulking.



Ichucklelightly.She’sjustbeingextrayaz.

“FirstIgotyouagift.”Ihandherthebag

andshebreaksoutintoabroadsmile.

ThisiswhatIloveseeing,ahappyRea.You

knowwhenyouhaveafriendandyouwant

them tobehappy.Whentheirhappiness

becomesyourhappinessandevenwhen

thingsaregoingsouthinyourlife,just

seeingthem happymakesyouforgetabout

yourownstressedabit?Reaisthatperson

inmylife.Iwouldsellalimbifitensured

herhappiness.

“Okaynowthatyou’resmiling,let’sgotell

D.”Isay.



WegetoffthebedandgofindD.Asusual

he’slisteningtojazzandhe’smovingalong

tothebeat.Hestopswhenheseesusand

breaksoutintoasmile.Weahwheream I

evengoingtostartwiththis?

“Doyouhavesomethingyouwanttosay

ladies?”Heasks.

ReanudgesmeandIstandtherefrozen.

RemindmeagainwhyI’m theonebreaking

thesenewstohim?

“Reaispregnant.”Isayandsuckinabreath.



Helooksatusinconfusionbeforebreaking

outinlaughter.Wellthen.Iguesswejust

havetowaitforhim tocalm down.
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AsIhadexpected,Disoverthemoonabout

theeditionintothefamilyandhecouldn’t

stopraingabouthowmuchhehasbeen

preparingtobeagrandfatherforaslongas

hecanremember.Icanactuallybelievethat

butIthinkhe’salsohappyaboutthefact

thatReawillhavesomeonetolookafterher,

wellinthefuturethatis.

Heobviouslygaveusamouthfulabout

beingrecklessandunprotectedsex.We



triedtoexplainthattheywerealwayssafe

andthattherubberbrokebutstillthat

wasn’tsatisfactory.Healsothrewafit

aboutwantingtomeetKabeloandhowhe

wouldn’tjustagreedtohavehisfamily

comepaythedamageswithouthavingmet

him.Readoesn’twantthatbecause

obviouslytheyaren’tinarelationshipbut

wehadtonodandagreetoeverythinghe

wassaying.

WhenIleftDwasstillgoingonandon

abouthowmuchheisgoingtospoilthe

littleoneandhowReawasgoingtomove

backhomeonceshestartsshowing.That

isonethingthathashergoingcrazy,the

factthatshewon’tbeabletowalkinshows

foracoupleofmonthsbecauseofthe



pregnancy.Hopefullyshe’llmakepeace

withthatfactsoon.

IgethomeandasIhadexpectedNdoisn’t

home.Sigh.Iunderstand,reallyIdobutI

wishhewouldjusttakeasecondtojust

holdme.That’sallIwant,forhim tohold

me.I’m tryingsohardtostaystrongright

now.Ijustneedmymantobethereforme.

Ichangeintomypyjamasandheadoutside

intothegardenwithmybottleofwineand

glass.Ican’tbelievethatIactuallyfell

pregnant.IfellpregnantbutIlosthim

beforeIcouldevenacknowledgehim.He

leftme.Justlikethathedecidedtopart

from mewithoutwarning.MaybeifIhad

takenthetestsoonerhewould’vemadeit.



Maybethedoctorscould’vedone

somethingtosavehim.DamnitMelo!You

should’vejustlistened.

Idownmyglassandrefillit.Igrabmy

phoneanddialNdo’snumber.Itringsfora

whilethengoestovoicemail.Sohe’s

ignoringme?hmmm.Icontinuedrinking

whiletakinginthegentlebreeze.Iplanon

gettingcompletelydrunktonight.

.

.

It’sbeenaweeksincewereceivedthenews

ofourmiscarriageandthingsbetween

LindoandIarestillveryItense.Ialsostill

haven’tshedatearbecauseIjustcan’t.

LindoandIliterallysaynothingtoeach



otherandheisalmostneverhomeand

whenheisheissippingonhiswhiskeywith

ahardfaceon.I’m lettinghim dealwithhis

painthebestwayheknowshowto.

Hewalksintothebedroom andheads

straighttotheclosetwithout

acknowledgingmypresence.Sigh.He

walksoutwearingadifferentoutfit,Iguess

he’sgoingoutagain.

“LindokuhleIunderstandthatyou’rehurting.

Igetthatyouwantedthiswitheverythingin

youandIam sorrythatyourdesirecouldn’t

berealised.Iam sorrythatIcouldn’tkeep

ourchildinmywomblongenoughforhim

tomeetus.Iam sorrythatyou’rehurting

rightnowbutpleaseMngomezululetmein.



Tellmehowyoufeel.WElostthechild,so

canwejustgothrowthistogether.”Isay

softly.

Icomefrom anenvironmentwhere

communicatingyourfeelingswasalways

encouragedandgoingthroughsomething

sotragicandnotbeingabletotalkabout

howIam feelingiscrushingmysoul.I

haven’ttoldmyfamilybecauseIkeep

hopingthathewillcomebackandwewill

talkaboutitbutthat’snotthecase.

“SizokhulumaMelo.”

“Hmmm.”Isayandgetoffthebed.



Iheadintothebathroom totakeashower.

I’vebeenholdingittogetherbecauseI

wantedtobehereforthismanwhenhe

finallydecidestobreakdownandactually

letmeinbutIseethatisn’tgoingtohappen

anytimesoonsoIam givingup.Itsslowly

beensinkinginthatthishashappenedbut

thereasonIam notallowingmyselftocry

isbecauseIknowI’m goingtoletmyself

fallintothisdeepholeandIcan’thavethat.

AnotherthingisIpromisedmyselfthatIwill

notburdenmyparentswithmyemotional

issuesbecauseIsawwhatthedivorceput

them throughandIknowthatthiswillkill

them evenmore.Ican’tgotoauntySiba

becausesheispregnant.Ican’ttellBandile

becauseheisgoingtoloseit,sowill



Bongwe.BasicallyI’m keepingittogetherso

thatIdon’thavetohurtanyoneelse.

Ifinishupthenheadtotheclosettoget

dressed.OnceI’m doneIgrabmybag,keys

andphoneandheadout.Ijustwanttobe

outthehouse,that’sallIknowandthat’s

whatI’m doing.Ifindmyselfatoneofmy

favouritegerms.Itsliterallyahiddengerm

andyouwouldn’tknowthattheysellsuch

amazingfoodhere.Itsits30peopleand

hasthefriendlieststaff.

Irequestacornertableandorderaglassof

winewhileIgothroughthemenuwhichhas

changedsincethelasttimeIcamehere.I

settleonthechefsspecialngobaifitwere

uptomeIwouldeateverythingonthis



menu.I’m onwhatsappandmyheartsinks

alittlewhenIviewLindo’s.He’sinhisdad’s

jetmeaningheisn’teveninJoburgatthe

moment.Wow,justwow.Iam speechless

rightnow.Soheleftanddidn’tevenbother

toletmeknow,thenagainwhatdidIexpect?

WhenthewaiterbringsmyfoodIaskhim

forabottleofwine.Ican’tbelievethisman

actually.Youknowwhatfuckhim!Fuck

everything.Idiginandmoanin

appreciationwhenthismushroom sauce

comesintocontactwithmytongue.OhI

am definitelygoingtoenjoythis.

.

.

I’m sittingherelookingatthiscouple

playingwiththeirbabyandIcan’tstopthe

tearthatflowsfrom myeye.Iquicklycatch



itanddrawinadeepbreathforcallingfor

thewaiter.Iaskforanotherbottle.Soit

lookslikeLindoisatsomepartyinavery

gorgeoushouse.WellIdohopeheenjoys.I

wanttoballmyeyesoutbutmystrength

won’tallowmesoIwilljustsithereand

downmydrinkwhilehedownshiswherever

heis.

Iam hurt.Iadmit.Iam sohurtandIdon’t

knowhowtohandleit.

MyphoneringsandIanswerwithout

botheringtocheckthecallerID.

“Yeah.”



“Hey.”

“YahowcanIhelpyou?”

“Areyouokay?”Heaskssounding

concerned.

“I’m fine.UfunaniSfiso?”

“Nqobile.”

“What?”

“What’swrong?”



“Nothing.”

“Whereareyou?”

“Sfisowhydidyoucallme?”Iask.

“IwasjustcheckinginandIcantellthat

you’renotokaysopleasetellmewhat’s

wrong?”

AfewtearstraveldownmycheeksbutI

wipethem quicklyandgetmyselftogether.

Ican’tbecryinginpublic.

“Nothing.Thanksforcheckingin.We’llchat

someothertime.Ihavetogo.”Isaythen



hangup.

Thisbloodybottleisgoingtorunoutsoon

anditstillhasn’tdoneitsjob.WellIguess

we’regettinganotherone.

.

.

FourthbottleandI’m feelingoutofit.How

am Igoingtogethome?Bongwe.LuckilyI

stillhavesomevisionleftinme.He

answersalmostimmediately.

“Sis.”

“Pleasetakeacaborwhateverandcome

fetchme.”



“Ukuphi?”

Itellhim whereIam andhepromisestobe

hereinaflash.Ifinishtheremainderofmy

winewhileIwaitforhim togethere.Ihope

thathewon’tasktoomanyquestions

becauseIam notinapositiontoanswer

him.Aspromisedhearrivesandmakeshis

waytowardsme.Hesettlesnexttomeand

Icanfeelhisintensegazecuttingthrough

myskin.

“Areyoureadytogo?”Heasks.

“Mybill.”Isay.



Hesettlesitbeforetakingmybagand

helpingmeup.Ididn’trealisethatIhadso

muchtodrink.Wegettothecarandbefore

heopensthedoorformehecupsmyface.

“ThelasttimeIsawyoulikethiswasafter

youfoundoutaboutyourinfertility.”He

says.

“Ijustwantedtoletmyhairloosebaby.”I

saygivinghim awarm smile.

“Youknowyoucantalktomeabout

anythingright?”



“IknowWewe.”Iplaceakissonhischeek.

HeopensthebackdoorformeandIslide

in.Isometimeshatejusthowmysiblings

areabletotellwhenI’m notgood.No

matterhowhardItrytohideitfrom them,

theyalwaysseerightthroughme.Right

nowallIwantisabedandIwillseeto

everythingelseinthemorning.
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Ihavemyheadrestedonhischestandhe

ishasatightgriparoundmybody.I

appreciatehim forbeinghereformewhenI

didn’tevenknowthatIneededsomeone

here.Lastnightafterhepickedmeup,we



drovestraighttohisplace.Whenwegot

herehehadmedrinkaglassofwaterthen

gavemehispyjamastochangeinto.He

cuddledwithmeuntilIfellasleepandhereI

am wakingupstillinhisarms.

“Uvukile?”Heasks.

“Yeah.”IsaysoftlyasIreposition.

Hekissesmyheadbeforeheavingasigh.

Heknowsthatsomethingishappeningand

Ihopehedoesn’ttrytogetmetospillthe

beans.

“Whateveritisthatyou’regoingthrough



justknowthatIam hereandthatwe’llget

throughittogether.Iknowitprobablyhas

todowithLindoandyoumightnotwantto

involveusbutIdon’tlikethefactthatithas

youdrinkingkanje.YesI’m afineonetotalk

butIjustdon’twantyousinkingbackinto

thatplacethatalmosttookyouawayfrom

meMelo.Idon’tknowwhatIwoulddoif

youweretogobackthere,sopleaseshare

yourburdenswithus.”Hisvoicebreaksat

theend.

Sigh.Malibongwewasthemostaffectedby

mydivorceandinfertilityblow.WhenIsank

intomydepressionhesankwithmeandI

wouldn’twantthattohappenagain.Not

whenhehasbeendoingsowellandtrying

tohealandmoveon.



“IhearyoubabyandI’m sorryyouhadto

witnessmelikethis.IpromisethatI’llgo

andhaveachatwithmom aboutthings.”

“PromisemeMelo.”

“IpromiseyouBongwe.”

“Good,sowhatdoyouwanttodotoday?”

Heasks.

Iactuallywanttospendthedaywith

Khanyisile.It’saSaturdaysoatleastIget

tostealherfrom herparentsandNdalo.

Ndalodoesn’tlikehangingoutwithus.She



preferschillinginherplayroom and

enjoyinghertimealone.Sheisactuallylike

Lwandile,theonlydifferenceisthat

Lwandilecanactuallybringhimselfto

interactwithpeopleaslongasKhanyiis

around.Nowthosetwoaregoingtogrow

upandcausesomuchhavoc.Ifthey

remainthiscloseastheygrowoldIswear

peoplearegoingtoassumethatthey’re

dating.They’vegoteachother’sbacksandI

lovethenforthat.

IletBongweinonmyplansandheseems

tothinksit’sagooddealbecauseheknows

thatKhanyisileisliterallyourlightwhen

we’rehavingsomeprettydarkdays.We

spendafewhoursinbedcatchingup.

Apparentlythingsaregoingwellatschool



andatworkandIam veryhappyaboutthat.

I’m gladthatheisfightingforhislife.

HedecidestomakemebreakfastwhileI

cleanaroundhisplace.Atleasthehasfood

now.Wehaveourbreakfastwhilecatching

upononeofhiscopshows.Idon’tknow

whyheenjoysthem thatmuchbutthem

againhedoesn’tgetwhyIenjoyThe

WalkingDeadsomuchsoIguesswe’re

squareup.AfterbreakfastItakeashower

becauseIonlywanttochangewhenIget

homethenheadtoKhanyi.

.

.

ItseemslikeLindowasherebecausethe

clotheshewaswearingareinthebasket



futhitherewasamuginthesinkaswell.I

don’thavethestrengthtoevenbethinking

aboutthisman.Igetdressedthenheadout.

Ihopethatsheisn’tatsomefriendofhers’

partyorsomething.

Iarriveatlume’sandmakemywayin.

Auntyislyingonthecouchwithhereyes

shut.Isettlenexttoherandputherfeeton

mythighsandstartmassagingherswollen

feet.Shemoanslightlybeforechuckling.

“Ican’twaitforhim tocomeoutyho.”

“You’realmostthere,what2weeks?”Iask.



“Somethinglikethat.Ijustwanthim outso

thatyourunclecanhavehisplaymateandI

canhavemystomachandfeetbackngoba

heownsthose.ImeanlookatmyfeetI

don’tevenhaveanklesyhuhaiIcan’t.”She

saysdramatically.

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyheadand

continuerubbingherfeet.

“Soonyou’llhaveyoursexybodybackand

you’llberockingthoseheelsliketheyare

nothing.”

“Thatsoonbettercomesoon.Anywayhow

areyoubaby?”



“I’m okayauntyandyou?”

“Justokay?What’swrong?”Sheasks.

Igiveherafaintsmile.Iknowthatshe

wouldbetherightpersontoconfideinbut

she’sjustabouttopopandIcan’thaveher

waterbreakingonme.

“I’m justtired.Ineedtorestnjethat’sall.”

“Areyousure?”

“Positive.AnywhoIam hereforKhanyisile,I

knowNdalowon’twanttojoinusyena.”



Shechuckleslightly.

“Futhishe’soutwithherdadsoyoucan

haveKhanyialltoyourself.She’sinher

room,Iknowthatshe’sgoingtobevery

happytoseeyou.”Shesayssmiling.

Ihopesheis.Imakemywaytoherroom

andIfindherstaringatherreflectioninthe

mirrorwithafrownonherface.Isettleon

thebedandwaitforhertoacknowledgemy

presence.

“DoyouthinkI’m toodark?”Sheblurtsout.

Ilookatherthroughthemirrorandshe



staresrightbackatme.

“It’sjustthatIlooklikedaddyandhe’sdad.

Am Itoodark?”

Icontinuelookingather.Idon’thavea

responseIdohoweverhaveamillion

questionsforher.Khanyisilehasneverhad

aproblem withhercomplexion.AlsoI’d

expecthertostarthavingthesekindof

insecuritiesonceshegetstohighschool.

“Whosaidyou’redarkprincess?”

“SomekidatschoolsaidI’m weirdandI’m

dark.”Shesaysnonchalantly.



Afrownbefallsmyface.Kidsandthe

nonsensetheyuttertoeachother,nxaanot

withmyKhanyi.

“Whydidtheysayyou’reweirdanddidyou

tellyourteacher?”

“BecauseIsawblooddownthehallwaybut

theyobviouslycouldn’tseeit.Lwandilewas

therebymysidesotherewasnoneedto

telltheteacher.Sodoyouagreewithher?

DoyouthinkI’m toodark?”Sheasksagain.

“Wozala.”Isay.



Shemakesherwaytowardsmeandstands

infrontofme.Icupherfaceandgazedeep

intohereyes.Sheishurtingandthatbreaks

myheartabit,althoughIdoadmireher

abilitytolookunbotheredaboutallofthis.

“Youarebeautifuluyangizwa,Youarea

beautifuldarkchocolateskinnedgoddess

myangel.Youarefierceandfabulousand

nothingtheysaycantakethosequalities

away.Sowhoeversaidthattoyoucango

jumpbecausethereisn’tandtherewill

neverbeanothergorgeousKhanyisile.”I

saysoftly.

Shenodslightlywithtearsshininginher

eyes.Mypoorbaby.



“They’remeantomeMelo.”Sheblinksonce

andhertearsfall.

Ipullherintomyarmsandsheletsitallout.

Sigh.Thefactthatshecan’tcontrolhergift

andwhatsheseesandwhensheseesitis

frustrating.

“Whathappenedangel?”

“IheardavoiceanditsaidIshouldgoto

theseniorplayground.WhenIgotthereI

noticedthatoneofthegirlshadshackles

aroundherankle.Shelookedsadeven

thoughshewassmilingwithherfriends

andwhenIwenttogotellherthat



everythingwillbeokayonedaylikeIwas

instructedtheyweremeantome.They

causedasceneandtheylaughedatme

thenlateronthatgirltoldmeIwasdark.I’m

sadMelo.”Shesayscrying.

Myheartbreaksfurther.Beingamessenger

ofGodmustbesohardandwhenyoudon’t

fullyunderstandwhatisgoingonitmustbe

worse.Ipraythatastimegoesonshegets

tolearnmoreaboutthepowershe

possesses.

.

.

KhanyiandIdecidedtohaveagirlsdayin

herroom.Weorderedeverythingjunkand

weborrowedaunty’slaptopandwe’re



binging.Rightnowwe’rewatchingGossip

girlbecauseapparentlymissyhere

overheardsomegirlsatschooltalking

aboutitandshewantedtowatchit.I’m

gladsheisenjoyingherself.Myphonerings

andshepressespauseandlooksatme.I’m

disturbingher,yhu.

“Sfiso.”Ianswer.

“Melokuhle.Ihopeyou’refeelingbetter

today.”Hesays.

Iheaveasigh.

“Iam thanksandhowareyou?”



“IwillbefineonceIcanconfirm thatyou

actuallyarefine.”

“Sfiso.”

“JustfiveminutesofyourtimeNqobile

that’sallIaskfor.”Hesays.

“SfisoI-”

“Please.”Hesayspleadingly.

Sigh.



“Okay.”

“Greatyou’llletmeknowwhen.”

“Iwillke.Sharp.”

“Sharp.”Hesaysthenhangsup.

Iturnaroundandmissnosyislookingat

me.What?Iraiseaneyebrowandshefolds

herarms.Haibothisgirl.

“Soyouhaveaboyfriend.”Shesayswith

attitudedrippingalloverherwords.



“He’snotmyboyfriend.”Irespond.

“Ohsorry.”Shesaysandpressesplay.

OhwowIcan’tbelievesheactuallyletitgo

thatquickly.Good.Wespendtheafternoon

bingingonourserieswhilestuffingour

faces.MyKhanyisileissmilingandlaughing

andthatisaverybeautifulsighttosee.

.

.

I’m lyingonthecouchinmymom’sarms

whilesheplayswithmyhair.Ifoundmyself

drivinghomeandjustneedingtobeinmy

mom’sembrace.Shehasn’taskedme

anything,she’sjustbeenholdingmeinher

armsandgivingmeherloveandwarmth.



“Mom.”Isaysoftly.

“Yesbaby.”Sheresponds.

“Ihadamiscarriage.”Isayandmytearsroll

downontoherchest.
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“Ihadamiscarriage.”Isayandmytearsroll

downontoherchest.

Idon’tknowifallIneededtodowassayit

outloudformetocrybuthereIam balling

myeyesout.Mymom hasmeinherarms



rockingmebackandforth.

Ithurts.

Ithurtssosobad.

IwishIcouldripmyheartandthrowitout,

maybethatwayallthispainwillsubside.

HowcouldInotrealisethatIwaspregnant?

MoresohowcouldInotknowthatIwas

actuallylosingmychild?Mychanceat

probablybeingaparentandheleftme,just

likethat?

“It’sokaybaby,it’sokay.Letitallout.”Mom

sayswithhervoicebreaking.



Icontinuecryingassherubsmyback.This

hurtsmorethanfindingoutthatIcan’t

actuallyconceiveandlaterfindingoutthatI

wouldn’tbeabletocarryababytofullterm

shouldIactuallyconceive.Irememberhow

IleftLeratowiththedoctorafterweheard

thenewsandwenttocrymyeyesoutinthe

bathroom.Imaginethedisappointmentof

findingoutthatyourbodycan’tperform the

onetaskthatitwascreatedtodo.

“What’swrongprincess?”Dadsayssliding

nexttome.

I’m suchadaddy’sgirlbecauseI’m already

inmyarmscryingharderthanIwasin



mom’sarms.Hepullsmeontohislapand

continuouslykissesmyheadwhile

whisperingthateverythingisgoingtobe

okay.Ieventuallycalm downandpull

myselftogether.Iwipemyfacebefore

heavingasigh.Iturntolookatmom and

shehasherfaceburiedinherhands.Sigh.

ThisiswhyIdidn’twanttoletherinonthis.

“What’swrongmaMkhize?Khulumaname.”

Dadsayssoftly.

OhLwandle,heisgoingtobesocrushed.

HowdoItellhim?WheredoIevenbegin?

I’m lookingatmom hopingthatshewill

raiseherheadandhelpmeout.Idon’twant

toseemydadcry.Idon’twanttoseehim

cry.Mom looksupandfindsmelookingat



her.Sheheavesasighandlooksather

husbandsoftly.Igetupfrom hislapand

makemywaytothekitchen.Igrababottle

ofwaterthenmakemywayuptomyroom

andflopmyselfonthebed.

SIGH.Ipraythatmyparentscanget

throughthisdisappointment.Mom walksin

andsettlesnexttome.Shelooksatme

softlybeforereachingformyhandand

takingitinhers.

“Didyouknowyouwereexpecting?”

Ishakemyhead.



“Ohmybaby.”

“Rememberwhenauntyandlumerushedto

thehospitalandyouhadNdalohere?”Iask.

“Yes.”Shesays.

“ThatwasthenightImiscarried.Khanyitold

usaboutababythatwantedtogohome

angithiandbecauseIdidn’tevenknowI

waspregnantIdidn’tevenbothertogoto

thedoctor.Ididn’tthinkthetreatment

wouldworkandso-”

“Whattreatment?”Shecutsmeoff.



Ikeptthenewsofthetreatmentfrom my

parentsbecauseIknewtheywouldbevery

concerned,rightlysobecausetheywerethe

oneswhoheldmeatnightwhileIcriedmy

eyesout.Iletherinoneverything.From the

initialconversationtothevisittoDrKhan

andthehopefulnews.BythetimeI’m done

shehasadisapprovinglookonherface.

“Melokuhle.”

“Mamaplease.”Isay.

“I’m sosorrythatyouhadtogothroughthat

mybaby.IwishIcouldtakethepainaway

from youbecauseIknowhowdeeplyitcuts

andhowittakesapieceofyouaway.Oh



mybaby.”Shepausesandshakesherhead.

“Iknowthatmysayingeverythinghappens

forareasonwon’tmakesenserightnow

butithadtohappenbaby.”

“Haaimama.”

“Iwentthroughfivemiscarriagesmybaby,

theyweredifficultandIlostmyselfeach

timebutintheendIwasblessed.”

“Thedifferenceisthatyouneverhadany

difficultiesfallingpregnant.Thedoctortold

methatitwillbeevenhardernowformeto

conceive.LikeI’m donewiththiswhole

attemptingtohaveababyshit.Iactually

wanttohavemywombremoved.”



“Iknowthatyou’rehurtingbabybutthat’s

nowaytotalk.”

“Ngikhathelemama.”

“HowisLindotakingthenews?”Sheasks.

Iknowshe’stryingtochangethetopicand

I’m finewiththat.HowisLindotakingthe

news?Ishrugnonchalantly.

“Whatdoyoumean?”

“ImeanIdon’tknowokay!”Isnap.



OkayIdidn’tmeantodothat.Sigh.Ijust

don’twanttotalkaboutLindorightnow.

“Yourdadwasanassatsomepointafter

ourmiscarriagesandIrememberhowI

wouldleavehim everytime.Ihopethatyou

guyswillbeabletoworkthroughthings

howeverifakulungithendon’tforcethings

anstayinandunhappyrelationshipforthe

sakeofthepeoplearoundyou”Shesays.

Isnuggleclosertoherandrestmyheadon

herchest.Idon’tknowwhatthefuture

holdsforus,allIknowisthatrightnowI

don’twantanythingtodowithhim.

.



.

I’vebeenstayingathomeforthepastthree

daysandinthosethreedaysdadhasbeen

avoidingme.He’dliterallyturnbackeach

timehesawme.Mom saysit’sbecausethe

newsofmymiscarriagehasaffectedhim

thatmuch.Sigh.AsI’m lostinthoughthe

walksinandsettlesnexttome.Wesitin

awkwardsilenceforalittlewhileuntilhe

decidestobreakit.

“I’vebeentryingtofindtherightwordsbutI

can’tseem topiecetogetheracomplete

sentence.Iam sosorryprincess.Iam sorry

thatyouhadtogothroughoneofthemost

horriblethingsthatawomancanevergo

through.IfeellikeIhavefailedyouasa

parent.IfeellikeIshould’veprotectedyou.



YesIknowthatitiswishfulthinkingbutI

wishtherewassomethingIcould’vedone.

Iknowthatwehadmadepeacewiththe

factthatyouwouldn’tbeabletoconceive

andIcanimaginejusthowheartbreakingit

mustbeforyoutoknowthatyoulostout

onsomethingthatyouwantedsobadly.I

don’tknowwhattosaymyangel.AllIknow

isthatIloveyou.Iloveyousomuch

Nqobilewam andIwishthatallyourhearts

desirescouldbegrantedtoyoubutGod

knowswhythishadtohappen.Heknows

whyhedeniedyouthisblessingandIpray

thatyouwillbeabletounderstandjusthow

hiswayswork.

Fuckthisishard.”



“Daddy.”Isaygiggling.

Hechuckleslightly.Ihaven’theardhim

swearinawhilesoitisdefinitelycomical.I

heareverythingheissaying.

“IloveyoutoodaddyandI’m finehonestly,I

am.”Isay.

Iknowjusthowdifficultitwasforhim to

comeinhereandsaythatandIappreciate

him forthat.

.

.

I’m onmywaytoanearbyparktomeetwith



Sfiso.Hepesteredmesomuchthatwhen

hecalledthismorningIgaveinandhereI

am onmywaytomeetwithhim.Iparknext

tohiscarandmakemywaytowardshim.

Hegetsupwhenheseesmeapproaching

andweshareahug.

“Areyouokaynow?”Heasks.

“I’m goodSfisoandyou?”

“WhydoIfeellikeyou’relyingtome?”He

says.

“NowwhywouldIwanttolietoyouhuh?”I

saychuckling.



“Idon’tbelieveyoubutokay.NowthatI

haveseenyouIthinkmydayswillgo

smoothernow.”

“Eithelieswehearbutkusharp.”Isay

laughing.

Hejoinsmeinlaughterandwesettleonthe

bench.

“It’sgoodtohearyourlaugh,anywayI

actuallyhaveameetingin30minutessoI

needtodash.Ijustreallywantedtoseeyou

andmakesurethatyou’reokay.”



“That’ssweetofyou.Thankyou.”Isay.

HeislookingatmeinamannerthatIcan’t

quiteexplain.Heclearshisthroatandwget

upfrom thebenchthenmakeourways

backtoourcars.Icanseehim outthe

cornerofmyeyestealingglancesatme.He

hassomethingtosaybuthewon’tsayit.

“WellIhopeyouhaveagoodmeeting.”I

say.

“Yeahmetoo.”Headdsin.

Hepullsmeinforahugandholdsonjusta

littlebitlongerthistime.Hepullsback



slowlythenslowlycupsmyfaceandgazes

deepinmyeyes.

“You’resobeautifulNqobile.”Hesaysina

whisper.

“Sfiso-”

BeforeIcanevenfinishmysentenceIfeel

hissoftlipslightlybrushingovermine.
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Hissoftlipsgentlylandonminetotally

takingmebysurprise.Myheartisbeating

outofmychestwhileIcanfeelhishands’

shakingwithwhatIassumeisdesire.Ihave



myeyesshutclosedwhileItakeinthis

moment.Iopenmymouthinanattemptto

saysomethingbutheusesthisopportunity

tofullycapturemylipsinhis.Asourlips

lockIsettlemyarmsaroundhiswaistwhile

heremoveshisonehandfrom myfaceand

settlesitonmywaist.

Hiskississoftandunhurried.Hepullsme

closerandourbodiescomeincontact

sendingshockwavesthroughoutmyentire

bodyandchillsdownmyspine.Whatisthis

mandoingtome?Whyishehavingthis

kindofeffectonme?Hegentlysuckson

mybottom lipandIfollowhislead.He

sweepshistongueincompletelytaking

controlofmymouth.Bothhishandshave

settledonmywaistwhileminearerested



onhischest.Thekississtillslow,softand

sensual.

HishandsarestillshakingandIcanfeelhis

heartbeatingabnormallyfastagainstmy

palm.Againashockwavetravels

throughoutmyentirebody.Ifeeltinglesin

mylegsandthatisanindicationthatI

actuallyneedtositdown.Ipullbackand

burymyfaceonhischest.Whatthehell?

Myheartisracingrightnow.

“Nqobile.”Hisvoicesoundssostrainedin

thismoment.

Itrytorespondbutmymouthgoes

instantlydry.It’slikemyvoicehasbeen



lockedupbysomething.Hemoveshis

handsfrom mywaistdowntomyhipsandI

thinkthistimehealsofelttheshockwave

travellingthroughmybody.

“Yourmeeting.”Imanagetosayfaintly.

“Idon’twanttogo.”Herespondsquickly.

Ican’thavehim missingameetingonmy

account.Irefuse.Idrawinahugebreath

andreleaseitbeforeraisingmyhead.Ifind

hiseyeslookingatmesoftly.Ihavenever

seenthislookonhim before.Thisisall

foreigntome.



“Ihavetogo.”Isaytryingtogethim tolet

goofme.

“Havedinnerwithme.”Hesayspleadingly.

Heislookingatmelikeheistryingtofind

somethinginmyeyes,likeheistryingto

piercethroughmysoul.

“Ican’tSfiso.”

“Justthinkaboutitplease.”Heplacesa

kissonmyforehead.

Iclosemyeyesandtakeitin.Againwhyis

hehavingthiskindofeffectonme?Thisis



alltooforeign.Heletsgoofmethensteps

backandopensmydoorforme.Hecloses

thedoorafterIslideinandIopenthe

window.

“Imightjustloseouttoadealworth

millionsbutitdoesn’tmatter.”Hesayswith

asmileonhisface.

Ican’thelpbutreturnitwiththesame

enthusiasm.

“ByebyeSfiso.”Isaypressingtheignition

button.

“JustsoyouknowMissMkhize,Idon’t



regretit.”Hesaysbeforewinking.

Hestepsbackandwatcheswithhishands

inhispocketsasIdriveoff.Whatthehell?I

justsharedakisswithSfiso.Ohmygosh.

.

.

“I’m goingbacktomyplacelater.”Isayto

mom anddad.

“HawuIthoughtyou’dspendafewmore

dayshere.”Dadsays.

“Ican’tdaddy.I’vebeenneglectingmywork

andIhavesomuchtodothatIcan’tafford

tofalltoofarbehindontheprojectI’vebeen



workingon.”Isay.

Ishouldbeonmywaytoactuallyfinishing

whatIhavebeenworkingonbutwith

everythingthathasbeenhappening,I

haven’tbeenputtingintheworkthatI

shouldbe.

“OkayprincessIunderstand.Ladies,Ineed

togomakeaphonecallI’llbebackjust

now.”Dadsaysgettingupandwalkingout

theroom.

“SoIspoketoMinnieearlierwhileyouwere

outandshehasbeentryingtogetholdof

Lindotonoavail.”



“Aiangazimina.”Ishrug.

“Whatdoyoumean?”

“ImeanIdon’tknowwhereLindoismom.I

meanIhaven’tseenthatmaninacoupleof

dayssoIdon’tknow.Isimplydonotknow.”

“He’shurtinghe’llcomearound.”Shesays.

Likehe’sheonlyonehurtingangithi.Mxm.

“Anywayit’syourbirthdaynextweek.”She

saysexcitedly.



Whoopeethebig2.8.I’veneverbeenoneto

haveanissuewithgrowingup.InfactI

thinkI’vealwaysbeenonthat13goingon

30tip,likeIhavebeenwantingtogettothat

milestone.Ifeellikethereissomething

magnificentaboutthatnumber.Formeit

feelslikethingswillmakesensemore,likeI

wouldcomeintoabetterunderstandingof

myself.I’vebeengraduallyworkingonme

butthemagicnumber30willliterallybeall

aboutmeandnooneelse.

“Whatareyouplanningondoing?”Iaskher.

Iknowhowexcitedshegetswhenour

birthdayscomearoundandZobuhlebeing

thatpersonthatlovescookingandhaving

thefamilycometogether,thisisabigdeal



forher.I’m theonlychildwhose“party”she

canplanbecauseobviouslyNdileismarried

andBongweisn’tbigoncelebrationssoI

willallowhertohaveherway.

“Justanintimatefamilydinnerandmaybea

fewfriends.”Shesays.

“Andacoupleofmyclosecolleaguesas

well.”Iaddin.

“Sowecanhaveanoutsidesetupordo

youthinkweshouldbookavenue?”She

asks.

Youseenowvenueyani?Haai.



“Let’sdoitoutside.Idon’tthinkthey’llbe

morethan40peoplesowecandoonelong

tableandawaterproofstretchtent.”Isay.

“Thatwillwork.Letmeworkonit.”Sheis

beaming.

Iloveitwhenmymothersmiles.She

deservesallthehappinessandmoreforall

theworkthatshe’sputintoraisingusand

ensuringthatwewerehappyatalltime.

“Perfect.Justdon’tcallmeforanything

okay.”



“YawhateverMelokuhle.”Shesays

laughing.

IknowthatI’m goingtogetapgonecall

from hersometimenextweekaskingme

whatthecolourschemeshouldbe,what

sheshouldcookandandandbutit’sall

good.Aslongasmyqueenishappy.

.

.

I’m backatmyhouseandI’m intheliving

room withallkindsofsamplesofmaterial,

ineveryavailableshade.Ialsohavepaint

samplesthatIam testingoutonawhite

boardthatIhaveonthefloor.I’m inthe

finalstageofmyprojectandImustsayI

am excited.IrememberwhenIwasworking



onthepublicationandIwouldspendhours

andhoursdoingresearchwithstacksof

notesallaroundme.Thisfeelsexactlythe

sameonlyatadmoreexciting.

‘Youowemeacoupleofmillions.’That’sa

textfrom Sfiso.

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.

Thisguy.

‘WHY?”Irespond.

‘NgobaIwaslateformymeetingandon

topofthatIwaslostinthoughtthroughout

theentiremeeting.’



‘HaikeminaIdidn’tsayyoushouldn’t

focus.’Itextback.

‘Howcanonefocuswithyouinvadingmy

thoughts?’

‘Hahaha.’That’sallImanagetotext.

‘MymillionsMissMkhizeBUTbecauseI’m

suchanunderstandingmanIwillcancelout

themillionsfordinner.’

Sneaky,sneakymanthisone.JustasIam

typingmyresponseLindowalksincarrying

asmallbaginhishand.Itakeonelookat



him beforeputtingmyphonetotheside

andgettingbackintomywork.Hemakes

hiswaytowardsmeandsitsonthecouch.

HesitstherewatchingmeasIgetonwith

mywork.Ifeelawkwardrightnow.

“Canwetalk?”Hefinallysays.
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“Sure.”Isay.

Ileanbackagainstthecouchandlookhim

deadintheeye.Hecan’tseem toholdeye

contactandhiseyeskeeproamingaround.

Thismansittinginfrontofmeisn’tthe

charmingMngomezuluthatwalkedintomy

parentshouseandaskedmetogoto



dinnerwithhim.Thisisn’tthemanthatheld

meinhisarmsandserenadedme.Icansee

him somewhereintherebutthemain

exteriorisnothim.

“Howareyou?”

“I’m fineandyouLindokuhle?”

“I’m okay,Idon’tknow.I”Heheavesasigh

andrubshisface.

“YaziLindokuhleIhadacceptedthefact

thatbeingamotherinthe‘naturalway’

wouldneverbemyportion.Ithurtlikehell

andforalongtimeIblamedmyselffor



somethingIhadnocontroloverbutwith

thehelpofmyfamilyIwasabletoaccept

myfateandmoveon.Thenyoucamealong

andIfellsodeeplyinlovewithyouthatI

waswillingtooncemoreputmyselfina

positionwhereIwouldpossiblygetmy

heartcrushed.

AfterourinitialvisittoDr.Khanyouwereso

excitedandsohopefulthatItriedtoputmy

positivepantsonhopefullythatmaybe,just

maybethingswouldbedifferentthistime

aroundandtheywerebutunfortunately

theyhadtheworstresultswecould’veever

hopedfor.

Ididn’tknowIwaspregnant.Ihadnever

beenpregnantbeforesothechangestomy



bodyandemotionsorwhatever,ifthere

wereany,Imissed.Foryoutosaytome

hadIagreedtothetestsearlierreallyhitme

becauseIwasalreadyblamingmyself.Like

howcouldInotknowthatlifewasgrowing

insideofmeandhowcouldInotknowthat

itleft?

YesIhandleditbetterbecauseIwas

preparedfordisappointmentbutthiswasa

differentkindofdisappointment.Thishurt

deeperthanbeingtoldIcouldneverhomea

childinmywomb.IthurtsobadbutIput

mybravefaceonbecauseIcouldtellhow

hardithityou.Iwantedtobeyoursoldier,I

wantedtoholdyouinmyarmswhileyou

expressedyourdisappointmentandhurt.I

knowjusthowmuchyouwereandstillare



lookingforwardtohavingchildren

LindokuhleandIam sorrythatIcan’tbethe

onetogiftyouwiththathonour.

YaziyourreactiontothenewsIunderstood

forawhile.Youwerehurtandyouneeded

yourspacekodwawhataboutme?What

abouthowIwasfeeling?Didyoueverstop

toconsidermyfeelingoverthewhole

situation?WElostachildLindokuhle.Not

YOU,notMEbutWEandyouweren’tthere

toshareinmypain.IneededyouNdo.I

neededyoubecauseIcouldn’trunintomy

mother’sarmsbecauseIknowjusthow

hardthissubjectisforherbutyouwere

nowhere.

Youleftmeandignoredmeandthathurt.



Thathurtmorethananythingelseyou’d

everdoneandeverythingthatwehadbeen

through.”Isaywithtearsflowingfreely

downmyface.

Itfeelssogoodtobeabletotellhim howI

feel.Ididn’trealisethathisdisappearing

stunthurtmesomuch.IthoughtIwasokay

whenIactuallywasn’t.Hemovesfrom the

couchandcomestosettlenexttomeon

thefloor.HepullsmecloserandIrestmy

headonhisshoulder.

“Iwon’tlieandsaythatIunderstandhow

you’refeelingbecauseIdon’tandI’m sorry

aboutthat.I’m alsosorryforgoingAWOL,

it’sjustthatIhonestlydidn’tknowhowto

handleeverythingandhearingthatwelost



thebaby,Ijustlostit.Ineededsometime

todigesteverythingbutitgotoutofhand.”

“Areyougoingtoneedsometimetodigest

thingseverytimewegothroughsomething

deep?”Iask.

Hesaysnothing.Itakethatasayes.

“Wherewereyou?”Iask.

“SpentmostofmytimeinCapeTownwith

mymates.”

“Didyousniffaline?”



HisbodytensesupandIheaveasigh.

KodwawhywouldLindokuhledothistome?

Ishegoingtorelapseeachtimelifegets

tough?Clearlyheisn’treadyforthiskindof

disappointment.

“I’m sorry.”Heresponds.“Ijustneededto

forgetjustalittle.Thenewscutreallydeep

andIjustdidn’tknowhowtohandleit.”

“Areyoualwaysgoingtoruntodrugs?Do

yourealisethatmyjourneytopregnancy

willbeadifficultone?DoyourealisethatI

mightnotevergetpregnant?OrthatImight

haveamillionmoremiscarriages?Doyou

realisethat?Soareyougoingtogodown

thisroadeachtimeyoureceivesuch

news?”Iask.



Ineedtoknownow.

“IDON’TKNOW MELOOKAY.”Heyells.

“YaziMngomezuluyousaidthatyourlove

formeoutweighsyourwantforachild

howeverIthinkyouliedtoyourself.Sofor

oncecanwehaveanopenandreal

conversation?Tellmehowyoureallyfeel.”

“I’m scaredMelokuhle.I’vebeenin

relationshipsyesbutnoneofthem as

seriousasthisone.YesIdefinitelywant

kids,thathasalwaysbeenadream ofmine

andwhenwelostthisone,itfeltlikemy

dream wassnatchedrightundermynose.I



knowyoukeptonsayingyouknowwhatit

feelsliketobedisappointedandIthoughtI

couldtakeitbutmanitwashard.AllIknow

isthatIloveyouMelandthatwe’lldealwith

everythingasitcomes.”Hesays.

Thattomesoundslikehim sayinghemight

justrunafterthethirdattempt.Itsounds

likehim saying,IloveyouBUT,andthatbut

isaprettybigbut.Idon’twanttodealwith

thingsastheycome.Iwanttotalkabout

thisnowsothatworkonit.

“Ihonestlydon’tthinkyou’rereadyforallof

this.Ifeellikebecauseyoufellforme,you

believedthatyourlovewouldoutweigh

everythingelsebutwe’realwaystoldthat

loveisn’teverything.Ican’tstandtoseethe



disappointmentonyourfaceeachtime.I

loveyouandIdon’teverwanttobewithout

youLindosothisisveryhardforme.To

knowthatmystrugglesarekillingyou.”

“IloveyouMelokuhle.”That’sallhesays.

Weremaininthesamepositionwithtears

fallingdownmyfaceuncontrollably.Ithurts

sobadtolovesomeoneandnotbeableto

grantthem alltheirheartsdesires.Iwantto

bethatwomanthatgivesLindokuhlea

millionminihim’sthatwillannoythecrap

outofus.Iwanttobetheonetobuilda

homeforhim,forus,butthislittleissueis

standinginthewayofallofthat.Iknow

thattherearealternativesavailabletous

butIknowhewantsthewholeexperience,



hellIwantittoo.

Wesitinsilenceforawhilewitheachofus

lostinourthoughts.

“Sowhatdoesthismeanforus?
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Unedited

“Ohbutloveisneversupposedtohurtmy

littleblip.”

Mygrandmother’swordsringinmyearasI

pullmycoversovermyheadandallow

myselftocleansemyheart.Ihavebeenin

bedforthepastcoupleofdayscryingmy



eyesandlungsout.AtsomepointIeven

ranoutofair.Ididn’tthinkIwould

experiencethisagain.SeeIdidn’twalkinto

thisrelationshipwithmymindtrainedon

thepossibilityofitending.Iactually

believedthatthiswasitforme.That

Mngomezuluwasmyhappilyeverafter.

Whydowehavetokissafewfrogsbefore

weactuallymeettheone?Whydowehave

tocrysomuchwhileonthisjourneyoflove?

Honestlyit’sexhausting.

It’sofficial,LindoandIdecidedtopartways.

SayingitfeltlikeIwaspullingaplugonmy

entirebeingandIjustwasn’treadyforit.He

heldmeinhisarmswhileIballedmyeyes

outbeforeheadingtothebedroom topack



uphisthings.Icouldn’thelphim withanyif

thatbecauseIknewthatIwouldprobably

caveandtellhim nottogo–YesIlovehim

thatmuch!ButIalsolovehim enoughtoset

him freefrom alltheheartbreakand

disappointmentthatcomeswithbeingina

relationshipwithme.

Isatthereonthecouchwithtears

cascadingdownmycheeks.Hemadehis

waytowardsmeandsquattedinfrontof

mebeforecuppingmyface.

“AllIeverwantedwastoloveyouandbuild

ahomewithyou.I’m sorryforallthethings

thatIhaveputyouthroughMelokuhleandI

am sorryfornotbeingthereforyouwhen

youneededmethemost.Iloveyou



maMkhizeandIhopethatonedayonceI

havefullyworkedonmyselfandlearnedto

acceptthethingsthatIcannotchange,we

willworkonusbutthat’sonlyifyouhaven’t

movedonbythen.IloveyoubabyandIam

trulysorry.”Hesaidthengotupandwalked

outofthehouse.

Justlikethatweweredone.Isatthereon

thecouchparalyzedbymypainand

disbelief.IttookmeafewhoursbeforeI

couldgatherenoughstrengthtoliftmyself

upandheadtomybedroom whichiswhere

IhavebeeneversinceandIam planningto

stayinhereforaslongasIneedto.

“MELO!”IhearMalibongweshout.



I’vebeensayingIshouldtakemykeyand

accesscardbackfrom thisone.The

bedroom dooropensandhepullsthe

blanketsoffofme.Whydoeshehavetobe

soextra?Hesquatsinfrontofmeand

wipesmytearswithhisthumb.

“LindoandIbrokeup.”Isayfaintly.

Hedoesn’trespond,allhedoesisgetup,

kickoffhisshoesandgetintobedwithme.

Hepullmeintohisarms.

“Itclearlywasn’tmeanttobeMeloand

that’sfine.I’m suretherewereafew

lessonsyoutookawayfrom the



relationshipandthat’sallthatmatters

angithi?Aslongasyouwalkedaway

knowingthatyougaveityouallandthatit

genuinelydidn’tworkoutbecauseGod

didn’twantitto.I’m sosorrythatyou’re

cryingrightnow.YouaresobeautifulMelo

andyouwillfindamanwhowillloveyou

andcherishyouallthedaysoftheirlife.”He

says.

Ican’thelpbutgiggle.Thewaymybrother

issuchachimneyIforgetthatheisactually

wise.Hespeakssensemostofthetime

andheknowshowto‘godeeper’.

“IloveyouWewe.”



“Iloveyoutoo.Nowsleepbeforeyougeta

headachengobaIcantellyou’vebeen

cryingforawhilenow.I’llgomakeyou

somethingtoeatinthemeantime.”

“HoldmeuntilIsleepphela.”Icommand.

“Thisiswhytheydumpedyou.You’rebossy

asfuck!”Hesays.

“Toosoondude.Toosoon.”Isaylaughing.

WesharealaughandImustsayitfeels

good.Isnugglecloserandshutmyeyes

hopingtocalm myheartandmind.

.



.

Sigh.It’sbeenalmosttwoweekssince

LindoandIpartwaysandImisshim every

minuteofeveryday.I’vebeenslowlytrying

togetbackintomydays.Mybreakupwith

Lindomademerealisethatheartbreak

leavesmecrippled.I’m gratefultomy

brotherforspendinghisdaysandnights

withme.Ihonestlydon’tthinkIwould’ve

survivedwithouthim.

I’m inthekitchenmakingacupofteafor

myself.Bongweisatworkandafterwork

hehasclasssoit’sjustmetoday.My

phoneringsandIrushtogoanswerit.

“MrMavundla.”Ianswer.



“Andshelives!”Hesayschuckling.

KonjeIdidn’trespondtohistext.Damnit

nowIfeelbad.

“Iam soooosorry.”Isaydramatically.

“Ohyeah?”

“Yeah,eishIwasjustgoingthroughthings

andmyphonewasthelastthingonmy

mindhonestly.”

“It’sokayMissMkhize,aslongasyou’re

aliveandkickingthenI’m good.Iactually



wantedtoaskyououtforlunchtomorrow.

I’m leavingforatripsoonandIwouldlove

toseeyoubeforeIgo.”

“Where?”Iask.

Hebreaksoutintolaughterleavingme

puzzled.

“IthoughtI’dhavetobegandslaughtera

chickenbeforeyouwouldsayyes.”Hesays

chuckling.

Nowit’smyturntolaugh.I’m notthatbad,

am I?



“WowSfiso.”Argh.

“Woulditbeaproblem ifIpickedyouup?”

Heasks.

“Nahnotaproblem.”

“Yousureyourmanwon’tmind?”Heasks.

“Sfisojustcome.”

“Okayke.I’llseeyoutomorrow.”

“Tomorrowitis.Haveagreatday.”Isay.



“SametoyouMissMkhize.”Hesaysbefore

hangingup.

WellatleastI’m doingsomethingtomorrow.

.

.

Mom justpitchedasIwastryingtogetinto

mywork.IthinkBongwetoldhim aboutthe

breakupbecausesheisherestealing

glancesatmewhilewecook.uBongwe

uyaphaphayazi.

“Yesmom LindoandIbrokeup.”Isay.

“Andhowdoyoufeelaboutthat?”Sheasks

calmly.



Shecameprepared.

“I’m hurt.Ithoughthewasmyhappilyever

afterbuthewasyetanotherfrogthatIhad

tokissandit’sfine.”

“Whydidyoubreakup?”

“Becauseasmuchashethoughthecould

handlebeingwithaninfertilewoman,he

couldn’t.”

“Melo.”Shesayssoftly.

“Ican’trunawayfrom whatIam.Iam



infertileandinfertileisme.I’m notangryat

him thoughmama,Ilovehim enoughto

releasehim.Irealisethatnoteverymanwill

getit,ImeanLeratodivorcedmebecause

ofthisissue.AgainasmuchasIwasangry

athim forbeingacowardIrealisethatit

wasn’thisissuetodealwithandthathe

didn’thavetostickaround.Inasmuchas

wekeeptellingBongwethatnoneofthese

girlshedatesareresponsibleforhis

happinessandhealing,Ineedtounderstand

thatnoneofthesemenareforcedtostay

withmeandgothroughthisrollercoaster

ridewithme.

SoLindocouldn’thandleitandthat’sfine.”

“Youhavegrownintosuchawonderful



youngwomanmaMkhize.”Shesayswitha

proudsmileonherface.

“HowcanInotwhenIhavethebestrole

modelavailable?”

“NoI’m notdoingthiswithyou.Iam not

cryingtodayMelokuhle.”Shesayswalking

outofthekitchen.

Ichortle.Ohneveradullmomentwith

Zobuhle.Shecomesbackafterawhileand

wecontinuecookingwhilecatchingup.She

tellsmethatAuntyandlumegavebirth

whileIwasinmylittlebubble.I’m sohappy

Ican’tcontainmyself.Langelihlefinallygot

theboyhewantedandtheynamedhim



Bhekizizweaftermkhulu.

Mom showedmepicturesandheactually

lookslikemkhule.ApparentlyKhanyisaid

thenamewasapproved.Ican’twaitto

meetoutlittlechamp.NowAmandamust

givebirthandZizwecanhavehimselfa

playmatelikeKhanyiandLwandilehave

eachother.
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Iwokeupatthecrackofdawnandrushed

overtomeetmylittleZizwe.Heisthe

cutestthingIhaveeverlaidmyeyeson.

OkayIsaidthesamethingaboutKhanyi

andLwandileandNdalo,Iguessthebabies



inthisfamilyarejustthatprecioustome.

He’sbeenpoutingsinceItookhim inmy

armsafterhefedaboutfiveminuteago.He

iswhatIhavedubbedasa‘funny’sleeper.

Heliterallymakesallthesefunnyfacesand

itisjustadorable.

Iputhim downinhisbedandwatchashe

wrestlesabitbeforefindinghisdesired

position.Tooprecious.Imovecloserto

auntyandrestmyheadonhershoulder.

Sheisinloveandshecan’tevenhideit.I

don’tevenwanttocommentonlume,

apparentlyhecooksandcleansandcooks

andcooksandcooks.Auntysaysshe

enjoysbeingfedbutshedoesn’twantto

getbiggerthansheisnowbutlumeis

havingnoneofit.Hemadeitclearthatshe



willonlystartworkingoutafterfour

months.Ifindittoocute.

Speakingofthedadhewalksincarryinga

trayinhishands.Ispotbowlsoffruit

saladsandoats.Ilovethatheishandson

andistakingcareofhiswife.Auntysays

he’sonnightduty,soshepumpsandifshe

can’thearZizwewailing,hewakesupand

feedshim.Hesetsthetrayonthetableand

peaksathisson.Youcan’tmissthe

excitementonhisface.Hewassurrounded

byjustgirlsforsolongthathavingason

mustfeellikewinningthelottotohim.

“Ladiesbreakfastisserved.”Hesayswitha

proudsmile.



“Thankyoubaby.”

Hegoesandplacesawetkissonhiswife’s

lips.Hepullsbackandtheysharea

momentthatbringsjoytomyheart.The

waytheylookateachother,thereisno

questionthatthelovetheyshareisdeep

andcanweatheranystorm.Hewalksout

leavingustoenjoyourbreakfast.

“Sohowareyou?”Sheasks.

“I’m okay,I’m dealing.”Irespond.

Iknowthatmom hasalreadyfilledherinon



everythingandI’m gladshedidbecauseI

don’tthinkIhavethestrengthtotalkabout

thisoverandover.

“LeaveitallinGod’shands.Hemakesno

mistakesnanaandheneverdoesthings

withoutreason.Sowenajustacceptthings

forwhattheyareandthemomentkodwa

neverceasepraying.Prayerchangesthings

mybabyeventhoughitdoesn’tseem like

they’rebeingansweredkodwabelieveme

yourcriesarebeingheard.”

“Ihearyouaunty.”

“Sotellme,whatareyoubusywithwork

wise?”



“I’m workingonalittlesomething

somethingthatIwillrevealsoon.Ijusthope

thatIdon’tactuallychangemymindngama

lastminute.”Isayhonestly.

I’vebeenquittingandgettingbackintoit

andquittingthengettongbackintoit.Sigh.

IhavethisfearthatImightfallalongthe

waywhichisalwaysagoodthingin

businessbutinthiscasethisfearisa

blockingblockinwhatIam tryingtobuild

butIwillgetoverit.

“WellwhateveritisIknowisgoingtotake

theworldbystorm.”Shesaysproudly.



Ilovehowsheiseversoencouraging.She’s

hadmybackforaslongasIhaveknown

herandIloveandappreciatehereachand

everydayforthat.Shetellsmeabouthow

Ndaloissowithdrawnandprefersspending

timealoneinherroom.Apparentlyshe

doesn’tevenlikespendingtimewithKhanyi

anymore.Iguesstheadditionofthenew

memberreallycaughtheroffguard.Imean

shewentfrom beingthelastprincesswho

hadeveryone’sattention,tothebigsister

whodidn’tevenasktobecomeone.

Hopefullyshewillgetusedtothechanges

soon.Ishouldtakeheroutforsomeice

cream.

Ileaveataround11AM becauseSfisois

comingtofetchmeanytimefrom 12soI



havetobetherewhenhegetsthere.

.

.

Sfisojustcalledtoletmeknowthatheisat

thegate.Igrabmybag,fixmyhair,then

rushdown.HeknocksonthedoorandI

headovertogoopen.Heiswearinga

brownskinnyfitchino,alightlytuckedin

basicwhitet-shirtthatishugginghis

musclesandwhitesneakers.Istillcan’tget

usedtothefactthatheisanormalperson

whodoesn’twearasuitalldayeveryday.

“MissMkhizeyoulookbreathtaking.”He

says.

Irollmyeyesearningmeapoke.Arghbut



heisbeingdramatic.I’m justwearingajean

andawonderwomantop,nothingspecial

here.

“UyadelelawenaNqobile.”Hesays

chuckiling.

“Iknowright?Readytogo?”Iask.

“Yesma’am.”Hesayssteppingouttheway.

Iclosethedoorthenlockitandthrowthe

keyinmybag.Heopensthedoorforme

andholdsitopenwhileIslideinthenjogs

tohissideafterclosingitforme.Wedrive

offwithImmortalTechniquekeepingus



company.TheonlyreasonIknowwhothe

artistis,isbecauseBongweusedtolisten

tohim religiouslyatsomepoint.

“Sohowwasyourmorning?”Heasks.

“Amazingandyours?”

“Hectic.Tellmemore,whywasit

amazing?”

“Imetmybabybrother.”Isaywithawide

smileonmyface.

“Yourparentsarestillpoppingbabies?”He

askssoundingterrified.



Ican’thelpbutchortle.Whywoulditbea

badthingiftheystillwere?

“Yestheyare.”Isaykeepingaseriousface

on.

“Aren’ttheyold?Okaynonevermind.”

Shamehelooksalmosttraumatised.My

parentsaren’tthatoldthough.Okaythey

arebutstillImeanaslongasthey’restill

havingsexthenamiraclecanhappen.I

meanthere’sthatoneoldladyonthatone

showwhoishavingakidwithherBenright?

Sowhycan’tmom?



“Andwhywasyourmorninghectic?”Iask.

I’m goingtoleavehim thinkingthatmy

parentsarestillpoppingbabies,ashe

referredtoit.

“Ihadameetingwithmyteam whichwasn’t

asproductiveasI’dhopeditwouldbethenI

hadtorushhometoprepareforourlunch.”

Hesays.

“Hopefullyyournextmeetingwillyieldthe

resultsyou’relookingfor.”

“Itbetterorelsepeoplearegetting



warning.”Hesayswithahardfaceon.

Okayhe’sahecticboss.Wedriveintoan

estateandjudgingbyhowhewas

interactingwiththeguardsIam goingto

assumethatheisaregularhere.The

housesherearebreathtaking!Betterthan

thehousesatmyestate.WAYwaybetter.

.

.

Turnsoutheliveshereandhewantedusto

haveapicnicbecauseheenjoyedourtime

atthepark.Iseehim!Apparentlyhe

preparedeverythinginthisbasketbutIam

notbuyingit.Wehaveribs,stickywings,

minisandwiches,chickenfingersalongwith

samosas,nowthosehesaysheboughtbut



therestheinsistsonhavingmade.Idon’t

knowbutheyaslongasittastesgood.

Hechoseabeautifulspot,justbythe

manmadelakeandIloveit.Ispotafew

stonesnottoofarfrom usandIgetupand

gopickthem up.IrememberIusedto

throwstoneswithdadwheneverwe’dvisit

parksthathadalake.Iusedtothinkthathe

wassupermanbecauseinmylittlemindI

didn’tunderstandhowhewasabletomake

astonebouncemultipletimesonwater.It

wasmindboggling.

“YouthrowstonesMissMkhize?”He

shouts.



Iturnbackandfindhim lyingdownwithhis

headrestedonhishand.Inodlightlyand

continuethrowingthem untilIhaverunout

ofstonestothrow.Imakemywayback

andgrabawipeoutmybagthenwipemy

handsbeforediggingin.Thesewingsare

life!Theyhavetherightamountofzingand

thestickyaspectofthem isjustperfect!

He’sstaringatmewhileIattacktheselittle

sticksofyumminess.

Ifinisheatingthenwashitalldownwith

someorangejuice.

“IfyoureallymadethesethenIhumblyask

fortherecipe.”Isay.



Eventheribswereeverythingandmore.I

swearIhaveneverhadthem thatgood.

Don’tletthechefsinmyfamilyhearthat.

“Iwillforwardittoyou.”Heresponds.

Alwaysinbusinessmode.Ilaybackand

lookatthesky.Luckilythesunisn’toutto

playrightnow.Thesoundofthebirds

chirping.Thegentlebreezethatispassing

through.It’sallsobeautiful.

“MissMkhize.”

Iturnmyheadandcomefacetofacewith

him.There’sthatsoftlookagain.



“YesMrMavundla.”

“You’resobeautifulNqobile.”

“Thankyou.”Isayfaintly.

Heshiftscloserandrestshisforeheadon

mine.Thisfeelssodamnwrongbutalmost

rightatthesametime.Idon’tknowwhy

thismanhasthiskindofeffectonme

honestly.

“Idon’tknowifwhatI’m goingtosayis

appropriateconsideringyouhaveaman.”

Hesays.



“Idon’t.”Isayfaintly.

Myheartbreaksalittleatsayingthatout

loud.Sigh.Hesitsupthenlooksdownon

mewithanintenselookonhisface.

“CanItellyouaboutthefirsttimeIsaw

you?”Heasks.

“Yeah.”

“ItwasatDr.Warren’soffice.Youwalked

outofthatofficelookinglikelifehadbeen

suckedoutofyouandyouseemedasif

thoughyoucouldn’tbreathe.Iwatchedyou



slowlymakeyourwaytothebathroom and

fearingtheworstIfollowedyou.Yougotin

thereandletouttheworstsobIhadever

heard.Apartofmewantedtowalkinthere

butfemalebathroom andallsoImademy

waybacktomyseathopingI’dmakesure

youwereokaywhenyoucameout.

Whenyouwalkedoutofthereitwaslike

youweren’tpainfullycryingafewmoments

ago.Youhadyourheadheldhighandyour

tearsweredry.Icouldn’tapproachyouthen

andwhenyouwalkedoutoftheofficewith

yourthenhusbandIactuallyacknowledged

thatastrongwomanasyourselfcouldn’t

possiblybesinglevele.Yousmiledatthe

ladyatreceptionsowidelyandinthat

momentIknewthatyouwerea



phenomenonofnature.Iknewthatthere

wasnonelikeyou.

Anywayyouhavealwaysbeenbeautifuland

Ibelieveyouwillalwaysbe.”Hesayssoftly.

Irememberthedayheistalkingabout.It’s

thedayLeratoandIfoundoutaboutmy

condition.Ican’tbelievehewasthereand

thatheactuallyrememberseachdetail.

“Idon’tknowwhattosay.”Isayfaintly.

“I’m leavinginthreedaystimeandIwillbe

awayforalittleoverfourmonths.”Hesays.



Helowershisheadandgentlypecksmy

lips.What?Hegazesdeepintomyeyesand

Icanseehisburninglust.InaflashIhave

myhandshookedaroundhisneckand

we’resharingadeepandpassionatekiss.

Thisisevenbetterthanthefirstkisswe

shared.
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Hehassettledinbetweenmylegsand

feelinghisweight,eventhoughnotallofit,

onmefeelssomehow.Ipullhim closerasI

deepenthekiss.Heistrailinghishandup

anddownonmythighanditissending



tinglesallthroughoutmybody.Damnit,this

man!HegroansinmymouthandIcan’t

helpthemoanthatescapesmylips.Itfeels

asifthoughIhavenocontrolovermybody.

Iswearinthismomentheownsme.So

muchsothatIevenforgotthatwe’rein

public.

Hepullsoutofthekissandnuzzleshisface

onmyneck.Hishotbreatheissending

signalsallthewaydowntomysacredland.

I’m probablyleakingrightnow.Heleavesa

wetkissonmyneckbeforecomingbackup.

Hiseyesareslightlyclosedandhehasa

lazysmileplasteredacrosshisface.He

remindsmeofanaughtykidcaughtwith

hishandinthecookiejar.



“We’reinpublicandyou’rereallybeautiful

Nqobile.”Hesays.

He’ssorandom.

“Andyou’renotsobadSfiso.”Irespond

withasmileonmyface.

Hegivesmeasoftpeckbeforeflopping

himselfdownnexttomeandheavingasigh.

Mymindisracingwithathousandthoughts.

Ireallyjusthaveonequestion,andthatis–

whydoesthismanhavethiskindofeffect

onme?Ifeellikehehassomesortof

buttonthathepressesbeforehetakesmy

lipsinhisthattotallyleavesmepowerless.

Thechillsdownmyspinethatjustdon’t



stopareproofthatheknowswhathe’s

doing.

“IlikeyouNqobile,alotatthatandIwould

reallyliketogettoknowyoubetterhowever

Iunderstandthatthingsarecomplicated.”

Hesays.

Iturntolookathim andhehashiseyes

shut.

“SfisoIjustgotoutfaprettyserious

relationship.”

“That’swhyIdidn’twanttocomeontoo

strongbutbeingherewithyouinthis



momentIcan’tholditinanymore.I’m

actuallysomewhatrelievedthatyou’reno

longerinarelationship.HoweverIdo

understandthatyouneedtimeforyourself

andIrespectthat.”

Idon’tknowhowtorespondtothat.YesI

doagreethatSfisoandIgetalonglikea

houseonfirebutIhaveneverconsidered

thepossibilityofusbeingtogether.Yes

therehavebeentimeswhereI’dcatchhim

lookingatmealittledifferentlybutIguessI

didn’treadmuchintoitbecauseIwasso

focusedonLindo.IwilladmitthoughthatI

haveenjoyedthekissesIhavesharedwith

him beyondmeasure.

“AnywaywoulditbeaskingtoomuchifI



weretohumblyrequestthatwespendthe

nexttwodaystogether,youknowbeforeI

leave?”

“Uyaphivele?”Iask.

“TheStates.”

“Forfourmonthsthough?”Isay.

Hechuckleslightlywhilepullingmetorest

myheadonhischest.

“AreyougoingtomissmeMissMkhize?”

Hesoundstooamusedrightnow.



Idon’tknow,am I?IthinkIwill.Ienjoythe

timethatIspendwithhim.

“NoIwillnot.”Isay.

“Ofcoursenot.”Hekissesmyhead.

Weremaininsilencejusttakinginthe

sceneryandeachother’spresence.Iknow

I’vesaidthisbeforebutI’llsayitagain,who

wouldhavethoughtthatIwouldbeso

comfortablearoundSfiso.Ittrulyisinsane.

.

.

We’reonourwaytoarestaurantbecause

MrMavundlawantedustododineraswell.



IREFUSEDtohavedinnerathisplace

becauseIdon’ttrustthatthingswillonly

endwithjustdinner.Imeanthemankisses

meandIloseallmysensessoIknow

shouldwehavegonetohishouseandhad

ourmomentIknowthatIwould’vebeena

goner.Futhionceheunhooksthebra,sis

forget,wenayou’regettingateandthereis

nothingyoucandoaboutit.

HekeepsstealingglanceatmeandIcan’t

helpbutchuckle.Myphoneringscutting

thetensioninhere.

“Heybaby.”Ianswer.

Heturnstolookatmeandthelookonhis



faceispriceless.

“Ukuphi?I’m hereandyou’renotkodwaall

yourcarsareparked.Areyouokay?”He

saysfrantically.

ShamepoorBongwebutIfinditcutethat

hegetssoworkedupoverme.Somany

siblingsouttheredon’tcareabouteach

otheranditissoheartwarmingtohave

brothersthatwouldgotowarforme.

“I’m fine,I’m havingdinnerwithafriendbut

Ishouldbebacklater.”Isay.

“Ohokay.Justcallmewhenyougethome



nengobaIwon’tbehere.”

“Uyaphi?”

“I’m havingdinneratBandile’s.Apparently

Amandaisdrivinghim crazyandheneeds

backup.”Hesayslaughing.

Ijoinhim andwelaughforagoodfew

minutes.Isaysheshoulddrivehim crazy

untilthedayshepushesthatchildout.I

can’thelpbutwonderthoughwhatexactly

she’sdoingthathashim needingbackup.I

shouldgoseeAmandaandgetsome

gossipin.



“Letmeknowwhathowshe’sdoingthatso

Icangetsomepointersname.”Isaystill

laughing.

“Iwill.Okayletmego.Iloveyou.”

“Iloveyoutoobaby.Sharp.”Isaythenhang

up.

Icatchthismanlookingatmewitha

questioningfaceandIwillnotgivehim

whatheisaskingfor.Hedoesn’thaveto

sayitbutIcantellthathewantsmeto

explainwhothatwas,wellhecanmissme

withthat.Thetensionistoomuchatthis

momentsoIdecidetoconnectmyphone

andjistentomyplaylist.We’rejammingto



someNinaSimoneandIcanseehe’sa

littlebitshockedbymychoiceinmusic.I

didtellhim atsomepointthatIlistento

everything.

NowIknowthatIcan’tsingbutucannot

helpbutsingalongtomyfavouritetrack.‘I

putaspellonyou’.Thiswoman’smusic

leavesmebreathless.Iloveher.I’m singing

alongwhileheislaughing,I’m assumingmy

voiceisthatraspy.Ohwell,Idon’tcare.

Wearriveathischoiceofrestaurantand

makeourwayin.

.

.

“Sohow’sthefamily?”Heasks.



“They’regood.”Irespond.

IfeelbadthatIcan’textendthequestionto

him.Irememberhementionedthathis

grandmotherwhoraisedhim passedon

andhedidn’tmentionanyotherfamily

membersafterthat.

“Doyouhaveanyfamilyaroundhere?”Iask.

Heshakeshisheadwithasmileonhisface.

Whyishesmiling?

“MyextendedfamilyisintheEasternCape

aswellasinKZN.”



“Ohareyouclose?”

“Yeahtheyreachoutwhentheywant

moneybutIhavethisoneauntwhotries

herbesttocheckuponmewhenevershe

can.”Hesayssadly.

“I’m sorry.”Isayfaintly.

Idon’tlikethatwaveofsadnessthatjust

passedthroughhisface.Itakehishandin

minegivingitagentlesqueeze.Heflashes

afaintsmilebeforereturningmysqueeze.

Myheartachesforhim.



“It’slifeNqobile.AnywayI’m justhappythat

theonepersonthatmatteredthemost

wenttorestknowingthatIwasstableand

thatIwouldn’tneedforanythingyouknow.”

“Ican’tevenimaginejusthowitmustfeel.

I’m reallysorryforyourlossandthatyou

havetogothroughthis.”

“It’sokay.I’m goodreally.YeahIgetlonely

occasionallybutthenIrememberthatI

haveanangellookingoutformeandIget

backupandputonmybrightestsmile.”

“Andyoudohaveaverybeautifulsmile.”



“Iwanttosmileatyou,foryou,allthetime.”

Hesayssmiling.

Seehowsneakyandrandom heis?

“AnywayIknowthatit’syourbirthdaynext

week.”

“Konje.”Isayrollingmyeyes.

“FacebookNqobilefacebook.”He’s

laughing.“AsIwassaying,yourbirthday

nowIknowIwon’tbeheresowouldyou

mindifwehadanearlycelebration?

Nothinghecticjustamoviethenburgers

andmilkshakesthereafter.”



“Thatsoundsgoodtomebutyoureally

don’thaveto.”

“Idon’thavetodoanything,IknowbutI

wantto.”

Thatstatementwastwoinonebutokay.

Weenjoyourmealwithconversation

flowingbetweenus.He’squitethe

characterthisone.Hetellsmeaboutthe

dayheburnthisstepfathersleatherjacket,

athihedidn’tsleepathomeforafewdays

hopingthatallwouldbeforgottenwhenhe

wentback.I’m actuallyinterestedinhearing

moreabouthischildhoodintheCapebutall

ingoodtime.Hegoesontotellmeabout



thedayhismom walkedinonhim almost

havingsex,apparentlyhim andthegirlhad

plannedonlosingtheirvirginitiesonsaid

day.BytheendofthenarrationIam rolling

onthefloorwithlaughter.Ifeellikehe

fabricatedhalfofthestorybutkeIhaveto

takehiswordforit.

DinnerisgoingsowellandIadmitIdon’t

wantthenighttoend.Hesuggestsgoing

outforadrinklateroninthenightandIcan

neversaynotoafreecocktail.
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Hisfavouritecolourispink.Weird,Iknow.

HelistenstoImagineDragons,apparently

they’rehisfavourite.

Hedoesn’tlikecuttinghisbeardbuthe

keepsittrimmedbecausehehastolook

presentableforwork.

Heenjoyssippingonaglassofcognac

afteralongdayatwork.

Ohandheisaworkaholic.

“Whydoyouworksomuch?”Iask.



“WellbecauseIhavenoonetorushhome

tosoIkeepmyselfbusywithwork.Another

reasonisthatIam deadscareofbeing

broke.IgrewupstrugglingsoIknowhow

toughitisatthebottom andIdon’twantto

findmyselfbacktherewhereasIcouldhave

workedhardtopreventallofthat.“Hesays

thenshrugs.

Iadmirethatabouthim.

“Justdon’tworktoohardbecauseburnout

isarealthing.”Isay.

Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.



“Yesmom.”

Irollmyeyes.Uyangijwayelalo!We’restill

attherestauranthavingdinner.We’llwe

finishedeatingalongtimeagothen

orderedmoredrinks.Hegothungryagain

soheorderedanothermealwhileIsettled

onfries.Therestaurantisemptynowand

thestaffhasstartedcleaningeven,that’s

howlongwehavebeensittinghere.

“Letmepaysowecango.”Hesays.

Hepaysthebillthendownshisdrinkbefore

wemakeourwayout.Wegetinthecarand

chillforafewminutes.



“Sowhereto?”Heasks.

“Idon’tknow,anyplacechilled.Erm yho

angazi.”

“WecangogetdrinkseDrivethru.”Hesays

wigglinghiseyebrows.

Ichuckleloudly.Stupidman.

“Reallynow?”

“Nowbona,it’s11PM nowandwehaveour

moviedatetomorrowandIactuallywould

likeyoutobeontimethistimearound.”



“Thatmakessense.Okaylet’sgogetice

cream formeandsomejuiceforyouthen

youcandropmeoff.”Irespond.

“WhosaidIdon’twanticecream?”Heasks

sulking.

“You’realmost50Sfisosoyoucan’thave

icecream solateatnight.”Isaywitha

straightfaceon.

Idon’tknowhowbuthehasmepinnedwith

hisonehandandisticklingmewiththe

other.Iam laughingsoloudlythatIbetthe

restaurantstaffcanhearmefrom allthe

wayoverhere.JustasIam catchingmy

breathhislipsareonmineandweare



sharingaheatedkiss.Hepullsbackand

relaxesbackinhisseatbeforeitcaneven

getanyhotter.

“IthinkI’m addictedtoyourkisses.”He

blurtsout.

IthinkIsharethesamesentiments,I

whisperinmyhead.Hepressestheignition

andwedriveoff.We’redrivingin

comfortablesilence.Doyouknowjusthow

beautifulthoselatenight,traffic-lessdrives

are?Theroadisopenandthereisnoone

elseontheroadbutyouandyouhavethe

optionofeithercruisingorrushingdown

thehighway.Iam sogladthathehas

chosentocruise.Thebrightcitylightalong

withthebrightnessthatnaturehasafforded



usisquiteremarkable.

SomeBobbyMcFerrinwouldbeamazing

rightaboutnowbutthissilenceisalso

special.Somehowhishandhasfoundrest

onmythighanditseemslikethatwillbe

ourpositionfortherestoftheride.Hadyou

comeuptomeandtoldmethatIwouldbe

inMavundla’scarafterhehadconfessed

hisfeelingsforme,Iwould’veprobably

laughedinyourfaceandtoldyouthatyou

neededtogetyourheadchecked.

Idon’tknowallofthisisbutI’m inthe

momentcurrently.Iam enjoyingthisand

that’sthat.Imightwakeupinthenext

comingdaysfeelinglikethiswasalljustfor

thatmomentandthatIcan’tofferhim what



heisseekinginthefuturebutIwillhaveno

regretsbecauseIwould’veenjoyedthe

currentmomentswe’resharing.

Ididn’trealisethatwe’reatthedrivethru.

ThankGodforthese24hrplaces.Weget

twoicecream cupsandmakeourwayout.

Doyouknowjusthowdeliciousicecream

isespeciallyinthemiddleofthenight?

Yhuu.It’salittleaftermidnightandIam

busygallivantingthestreetsofJoburgwith

SfisowhenIshouldbesnuggledupinbed

resting.

Wehavebeensilentthisentirewayandit’s

beenenjoyable.Rightnowwe’reparkedin

mydrivewaystillinsilence.Ishouldactually

headinsohecangoandgetsomerest,



“Thankyoufotoday.Ienjoyedmyself.”Isay.

“SodidIMissMkhize.”Heresponds.

Iopenthedoorandgetoutofthecarand

hedoesthesame.Hewalksmetothedoor

andwatchesnasIsearchformykeysin

mybag.Iunlockthedoorthenheadinto

switchonthelightsbeforeheadingback.I

findhim standingoutsidestill.

“Areyouavampire?”Iask.

“Huh?”



“WellintheVampireDiarieswelearnedthat

vampirescan’tstepintosomeone’shouse

withouthavingbeeninvitedin,sothefact

thatyoudidn’tevengetyourtoeinsidethe

housemeansyouhaveastorytotellme

Mr.”Isay.

Helooksatmeforawhilebeforebursting

outinlaughter.Ijoinhim whileshakingmy

head.He’ssoloudthatmyneighbours

mightactuallywakeupandcomplain.

“Wheredoyougetallthisstuff?”

KhanyisilemademewatchTheVampire

Diariesandmademepromisetogetinto

theOriginalsaswell.Ihaven’tgottenthe



timetobingebutIwill.PhelaIjustrealised

thatthesethingsarereal.Jokes!

“Averytrustedsourcesir.”Isayproudly.

“You’reaspecialcase.”Hesayspullingme

inforahug.

Isettleinhisarmsforalittlebitbefore

pullingback.Heplacesakissonmy

foreheadbeforelettinggo.

“Ulalekahle.I’llseeyoulater.”

“Pleasedon’twakemeupearly.”Isay

laughing.



“IpromiseIwont.”GoodnightNqobile.”

“GoodnightSfiso.”

Iwatchashegetsintohiscaranddrives

off.Iwalkinsidethehouse,lockthedoor

thenmakemywayUptomyroom.Ineedto

sleep.IstripuntilIam leftinmyunderwear

andslideintothecovers.Hesendsatext

sayingthathe’shomeandthathealready

missesme.Wellhe’shomeandIcanfinally

gotosleep.

.

.

Ihavebeenupsincetheearlyhoursofthe



morningbecauselittlemissMkhizedecided

towakemeupafterI’dliterallyfallenasleep.

Apparentlyherbrother’swailingwokethe

entirehouseandshecouldn’tgobackto

sleepsoshedecidedtocallmebecause

shemissedmesomuch.InthatmomentI

wishedthatshecould’vemissedherWewe

morebutithadtobeme.

Wespentanhouronthephoneuntilshe

stoppedrespondingandIfiguredthatshe

must’vefallenasleep.Itriedtogobackto

sleepbutIcouldn’t,soIam inbedsnacking

onmysecretbedroom stashwhile

watchingAquamarine.Ihavenoideawhy

I’m watchingKhanyi’splaylistbuthey.

I’m tryingtofocusonthismoviebutmy



mindkeepsdriftingofftoSfiso.Lord,that

man!Idon’tknowwhatitisabouthim butI

am veryintrigued.AsIhavesaidbeforeI

losemysenseswhenhetouchesme.I

don’twanttreadtoomuchintoeverything

though.Yesitisfunbutagainthatmight

justbeit.Ineedtoletmyhairlooseandhe

hasbeendoingagoodjobinthat

departmentwheneverIneededhim toI

guess.

I’m justgoingtoenjoythisdayandwe’ll

dealwiththeresttomorrow.

[05/10,13:35]Mca:SIXTYTHREE

IthinkthisistheloudestIhaveeverheard

him laugh.Heisreallyenjoyingthismovie



andthereisnoquestionaboutit,butthen

againwhowouldn’t?ImeanKagisoLediga

isjusthilariousyenanjejustbylookingat

him.Matwetweisjustsofreshand

undoubtedlyfunny.It’safeelgoodmovie

andyoucan’tgowrongwithit.Iam

extremelyproudoftheworkthatourfilm

industryisputtinginanditcanonlyget

betterfrom hereright?

Themoviehasendedbutthismanhere

can’tstoplaughingandIadmit,itisa

beautifulsighttowatch.He’stryingtosay

somethingbutitseemslikethefunny

momentsthatwe’vejustwitnessedaren’t

allowinghim tobegreat.We’remakingour

waytogogetsomegrub.Heeventually

managestogethimselfundercontroland



heavesasigh.Nowit’smyturntolaughat

howextraheactuallyis.Wow!

ThisiswhyIworkmybudgetaroundmid

month,becauseIhatewalkinginacrowded

mall.Yesit’snotpackedlikesardinesbut

it’sfullman.

“I’dgowatchthatmovieagain.”Hesays

randomly.

“Youenjoyedyourselfne?”

“Toomuch.IactuallywanttomeetKagiso

Ledigaandjustshakehishand.”



“WellMrMoneyI’m sureyoucanmakeI

plan.”Isay.

“Actuallyyou’reinamuchbetterpositionto

connectmewithhim.Allyouhavetodois

gethim forthecoverofyourmagazineand

Ipitch“unannounced”tocomeseeyou

beseIgettomeethim andIlivehappily.”

Hesayswithamischievoussmileonhis

face.

Ican’thelpbutchortleloudly.Thisman

though!Ilovehowhethinkshisplanisso

foolproof.SMH.MaybeImightjust

surprisehim withthis.Hmmm justmaybe.

“Isee.”That’sallImanagetosay.



“I’m ageniusphelamina.”

Ofcourseheis.Irollmyeyeswhile

shakingmyhead.StraightaheadofusIsee

him.He’slaughingwithherandtheyseem

tobeenjoyingeachother’scompany.Her

handgoestohervisiblypregnantstomach

withafullblownsmileolasteredacrossher

face.Iguesshegotwhathewanted–A

FAMILY.Helooksupandfindsmelooking

athim andafrownbefallshisface.Ismile

lightlyandpullmyselftogether.

“Melo,hey.”Hegreets.

“Leratohi.”



“Okae?”

“Kesharpwena?”Irespond.

“Kesharp.”Hesays.

Okay.Nowwe’restandinghereawkwardly.

ThiswomanislookingatmeandIcansee

therageburninginhereyes.Sheslidesher

handintohisandrestsherheadonhis

shoulder.MarkingherterritoryIsee,well

sheneedstoworrynotbecauseIhaveno

desiretotakeherspinelessmanawayfrom

her.



“Wherearemymanners,thisis

Nomthandazo,myfiancé.”Hesays.

Wow.Ohokay.Sheww.I’m atalossfor

words.Idon’tknowwhattosay.

Congratulations?Yeahcongratulations.

“Ohcongratulations.Welluhm thisisSfiso.”

Isay.

Ithinkhesensesthatthereisalittlebitof

tensionherebecausehehashishand

aroundmywaist.Ilookupathim andhe

givesmehisdashingsmilewhichIcan’t

helpbutreturn.IcatchLeratooutthe

cornerofmyeyelookingatuswithafrown.

Hehasapregnantwifesoheshouldrelax!



SfisoextendshishandtoLeratoandthey

shareacoldhandshake.Talkabout

awkward.

“Wellitwaslovelyseeingyoubutweneed

togetgoing.”Isay.

“Uhm yeah,sharp.”Hesays.

WeallgoourdirectionswithSfiso’shand

stilltightlygrippedonmywaist.

“Areyougoingtotellmewhyyougot

divorced?”Heasks.

“OnedayImightjust.”Isay.



Hepullsmecloserandplacesakissonthe

sideofmyhead.Ihonestlydon’tknowhow

Iwould’vehandledseeingLeratoifIwas

alone.IthinkIwould’vefrozebutI’m

gratefulthatMavundlawasheretoholdmy

handIguess.

.

.

ThefewtimesthatIhavespentwithSfiso

havealwaysleftmeyearningforaminute

morewithhim.Theguyisamysteryand

justasyouthinkyouarefiguringhim out,

youunpeelanotherlayerthatleavesyou

feelinglikeyouhadn’tdoneanythingbefore.

ThebestwordIthinkIcoulduseto

describehim is‘INTRIGING’.Yesterdayafter

moviesandourlatelunchhedroppedme



offathomebutrefusedtocomeinbecause,

andIquote,“Idon’tthinkIwillleavethis

househavingnotfuckedyourbrainsout

Nqobile,sotoavoidconfusionandlooking

likethedickwhoistakingadvantageof

yourbreakup,Iwilldeclinetheoffer.”

Myclitdancedabit.NoI’m lyingitthrobbed

painfully.Themannerinwhichhe

whispereditinmyearwhilehishandgently

travelleddowntomyass.Ifitwereupto

me,Iwould’vepouncedhim rightthereand

thenbutIcomposedmyself.Wesharedyet

anothermindblowingkiss.Hehadhe

pinnedagainstthedoorandpassionately

suckedthelifeoutofme.It’sofficial,I’m

addictedtohiskissesandIam not

ashamed.Loguyuyaloyanje!



It’spassed12PM andIam stillinbed.Sfiso

andIdon’thaveplansforthedaybecause

hehastogototheofficebuthedid

promisetocomeseemeafterwork.Iknow

thatmyheartisstillverymuchwithLindo

howeverIam trulyenjoyingthesemoments

thatIam sharingwithSfiso.Thatgrumpy

assmanissomethingelse.

Irolloutofbedthenheadtothebathroom

tobrushmyteethandwashmyface.I

finishupthenmakemywaytothekitchen

towhipupsomethingtoeat.Isettleon

somesweetcorn.IwantmeatkodwaI’m

toolazytodefrostandallofthat,soI

decidetofrysomeworswithawholelotof

onions.I’m asuckerforonions.Aftermy



quickmeal,Isettleonthecouchandhave

thatwithsomepineapplejuice.

TheWalkingDeadisbackandIhavean

episodetocatchupon.Thestayathome

lifeisnicenyanakantihoweverIthinkI’m

enjoyingitbecauseIknowthatI’m working

from home.Speakingofhomepeople,I

shouldgocatchupwithgogo,Imissherso

muchandIbetshemissesmetoo.My

afternoonisgoingtobespentcatchingup

andstuffingmyface.

.

.

I’m standingatthedoorwaitingforSfisoto

pullup.Hecalledwhenhewasatthegate

andaskedmetowaitoutside.Heparks



thenstepsoutofthecarlookinglikehe’s

onsetforthecoverofGQ.Hehashisarms

openformeandIwalkintothem andsoak

themomentin.Hesmellsandlooksgood.

“Hi.”Hegreets.

Ilookup,getonmytoesandplaceakiss

onhislips.Idon’tknowwhyIdidthat.

“Hey.”Irespondafterpullingback.

“Icouldgetusedtothiskindofgreeting

everydayyazi.”

“Isit?”Isaychuckling.



“Yep.AnywayImissedyoutoday.”Hesays

sulking.

“You’regoingtomissmeforthenextfour

months.”

“Imightjustcancelthistrip.”Hesays.

“Yousaidthetripsyou’reworkingonmight

beworthmultimillionsright?”Iask.

“Yeah.”Herespondshesitantly.

“ThenyouneedtogolaphongobaIdon’tdo

brokedudes.”



Heburstintolaughterandsettlesonthe

bonnet.GQIsaidangithi?

“MelokuhleNqobile‘GoldDigger’Mkhize.”

“Yepthat’sme.”Isayproudly.

CanIqualifyasagolddiggervele?Anyhow

SfisorequeststhatIaccompanyhim toget

somedinnerbecausehe’salreadygivenhis

helperleave.Hiseyesalmostfalloutofhis

socketwhenIsayIdon’thaveahelperand

thatI’veneverhadone.DoIlooklikethe

lazytypevele?Idon’tknowifIshouldbe

offendedornotbuthey.



Weendupgettingtakeoutsandheinsists

thatweeatattheparkinglotbecausewe

can’tstepintoeachother’shouses.He’s

toomuchofagentlemannyanayazi.

I’m goingtomissmytimewithhim.

[05/10,13:35]Mca:SIXTYFOUR

Unedited

I’vebeentryingtoignorethisannoying

soundbutit’sjustnotlettingup.Ireach

overandanswerthenplacemyphoneon

myearwithoutsayinganything.Whoever

thisisbetterhaveagoodreasonforwaking

meupthisdamnearly.



“Nqobile.”

“Huh.”

“Vuka.”

WHO’STHIS?

“NqobileIwillnotsaywhatIwanttosay

untilIhaveyourfullattention.”Hesays.

Iliftmyphonefrom myearandcheckthe

callerID.00131267HUH?Isthisoneof

thosedevilworshippernumbersthatthey

usetohaveusgocrazy?Rememberthat



storyaboutthedevilworshiperswhohad

thepowertogiveyouamigrainethatwould

killyouinafewdaysoverwhatsapp?Have

theyadvancedtophonecallsnow?OhLord

youcan’tletmegooutthiswayahhFather

God.Whatwillmyobituarysay?

“You’renotwakingupareyou?”Thisvoice?

Arghit’sSfiso!Isitupandheaveasigh

beforeasmilecreepsontomyface.

“Sfiso.”Isaysoftly.

“Andshewakesup.”Hesayslaughing.



“It’sbloody5oclockinthemorningso

forgivemefornotbeingthemostalert

persononthefaceoftheearth.”Isay.

“It’spast9thisside.”

“Ekseni?”

“Nointheevening.It’sactuallyThursday

ngapha.”Hesays.

KonjeChitownisafewcrazyhoursbehind

SA.Wellatleastyenahewasstillawake,

minaIwassleeping.HeckIwasalmost

dreamingaboutmynextlottowinnings.

Don’ttellanyonebutI’m theonethatwon



thatR200million,I’m justplayingitcool

ngobanaboZweliwillcomerunning

wantingacut.Zweliismkhulu’sannoying

brother.Mom hateshim somuchthat

whenevershe’sinherfeelsshe’dstart

goingoffabouthowheshould’vedied

insteadofmkhulu.Imaginethoughbeing

R200millionricher.Lord!I’dprobably

splurgealittlebeforeIdoanygood.

BuyalittleLouisVittonbagthatcoststhe

priceofsomeone’sentirehouse.Likethose

bagsarejustridiculouslyexpensiveandI

don’tunderstandwhy.AnywayIwouldn’t

needfornothingifIhadthatamount,not

thatIdorightnowhoweverthereare

certainthingsthatIcan’tdobecausemy

pocketisn’tsoextended.I’dliketodomore



goodsothatwouldcomeinhandy.Sigh

R200million,howdidIgethere?

“Unjani?”Iask.

“I’m goodandyou?”

“Kesharp.”

It’sbeenafewdayssinceheleftandthisis

thefirsttimeim talkingtohim since.The

firstdayafterheleftIwasboredoutofmy

mindbecausehehadkeptmydays

occupied.

“HappybirthdaymyfieryNqobile.”Hesays.



Ichucklelightly.It’smybirthday.Happy

birthdaymkhulu’sblip!

“Thankyou.”Isayshyly.

“Youshouldreceiveyourgiftduringthe

courseoftheday.”

“Isitacar?”Iask.

Hedoesbiggiftsmos.

“Doyouwantacar?”Heasks.



Knowinghowinsaneheis,hemight

actuallydothat.

“NahmananythingIreceivewillbehighly

valued.”Isay.

“InthatcaseIdohopeyouwilllikeit.

AnywayIhopeyouhaveanamazingand

don’tallowanybodytoruinitforyou.Enjoy

thedinnerlateron,okay?”

“Iwill.Thankyousomuch.”

“Anytime.Okayletmegosleep,Ihavea

veryearlymorning.We’llchatlaterke.”



“Sharp.”Isaybeforehangingup.

Thatwasaverywelcomedbirthdaycall.My

daycanonlygetbetterfrom hereon.Iput

myphoneawaythensinkbackintomy

blankets,mylottonumbersawaitmephela.

.

.

Ihavereceivedacallfrom everyoneonein

myfamilyandit’sonly9AM.Mom yena

calledtoconfirm theguestlistfortonight.

Soit’sobviouslymina–guestofhonour,

yena–partyplannerandgiverofegg,dad–

giverofsperm,gogo,lume,auntySibaand

herparentsalongwithuncleRori,Bandile,

Amandaandherparents,Bongwe,

Mam’Zonke,TheMngomezulutribe,



includingLindoandEnhle,ReaalongwithD,

Khanyi,Lwandile,Ndaloandmyvery

preciousZizwe–Andthat’sjustfamily.I’ve

alsogotafewofmycolleaguescoming

through.LookingathowlongthatlistisI

thinkIwould’vepreferredifitwasjust

familybutheywecan’ttakebackthe

invitationsnow.

ThedoorswingsopenandBandile

alongsideBongwewalkincarryingthe

biggestbouquetofrosesIhaveeverseen.

Afewthousandsmaybe?Idon’tknow,allI

knowisthattheyaregorgeous.Ndile

placesakissonmyforehead.Ilaughatthe

factthattherosesarenowchillingonthe

floor.Iknowjusthowheavytheyareshame.

Bongwepullsmeintohisarmsandwe



remaininthatpositionforalittlewhile.It’s

beenatoughyearto28andheknowsthat.

Hepullsbackandsitsontopofthecounter.

“Happybirthdaysis.”Bandilesays.

Igivehim awarm smileandalightlynod.

Myniggathisone.Yeswehaveourfallouts

buthewasthefirsteverfriendIhad.My

protector,mycrybuddy.IrememberhowI

usedtousehim wheneverIwanted

somethingfrom mom becausehecould

playthatsadcardwell.Aswe’vegrown

olderwe’veobviouslyfoundpartnersthat

wouldtakeoverbuthehasandwillalways

bemynumber1evenwhenhe’sanass.



“ThanksNdile.”

“YahappybirthdayMelo.”Bongweaddson.

Ican’thelpbutlaughathowhighhelooks.

Mom willfreakifthisishowhe’sgoingto

rockupatdinner.

“Sowe’regoingtospendthedaywithyou

beforeleavingtogogetreadyforthe

dinner.”Ndileannounces.

“Yeees!”Iexclaim.

ImightjusttakeapuffofBongwe’sstuff

even.Theyhelpmewithbreakfastandwe



endupmakingamealfitforaqueen.The

perksofhavingaprofessionalcheffora

brother.Hemadecrumpetswithberry

compoteservedwithcream,alongwith

wafflesservedwithbaconandmaplesyrup.

We’realsohavingsomecustardthingina

jarwithpancakes,yeyit’safeast!Bongwe

decidedtomovethecoffeetableandsetup

apicnicinthelivingroom.Wesettleonthe

floorandblessthefoodbeforediggingin.

“Areyoureadyfortheneweditionintoyour

littlefamiy?”IaskNdile.

“Iam.”Hesaysbeaming.“I’m enjoying

walkingthispregnancyjourneyeventhough

I’m frustratedmostofthetime.Imeanthe

unnecessarytearsandtantrumsbutmom



andmamaDsayit’sallpartofthejourney.

Thelittlekicksthoughandwatchingher

repositionmakeitallworthwhile.Imissed

outoneverythingwithUthandobutI’m

doingmybesttosomehowmakeupfor

thatwiththisone.”Hesays.

“You’reanamazinghusbandandfather

Ndile,thereisnodoubtaboutthat.Youjust

needtostoopputtingpressureonyourself

becauseofyourpastmistakes.”Isay.

“YeahMeloisright.”Bongwesayswitha

mouthful.

Heheavesasighandstuffsawaffleinto

hismouth.Bandilehasalwaysstruggles



withsomewhatforgivinghimselfbutIhope

thathe’lllearnforthesakeofhiskidsifnot

forhimself.

Wespendsometimecatchingupand

laughingaboutourchildhoodmemories.

Wehadthebestupbringingakidcouldever

askforyazi.

.

.

Idriveintomyparent’syardandit’sbuzzing.

Iwasgoingtogetdressedherebutdecided

againstitwhichwasagooddecision

becauseitseemslikeeveryoneishere.I

makemywayintothehouseandImustsay

am quiteimpressed.Drinksstationand

fingerfood.Iappreciatethefactthatwe



don’thavewaiters,Ifeellikeitmakesthings

tooformal.

“Mybaby.”Mom saysrushingtowardsme.

Shekissesmeonmylipsbefore

demandingthatIgivehera360ofmyoutfit.

It’sjustawhitejumpsuitwithgold

accessories.Shelooksdelishinablack

figurehuggingdress.Iknowthatdadis

losinghismindoverthis.

“Ican’twaittoseetheoutside.”Isay

excitedly.

IseeauntyMinniemakingherwaytowards



us.Thiswomanisaginglikefinewine.

Damnit!

“Happybirthdaymyangel,youlook

breathtaking.”Shesayswhenshepullsme

inforahug.

Ireturnthecomplimentandsheasksto

haveawordwithmeinprivatebeforeo

attendtomyguest.Weheadtothefront

andsettleonthebench.

“Lindokuhletoldmeaboutthebreakup

howeverhedidn’twanttogetintodetails

buthedidtellmeabouthisrelapse.Iam

sorryMelothatyouhadtogetthissideof

myson.”



“It’snotyourfault.”

“ButIfeellikeitis.Asaparentyoutryyour

besttoraiseyourchildrenrightandhave

them onlytakethepositiveattributesfrom

youunfortunatelyLindoinheritedsomeof

thenegativesfrom me.ThedruguseandI

bethewasn’tsomuchofastrong

communicator.”Shepausesandsighs.“I

justwantedtoapologiseforeverythingand

Ihopethatyouguyscansomehowremain

friendsbecauseattheendofthedaywe

arefamily.”

“Lindojustneedstoworkonhimselfandas

afriendIwillneverabandonhim ifheneeds



myhelp.”Isay.

“Youtrulyareyourmother’sdaughter.”She

sayswithaproudsmileonherface.

ThatIam!

Wemakeourwaybackinsidethenoutto

thebackandIam inawe.Mom outdid

herselfhere.Thefloatingcandlesandrose

petalsinthepoolarejusttodiefor.Theset

upiscleanandelegant.TIMELESS.The

hangingfairylights.Modimo!Iloveit.

IgoaroundgreetingeveryoneuntilIgetto

NdoandEnhle.CanIjustraveabouthow



amazingshelookswithherlegsout!

Bafeee!

“Youalwayslooklikeasupermodel.”Isay.

“PutmeonyourcoverMelo.”Shesays

snappingherfingers.

“Ijustmight.”Isay.

WesharealaughbeforeIturntolookat

Lindo.SighImisshim butIunderstandthat

wereallycan’tbe.

“Youlookdapper.”Isaytohim.



“Ihadtolookthepart.Youlookbeautiful

andhappybirthday.”Hesays.

“Thankyou.Sowhat’sbeenhappening?”I

ask.

“Icommittedtotherapy,mom andEnhle

havebeenmakingsurethatIattendmy

sessionseverydaysoyeah.I’m workingon

dealingwithourlossamongstother

things.”Hesayssadly.

“EverythingwillworkoutLindo,justhave

faithinGodandinyourself.I’m gladthat

you’vecommittedtohealing.Iwishyou

nothingbutthebestinthat.”



“ThankyouMelo.AnywayIgotyou

somethingbutyou’llunwrapitlater.”

“Am Igoingtolikeit?”Iask.

“Ihopeyoudo.”Hesayslaughing.

Laughterlooksgoodonhim andIhopehe

spendsmoreofhisdayslaughingand

smiling.

.

.

“ShehadinsistedonnospeechesbutI

couldn’thelpmyselfsoI’llbebrief.Nqobile,

forthoseofyouwhodon’tknowNqobileis

ourmiraclechild.Aftermiscarriages



Nqobilewasconceived.Iactuallyfoundout

aboutheraftermywifewasinvolvedina

deadlyaccident.From thegetgotheodds

werestackedagainstmylittlegirl,the

miscarriagesaswellastheaccident,she

wasn’tsupposedtomakeitbutbecause

shewasandstillisafighter,shemadeit.

Sheconquered.uNqobile!Mylittleblip

wordscan’texpressjusthowmuchjoyyou

bringintoourlives.From thesecondyou

setfootintothisworldtothisdayyouhave

beenensuringthatourdaydarefilledwith

smilesandwearegratefulforthat.

Ijustwishyounothingbutjoy.That’sthe

onlywishIhaveforyou.



SeeIkeptitshortright?HahaIloveyou

Melokuhlewami.”Daddysays.

Ihavenowordsformyfather.Healways

leavesmetearyeyedhai.Canwejustgetto

thefoodpartoftheevening?
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Myheadispoundingsomuchthateven

attemptingtoopenmyeyesisareal

struggle.I’vebeenlyinginbedtryingto

understandjusthowIevenendedupinhere

dressedinoneofmysleepershirts.Istill

haveafewclotheshereathomejustin

caseIdecidetosleepoverunexpectedly.So



lastnightafterdad’sheartfeltspeechmy

brother’salsodecidedthattheyboth

wantedtosaysomething.

Bandilehadmegigglingandchuckingat

someofourchildhoodmemoriesheshared.

HebasicallytoldeveryonejusthowIused

tobullyhim andhowIusedhim wheneverI

wantedtogetsomethingfrom mom,which

istechnicallytruebecausehewasmama’s

boyandIwasdaddy’sgirl.Afterspillinga

fewofmysecretsandbasicallypaintingme

asatyrant,hetoldmehelovedmeandthat

hewouldburnhellifitmeantIwashappy.I

appreciatemymainmansomuch.Bandile

knowsjustabouteverythingI’vebeen

throughandhehasbeenthepositive

energywheneverIwouldbepessimistic



aboutthesituation.

AfterhisspeechhemadewayforBongwe

andIwasnotreadyforhowdeephewould

get.Hestartedoffbysayingthathewas

alreadywritingmy30thbirthdayspeech

andthatitisgoingtostartwiththewords

‘thankyouforsavingmybutt’becausehe

knowsthatIam goingtoprobablyhaveto

rescuehisarseacoupleoftimesinthe

nexttwoyears.Ilaughedathowtruethat

was.Mybrotherhashiscrazymomentsbut

he’sgoodpeople.Hespokeabouthow

muchhewouldn’thavemadeitthroughthe

pastcoupleofyearsifitwasn’tforme

alwayscheckinginandnagginghim.He

admittedthathehatedandstillhatesitbut

heisgrateful.



Ithinkwewereallmovedbyhisspeech

becauseBongweisn’talwaysthissoft.Yes

ithappensthathegetsallemotionaland

‘mushy’butitseldom happens.Afterhis

heartfeltspeechKhanyithankedmefor

alwayswatchinghershowswithherand

thesneakyprincessgotmetopromisein

frontofeveryonethatIwould‘Showmax

andchill’withhereverysecondweekend.

Sigh,here’stomoreofTheVampireDiaries

–whichIenjoybytheway,justdon’ttell

anyone.

Oncetheimpromptuspeechesweredone

andIwasleftfloatingoncloudninebyall

theloveIwasreceiving,itwastimefor

dinner.Mom’sstickyribsandwings



definitelywentdown.Ilovedthefactthatit

wasamenuofstreetfoodservedbuffet

style.Everyonewasravingabouthowgood

thefoodwasandmom wellshegiggled

sweetlyandplayeditdownbutIknowshe

probablywhisperedafewcockystatements

indad’sear.Dessertwasalsoservedinthe

samemannerandallIhadwastheoreoice

cream withextrachocolatedrizzling.Iwas

indessertheaven.

Afterdessert,thekidsretiredtobedandthe

adultscameouttoplay.Idancedanddrank

anddrankanddranksomemorethen

dancedabitmorebecauseIhaddrankso

much.Iwasthedrunkdancingqueenbut

luckilyeveryonewasintheirelementsoit’s

allgood.Nowmyproblem asIam lying



hereinbedishowIactuallygotinbed.AllI

rememberisBongwethreateningtopush

meintothepoolbecauseIthinkIgrabbed

hisjointandranawaywithit.Thatisthe

lastmemoryIhaveofthelastmoments

beforewakingupinbed.

Ieventuallymanagetoopenmyeyesand

thefirstthingIspotisMalibongweonthe

couch.Ukuthiwhyhedidn’tsharethebed

withmeisbeyondmyunderstanding.Iroll

outofbedtooquicklyandIgroanasmythe

sharpestpainshootsthroughmyhead.I

swearthereareamilliontoysoldiersfrom

oneofthoseNightAtTheMuseum movies

marchingontopofmyhead.Thepain

subsidesandIslowlydragmyachybody

acrosstheroom tothebathroom.For



someoneforfeelslikeshitIactuallylookso

damngood.OkayI’m jokingbutIlook

decent.

IdecideonacoldshowerhopingthatIwill

stepoutfeelingbetter.Thecoldwateris

actuallysoothingandIcouldstayunderthis

runningwaterallday.Istepoutandwrapa

towelaroundmmybodythenheadtothe

closettogetdressed.Aboringuninspiring

dressiswhatIsettleonbeforegoingto

wakeBongweup.Aftersomestruggleheis

onthebedsnoringhisdayaway.

Ifindmom anddadbeingallcuteinthe

kitchen.Hehasherpinnedagainstthe

pantrywhilesheislookingathim witha

smileonhisface.PreciousItellyou.



“Morningparents.”Iinterrupttheirmoment.

“Morningbabyhow’sthehangover?”Mom

asksmakingherwaytowardsme.

“Icouldusesomepainkillersandareally

spicybreakfast.”IsayasIsettleonthehigh

chairs.

Dadchucklesandhandsmeatallglasshe

justpulledoutofthefridge.It’sa

concoctionandIdon’tcarewhatisinit,as

longasitdoesthejob.Idownitinonego

blockingoutthesmellandtaste.Ifinishit

thendownanentirebottleofwater.Mom is

laughingwhiletakingoutingredientsI’m



assumingformybreakfast.

“Thanksdad.”Isay.

“Didyouenjoyyourbirthdayprincess?”

“Idid.Thoroughlyatthat.Thankyouboth

somuch.”Isaygenuinely.

Dadkissesmyheadbeforewalkingoutthe

room.

“HowwasitbeingaroundLindo?”Sheasks.

AtonepointintheeveningIwassittingwith



LindoandIheavedasighathowcivilwe

werewitheachother.Wetouchedonafew

thingsandhemademerealisethatIwasn’t

necessarilydealingwithourloss.I

promisedtodealwithitbeforeitdrowns

meandthatwasthat.

“Itwasokay.Likewebothcametoan

understandingthatwe’repracticallyfamily

andthatifweweretothendecideto

somewhathaveanuglybreakupthen

everyonearounduswouldbeaffected.We

can’tbeselfishinourhurtbyhurtingour

families.Soyeahwe’rebeingamicable.”

“Youaresomaturedmybaby,bothofyou

andIhopethatyouwillremainthisway

evenwhenthenextpersonmoveson.”She



says.

ThetruthisIdon’tknowhowIwillreactto

thathoweveraslongashe’shappythen

kurightIguess.Mom getsonwithmaking

mebreakfastthenservesmeandI

announcethatIwillbeleavingafterIeat.

BongweisstillasleepandIjustwantthe

comfortofmyhomesouzobastronglo!I

packupsomeofmygiftsanddadpromises

tobringtherestlater.

.

.

SoSfiso’sgiftcameinasmallboxtapped

inthat‘fragile’tape.I’vebeentryingtoget

him onthephonebuthehasn’tbeen

answering.IWILLWAITforhim toreturnit



sothatIcangivehim apieceofmymind.

I’m sittingonthefloorwithmymaterialout

andIam inmyzone.I’m sonervousabout

allofthisandIdon’tknowifit’sgoingto

workornotbutI’m givingitmyall.

Myphoneringsinterruptingme.

“Sfiso.”

“Hey.”Hesayssheepishly.

“Whattimeisit?”

“Almost7inthemorning.”Hesays.



“OhsorryIwokeyouup.”

“It’sokay.Howwasyourdinner?”

“Itwasamazing.Ireallyhadagreattime.”

“I’m gladalthoughIwould’velovedtoshare

itwithyoubutnexttime.”

“Yeahnexttime.Sfisoyourgift.”Isay.

“Isbeautifuljustlikeyou.”Hesays.

Ofcourseheisgoingtosaythat!Thetruth

is,itisaverystunninggifthoweverIdon’t



thinkIcanacceptit.ThesnuglybearIwill

keepbutthebracelet?Idon’tthinkIcan.He

hadawhitesnugglebearsentoverandthe

cardonitread‘you’renevertoooldtoneed

asnugglebuddy’.IfounditcuteandI’m

definitelykeeping.

“HaaiSfiso.”

“It’srudetoreturngiftsyouknowthat

right?”Hesayslaughing.

“Wellluckilyyou’vealwaysknownthatIwas

arudebitchsoitdoesn’tcount.”

“Nqobile.”Hesayssulking.



Sfisogotmeabraceletdiamond.NowI’m a

loverofthingandasaloverofthingsI

knowthatthisbraceletwasn’tafew

thousands.Yestohim itwasprobably

pocketchangebutstill.

“Ican’tacceptthishonestly.”

“Imissyousobadrightnowandthelast

thingIwanttobedoingisfightingwithyou

overamerediamondbracelet.Socanwe

pleasejustnotNqobile,Iam beggingyou.”

I’m mum.Idon’tknowhowtorespondto

that.Myinitialresponseinmyheadis‘butI

stillantkeepingit’butIwillzipitbecause



heaskedmesokindly.Heasksifhecan

facetimemeandIagree.Ilookahotmess

buthejustwokeupsoIthinkI’m decent

enough.
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Thepastthreemonthshavebeennothing

butstressfulandnervewrecking.WhyI

thoughtIwouldbeabletoputeverything

togetherwithinthisshortspaceoftimeis

beyondme.RightnowIam atthebuilding

andIam onthevergeoftears.Mycustom

madechandelierslippedandfellasthey

wereinstallingit.I’m gratefulthatnobody

gothurthoweverlookingattheseshardsof

glassonthefloorhasjusttakenmea

thousandstepsback.



Idon’tthinksayingeverythingthatcouldgo

wronghasgonewrongisrighthoweverthe

amountofnegativesoutweighthepositive.

Theypaintedtheleftwallwiththewrong

shadeofgrey.ThegreywalltilesI

requestedweren’tgrey,theyliterallyhadto

startoveragainbecauseIwasn’thappy.

Therampthatisbeingbuiltwasn’tuptopar.

Everythingisjustreallyoverwhelming.

“Okayguyslet’sclearthisout.”Craigsays.

Craigistheprojectmanagerandnotmy

mostfavouritepersonrightnow.IswearifI

didn’tknowbetterIwouldsaythisis

sabotage.Iwalkawaytogoanswermy

phone.Ihopeit’snotmorebadnews.



“Melohello.”

“Hey.”

Hearinghisvoicetriggerssomethingand

mytearsjustfall.Thisissupposedtobe

mybigmomenthoweveritseemsasif

thoughwewon’tevenmakeittoopennight.

I’m evenscaredtocheckwithmy

seamstressesbecauseI’m scaredthat

theremightbeaproblem thereaswell.

“Theybrokemychandelier.”Isulk.

“What?”Heyells.



HeknowsjusthowmuchIlovethat

chandelierandhowhardweworkedonitto

getitright.Theuseofextensivecolours

andshapesaswellasthesize.Ittookthem

alittleovertwomonthstogetitmadeand

asplitsecondforittoendupinthebin.

“IswearI’m donewithallofthis.I’m

canningthiswholething.”

“ComeoneNqobileyoucan’tsaysuch.”

“Everythinghasbeenworkingagainstme

from getgoSfiso,Idon’tevenknowwhere

tofixfirst.Bynowweshould’vebeendone

withthestagefittingaswellastheback



officeskodwaakulungi.”Isay.

“Sometimeswhenoneisinthesamearea

asgreatnessandprosperitythenegative

energiesofthisearthorshouldwerather

saysatan,whateverbutthoseenergieswill

doeverythingtheycantokeepyouand

greatnessfrom beinginthesameroom

becausetheyknowthatonceyoustepin

there,theworldwillshake.

Sinceyouconfidedinmeaboutthisproject

Ihavebeenstressingthefactthatyouare

distinguished.Nqobilethereisnothingyou

cannotachieveifyouputyourmindtoit.

Yesthingswillgowrongbutyoucannot

allowthattodeteryoufrom yourendgoal.



Nowngyezwaukuthiyou’retiredandyou’re

allowedtobe.You’reallowedtocry,heck

wailifyouneedtobutattheendoftheday

youpickyourselfupanddustyourselfoff

andconquer.UnguNqobilewenathere

wasn’tamistakemadeinnamingyou.So

wipethosetearsandreceivethisvirtualhug

from me.”

Inodcontinuouslyngathihecanseeme.

Sfisone,hehassomebarsofwisdom in

him andhesureknowshowtodropthem.I

rememberwhenIfirsttoldhim aboutwhatI

wasworkingonhewasoverjoyed.Mostly

atthefactthathefeelshehasmadesome

progressngobahe’sbeenletintosecret

projectsnow,SMH,butalsoatthefactthat



Iwasn’tplanningonsittingonmytalents

andpassionsanymore.

Wespenttheentirenightonthephoneand

luckilyhedidn’thaveanymeetingsthatday

sowecouldchat.Itoldhim aboutmyvision

forthisandheaddedinwhathethought

wouldmakeitworkevenmorethanI

thoughtitwould.Thewholeconceptofthe

grandopeningwasactuallyhisideaandI

doadmitthatitisbrilliant.Hehasbeena

greathelpinmakingthishappen.

“Okay.”Isayheavingasigh.

“Suphel’amandlaNqobile.You’vegotthis.”



“YaziIsometimesforgetthatyou’vegot

quiteabitofXhosainyou.”Isaylaughing.

HisXhosasidesurfaceswhenyouleast

expectitandwhenitdoesit’squiteeasyto

forgetthatheisactuallyZulu.Ilovehow

someXhosaphrasesjustrolloffofhis

tonguethough–soeffortless.I’vealso

heardhim butcherSesothoabitandthatI

thinkhasbeenthehighlightofallmy

conversationswithhim.

“YouliketheamountofXhosainmethough

MissMkhize.”

“IwillnotlieandsayIdon’tMrMavundla.”



“You’requitesomethingMelo.It’serm ,

wowlookatmeunabletofindawordto

describeyou.”Hesayschuckling.

“Idoleaveyouspeechlessdon’tI?”Isay.

“Youdo.Anywaywhatarewegoingtodo

aboutthechandelier?”

Thechandelierne.Myheadisracingatthis

momentbutnotwithsolutions.IfIcouldI

wouldoffloadmyheadmomentarilybefore

screwingitbackon.

“Idon’tknow,IguessI’llhavetogeta

readymadeoneandpraythattheydon’t



breakitaswell.“

“Thepersonresponsiblehastopay

though.”

“Iknowbuthowlongdoyouthinkitisgoing

totaketoactuallygetCraigtocoughouta

hundredgrandforthechandelier?The

grandopeningisinlessthanthreeweeks

SfisosoIdon’thavetheenergytobe

fightingCraigforthat.AllIwantisforhim

andhisteam tofinishallthefittingssothat

myladiescanstartmakingthespace

inspiringandsettingitupfortheopening.”

“Manjewhyareyoubitingmyheadoff?”

He’slaughing.



Idiotislaughing!

“I’m not.I’m justarghhhhhh.”

“Releaseandbringyourselfback.Youwon’t

getanythingdoneifyou’reagitatedand

stressed.Calm yourselfthengotalkto

Craig.I’llmakeacalltotheguyIusedfor

myhouseIbethecanhelpout.Sureit

won’tbeasamazingastheoriginalpiece,

whichyouwillgetagain,butitwilladd

somethingtothespace.”

“WhatwouldIdowithoutyoumara?”



“I’dpaybigbuckstohearyousaythat,as

mywoman.”Hesays.

Amomentofsilencepassesbeforeus.I

promisedmyselfandhim thatIwouldn’t

justjumpintoanything.YesIenjoyour

conversationsandeverythingelsebutit

wouldn’tbefairformetogivehim halfa

Melowhenhewillbegivingmeawhole

Sfiso.Thenthere’stheentirebabysituation.

IhadthoughtthatLindowouldbethelast

manthatIwoulddelveintothewhole

situationwith.

Havingtosay‘heyIcan’thavekids’before

wegetintoanythingexhaustedmethefirst

timeandIknowitwillexhaustmeagain.

Sigh.HowmanytimeswillIhavetoexplain

this?Haai.



“Ibetyouwould.”Irespond.

“GetbacktoworkNqobilewe’llchatlater.”

“Okayandthankyou.”

“Anytime.”

WehangupandIdrawadeepbreath

beforegoingtofaceCraig.Keepcalm

Nqobile,IchantinmyheadasIheadback

in.

.

.



“NqobileMelokuhleMkhizewhatisthis

inviteIjustreceived?”Trustmymotherto

bedramatic.

SoIhadinvitationsdeliveredtomyfamily

ofcourseandallthehighandpowerful

namesintheindustry.Thepress,bloggers,

EVERYONE.IfI’m goingtomakethiswork

thenIwillneedtheexposure.

“Relaxmom,it’snotthatdeep.Ijustwanted

todothisandsurpriseeveryone.Well

SURPRISE!”

“SurpriseNqobile?Uthisurprise.Youplana

wholecomebackandyoudon’ttellanyone.

Don’tgetmewrongIam burningwith



excitementandpriderightnowbutcome

onyouknowIwould’velovedtohelp.”

“IknowbutIjustreallyneededthisfor

myselfmom.”

“Hmmm.”

Haidadmustsortouthissulkingwife.

“Doyouwantmetostyleyou?”Iask.

“NoI’llstylemyselfthankyouverymuch.”

Rollseyes.Letmeleavehertosulkandget



onwithmywork.We’reliterallyafewdays

awayfrom actuallypullingthisoffandIam

bloodynervous.Sfisocamethroughforme

withthechandelierguywhoactuallyended

updoingsomeartworkonthewallwhich

makeseverythingpopevenmore.The

designsaredone.Thespaceisready.The

cateringIhopewillbeasgoodasitwasat

thetasting.Allthat’sleftisforustoactually

dothis.

I’M NERVOUS.

“I’m sorrythatIcan’tbethereforyourbig

daybutIwillbethereinspirit.”That’sfrom

Sfiso.



HeapologiseseverydaybutIunderstand

reallyandbetweenyouandI,Ididn’texpect

him tocomeactually.

WhoosaacansomebodysaySHOWTIME!
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ThismorningIwokeupandcried.Icriedso

hardforalltheweeksofstress.Icriedfor

allthetimesthatIgaveupondesigning.I

criedforbelievingthatIcouldn’tdoit

anymoreandIalsocriedforthegoodness

thatGodhasshowedmeovertheyears.I

knowforafactthatIwouldn’thavebeen

abletomultiplywhatmyparentshad

startedmeoffwithhaditnotbeenforhim.I



alsocriedforthefactthatKhanyisilecalled

melastnighttopraywithme.Iwasso

surprisedbutallshesaidwasthatshefelt

sheneededtpray.Afterprayingshetold

methatshewouldbeattheshowandthat

shewantsafrontrowseatnexttoLwandile

andNdalo.Ihadn’tassignedthem main

showseatsbutIguessIhavetochange

thingsupnow.

It’salittleaftersixandI’m alreadyatthe

studio.Theplacelooksamazing.Okayso

thisplaceismyboutiquebutIcallitmy

studio.I’vedecidedtogetbackinto

designingandthisiswhereIwillbeselling

mydesignsfrom.YesIwillstillshowcase

myworkontherunwayhoweverthisismy

IT.Therunwayiscleargreyandwide



enoughtoaccommodatethreemodelsat

once.

Thethemefortheopeningthatwas

suggestedbySfisoisafashionshow.Soall

theitemsinmycomebackcollectionwill

beshowcasedbymodelsandwillbe

availableforsalefrom tomorrow.This

meansIhavetobehereearlyinthe

morningagaintodressmymannequins.My

showstopperisagreylightfeelballgown

whichwillbewalkedbymyRea.Sheisso

excited,nottobewalkingtheshowbutfor

thisproject.Sheremindedmeofoneofthe

earlierconversationswehadinour

friendshipsandapparentlyItoldherthatI

wouldownonehellofaboutiqueoneday

andwellhereitis.Idon’trememberthatbut



I’lltakeherwordforit.

TheeventplannerIhiredisalreadyhere

settingup.Iloveitwhenpeopleareontime.

I’m atthebackmakingsurethatallthe

outfitsareperfectandthatshoesand

accessoriesareallhere.Myphonehas

beenringingoffthehookbutunfortunatelyI

am nottakinganycallsbecausethatwill

justmakememorenervousthanIalready

am.AsitisI’m movingaroundlikea

headlesschickenngathiIdidn’tplanthis

eventtobefoolproof.

WhentheclockstruckmiddayIhaveno

idea.Mymodelsarehere.Theartists

performingaftertheshowarehere

rehearsing.It’sallsystemsgoatthis



moment,THEREISNOTURNINGBACK.I

makemywayintothemainspaceandI

couldcry.Theflowerarrangement,the

chairs,thelighting,thefoodstation–

PERFECT.Idon’tknowifIcansaythisis

mybiggestdream comingtruebutitison

thelistandithasshownup.

Ineedtogetreadybecauseguestsstart

arrivingforthegreycarpetat3PM because

theshowstartsat5pm.

.

.

I’m backstagehelpingmymodelsgetready.

Everyoneisinamakeupchairgettingtheir

facebeat.I’m workingonRea’sface

becausethispregnancyhasmyfriend



behavinglikeamonsterandIknowthe

MUA’swouldn’tbeabletohandleher.She’s

sittingheremunchingonsomegrapes

whilesippingonsomejuice.

“HoldstillRea.”Isayannoyed.

“Mybabyistiredofsitting.”Sheshoots

back.

“Aishemustwaitkancanetu.Wehavea

showtodo.”

“Argh.Anywayhashecalledtoday?”

She’stalkingaboutSfiso.Sheknowsabout



thebeginningofthisweirdfriendshipwe

haveandwhereitcurrentlyis.Shegaveme

anearfulaboutbeingcomfortablearound

thisguybutonceIletherinoneverything

shetoldmetojumponhim andlockhim

down.Shealsoadvisedmetotakemytime

andmakesurethatIhavetrulymovedon

from Lindobeforeanything.IthinkI’m

doingagoodjobinmovingonfrom Lindo.

YesitoccasionallyhurtsbutI’vemade

peace.

“No.Idon’tknowIhaven’tbeenanswering

myphone.”

“Ibethedid.ItsucksthatIdon’tgetto

meetthismantodaybutwhenhecomes

backyou’redefinitelyinvitingKabeloandI



forlunch.”Shesayschuckingahandfulof

grapesinhermouth.

Ohthat’sanotherthing,yenanoKabeloare

officialnow.Theyspokeandtheydecided

togiveitatry.Hisfamilyalsowenttopay

damagesandDbeingDaskedwhythey’re

onlybringinginhlawuloandntilobola.

Shameifonlyheknewyazi.

“Iwillinviteyouwenababymama.Arghbut

thenthere’sstillthewholesituationwith

dad.”

“HaaiLwandleotlabasharp.Iftheguy

apologisedandrepentedthenwhoarewe

tocrucifyhim?Sureweactuallydoneedto



gettotherootofwhyhewassuchajerkn

thebeginningbutheisasweetheartnow

andthat’sallthatmatters.Let’sjustsee

howthingsgobeforeeventhinkingabout

tellingboMkhizehobaneIknowbothof

them arecrazyandifyou’regoingtoadd

yourbrothersintothemixthenyhu.”

WellgeethanksRea.Idecidedtoprocess

whatshejustsaid.Wefinishupwithher

makeupandagreethatwe’lltouchup

beforeshetakesthestage.

IdecidedtomissthegreycarpetbecauseI

don’twantanyofthestressandallthose

questions.Mom callsmetoletmeknow

thatthey’reallhereandthattheycan’twait

toseewhatI’veputtogether.Ishouldn’t

haveansweredhercalllikeIhadn’tbeen



doingtheentiredaybecausenowI’m teary

eyedandyearningforahugfrom her.

We’refivetohittingthestage.Thisisit

Melo.Yourbigcomeback.

.

.

WehaveascreenbackstageandIcansee

eachmodeldotheirthingandithelpsthat

I’m stationedrightbythe‘entrance’tothe

stage.I’m approvingeachoutfitasithits

thestageandhighfivingeachmodelwhen

theygetofftheramp.Theyarekillingitand

Icouldn’tbemoreproud.

“OkayIneedReatoreadyin2guys!”



Thisisit.ThebigendandIhopethey

actuallylikethedress.Reawalkstowards

usandmyfacebeamswithpride.My

preggiequeenlookskillerinthis.Myword.

“Iam soproudofyouMelo.Noone

deservesthismorethanyouandIam

happyandproudofthefactthatthelast

showIgetthehonourofwalkinginis

yours.”Shesayskissingmycheek.

“Stop.”Iwhisper.

“Letmegosellthisbaby.Nonotmybaby

butthisbabyyoucreated.”Shesays

giggling.



ThesecondshehitsthestageIsee

expressionschanging.Theeditor-in-chiefof

HouseOfDrabtakesofherglassesandI

swearherjawisontheground.DoIsmella

cover?I’m soproudofmyRea,shereallyis

workingthecrowd.Sheeventuallygetsoff

stageandit’stimeforthefinalwalk.Ilook

likeshitinademindressandsneakersbuy

hey,lifeofadesigner.

“Let’sgogetem.”Reasaystakingmyhand.

WesteponthestageandI’m suddenly

overwhelmed.Ndalocomescharging

towardmeandwrapsherselfuparoundmy

legbeforerushingbacktoherseat.My



familyallhaveproudsmilesontheirfaces

andthatwarmsmyheart.Justaswegetto

theendoftherunwayIspothim inthe

crowd.

WHAAAAAT?!He’shere?OMG.

HewinksatmeandIam havingahardtime

tryingtocontrolthissmile.Wehead

backstageandIwaitforeveryoneto

changebeforeweheadouttogetfood.

.

.

I’m minglingwiththecrowd,doing

impromptuinterviewsandtakingpictures.I

havethreemagazinecoverrequests

includingfrom myownpublication.I’m glad



myteam isonthebeat.Thelivemusicis

everything.Thefoodisalsoonit.Yhuuthe

dessert?Todiefor.Icatchhim lookingat

meandIcan’thelpbutbreakintoasmile.

Hesignalsformetofollowhim andIdoas

I’m told.Theminutewe’reoutofsighthe

pinsmeagainstthewall.

“Ithoughtyouweren’tcoming.”Isay

breathlessly.

“Iwantedtosurpriseyou.Congratulations

Nqobile,I’m proudofyou.”

“Thankyou.”



“OkaynowdoIhavepermissiontokiss

you?”Heaskscuppingmyface.

“Permissiongranted.”Isay.

Hedoesn’twasteanytimetakingmylipsin

his.Shockwavesthroughoutmyentirebody.

DammitIhavedefinitelymissedhiskisses!
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“I’m notstayingthough.Ihaveonelast

meetingnextweekthenI’llbeback.”He

murmursagainstmelips.

We’vebeenstandinginthispositionwith



ourhotbreathfanningeachother’sfaces.

I’vemissedhisearthshatteringkisses.Yes

Isaidearthshatteringbecauseeventhough

Iwillnotadmitittohim,theyalwaysleave

meyearningformorewhiletryingtobring

myselfbacktoearth.

“Youshould’vestayedandconcludedyou

business.”

“Andmissthismoment?Nope.I’dratherbe

jetlagged.”

“Lookatyoubeingsweet.”Isaysmiling.

Heplacesasoftpeckonmylipsbefore



pullingmeintohisarmsforawarm hug.I

wishwecouldstandinthisposition,inthis

littlebubbleofours,allnighthoweverthat’s

impossible.He’splacingsoftwetkisseson

myneckashecaressesmybackgently.

Theshivers?

Ican’t.IfIdidn’thaveself-restraintIwould

probablypounceonhim righthere,right

now.Itdoesn’thelpthathisshaftispoking

meonmystomach.Morals?Mymoralsare

abouttovacatemysystem ngobamy

fingersareslowlytrailingdowntohisshaft.

Iwanttograbandfeel.

“Melodon’t.”Hegruntspainfully.



“Iwant.”Isaybreathlessly.

Hegrabsbothmyhandsandholdsthem in

his.Hepouncesonmylipsandthisonehas

fire!It’sfieryandlustfilled.Thereisno

denyingthatwewanteachotherinthis

moment.Ourmomentisinterruptedbymy

ringingphone.Heloosenshisgriparound

myhandsandIreachforit.

“Rea.”

“Yourparentsarelookingforyou.Where

areyou?”



“I’m coming.”Isay.

“Whyareyououtofbreath?Modimowhat

areyoudoing?”Shewhispers.

Ican’thelpbutlaughathowdramaticsheis

beingrightnow.

“I’m comingin.”Isaythenhangup.

Sfisorestshisforeheadonmineandgazes

deepintomyeyes.Icanfeelmyselfgetting

lostinthem andI’m notevenattemptingto

fightit.Thismanisslowlycreepinghisway

intomysystem.Haveyoueverbeenso

mesmerisedthatnothingelsemattersin



thatmoment?Wellthatismerightnow.His

intenseyetsubtlegazehasmeunderhis

spell.I’m sellingmykidney’sforthisone.

“You’resogorgeousNqobile.”Hesays

almostinaudibly.

“Ngyabonga.”

“Usethisnextweektodecidewhatyou

wanttodoandI’dreallyappreciatea

concreteanswerevenifit’sbad.”hekisses

myforeheadbeforesteppingback.

“Thankyouforcoming.”That’sallImanage

tosay.



Hegivesmehisdashingsmile

accompaniedbyaslightnod.

“I’llseeyounextweek.”

“Sharp.”Isaywalkingaway.

ThesecondmyeyeslandonRea,She

practicallycomesboltingtowardsmeand

pullmeaway.Wesettleonthecouchand

shelooksatmeexpectedly.

“Wherewereyou?”Shedemands.

“Hewashere.”Iwhisper.



Shesquealsloudlyattractingabitof

attentiontousincludingdad’swhostruts

hiswaytowardus.Reaisfailingdismallyto

tryandcontainherself.Shehasonthe

world’smischievoussmileandIswear

she’slikeafifteenyearoldrightnow.Dad

reachesusandlikeaguiltypartyReabolts

usingherbladderasanexcuse.Mxm.

“IsawthatMavundlacharacterhere.”He

says.

Ishegoingtoscoldmeinfrontofthis

entirecrowd?Yesdadisn’tsobadhowever

hedoeshaveatendencyoflosingitwhen

he’sbeyondworkedup.



“Hmmm.”That’sallIsay.

“Didyouinvitehim?”

“Yes.”

“Ufunasilwe?”

“DadpleaseIthoughtwespokeaboutthis.”

“Idon’tgetyoumychild.”

“Honestlyyoudon’thaveto.Justknowthat

I’m notinanydangerandthatIam actually



enjoyingourfriendshipdad.Don’tyouwant

metobehappy?”

“Idobutnotwithsomeonewhothreatened

yourlivelihood.”

“BelikeJesusdaddy,forgive.”Isaybatting

myeyelashes.

“UnfortunatelyforyouIam noJesusono.

AnywayyourmotherandIareleavingnow

sofindherandsaygoodbye.”Hesays

gettingupandwalkingaway.

SighbutwhyisLwandlesothick-headed?

YesIunderstandthathecaresandthathe



isworriedbutcan’thejusttakemywordfor

it?Igetupandgofindhiswifetosaybye.I

findherminglingwithoneofmyfavourite

photographers.They’relaughingand

chattingupastorm asifthoughtheyhave

knowneachotherforthebetterpartoftheir

lives.

“OhMelokuhlebabyI’vebeenlookingfor

you.”Shesayspullingmetostandnextto

her.

“Iwasjustgettingsomeair.”

“Beautifulshowandcongratulationsonthe

boutique.”



“Thankyousomuch.”

Heexcuseshimselfleavingmewitha

bouncingmom.HerenergyisskyhighandI

doubtshewillhitthesackthesecondshe

stepsinthehouse.

“Ijustcametosaybye.Daddysaysyou

guysareleaving.”

“Yesit’swaywaypassedourbedtime.”She

says.

“Wellthankyouforcomingthrough.I

appreciateyoursupport.”



“Iam beyondproudofyoubaby.You’re

goingfarandwide,justyouwaitandsee.”

Shesayspullingmeinforahug.

“Iloveyoumama.”

“Iloveyoutoomybaby.”

IthinkI’dalsoliketogetsomesleepnow

butwiththewaythiscrowdissetup,it

wouldbeamiracleifIweretoleavefor

homeat3AM.Letmeletmyhairlooseand

enjoymyachievement.Welldonekid.Iam

superproudofyou!

.

.



It’stheMondayaftertheopeningandIam

dogtired.YesterdayIhadtobeinat8AM to

getthespacereadyforbusinesstoday.It

wassuchachallengeconsideringthefact

thatIonlygothomeat5AM.IswearI

wasn’tevenanywhereneardreamland

whenmyalarm wokemeup.Ihadthis

reallystrongurgetocrybutIsoldieredon.

WegotthespacereadyandIam happy

withtheoutcome.We’reusingtherampto

showcaseourmuchmoreexpensiveand

exclusivepieces.

Myentireaim withthisboutiquewasto

reactfashionthateveryonecouldafford.

Yesfortheaveragejoeonthestreetit

couldtakeafewmonthstosaveupfor

howeverthewholepointisthatyoucan



actuallygetit.Unlikethosebrandsonlyset

asidefortheelite.

We’vehadafewcustomerswalkinand

we’vealreadymadeacoupleofsaleswhich

isawesome.Mymanager,yesIgota

managerbecauseIdon’tthinkIcouldrun

thestorepersonally,alsoit’sallaboutjob

creation.Ican’twaittogethomeandjust

sleep.That’sallIneedrightnow.

.

.

I’m onmywaytogoseeSfiso.He’sbeen

backfortwodaysandI’vehadbacktoback

interviews.Heaskedmetocometohis

houseandatfirstIwashesitantbutI

decidedtothrowcautiontothewind.I’m a



littleearlybutthatshouldn’tbeaproblem.I

parkinthedrivewayandIcan’thelpbut

chuckleathowjustfrom theoutsidethis

houseissohim.ImakemywayinandI’m

welcomedbyhishelperwholeadsme

downtothegym.

ImagineDragons–Thunderisblasting

throughthespeakers.IstepinandI

immediatelyfallinlovewiththisgym butI

can’tevenadmireitfullybecausethisman

isshirtlessanddoingpullups.Thesweat

drippingoffofhisbackissomewhat

inviting.Hedropstothegroundandturns

around.Youcanseetheshockonhisface

butitisquicklyreplacedbyabroadsmile.

HemakeshiswaytowardsmeandbeforeI

canevengettwowordsin,I’m inhisarms



withmybagonthefloorandmyback

archedagainstthewall.

Uyangiphuzathisguy!Heisdrinkingme.I

hadmylegswrappedaroundhiswaistandI

can’thelpbutgrindagainsthim.He

tightenshisgriparoundmyassand

deepensthekiss.

I’m horny.

YepIsaidit!Iam thirsty.

GoshandthefactthatIam feelinghisskin

onmypalmsisn’thelpingmysituation.Not

onebit!
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I’m notworriedaboutthepossibilityof

failing.Nononobecausethistall,strong

manhasatightgriponmeashewalksus

outofhisgym.I’m notconcernedaboutthe

factthathecan’tseethewaybecauseof

thisheatedkisswe’resharingngobaItrust

thatheknowshiswayaroundhishouse.

Myconcernisthatwemightjustbumpinto

hishelperandIdon’tthinkIwillbeableto

faceherafterthat.

IhearthedoorshuttingandIassumethat

wehavearrivedatourdestination.Yeswe

havebecauseheisgentlylayingmeonthe

bed.Hisbreathingiserraticandsoismine.

Myheartispoundingagainstmychestso



hardthatIfellasifhecanhearit.Imoveup

slightlyandthatprovestobeabigmistake

becausemymoundcomesintodirect

contactwithhisshaft.Hegroansloudlyand

pressesitharder.

YESES!!

Ipullhim closeranddeepenthekiss.Iwant

him.Ineedhim.I’vealreadykickedmy

shoesoffandIusemytoestolowerhis

sweatpants.BonaI’m takingtheleadon

thisone.

“Areyousurebaby?”Hemurmurs.



“Yes.”Irespond.

“Iwon’tbeabletostop.”Hecontinues.

“Idon’twantyoutostop.”

Hegruntsbeforepullingbackandtakingoff

mytopthencomingbackinforakisswhile

heworksmybra.Hishandtravelstomy

breastgivingitatightsqueezebefore

flickinghisthumbovermynipple.WhatI

am currentlyfeelingIcannotdescribe.We

haven’tevengottenanywherebutalreadyI

am vulnerable.I’veexpressedjusthowhis

kissesalwaysleavemedazedandinthis

moment,withthenippletouchinganddick

pulsingI’m agoner.



Whenhegotridoftheremainderofmy

clothesIdon’tknow.AllIknowisthatIam

barerightnowwithhim staringdownatme

whilestrokinghiscockupanddown.He

hasonhissignaturesmirkandIcan’thelp

butshyawaybecauseIknowwhathe’s

thinking.Whyishejuststandingthere

staringatmelikeI’m somesortofmeal

though?OkaywaitIam ameal.

Hemakeshiswaytothesideofthebed

andgrabsacondom.Iwatchasheripsit

openbeforehandingittome.Haiwhymust

Ihelpdresshim?Isitupandwithshaky

handswhilelookingatthisthrobbinglogof

deliciousnessIslideiton.Myeyesarestill

onhisshaftwhenIfeelhim gentlypushme



back.MYlipsareonhiscreatingsweet

musicandmysoulisdancingtothattune.

Hepositionshimselfatmyentrancebefore

pullignbackandgazingdeepintomyeyes.

“Areyousure?”

“Yes.”Isaybreathlessly.

Ishutmyeyesasheslowlypusheshimself

inbuthesoftlyasksmetoopenmyeyes

andlookathim.IdoasIam askedandI

shareadeepintimatemomentwiththis

man.INthismomenthelookssovulnerable,

hiseyesaregivinghim away.Onebigpush



andhehasinsertedhimselfallthewayin.

MYfaceprobablylookscomicalinthis

moment.I’m holdingmybreathasIwaitfor

him tomove.

Thefirststrokesendsvibrationsthroughout

mybodyandtheothersthatfollowdothe

same.ThechillsdownmyspineIcannot

control.Mymoansaresoftwithmy

breathingincontrollable.Idon’tknowhowI

am goingtogetthroughthissession.Ifeel

likeIam beingtransportedintoanalternate

universewhereonlymyvaginaandhis

strokesreside.Hiskiss.Histouch.His

everything.Ican’t.Isocannot.

Iunexpectedlycomeundonebutthat

doesn’tstophim.Infactitfuelshim more



becausehegoesharderandfaster.THIS

MAN!Thismanistakingmeintodifferent

parallels.TheMavundlaparallelandIam all

forit.

.

.

I’m restinginhisarmswithmyheadonhis

chest.Ihaven’tbeenabletoutterawordto

andIthinkthathaseverythingtodowith

thefactthatIneedtogivehim aclear

answer.

“Ienjoyedeverymomentofourpassionate

actNqobileandIhopeyoudon’tfeelbad

aboutit.”Hefinallysays.

“Idon’t.”Irespondwithouteventhinking.



Ihonestlydon’tbecauseIwanteditas

muchashedid.Ienjoyedhowhishands

roamedaroundmybodyasifthoughthey

knewexactlywheretoland.

“Soisthismyanswer?”

“Noit’snot.”

“Thenwhatisit?”

“Thiswasjusttwoconsentingadults

blowingoffsomemuchneededsteam.”I

say.



HechuckleslightandIcanfeelhim shaking

hishead.

“Butforrealthough.”

“There’sjustsomuchtoconsiderSfiso.Do

Ienjoymytimewithyou?Absolutely!Am I

fallingforyou?Undoubtedlyso.DoIwant

toenjoyyoukisses?Allthetime.Andthis,

thismoment,youowningmybody.Iwantit

overandoveragainbutthereisjustso

muchtocinsiderbeforecommittingto

this.”

“Likewhatbaby?”Hisvoiceissosoft.



“Canwejusttakeinthismoment?Canwe

justsitinsilenceandlistentoeachother’s

heartbeats.”Iplead.

“AslongasyouknowthatI’m notgoing

anywhere.”Hesayskissingmyhead.

Sigh.AnothermanIhavedisclosemy

conditionto.
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Wakingupthismorningfeltalittledifferent,

whichwasgivenconsideringthefactthatI

wokeupinSfiso’sarms.AtfirstIfeltdo

awkwardaboutitbutastheminutesand



secondspassedIbegantorelaxuntilI

reachedthismoment.Havinghislegin

betweenmineandfeelinghishotbreathon

thebackofmyneckissomethingIcan

definitelygetusedtoIfeel.

LastnightSfisolovedmybodysotenderly

thatmysoulcouldn’thelpbutsmile.Iknow

thatthat’sexactlywhathewashopingto

achieve.Ithoroughlyenjoyedeverysecond

ofiteventhoughrightnowIwishIhad

gottenmydoseofsleepinsteadofbeing

ravishedtheentirenight.Ihavetobeat

studioinaboutanhourandIam dogtired.

I’vebeentryingtopsychemyselfupkodwa

nothingfuthiatthismomentI’m thinkingof

callingmymanagerandlettingherknow

thatIam goingtobealittlelatetoday.I



can’taffordtobetakingdayoffsinthefirst

crucialweeks.

Itrytoreachformyphonebutthisonepulls

mecloserandkissesmyback.

“SfisowaitIhavetocallmymanager.”Isay

chuckling.

“It’sstillearly.”Hewhispersagainstmyear.

Thisguymara.Iwigglemyselfoutofhis

tightholdandreachformyphonewith

success.Isendamessagetomyteam on

ourgrouplettingthem knowthatIwillbe

comingonlatetodaythenputmyphone



awaybeforesettlingbackintohisarms.

“Areyougoingtowork?”Heasks.

“YeahwhichmeansIshouldbegettingup

andheadinghomesoIcangetreadyforthe

day.”Isay.

“Idon’twantyoutogo.”Hewhines.

“UnfortunatelyIdon’thavetheluxuryto

slackoffonmywork.”

“IknowbabybutI’llmissyou.”He’sstill

whining.



ThistomeissoforeignbecauseIam used

tohim asthemightyMavundlawhodoesn’t

seem likehegetsweakwhenheseescats.

Thismanishardcoreinsomewaybutnot

onthismomemt.

“I’llseeyousomeotherdayangithi.”Isay

hopingthat’llmakehim feelbetter.

“LaterpleaseandI’llcook.”

“ButI’m notsleepingoverangithi.”

“That’sfine.”Hesays.

Heturnsmearoundthengentlycaresses



myfacebeforeplacingakissonmylips.

SfisomakesmesoweakandIthinkIhateit.

IhatethatIhavenocontrolovermy

physicalthesecondhekissesme.As

alwayshiskissiselectricandithasmy

entirebeingfeelinglikeIam beingisbeing

electrocuted.Ipullbackandgazeathis

rusticlookingfacewithasmileuponmy

face.Hisbeardhasn’tbeentouchedin

weeksandIactuallywanthim totrim itbut

it’snotmyplacetosaysuch.

“You’resobeautifulNqobile.”

“Ngyabonga.”Isayfaintly.

Icouldplaythisstaringcontestallday



howeverIhaveajobtogetto.Irolloutof

bedwithhim protestingandrushtothe

bathroom.Iwashmyfacethenhelpmyself

tohismouthwashbeforeheadingbackto

getmyclothesandgetdressed.Ineedto

rushhomesothatIcanbathandgetready

nje.Iheadbackintothebedroom andIfind

thebedalreadymade.Hewalksbackin

withatrayinhishandandplacesitonthe

tablenexttothecouchbeforemakinghis

waytowardsmeandpullingmeintohis

arms.

“Mam’Gcinamadebreakfast.Youshould

eatbeforeyouleave.”Hesays.

Inodlightlyandhemakesmesitonthe

couchandputsthetrayonmylap.Isettle



forthemuffinsandtea.Youcantastethat

thesearefreshlybaked.IthinkIwillbea

frequentvisitorherejustforthese.Ifinish

upthengrabmystuffbeforetakingthetray

andmakingmywaytothekitchenwithhim

rightbehindme.Iwashthedisheswhilehe

driesandheadouttomycaroncewe’re

finished.

“I’llseeyoulater?”Heaskscuppingmyface.

“Yes.”Irespond.

Heplacesasoftpeckonmylipsbefore

openingthecardoorforme.Islideinand

heclosesit.Hestepsbackandlooksatme

withasmileonhisface.Ireturnitasdrive



out.Wellmydayhasjuststartedonahigh

andIhopeitcarriesthroughinthesame

energy.

.

.

Thestudioisbuzzingtodaywhichisagreat

thing.We’vehadafewmodelsstepinhere

andleavewithacoupleofitems.My

seamstresseshavealsobeenworkinghard

toensurethatwehavestockavailable.The

itemsondisplayontherunwayaretheones

wecouldsayhaveaheavierpricetag,given,

becausetheyaretheonlyitemsthatare

exclusive.Soliterallythatoneyouseeisthe

onlyoneupforsale.

Bylunchtimewehadreachedourtargetfor



theday.Iam soimpressedwithmyteam’s

workethicandIhopeandpraythatthey

don’tbeginslackingoffasthemonths

progress.

“Bossladyyouhavesomeoneheretosee.”

Leboannouncesthenwalksout.

Imakemywaytothefrontofthestudio

andmyheartleapsforjoywhenIseemy

brotherswithfoodintheirhands.Wemake

ourwaytomyofficeandsettleonthe

couch.

“Thanksforthefoodguys.”Isaydiggingin.



“Anytimesis.Sohowhavethesalesbeen

going?”Ndileasks.

“Reallygood.We’rereceivingpositive

resultsanditcanonlygetbetterfrom here

right?”

“That’strue.We’reallreallyproudofyou

Nqoandweknowthatyou’regoingto

regainyourspotasoneofthebestin

Africa.”Wewesays.

“Wellsaidbrother.”Ndileaddson.

“SoNdilehow’sKayise?”Iask.



Theygavebirthtoabeautifulbabygirlwho

everyoneisjustinlovewith.Shelooks

exactlylikeAmandamuchtoNdile’s

annoyancebecausehewantedhertolook

likehim.Seeingmybrothersoexcitedand

sohappyaboutthisnewjourneywarmsmy

heart.Iknowhewasstillfeelingbadabout

notbeingthereforLwandilebuthegetshis

secondchanceandheisdefinitelygivingit

hisall.

“She’ssuchapeacefulchild.Shewakesup,

eats,burps,thengoesbacktosleep.Mom

saysthatmightchangethough,however

we’reenjoyingitforaslongaswecan.”He

says.

Thesmileonhisfacecannotbemistaken



foranythingelseotherthanjoy.

“I’m reallyhappyforyouNdile.”

“Iknowyouaresis.”Hesayssmiling.

“AndyouBongwe?”

“Ahhjusttryingtogivemyallatschooland

atwork.Idon’thavetimeforwomenor

babies.”Hesaysshrugging.

Iwonderifhe’llevergettoapointwherehe

isreadytobesomeone’spartnerorparents.

Howeveraslongasheisinagoodspace

thenI’m happy.



MybrothersandIspendtheafternoon

catchingupandtheyevenhelpusclincha

coupleofsaleswiththeircharm.Agroupof

womenwalkedinandtheywentbanana’s

overallthatmelaninplusBongwehasthat

‘IDGAD’facegoingonwhichisapparently

whatthesegirlsareinto.Sighbutitwas

goodseeingthem enjoythemselvesmaking

memoney.

.

.

I’vebeendreadingthisconversationthe

entiredayandnowthatI’m hereIwantto

runaway.ThetruthisIhavedeveloped

feelingsforSfisoandI’dratherhedecideto

walkoutonmethanmonthsoryearslater

intothisrelationshiphesowants.I’m tired



ofdisclosingmyconditionandI’m tiredof

havingmenwalkoutonmebecauseof

somethingIhavenocontrolover.

Imakemywayinandhehasacutepicnic

setupinthelivingroom.Sweatpants,

barefootedwithanapronontop,flippen

cute!Weshareabriefkissbeforehe

instructsmetokickmyshoesoffandrelax

whilehebringsoutthefood.Thisisn’t

picnicfood,thisissoulfoodandIam

gratefulbecausethat’swhatIneed.

“Howwasyourday?”Heenquires.

“Itwasgood.Mybrotherscamebyandthe

womenwentcrazy.”Isaylaughing.



Hejoinsmeandweshareabriefchuckle.I

betifheweretocomethroughI’dsellout

immediatelybutIdarenotsaythatoutloud.

“Welliftheyhavetoparadeinthe

underweartogetyousalesthensobeit!”

“Wouldyoudothatformysales?”

“BabyI’ddanceonrooftops.”Hesays

laughing.

“That’ssodamncheesyargh.”

I’m enjoyingthismoment.Savouringit



becauseitmightbemylastwithhim.My

heartisbeatingsoloudlyagainstmychest.

“Heywhat’swrong?”Heaskssoftly.

Iguesshenoticedthatmymoodchanged

inasplitsecond.

“YouwanttoknowwhyI’m sohesitantin

actuallyagreeingtobewithyou?”

“Yes.”

“Apartfrom thefactthatmydadhatesyou,

Ihaveacondition.Myhusbandleftme

becausehecouldn’thandleitandsodidmy



ex.SoIneedyoutotakesometimeout

afterItellyouanddecidewhetherornot

youwanttostillpursuearelationshipwith

me.”

“Nqobile.”Hesaysfaintly.

“YearsagoafoundoutthatIcouldn’thave

kids.Ican’thavekidsSfiso.Idon’tknow

whatmoretosayonthis.Iknowthatmost

menwantstopassontheirempire’stotheir

childrenandwithyoubeingsuchan

establishedbusinessmanIknowyouwant

topassthatontoyourchildrenandgrow

yourname.

I’m justtiredofmenleavingmebecauseof



somethingIdidn’tdo.”

I’m readytograbmybagandwalkoutof

herewithmyheartslightlybruised.I’m

ready.

“CanIrespondtothat?”Heasks.

Iheaveasighandnodlightly.

“Thisisobviouslyquiteashocktome,I

honestlywasn’texpectingsuchabomb

howeverIthankyoufortrustingmeenough

toletmein.Iknowwithyourpasthistory

thatyouwillnotbelieveitwhenIsaythatI

am notgoinganywhere.DoIwantkids?Yes.



Dotheyhavetobeminebiologically?No.

NqobileIgrewupinabrokenhomewhere

mystepfatherusedmymotherasa

punchingbaguntilhetookherlifeandIwas

laterraisedbymygrandmother.That

messedmeupprettybadandforalong

timeIdidn’twanttobecomeafather

becauseIthoughtthatIwouldprojectthe

sameenvironmentIgrewupinonmykids

butthatwasuntilIstartedtherapyandshe

encouragedmetousethosefeelingsfor

good.

WhatI’m sayingisthattherearesomany

childrenouttherewhogrewuporare

growingupinenvironmentslikeIgrewupin

andalltheyneedisahappyhome.That’s



whythere’sadoptionangithi,forcouples

whocan’thavechildrenoftheirown.”

“Youseeyou’relyingtome.You’re

promisingtoalwaysbethereandadoption

thisandthatwillrideuntilyourealisethat

youwanttheMavundlabloodlinetobe

carriedthroughgenerations.Youprobably

havethehopethataspecialistcancomein

andsavethedaybutthatisnotthecase.

I’m tiredofbeingpokedandprobedatallin

thenameofconceiving.

ThisiswhyIam sayingjustthinkaboutit.”I

saygettingup.

“Uyaphi.”



Igrabmybag,shoesandkeysandmake

mywayout.Iwillnevergetusedtothis.

Thelasttwoguyssaidthey’dstayandI

didn’tevengivethem spacetothinkaboutit.

Maybeifhetakeshistimeoutandfigures

outwhathewantsthenthatwillmakeall

thedifference.

Ifeelhisarmsaroundmywaistandmy

heartsinks.Iwanttosinkintohisembrace

butIcan’tallowmyselftodothat.

“Pleasedon’tgo.”

“IhavetogoSfisojustletmegoplease.”



“IwantyouNqobile.Youcan’thavechildren,

sowhat?”

Iheaveasighwhileshakingmyhead.

“CanIpleasego?”Iasksoftly.

“Melokuhle.”

“Please.”

Heletsgooffmethenstepsbackand

watchesonwhileIgetinthecaranddrive

off.DearGodwhydoesthishavetobemy

life?WhydoIhavetoloseoutonlove



becauseofthis?

------

SeeyouTuesdayke
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MytearsblindmyvisionasIdriveaway.

TheminuteIam outoftheestateIparkon

thesideoftheroadandallowthem toflow.

Ithurtssobadtodriveawayfrom theman

thatcouldpotentiallybecomemy

happinessbutIhadtodoit,notjusttogive

him timetodigestwhatIhavejustrevealed

butformyselfaswell.Itakeoutmyphone



anddialmom.I’m agrownwomanbutright

nowIneedmymother.Ineedmybest

friend.

“Hibaby.”

“Mommypleasecome.”Isaywithouteven

thinking.

Ijustwanttobeinherarms.Idon’tknow

howI’m goingtobreakthewholeMavundla

situationtoherbutwe’llsee.

“What’swrongbaby?Whereareyou?”

“I’m drivinghome.I’llsendyouacode.”



“OkayI’m onmyway.Iloveyoubaby.”

“Iloveyoutoomom.”Isaysoftlybefore

hangingup.

Ipullmyselftogetherthendrivehome.Why

islifesounfair?Whydosomeofushaveto

walkthisearthmiserable?Don’tgetme

wrong,Ihaveagreatlovingfamilywhom I

am gratefulfor.Ihaveanamazingcareer

whichIlovesomuchandIhaveawesome

friendsBUT…BUTIdon’thavewhatmy

heartyearnsfor.

Isometimescan’thelpbutwonderwhat

kindofmotherIwouldbe.WouldIspoil



thosetinyhumanslikeIspoilallthe

childrenaroundme?OrwouldIscold

everyonewhoactuallyspoilsthem.Idon’t

know.Igethomeandfindmom already

parkedoutside.Weshareabriefhugbefore

makingourwayinside.

.

.

Mom andIarelyinginbedwithmeinher

arms.Ilovehowsheknowshowtojust

holdmeandneversayathing.Itmustbe

hardforhertodobutIappreciateherself-

restraint.Idon’tevenknowwheretobegin

withthis.MostofthetimeIfeelsobadfor

stressingheroutsomuchbecauseI

understandjusthowharditmustbeforher

toalwaysholdmeinherarmsandcomfort

mebecauseofthisissue.Sigh.



“Mom.”

“Yesbaby.”

“Iopeneduptoanothermantodayabout

myinfertility.”

“OhMelowami.”Shesaystighteningher

griparoundmybody.

“Itsuckssomuchmommythatthisalways

hastobethefirstconversationIhavewith

amanbecauseIwantthem todecidefor

themselveswhethertheywanttobewith

meornot.”



“Iam sosorryMelokuhlethatyouhaveto

gothroughthis.Iwouldgiveanythinginthis

worldifitmeantyouhavinganormal

relationshipandbaringyourownchildrenin

thefuture.”

“DoyouthinkI’m lessofawomanbecause

Ican’thavekids?”

“Konjehowisourwomanhoodmeasuredor

defined?Byourmeasureofhavingchildren?

Noitisn’t.Soyoumybabyarenotlessof

anything.Youarearemarkablewomanmy

Melo.”

“Whatifhedecidestowalkawayfrom me



mom?”

“Whoishe?”

Ishiftuncomfortablebeforeheavingasigh.

Imightjustgetanearfulfrom her.

“SfisoMavundla.”Isaysoftly.

“Isn’tSfisotheguyyouandyourfatherwere

fightingabout?Theguythatthreatenedyou

andhadyoulivinginfearMelokuhle?”Her

voiceisslightlyraised.

Iknowfrom thatoutsidelookingin,it’svery

idioticbutSfisoissuchateddybear.Yes



hermadehisentranceintomylifeasthe

grim reaperbutthat’snotwhoheis.

“It’shim.”Isaydefeated.

“Melo!”

“Ifellforhim mom.Hemakesmefeel

beautifulandworthymama.Hemakesme

laughandhegivesmethebestadviceand

hetalksmedowntheledge.He’skindand

alwayswantstomakesurethatI’m alright

mom.Hecaresforme.”

“Babyyourfather-”



“I’lldealwithLwandlewhenthetimecomes

butrightnowcanwefocusonme?Onhow

Itriedtonotgiveinbutintheendendedup

fallingforhim.Iseemyselfwithhim mom

butthisstupidconditionismakingitso

hard.”

“Whatdidhesaywhenyoutoldhim about

it?”Sheasks.

“Hespokeaboutadoptionbutthat’sthe

thingmom,Leratosaidhe’llstickaround

butintheendleftmeandfoundsomeone

tohosthissperm.Lindoalsomadethe

samepromisesbutthefirstbumpwehit

andhewasgone.HowdoIknowthatSfiso

won’tdothesameafterawhile?Whatifhe

alsowakesupandrealisesthathecannot



staywithawomanwhocan’tbarehim kids?

Itwouldhurtsomuchmommy.Soso

much.”

“Onedayyouaregoingtofindamanwho

willacceptyouwithallyourflaws.Hewill

loveyousomuchthathewon’tevenworry

aboutthat.Hewillloveyouforyouandnot

yourbody’sabilitytocarrychildren.Thetwo

ofyouwillbehappyandinloveandwhen

thetimeisrightGodwillblessyouinthe

wayhedeemsfit.”

“IsitwrongformetosaythatIwantthat

mantobeSfiso?”

Drivingawayfrom him earliertodaywasthe



hardestthingI’vehadtodo.Irealisenow

justhowmuchandhowdeeplyIhavefallen

forhim.Notonlydoeshecareaboutmebut

hesupportsmydreams.Hewasactually

interestedinthestepbystepplanningof

thestudio.HegavehisinputandwhenI

wasinapicklehecametomyrescue.

Allthistimethatwehavebeentalkingand

spendingtimetogether,hehasnever

pressurisedmeintobeingwithhim instead

hehasgenuinelybeenmyfriend.Iwantto

explorewhereandhowfarthiscouldgobut

Iam sodamnscared.

“You’renotwrongbaby.Justtalktohim.

Hearwhathehastosayandhearwhatyour

heartsaysthereafter.Iknowlogicsaysto



lethim gobecausehemightbefoolingyou

butyourheartknowsbaby.Italways

knows.”Shesaysthenkissesmyforehead.

Iknowdadisabouttostartblowingour

phonesdemandingthatIreturnhiswifebut

sheinsistsonspendingthenightwithme

whichIam gratefulfor.Shecallsher

husbandtolethim knowthatshewillbe

spendingthenightbecauseIam notfeeling

wellandLwandlebeingLwandlehewants

tocomeflyingherebutmom assureshim

thatshe’sgotthis.Wedecidetoorderin

becausenoneofusfeellikecooking.

.

.

“Sohashegivenyouaclearreasonasto



whyhecameingunsblazing?Imeanthe

manusedtothreatenyouandnowhe

wantstobeinarelationshipwithyou?”

Ihearherconcerns.HonestlyIhavenever

askedhim whybutIguesswithourrecent

developmentsIneedto.

“Ihearyoumom.”

“I’m justsayinguntilyouknoweverything

thenbecarefulbaby.”

“He’dneverhurtme.”Isaynon-hesitantly.

Myheartbelievesthatanditfeltatpeace



asIsaidthat.Ifhewantedtohurtmeinany

wayhewould’vedoneitalongtimeago.I

refusetobelievethatwhatIhavebeen

feelingfrom him isn’tgenuine.

“Okayke.Sohowfarhaveyouguysgone?”

Ohlort!

“Mamahaai.”

“I’m notboastingoranythingbutLwandleis

theonlymanIhaveeversleptwith.”

Iburstintolaughter.Shealwayssaysthis.I

don’tunderstandwhymyparentsthinkitis

okayforthem totellmeabouttheirsexlife.



“Wellgoodforyoumama.”

“Andtothisdayhestillisastallion.”

“Shutup!”Iyell.

Idon’twanttohearit!No,no,no.Igrabmy

glassandmakemywaytothekitchento

refill.WemadecocktailsandZobuhle

pouredsomuchboozeintothem thatIfeel

bythethirdglassIwillbeagoner.

Sigh.Theblessingofparentsthatare

actuallyyourfriendsIdon’ttakeforgranted.

Idon’tknowhowIwould’vegottenthrough



thiswithoutmomentmom andherbear

hugs.

-----

OKAYTUESDAYFORREALFORREALNOW
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IthasbeenaweeksinceSfisoandIlast

spokeandImustadmitthatmydayshave

beenadrag.Idon’tknowhowmanytimes

I’vehadtoreprimandmyselffrom dialling

hisnumber.Idon’tknowwhyI’m feeling

thiswaywhenIwastheonewhowalked

awayfrom him becauseIwantedtogive

him spacetodigesteverything.Idowish

thoughthathecouldjusttellmenowthat



hecan’tcommittothissothatImayfocus

onmyhealingbeforegettingmyselfadog.

YesIhavedecidedthatshouldthisnotyield

positiveresultsIam retiringfrom thelove

game.Imeanhonestywhichrelationship

startswithtearsbeforeitactuallyeven

begins?Mine!Ihavetocryandfeellike

crapbeforeenteringintoapartnership.I

can’tbedoingthattomyselfeverytime.

Maybemygreatercallingistobeasingle

animalshelterownerorsomething.Iguess

animalsneedlovetooright?

Mom advisedmetoreachouttohim and

hearwhathehastosaybutIam scared.I’ll

justwaitforhim tosaysomethingandifhe

doesn’tthenthat’sthat.



TonightismetimeandIhaveoptedforan

extrafattyhomecookedmealforoneanda

greatboxofficemovieortwo.Ihaveallmy

ingredientsformyextrameatymacaroni

andcheeseinthetrolley.Ialsohavemy

assortmentofsugarsaswell.Iprefer

makingmyowncaramelcoatedpopcorn

andIhavefoundthatusingtwoormore

kindsofsugarsgivesitthatlittlebitofextra

sweetness,notthatitneedsanybutstill.

Ithrowapacketofwinegumsinthetrolley

beforeproceedingtomywinesection.I’ve

neverbeenafanofwhitebuttodayIfeel

likegoingrogue.WowMelokuhleisyourlife

soboringthatyourefertopickinga

differentwinethanyouusuallydogoing



rogue?SMH!

“Ithoughtthatwasyou.”Avoicesaysfrom

behind.

IturnaroundandI’m metbyskinnyIkewho

isstillskinnybutnotasskinnyasheused

tobe.

“Ikeohwowhey.”Igreetwithasmileonmy

face.

“Howareyou?”Heasks.

Weshareabriefhug.SoIwenttohigh

schoolwithIkeandtosayhewastheclass



clownwouldbeanunderstatement.The

dudewasalwayscalledintotheofficefor

goofingaroundinclass.Irememberthis

onetimeinourBiologyclasshedecidedto

playaprankonourteacherbecausehe

didn’twanttolearn,sohetookhisphone

andplaceditontopofthecupboardthen

tooksomeoneelse’sphoneandcalledhis

phone.

Ourteachergotsoupsetthatweallhadto

takeoutourphonesandputthem ontopof

thetable.Imagineherfrustrationwhenthe

ringingdidn’tstop.Sheliterallypackedher

bag,walkedoutofthatclassandnever

lookedback.Wewerewithoutateacherfor

threeweeksbeforeshewasreplacedbya

bulldog.Ohmanfuntimes!



“I’m awesomemanandyou?”

“I’m good.Iseeyoudoingbigthingsinthe

fashionindustry.Congrats.”

“ThanksIke.”

Ialwaystryandrefrainfrom askingpeople

whattheydounlessitsomehowcomesup

becauseIfeellikeitissuchasensitive

question.

“Wellwe’reactuallygoingtobegetting

togetherinafewmonthstimeifyou’re

interested.”



“Ohyeah?”Isay.

“YeahbutI’lltagyou.”

“I’dappreciatethat.”

“Alrightthenseeyouaround.”

“Okaysharp.”Isaywalkingaway.

YeahhighschoolwascoolandallbutI

don’tthinkIwanttoseethem again.What’s

thepointofallthesereunionthingsifnotto

makesomepeoplefeelbadaboutnot

havingreachingtheirdesireddestinations



overthepastfewyearsandtheworstpart

ofitisthattheydon’teventrytooffer

assistance,alltheywantissomethingto

giggleaboutintheirgroupchatnje.Sonope,

I’llpass.

Ifinishupwithmyshoppingthenhead

hometocookupastorm.

.

.

Extracheesy,extrameatymacaroniand

cheese…Check

Extraspicywings…Check

Caramelcoatedpopcorn…Check

Winegums…Check

Wineandalargechilledglass…Check



Letmymeeveningcommence.I’m goingto

watchoneofBongwe’sfastactionpacked

playlists.Somethingwithfastcarsand

extremelyhotmenshouldsootheme.I

needtofindouthowtheycastthesepeople,

Imeanhowcanamoviehaveanallsexy

cast?Likewhere’sthebalance?Ngekesbali.

Ibiteintomywingsandtheheat?Oh

glorious!

I’m halfwaythroughmymoviewhenmy

phoneringsdisturbingmypeace.ArghI

forgottoswitchthisthingoff.Igrabitand

myheartpalpateswhenSfiso’sname

flashes.IknowthatI’vebeenanticipating

thiscallhowevernowthatit’scoming

throughI’m notreadyforit.Idrawadeep



breathbeforeanswering.

“Hi.”Isaysoftly.

He’snotsayinganything.Whyisn’the

sayinganything?Aminuteofawkward

silencepassesbybeforeIhearhim heaving

asigh.

“Imissyou.”Hefinallysays.

Myheartleapsforjoybutquicklysinks

whenIrememberthathehasn’tsaid

anythingontheissueathand.

“Sfiso.”



“CanIseeyoutodayortomorrow,Idon’t

know.”Hesays.

“Youcancomethroughtodayifyoudon’t

mind.”Isaysoftly.

Ithinkbeingrejectedinmyownspaceis

betterthanbeingrejectedinpublic.

“Okaysendmeacode,I’m onmyway.”He

saysbeforehangingup.

Sigh.Isendhim thecodethendownmy

winebeforerefillingmyglass.CanIbe

slightlyoutofitbeforehetellsmejusthow



muchheloveschildrenandandand.Ithink

I’dbeentryingtopreparemyselfforthis

momentbutnothingcaneverprepareyou

forheartbreak.

.

.

Helooksgoodinhisjeanandbasicblackt-

shirt.Imakewayforhim andhewaitsfor

metoclosethedoor.Ileadhim intothe

livingroom andhemakeshimself

comfortableonthecouch.

“CanIgetyouanythingtodrink?Food

maybe?Ihavemacaroniandcheeseaswell

aswings.”Isay.

IthinkI’m blabbering.Idon’tknow.He



chuckleswhileshakinghisheadslightly.

“Coffeeandsomefoodpleaseandsomeof

thosecaramelpopcornlater.”Hesays

chuckling.

InodlightlyasImakemywaytothe

kitchen.Idishupforhim thenset

everythingonatraybeforetakingittohim.

Hewipeshishands,thanksmethenhands

thedishclothbacktome.Heeatsin

silencewhilestealingglancesatme.Isit

thiswineordoesthismanlooklikeasnack

rightnow?Yhuu.Hefinisheswithhismeal

thentakeshisplatetothekitchen.Instead

ofsettlinginhisoriginalseat,hesitsnextto

me.



“IknowyousaidthatIshouldtakesome

timeoutandthinkaboutwhatyourevealed

tomeandIdidasyouwished.Ispentthe

entireweektryingtogetthelookonyour

faceasyoutoldmethisoutofmymindbut

Ifailed.Ifaileddismallywhichfrustrated

mesomuchbutitmademerealise

something.IrealisedthatI’dactuallyfallen

foryoumorethanIthought.

Doyouknowhowharditwasformeto

actuallykeepmyselffrom callingyou?Iwas

probablythegrumpiestbossintheworld

thisentireweekbutIhadtodoitbecauseI

respectyou.SoIthoughtaboutitandI

digestedwhatyousaid–youcan’thave

children.Myanswertothatisyouprobably



can’tcarryachildinyourwombhowever

youcanhavechildren.

Youdorealisethatkidsdonothaveto

actuallycomefrom youtoactuallybeyours.

Youcanhaveanentireteam oflove

childrenthatyoucancallyourown.You

couldgetasurrogateandthatwayyoucan

haveyourbloodrunningthroughtheirveins.

Nqobileminangifunawena.Iwantto

explorewhatthiscouldbecome.Iwantto

hopefullybecometheonethatyouturnto

formostthings.LikeIsaidtoyouIdon’t

thinknothavingmyownbloodwillkillme

howeverlettingyougobecauseofa

conditionyoudidn’taskforwill.

Iknowyou’vebeendisappointed,Igetitbut



allIaskisthatyougivemeachanceto

provemyselftoyou.”Hesaysslidingcloser

tome.

“I’m scared.”Isaytruthfully.

“Iknowbabybuttakealeapoffaith

please.”Hesayscuppingmyface.

Gazingdeepintothisman’seyesIcansee

withoutashadowofadoubtthathemeans

whathesaidbutIam soscared.Too

scaredatthat.

Godthisissohard
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Iam beingpoundedagainstthekitchen

counterwithmyassfacingskyhighright

now.

Hardandfast!

Ibetyoumydarkassisvisiblyred–that’s

howmuchheisspankingit.Iam enjoyingit

thoughIdoadmit.Hewithdraws

completelyleavingmefeelingempty.Just

asIam abouttoprotest,heramshimself

allthewayinleavingmegaspingforaira

bit.Lendodaguys!Hecontinueswithhis

quickthrust.I’m almostthere,hecanfeelit.

HerubshisfingeronmyclitandIcome



undone.Hefollowsshortlyafterand

dammitthatgroandoesitforme.

“You’regoingtobethedeathofme

Nqobile.”Hewhispersasheplaceswet

kissesonmyback.

Soafterhesaidhispiecehepulledmeonto

hislapandcradledmelikeababy.Ifeltso

safeinhisarmsandIknewinthatmoment

thatIwantedtofeelthiskindofsecurity

andassuranceforaslongasIcould.

“Justpromisethatyouwilljuststaywith

meoutofpitywhileyearningforachild

shouldthetimecome.”Isaidtohim.



ThissituationishardformeandIneedhim

tounderstandthathedoesn’thavetobe

hereifhedoesn’twanttobe.Asmuchas

whathesaidmovedme,Ijustcan’tseem to

getovermypastexperiences.

“IwanttobewithyouNqobileandIdoubt

thatI’lleverleaveyoubecauseofthis.Yes

I’dwalkawayifthingsjustweren’tworking

outbetweenusbutneverbecauseof

somethingyouhadnocontrolover

Melokuhle.”

“I’m justreallyscaredofthe

disappointment.”Isaid.

“Yourexesleftbecauseofthem andnot



becauseofyou.Jongasthandwasami

ndimdalaandIknowwhatIwantinlife.I

wanttobuildanempireandcreatejobsand

changeafewlivesintheprocess.Igiveyou

mywordbabythatyouwillnotcryngale

ndababecauseofme.”

“Youpromise?”

“Ipromise.”

AndthatishowIendedupnakedand

smashedagainstthecounter.IthinkI’m

goingtoenjoythiskindofsexwithhim.He

pullsoutandIwinceabit.Ifeelempty.He

wrapshisarmsaroundmywaistpullingme

closer.Thefeelofhisshaftonmybare



backfeelsweird.

“Thebedroom isupstairs.”Isayfaintly.

“DoIcarryyouthere?”Herespondsina

whisper.

“Yes.”

Hepicksmeupbridalstyleandmakeshis

waytomybedroom withmedirectinghim.

Hegentlydropsmeonthebedbefore

makinghiswaytothebathroom.Hecomes

outwithatowelandwipesmecleanbefore

gettingonthebedandcuddlingmefrom

behind.



“Ilovethefeelofyourskinagainstmine.”

Hesays.

IgiggleasIsnuggleclosertohim.Ilovethe

feelofhisskinagainstmineaswell.This

momentissoperfect.IwishIcouldwrapit

upandkeepsomeofitforlater.

“CanIaskyousomething?”Isay.

“Sure.”

“Whenyoufirststartedthreateningme,why

didyoudoit?”Iask.



Heheavesasighandpullsmecloser.

“IhadagirlfriendthatIdidloveandIwas

willingtodoanythingforandwhenshetold

meshewantedyourpublicationIwasready

togotheextramileforher.Ididn’tdoany

researchwhenIrequestedthatfirst

meetingwithyouandwhenIgotthereand

realisedthatitwasyoumyheartfluttered

justalittlebitandIknewthatIcouldn’ttake

iitawayfrom you.Alsoseeingthefirein

youreyewhenyoutoldmethatyouweren’t

sellingjustmovedmealittlebit.

SoItoldherthatIcouldn’tbuyitforher

becauseyouweren’tsellingandshe

understoodbutIjustcouldn’tstopmyself

from thinkingaboutyousoIdidmy



researchandIfoundouteverythingI

possiblycouldaboutyou.Iwasintrigued

andIwantedyou.That’swhyIkeptcoming.

YesIwasabitharshbutthatwasbecauseI

realisedsomethingthatIdon’twanttotalk

about.

WithmythreatsIwasnevergoingtocarry

them outandIam sorrythatIhadyouliving

infearforthosemonths.IrealisethatIdid

somedamageandfrom thebottom ofmy

heartIapologise.”

“Whycouldn’tyoujustaskmeout?”

“BecauseNqobile.”Heheavesasigh.“We’ll

touchonthatsomedaybutrightnowIjust



wanttomakelovetoyouallnightlong.”He

sayslickingmyshoulder.

It’sstillliterallythefirstdayandthere’sno

needtorushintothosedeepconversations.

Yeahrightsaysthegirlthatdisclosesher

wombdiariesbeforeshegetsintoa

relationship.Argh.Hesaidsomethingabout

allnightlongandIam downforthat.

.

.

Iopenmyeyesandwaitformymindto

comeintofullfunction.Iam sotired.Sfiso

andIspentthenighttalkingandfucking

andtalkingsomemore.Thefeelingof

crackingupat2AM inthemorningwasthe

besthoweverIregretitnowbecauseIhave



togettowork.Irolloutofbedandheadto

thebathroom tobrushmyteethandwash

myface.Actuallywhereisthisman?

Ifindhim inthekitchenmakingbreakfastin

hisbriefs.Ileanagainstthedoorandbite

mylipwhileadmiringthiscreation.The

height?Sodamnperfect!Iwatchforalittle

whilebeforeIdecidetomakemygrand

entrance.Irestmyheadonhisbackthen

wrapmyarmsaroundhiswaist.

“Hey,Ithoughtyouwerestillsleeping.”

“Ihavetogettothestudio.”Isay.



“OkaywellIhopeyoudon’tmindthatI

mademyselfcomfortableinyourkitchen.”

“Aslongasyou’remakingsomethingtasty

thenIdon’tmind.”

Hechuckleslightlybeforeturningaround

andplacingasweetkissonmylips.He

picksmeupandsetsmeonthecountertop

thengetsinbetweenmylegs.

“IfeellikeI’m dreaming.”Hemurmurs

againstmylips.

“Why?”



“You’relikeadream.”Hesaysbefore

deepeningthekiss.

He’sthedream thatIdon’tthinkI’m ready

for.Icouldspendmyentiredayhavingmy

waywithhim butIhavetogetreadyfor

work.Ipullback,jumpofthecounterand

smackhisbuttbeforerunningoff.Sigh.Oh

happyday.

.

.

AfterbreakfastSfisoandIwentour

separatewayswithmepromisingtospend

thenightathisplace.Ievengavehim my

overnightbagjustsohecanseethatI

meanbusiness.Todaythestudioisbuzzing,

given,becauseit’saSaturday.I’m already



workingonnextseasonsdesignsandI’m

excited.Fashiontrulyismypassionman.

Auntywalksinwithmytwoangelsandthey

bothruntowardsme.Ohthey’resocutein

theirmatchingoutfits.Ilovehowrichand

thickKhanyi’shairisanditmakesherface

looksoinnocent.Weheadintomyoffice

andtheymakethemselvescomfortableon

thecouch.Justaswesettlelumewalksin

pushingastroller.Theentirefamilyishere.

“WeeahMelokuhlerememberhowIusedto

scoldyouforleavingyourmaterial

everywhere?”Hesayslaughing.

“Mina?Haainever.”Ideny.



“Hmm anywayI’m proudofyou.Thisisa

beautifullittleshopyouhavehere.”

“Littleshoplume?”Iask.

“Yalikesmallyouknow.”Hesayslaughing.

“You’resodumbLangelihle.”Auntysays

shakingherhead.

“Ungithandanginje.”Hesays.

“Unfortunately.”Sheresponds.



Ilovetheplayfulrelationshipthatthesetwo

share.Thelovethattheyhaveforeach

otherissobeautifulandyoucanhelpbut

wishtohavesomethinglikethis.My

parentsalongwiththesetwohavebeenthe

greatestinfluencewhenitcomestolove.

Watchingtheirinteractionsandhowthey

showeachotherlovehasbeenanhonour

forme.

“MinaIjustcametodroptheladiesand

gentoff.I’llseeyoulater.”Hesays.

Hekissesauntyontheforeheadbefore

headingout.

“Idon’tknowwhyhe’srunningaway



becauseIjustcametocheckuponyou

kodwaheprobablythinkswewantto

gossip.”Shesayslaughing.

“Canwegossipvele.”Isaysettlingnextto

her.

Ineedtotellsomeoneaboutthismanand

asmuchasIcantellmom Iknowthatshe’s

goingtobringdadintotheconversation

andIdon’twantthat.Ifillauntyinon

everythingmakingsurenottoleave

anythingout.

“Sothismanmakesyouloseyourmarbles?

Wellthenhe’skeeper.Lookthemannerin

whichhemadeanentranceintoyourlifeis



questionablehoweverhehassinceproven

thatheisn’tthemonsterthathehad

portrayedhimselftobe.NowIunderstand

thatthekidissueisalwaysgoingtolinger

atthebackofyourmindbutbabyyouneed

togiveyourselfachanceatlove.Youcan’t

makehim payforthemistakesthatthose

othertwomade.

It’sscaryIknowbutlookatitthisway.

Whenyoustartedthisbusinessyouwere

scaredhoweveryougaveyourallandlook

atit,it’sblossoming.Youwillneverknow

unlessyoutry.Sodon’tholdbackonhim.

Whoknowshemightjustbeyourhappily

everafter.”

“YoudeservetobehappyMelo.”Khanyi



says.

Thischildwaslisteningkanti?WowbutIdo

hearwhatauntyissayingandIdohopethat

astimegoesonIwilllearntogiveallofme

withoutreservation.
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TakealeapMeloandleapingisexactly

whatIam doing.Ijhaveconsciouslymade

adecisiontowalkintothisrelationshipwith

theintentionofgivingmyalltothisman.

YesImightendupwithcakeinmyfacebut

IwouldhavezeroregretsbecauseIknowI

would’vetriedmyabsolutebesttomake

therelationshipwork.



RightnowSfisoandIareinthekitchen

cookingourfirstmealtogetherasacouple.

Justsomesouthernfriedchickenand

garlickybutterymashpotatoeswithsome

gravy.We’vebeenspendinga

lot,okaymost,ofourtimeathisplace.I’m

enjoyingthisphaseofourrelationshipandI

wishthingscouldstaythiswayforever.The

laughter,thekisses,thequickiesinthe

morning,theslowandlonglovemakingat

night,theshowers,allofit.

I’m learningthatSfisoisareallyplayfulsoul,

Nowonderheisagingsogracefully.I’m

alsolearningthatthereisanextremely

sensitivesidetohim whichI’m notquite

surehowtohandleasofyet.Itbreaksmy



hearttoseehim likethat,soallIdoishold

him inmyarmsandhum anoffkeymelody

buthedoesn’tmind.

Soit’shisbirthdaynextweekandIam at

mywitsendstryingtofigureoutwhattoget

forthisman.NowI’m notabouttobreakmy

bankbalancetryingtogethim aRolex.I’m

alsonotabouttotakehim onatrip.Ihave

beenplayingwiththeideaofsentimental

giftsinmyheadhoweverI’m justnotsure

howtogoaboutit.Ineedtohaveaclear

planbytheendoftomorrowsothatIcan

planeverything.He’stoldmehowdifficult

birthdayshavebeenforhim overthepast

fewyearssoIwanttomakethisonevery

special.



“Morebutterbaby.”Hewhispers.

Irollmyeyesbeforeaddingmorebutter

intothemash.Alittlesaltandpepperand

it’sready.

“Uzofawena.Don’tyouknowbutterisn’t

goodforyou?”Isay.

“Sizofasonkesoanginandaba.”Hesays

laughing.

Ofcoursehedoesn’tcareaboutdying,argh.

Iwaitforhim tofinishfryinghischicken

beforedishingup.Wemovetotheliving

room wherewehaveourdinnerwhile



watchingTWD.Doyouknowhowawesome

itistohavesomeonetowatchallthese

ridiculousshowswithme?Hewasafew

seasonsbehindsoIhavetocatchupwith

him,nowIhavetowatchRickandthegang

beingtormentedbyNeganalloveragain.

ImoaninappreciationasIbiteintothis

chicken.It’sniceandcrispyontheoutside

andjuicyontheinside.Iknowforsurethat

I’m havingmorethantwopieces.He’sso

investedinwhatwerewatchingthathe

can’tevenhearhisphoneringing.Igraband

shoveitinhisfaceandIguessthatcatches

hisattention.

“Shoboy.”



SoIknowthatthereareaboutthreefriends

ifI’m notmistaken.

“NahI’m spendingthenightwithmywoman,

someothertimemaybe.”

AhnowI’m goingtobeknownasthegirl

thathashim wrappedtightlyaroundthe

pinkienowthathe’sdeclininginvites.He

hangsupandturnstolookatmewitha

smileonhisface.

“Youcangoifyouwantto,Ireallydon’t

mind.”Isay.



“Iwanttospendmytimewithyou.”Hesays

kissingme.

Wellthat’sthat.Wehaveaneveningfilled

withzombiesandvilehumanbeings.Isit

tooearlytosayIcouldgetusedtothis?

.

.

TodayI’m spendingthedayatthe

workshopwiththeseamstresses.Wehave

adifferentlocationwhereallthesewing

getsdoneandwehaveoneseamstressat

thestudiojustincasesomethingneedsto

bealteredbeforeitissold.

Iwantedtogospeaktodadaboutmy

relationshipwithSfisobeforethinggetto



thepointwhereIwanthim tomeetthe

family.Iwanttograduallyeasehim intothis

wholesetupbecauseIknowthatheisnot

forit.HonestlyI’m notevenconfident

enoughtosaythatIknowhe’llaccepthim

becausemyhappinesscomesfirsttohim.

Hehatestheguyandthat’sallheknows

rightnowandnomatterwhatImaysay

abouthim,hisinitialthoughtwillalwaysbe

justhowmuchhehateshim.

Ijusthopethathewillgiveourrelationship

andSfisoachance.Speakingofthatone,

I’veputtogetherideasforhisbirthdayandI

hopeheenjoysit.Itallstartswithapicnic

andwellIdon’tknowhowit’sgoingtoend.

I’m soexcited,mainlybecauseIjustwantto

makehisdayandmakehim feellovedand



notsoaloneonhisspecialday.

Myphoneringsandit’sRea.

“Babe.”

“CometellyourGod-childtovacatemy

wombtuu.”Shesaysthengrunts.

Ohmyfriendishavingthispregnancyso

much.Notthechildbutthepregnancy.

From themoodswings,tothecravingsand

theconstantpeeing.Dsaysshe’sworse

thanshewasasakidandaccordingtohim

shewasamonsterchild.



“Haailethim bakeintherejustalittlebit

moreplease.”

She’salmostsixmonthspregnantandI

knowthatthelastthreemonthsaregoing

tobetheworst.

“BetweenyouandKabeloIdon’tknowwho

isannoyingmethemostyesesman.

Anywaylet’stalkaboutthathunkofyours.

WhendoImeethim?”Sheasks.

She’sbeennaggingmetomeetSfisoand

justfeelit’stoosoon.YesIwanttotell

everyoneabouthim howevermeetinghim

isadifferentstory.



“ItoldyouIdon’twanttointroducemybaby

tooutsidevibessothesecondhehas

bakedsufficientlyenoughandhas

welcomedthecoldofthisworldthenand

onlythenwillyoumeethim.”Isaylaughing.

“Idon’tlikeyoumuchrightnow.ArghDis

callingmeletmegofeedhisgrandchild.I

loveyou.”

“Iloveyouboth.Bye.”

OhRea,yougottaloveher.Ihavetwo

monthstoputtogetherherkillerbaby

showerandIcan’twait.It’sgoingtobea

grandaffairalthoughI’m notreadytosee

allsomeofthosestuckupmodelswho



thinktheyshitflavouredair.

Thedaymovesalongswiftlyandbeforewe

knowit,itishometime.I’m notspending

thenightatSfiso’s,Iam howeverseeing

him foraquickkissbeforemakingmyway

home.

.

.

He’slisteningtosomeoldschoolsoulwhile

sippingonsomewhiskey.Istraddlehim

andcuphisfacegazingdeepintohiseyes.

He’snotokay.Hiseyesarebloodshotred.

“What’swrong?”Iasksoftly.



“Ididn’tthinkyouwe’recoming.”

“WellI’m heresowhat’swrong?”

“IjusthavethesemomentswhereIcan’t

helpbutthinkabouthowdifferentthings

wouldbeifmymotherandgrandmother

werestillalive.Iwouldkilltohaveameal

preparedbyoneofthem rightnow.I’dalso

liketotellthem aboutthiswonderful

womanImet.AwomanIseemyselfwith

fortherestofmylife.There’sjustsomuch

thatIwouldliketosharewiththem but

they’renotheresoyawhatever.”Hegets

meoffofhislapandgetsup.

Iwatchhim downhisdrinkashe



disappearsintothekitchen.Idon’tknow

howtohelphim.DoIgivehim spaceordoI

attempttocomforthim?Thesearethe

partsinarelationshipthathavenomanual

andallyouhavetogoonistrialanderror.

JustasI’m abouttogetuphewalksout

withhiswhiskeyandaglassofwineinhis

hands.Hehandsmemyglass,settlesnext

tomethenrestshisheadonmyshoulder.

Sigh.

TheonlydeathsI’veeverhadtodealwith

weremkhulu’sandSiyanda’sandasmuch

astheyleftagapingholeinmyheart,Idon’t

thinkitcomesanywherewhathe’shadto

gothrough.Losingyourmom toabusethen

lateryourgrandmothertolifethereafter



havingnoonetolookoutforyou.Myheart

bleedsforhim andallIwanttodoisshield

him from thecoldofthisworld.Hemight’ve

onlyhadhimselftorelyonforyearsbutI’m

herenowandIdon’tplanongoing

anywhere.
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Everytimemyminddriftsbacktothenight

ofvulnerabilitySfisoandIsharedIgetchills

downmyspine.Irememberhoweach

strokeofpassionheldmeaning.Thisman

lookedmedeepintheeyewithtears

shininginhiswhilepassionatelymaking

lovetome.Iheldhim closelyashistears

felloutofhiseyeswhileheexpressedhow

muchhemissedfeelingamother’slove.As



muchasIdidn’tknowwhattodoI

appreciatethefactthathetrustedme

enoughtoallowmetoseehim that

vulnerable.

Ourconversationshavebeendeeperand

moremeaningfulsincethatnight.Ibelieve

thatherealisedinsomewaythatIam here

forhim wholeheartedly.

TodayishisbirthdayandIhavedecidedto

takethedayoffandsetuptheperfect

picnic.Ijustgotbackfrom thestoreandI

haveeverythingthatIneedtogetstartedon

thismeal.ThismanisacarnivoresoI

definitelyhavemeatonthemenu.Ithrow

myribsaswellaswingsinadishalong

withsomehomemademarinadeandput



thatinthefridge.

I’m choppingmystrawberriesformy‘salad

inajar’.Ihavesomefeta,walnuts,rocket

andcheesegoingintothejar.Ialreadyhave

thedressinginthejarandthathelpsto

eliminatethechanceofsoggygreens.I’m

notexpectinghim tohavethisthough

ngobahemightjustdecidetogoallZuluon

meonsome‘Indoda,isaladnywenywe’.

OnceI’m donewiththesaladIputthem in

thefridgeandgetstartedonmylambfor

mypulledlambminiburgers.Irubsome

spicesonmylambbeforethrowingitinthe

oventocook.I’m alsomakingtwokindsof

mojitosforourdate.They’rereallyeasyto

make,allyouneedaresomeraspberries,a



fewmintleaves,somesugar,lime,crushed

ice,sodawaterandsomerum.That’sit!I’m

alsomakingamangoflavourjustincase

raspberriesaren’thisthing.

FordessertI’m makingapeppermintcrisp

cake.Hebetterlikethisbecauseit’smy

ownrecipe–havingabrotherforachefwill

haveyouexperimentingjusttoprovepoints.

It’sfourintheafternoonandIam donein

thekitchenandnowIhavetotransform the

livingroom intoapicnicspace.Iusemy

manpowerthepushthecoffeetabletothe

sideandsetupinthecentre.Ihavecandles

androsepetalsallovertheroom.Igot

coversformycushionsandIplacethoseall

over.Okaythisisdone,timetomake



myselflookcute.

.

.

I’vetakenashower.IhaveshavedandI

looksexyinmyplum bustierandmatching

thong.Ithrowarobeontopandrushtothe

kitchentotaketheplattersoutofthe

warmerandplacethem inthelivingroom.I

toldhim togetherearoundsixandthatone

isverypunctualsoheshouldbehereany

secondnow.Thedrinksarechilledandthe

room dimmed,allthatismissingisthe

birthdayboy.

AknockcomesthroughthedoorandI

practicallyleapintohisarmsthesecondI

seehim.Weshareashortpassionatekiss



beforeheputsmedown.

“Hellobaby.”

“Hellobirthdayboy.Unjani?”

“BetternowthatIam inyourpresenceand

you?”

“Metoo.”Isaysmiling.

Ileadhim intothelivingroom andthe

secondheseesthesetuphisjawdrops.

I’veplacedeverythingonthefloorsothe

entiresetupiscomplete.Imustadmit,Iam

readyproudofmyself.



“Thisisreallybeautiful.”Hesayskissingmy

head.

Ilovehowtallheisyeses!

“I’m gladyouthinkso.Kickoffyourshoes

andmakeyourselfcomfy.”Isay.

He’salreadytuckingintohisribsas

expected.

“Babywhyufakeamastrawberrykusalad

mara?”Hesays.

SeewhatIsaidaboutthesalad?Typical



Zuluman!Hecanleavemysaladit’sfine.

“Becausethey’resupposedtobeinthere

butyouwon’tgetitsojusteatyourmeat.”

“Theseribsaregoodsoarethewingsand

theburgers,actuallyeverythingisreally

great.”Hesaystakingabiteoftheburger.

Seeinghim smilingandenjoyinghimself

likethiswarmsmyheart.

.

.

Iwatchedhim gobbledownthatpeppermint

crispcakelikeitwasthebestthingsince

slicedbread.I’m gladheenjoyedit.NowI



am lookingathim ashegoesthroughthe

envelopeIjusthandedtohim.Insideitare

cardswithtwelverandom destinationsand

hegetstopickeachmonthswherewego

toforthemonth.Ican’tdecipherthelook

onhisfacerightnow.Shocked?Elated?

Angazi.

“YaziinthetimesthatIhaveeverhada

girlfriendonmybirthdayI’vealwaysbeen

theonetopayforthings.They’dtakeme

outfordinnerwithmyownmoney,hehehe.

ThisisthebestbirthdayIhaveeverhadin

yearsandthisgiftisonethatIwillcherish

fortherestofmylife.

OkaysoifIunderstandthiscorrectlythenit

meanswe’regoingonvacationeverymonth



forthenexttwelvemonths?”

“Evenifwe’renottalkingandwewantto

murdereachother.Ifwesetadatethen

yoursulkingorangrymomentcanwait.”I

say.

“Whyareyousoamazing?”Heasks.

“BecauseIjustam yazi.”Ishrug.

“WellIappreciateyouramazingselfso

muchandIpromisethatIam goingto

spendallmydaysshowingyoujusthow

much.”Hesays.



Mybigbaby!

Hehasn’tseenwhatisundermygownandI

hopethathewillappreciatetheeffortthatI

haveputintothis.Igetupfrom thefloor

anddropthegowntothefloor.Yep!He

likesit,Icantellbythatjawonthefloor.

Theinitialplanwastodanceforhim butI

am suddenlyfeelingabitshysothatwon’t

behappening.Inasplitsecondheisupon

hisfeetandhasmeinhisarms.He’s

standinginthemiddleoftheroom withme

inhisarmswhilewepassionatelypourour

allintothekiss.

Histightgriponmyassiseverythingright

now.AllIwanttodoisspendthenight

showeringhim withloveandnot



necessarilysexyazi.Ourmomentis

interruptedbyBomgweshoutingmyname

atthetopofhislungs.Shit!

“EyoMelowhyisitalldarkinher…Shit!”He

saysloudly.

I’m stillinSfiso’sarmswho,thankfully,is

stillfullydraped.Bongwerushesupstairs

andIcan’thelpbutburstintolaughter.My

brotherisprobablygoingtorollajointright

nowjusttoerasethismemoryoutofhis

head.HowmanytimeshaveItoldhim to

stopcominghereunannouncedbuthe

doesn’tlistenangithi.

“Wasthatyourbrother?”Heasks.



“Yeahtheyoungestone.Letmegocheck

onhim.”

“OkaybabybutIguessI’m goinghome

tonight.”Hesayssulking.

HestillhasmeinhisarmsandIhonestly

don’twanthim toputmedown.Arghdamn

youBongwe!Iwigglemyselfoutofhishold

andgrabmygownbeforegoingtomy

brother.Ifindhim chillingonthebedwith

hisfaceinhishands.Ishetraumatised?He

can’tpossiblysaywhathesawwastoo

muchforhim.

“Heybuddy.”Igreetsettlingnexttohim.



Heheavesasighbeforelookingup.

“Isthatyournewman?”Heasks.

“Yes.”

“SovelethereisnohopeforyouandLindo.”

“Ithoughtyouunderstoodthatthingsdidn’t

workoutbetweenus.”Isayfrowning.

“Ijustthoughtthatmaybeyouknowbut

anywayaslongasyou’rehappyMelothen

I’m good.Sowhoishe?”



“Youwanttomeethim?”Iask.

“Yeah.”

“It’sSfisobytheway.”Isaygettingupfrom

thebed.

“Whoooowaitthatguy?Theonethatdad…

whoooooahheyrebelMelo.”Hesays

laughing.

Idiot!I’m gladhefindsthisamusing.Iknow

thathesimplycannotwaitforthedaythat

dadfindsoutandtakesononeofZobuhle’s

dramaticpersonalities.Welltoobadforhim



ngobahewon’tetherewhenIbreakthe

news,ormaybeheshouldsothathecan

guilttriphisfather?Hmmmm.

“Benicetohim.”

“I’m alwaysnice.”Hesayschortling.

Ohthisboymara!
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TodayisoneofthosedayswhereIwokeup

feelingblue.Idon’tfeellikedoinganything,

allIwanttodoissleeptheentiredayand

hopefullywakeupfeelingmuchbetterlater.



PlusIhaveadatewithmyman.

SothenightthatBongwegatecrashedour

evening,heandSfisogotchattingandIwas

soonforgottenjustlikethat.Iendedup

havingtocookanactualmealbecause

MalibongweSimphiweMkhizeactually

cametomyhouseforfood.Apparentlyhe

didn’tfeelliketakeoutsandhedidn’twant

tocooksoherememberthathehasa

sisterwholoveshim dearly.AfterIdished

upforthem Iwentuptomyroom whereI

watchedTVwhiletheygottoknoweach

other.

IwaswokenupbySfisogettinginbedand

cuddlingmefrom behind.WhenIchecked

thetimeitwas2:38AM.Ididn’tevenhave



theenergytoaskwhereBongwewas,Ijust

fellrightbacktosleeptrustingthathe

decidedtosleepoverbutIalsoknewthat

Sfisowouldn’tallowhim todriveatthat

timeofthenight.

WhenIwokeupinthemorning,thetwoof

them werealreadyhavingbreakfast.It

turnedouttheyspentthenightgettingto

knoweachotherandtheygetalong.The

onethingthatIloveaboutBongweisthat

hewouldnevereverdoanythingthatwould

jeopardisemyhappiness.Whenwehada

conversationlaterduringthedayhesaid

thathesawjusthowwidelyIsmiledfor

Sfisoandtohim that’sallthatmattered–

mysmile.Hewouldn’ttellmewhatheand

Sfisospokeaboutbutapparentlytheyhave



anunderstandingsoheey.I’m justgladI

havesomeoneinmycorner.

Isendatexttothestudiolettingthem know

thatIwon’tbecomingthroughbefore

poppingasleepingpillanddriftingoffto

lalaland.

.

.

I’m wokenupbytheannoyingsoundofmy

phoneringing.Ireachovertograbitand

answer.

“Ya.”

“Babyareyouokay?Iwasjustatthestudio



andtheysaidyoudidn’tcomeintoday.”

“IjustneededtosleepbutI’m okay.”Isay

softly.

“I’m notconvinced.”Heresponds.

“I’m okaylove.Iswear.”

“WhyareyoulyingtomeMelokuhle?”

“I’m not.”Isaywithtearsthreateningtofall

outmyeyes.

Whyisheturningmeintosuchababy?



“CanIcomeholdyouordoyouwantyour

space?”Heasks.

YouseewhatImean?Nowmytearsare

rollingdownmyface.ThetruthisIwould

lovetobeinhisarmsrightnowhoweverI

don’tknowhowIam goingtofeeloncehe

isheresoI’dratherhedoesn’t.

“GotoworkbabyI’llseeyoulater.”

“Callmeofyouneedanything,andImean

anythingatallokay.”

“Sharp.”Isaythenhangup.



Sightheserandom momentsofsadness

arereallyhardmoreespeciallywhenIdon’t

knowwhatthecauseis.LikerightnowI

feellikecurlingupintoaballandcryingmy

lungsout.Theysaycryingcleansesthesoul

right?Maybeit’stimeformymonthly

cleanse.IjustreallyhopethatIcandrag

myselfoutofbedlateron.

.

.

I’vebeensittingonthecouchinthecloset

foragoodthirtyminutesnowtryingto

decideonwhattowear.I’m notnecessarily

thecheerfulpersonintheroom rightnow

butIcanstillwhipoutafaintsmile.Isettle

onablackdressandsandals.Myoutfit

feelstheexactsamewayasIam –bleah!I



grabmyphoneandheaddowntowaitfor

him.

WhileI’m waitingIhelpmyselftoaglassof

wine.AknockcomesthroughthedoorandI

rushovertogoopenforhim.Dapperas

always!HepullsmeintohisarmsandIsink

intowarm embrace.IabsolutelylovehowI

fitintohisarms.Hekissesmyforehead

beforecuppingmyfaceandmakingme

lookathim.

“Whywereyoucrying?”Heaskssoflty,

“IwasjustfeelingsadbutI’m finenow.”I

say.



“Let’sjustorderin.”

“Nolet’sgo.”

“IinsistNqobilefuthiIwanttoholdyouin

myarmswithoutanystaresfrom the

public.”Hesayschuckling.

TobequitehonestIam gratefulthathe

insistedonthatbecauseIwasn’texactlyup

tobeinginacrowd.Heorderssomepizza

whileImakehim hiscoffee.I’m gladthathe

isn’tprobingmefurtheronthattheissueis

ngobaIalsostillwon’tbeabletoanswer

him.

.



.

“Amiable.”Hesays.

“Adventurous.”

“Affectionate.”

“Alluring.”Isaywithasmirkonmyface.

“Hmmmm,ambitious.”

“Aphrodisiacal.”Isay.

“HaiboMelokuhleyoujustendedthegame.

AwholeBrandyterm babyhaai.”Hesays



laughing.

“You’remyaphrodisiac.”Ising.

SoSfisocameupwiththisbrightideato

haveusdescribeeachotherhoweverwe

couldonlyusewordsthatbeganwithanA.

Thatwasverychallengingformylimited

vocabularybutIadmititwasfunandIcan’t

waitforBday.

“Iappreciatewhatthelyricsaresayingbut

babypleasedon’teversingagain.”Hesays

laughing.

Mxm oho!



“Whateveranywaywhenareyougoing

home?”Iask.

Hespokeaboutgettingnewtombstones

forhismom andgrandmothermeaninghe’d

havetobeintheEasternCapetheone

weekendandKZNtheother.SoIfinally

understandhowheisXhosa.Hismom was

Xhosaandshemethisdadwhileshewas

workinginNatal,theyfellinlove,got

marriedandlateronhadhim.Unfortunately

hisfatherpassedawaywhenhewasstilla

toddlerandhismom movedbacktothe

EasternCapewhereshemethisstepfather

whomadetheirliveshell.Whenhismom

diedhispaternalgrandmothertookhim in

andraisedhim inKZN.



“Idon’ttalktoanyonefrom mom’ssidesoI

don’tknowhoweverythingisgoingtobe

done.AngaziIthinkImighthavetoconsult

nomuntujustsothatIcanknowwhatto

do.”

“Howdidyouerectthem thelasttime?”

“Iwenttomymother’sfamilyandtoldthem

whatmyintentionswere.”Hesays.

“Socan’tyoudothesamethingthistime

around?”

“HaiNqobile.”



“I’m hereforyoubabyfuthirememberthis

isforyourmom andnotherfamilyangithi.”

“Uzohambaname?”Heaskssulking.

Ohhellno!

“Hahafunny!MinalasttimeIcheckedIwas

aMkhizesoIcannotassistyouthere.Nope.

Sorry.”Isaymakingmywaytothekitchen.

I’lldrivehim totheairportthough!

.

.



I’m athomevisitingmyparents,wellmore

likeI’m heretotellthem aboutmy

relationship.ThingsbetweenSfisoandI

havegottentothepointwhereIfeellikeI

wanttobeopenaboutourrelationshipand

inmylifethatmeanslettingmyfamilyknow

aboutthisdevelopment.I’vehadthe

conversationwithauntyandshehas

promisedtoputlumeinhisbox.Nowto

dealwiththemoststubbornmanIknow–

dad.

“Summonedforameetinginmyown

home?”Hesayslaughing.

“AiitsnotameetingdadIjustwantedto

talkhawu.”



Mom settlesnexttohim andtheyboth

stareatmelikeitistheirfirsttimeseeing

me.OkayMeloyoucandothis!

“Pleasekeepanopenmindaboutthis.”I

say.

“Okay.”

“SfisoandIaredating.”Isayquickly.

Awaveofsilencepassesbybeforedad

startschuckling.Ilookatmom whojust

shrugs.She’snotgoingtoholdherhusband?



“YouseewhatIsaidaboutherbeing

stupid.”Hesayslookingatmom.
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“YouseewhatIsaidaboutherbeing

stupid.”Hesayslookingatmom.

Iam fuming!Thismanknowsjusthow

muchIhatebeingcalledstupidyethedoes

it,AGAIN.Iunderstandthathemightnot

understandnoragreewithmydecision

howeverthatdoesnotgivehim therightto

utterthatwordinmydirection.

“Donotcallmestupid.”Isaycalmly.



“Youwillnottellmewhattodoorsayinmy

houseNqobile.”

“Calm downyoutwo.Let’stalkaboutthis

calmlyandrationally.”

“RationallyZobuhle?Shechosetogoher

stupidrouteandchoosethatman,thevery

samemanwhomadeherlifehell.”

“YOUDON’TEVENKNOW HIM.”Iyell.

“YOU’REGOINGTOADDRESSMEINTHIS

MANNERBECAUSEOFAMANNQOBILE?”

Heroarsback.



I’m uponmyfeetfumingwithtears

threateningmyeyes.I’m notonthevergeof

tearsbecauseofwhathesaidaboutSfiso.I

am onthevergeoftearsbecauseofthat

word–stupid.Everyoneknowsjusthow

muchIhatethatword.WhenIwasviolated

backinvarsityoneoftheguysutteredthe

wordstupidinmydirectionandIhave

loathedthatwordeversince.Surepeople

sayitjokinglyandinthatmannerIcantake

itbutkanje?Andcomingfrom myown

father?Ican’t.

“Hemakesmehappydad.”Isaydropping

myhead.



“Andatsomepointhemadeyouanxious.”

“Heapologised,Iforgavehim andwe

movedon.Can’tyoutryanddothesame?”I

ask.

“IwillneverEVERacceptthatrelationship

uyangizwa.”

“Mom.”Isaylookingatherhopingshe’ll

jumpin.

Sheheavesasighwhileshakingherhead.

“LovepleasejusthearMeloout.”



“IcanhearherperfectlyandIam sayingno.

Iwillneveracceptthatrelationship.He

threatenedyourlivelihoodNqobile.Iwillnot

forgivehim.”

“YetyouforgaveLindo.Ifyouknewhalfthe

thingsLindoputmethroughwewouldbe

singingadifferentsongrightnow.”

“ButIdon’tknowanyofthosethingsthat

heputyouthroughsoIdon’tcare.”Hesays

sternly.

“Sobecauseyoudon’tknowtheshitthat

Lindoputmethrough,itmakeitokayfor

metohavegonethroughthem.”Isay

chuckling.



“UKHULUMANAMIKANJALO?”

“Loveplease.NaweMelokuhlejuststopit.”

Igrabmykeysandphone.Clearlythereis

noreasoningwithhim rightnow.SoI’llgive

him timeandspacetodigestwhatIhave

justthrownathim.

“IPIPINQOBILE.UKHULUMANAMIKANJE

NGENXAYEPIPI.”

“Wow.Mom I’llseeyou.Sharp.”Isay

walkingaway.



“Melokuhlebabywait,Lwandlepleasecalm

down.”

“Haaimakahambe.”Hesaysclickinghis

tongue.“Ungratefulthatiswhatsheis.”He

addson.

YesIdidn’texpecthim tosinganddance

butIdidn’tanticipatewhattranspiredin

there.Mydadhasalwaysbeentheonewho

putmyhappinessfirstandyesIunderstand

whereheiscomingfrom butsomeofthe

thingshesaidwereuncalledfor.Thisisone

oftheveryrareoccasionswheremyfather

hasbeenthecauseofmypain.

.

.



IendedupdrivingtoBandile’shouseand

rightnowIam lyingonthecouchwith

Kayisesleepingonmychest.Lwandile,

KhanyiandNdaloaremakinganoise

runningaroundinthebackyard.Ifeelsorry

forNdalobecauseshedoesn’thavea

playmateherownagebutI’m gladthatthe

twomusketeersaren’tshuttingherout.

Bandilewalksinwithatrayinhishands.I

seeawholelotofbakedassortmentsand

myheartflutters.I’m definitelystuffingmy

facetoday.HetakesKayisefrom meand

putsherinherbedthencoversherwitha

blanket.Amandaissleepingbecause

shameapparentlytheydidn’tsleepawink

lastnightbecausethiscutiewasn’twell.



“Southeyourdadthrewafit.”Hesays

laughing.

Ijoininandwesharealaugh.

“It’snotfunnyNdile.Hehurtmeman.”

“I’m sorrysisandIalsocan’tpromisethat

he’llcomearoundbecausehereallyis

protectiveofyouandwhatthatguyputyou

throughwashectic.”

“That’sinthepastthough.”

“Yesforyoubutrememberdadwasalways

worriedabouttheposibiltyoflosingyou



becauseofthisguyandhisthreats.Give

him timebutdon’tgetyourhopestoohigh

becausehe’sastubbornman.”

“ThisguyreallyisgoodtomethoughNdile.

LikeourchemistryisjusteffortlessandI’m

notworriedabouthim throwingagasket

becauseofhisjealousy.Hemakesme

smileandIknowit’sstillearlydaysbutI

feellikeIwon’treceiveanypressurefrom

him intermsofthewholechildsituation.

Hisresponsetotheentirethingwas

somewhatpositive.I’m justhappyNdile.”

“OhMeloIwanttosaythataslongas

you’rehappythenI’m happybutit’ssohard

inthissituation.Yesyousayhe’sagreat

guyandhetreatsyouwellandmakesyou



happybutattheendofthedayheisthe

assthathadyouconfinedinyourown

spaceforweeksfearingforyourlife.NowI

don’tpromisetobeniceandIdon’tpromise

tolikehim intheendbutIwillmeethim just

forpeacesake.Alsodon’texpectmeto

haveaconversationwithdadaboutthis

becauseitisnotmyplace.”

“You’rewillingtomeethim?”

“YesIwanttoseethismanthathasyou

readytopunchLwandle.Nowwhenyouget

homelateroncalldadandapologisethen

leaveitatthat.Don’taskhim ortellhim

aboutSfiso.Justsaysorryandhangupand

onceheisreadyhewillinitiatethis

conversation.”



“But.”

“Butnothing.It’snotlikeyoutwoareina

rushtogetmarriedoranything.Justone

stepatatimeNqobile.”

“OkayManqoba.”

Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.

“Youjusthadtofallforhim huh?”

Argh.Icouldn’thelpbutfallforhim.Itwas

unexpectedandIcouldn’tstoptheprocess

andthemoreIspendtimewithhim.The



deeperIfallforhim.Sigh.It’snotthemost

idealsituationbutitishappeningandIam

lovingeverymomentofit!

NdileandIspendtheafternoonstuffingour

facesandgossiping.Gossipsessionswith

mybrotherarealwaysfire.Apparently

mkhuluZweliisplanningonmakingatripto

JozibutIdidn’thearthatfrom him.HeheI

can’twaittoseemom inherfightmode

becausethatmansuredoesbringitoutof

her.

.

.

I’m withSfisonowbecauseIjustcouldn’t

havebutdrivetohisplace.Heisinthe

processofgivingmeamouthfulbecauseof



whattranspiredbetweendadandI.Ididn’t

expecthim tobesoworkedup.

“Igetthatyouwantyourparentstobless

ourrelationshipbutfightingwithyourfather

isntthewaytogoaboutit.Lookheis

justifiedinfeelingthewaythathedoes

aboutmebecauseattheendofthedayI

didn’tjusthaveyoufeelingthreatenedbut

yourentirefamilyaswell.Sobabynexttime

youtalktohim pleasehumbleyourselfand

whateverpuncheshewantstothrowatme

Iam willingtotake.”Hesays.

Idon’thavearesponseforthat.Iguess

he’sright.



“HeyI’m nottryingtomakeyoufeelback.

Okay.”Hesayspullingmeintohisarms.

“Iloveyou.”Isaywithoutthinking.
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Thewords‘Iloveyou’slidoffofmytongue

withsomucheasethatitfrightenedme.

HowwasIsocomfortableinlettingthat

manknowthatIlovedhim andinwhat

mostwouldsaywassuchashortamount

oftime.Isthereatimeframethough,tohow

soonisactuallytoosoonbeforedeclaring

yourlovetoyourpartner?Idon’tknowbut

allIknowisthatsubconsciouslyIregret

sayingitandwhichiswhyIhavebeen



avoidingSfisolikeaplagueoverthepast

fewdays.

Aftermytonguedecidedtogrowamindof

itsown,Icouldn’twaittogetoutofthere.

SoItoldhim thatIhadaheadacheandthat

Ineededtogethomeandsleep.Ithinkthe

factthathedidn’tutterthethreemagic

wordsbackimmediatelyalsogottome.

YeswhatIsaidwasunexpectedbutstill.He

hasbeentryingtogetholdofmeandIhave

been‘toobusy’totalkand‘tooexhausted’

togoseehim.IthinkI’m justembarrassedI

don’tknow.

RightnowIam busypackingbecauseI

haveaflighttocatch.Ireceivedacallfrom

theorganisersofMissSApageant



requestingameetingwithme.I’m dyinga

littleinsidebecauseIknowthatitobviously

haseverythingtodowithpossiblygetting

involvedwiththeshow.Ipraythatthatis

whatthemeetingisabout.

MyphoneringsandIrushtogoandanswer.

“Hello.”

“MissMkhize,wehaveaMrMavundlaat

thegateforyou.”Hesays.

Iheaveasigh.

“Okaypleaselethim in.”



“Okayma’am pleasepress9onyour

keypad.”

Ipress9beforehangingupandrushingto

goopenthedoorforhim.He’lllethimselfin.

Imakemywaybackupstairsandcontinue

packing.Myheartisbeatingagainstmy

chestsohardthatIactuallyfeellikeitis

abouttoburst.Icanactuallyhearhis

footstepscomingdownthehallway.He

walksinandsuddenlytheroom becomes

small.Toosmall.

“Uyaphi?”Heasks.

NohelloNqobile.Nothing?



“CapeTown.Ihaveameeting.”Isay.

“Hmmm whenwereyougoingtotellme

aboutthismeeting?”

“IwasgoingtocallyouwhenIhadthe

chance.”Iliethroughmyteeth.

Iwasn’tplanningontellinghim aboutthis

triphonestly.

“SominaI’m anafterthoughtkuwe

Nqobile?”

“What?”



“NgithiIthoughtthatweweregrowingand

inmyeyesthatmeantyouactuallyletting

meinonsuchtrips.SoIwasgoingtofind

outnini,latertonightthatyouareina

differentpartofthecountry?”

I’m havingahardtimetryingtomakeout

justhowhesoundsexactly.Icanheara

hintofsadnessinhistonebuthehas

maskeditverywellinanger.

Iheaveasighandsettleonthebed.

“ItwashonestlyalastminutethingSfiso,

likeIhaven’teventoldmymom aboutit.I’m

sorryifyoufeellikeIam pushingyouaside



kodwareallyI’m not.”

“Thenuyibizangantonilentooyiyenzayo?I

havebeentryingtogetholdofyouforthe

pastfewdaysandallIgetfrom youare

excuses.KuqhubekantoniNqobile?”

Ifthismandidn’tsoundsoangryIwould

jumphim rightnowngobahesoundsso

damnsexy!Sighbutonaseriousnote

though,howdoIlethim knowthatIam

somewhatembarrassed.

“ItoldyouIlovedyouandyousaidnothing.”

Isaysoftly.



Hesettlesnexttomeandheavesasigh.

“Afteryoutoldmeyoulovedmeyouranout

oftherengathiIkickedyououtNqobile.

Youdidn’tevengivemeachancetosay

anythingatallbeseyoubehavedlikea

schoolkidthereafter.SibadalaNqobileand

communicationshouldbewhatsustains

ourrelationship.Andiyomindreadermna

soyouaregoingtohavetouseyourwords

whensomethingisbotheringyou.

NowwiththatsaidIfinditcutethatyouhad

toboltoutoftherebecauseIdidn’tactually

utterthosewordsback.Ithoughtmy

actionsshowedyoujusthowmuchyou

meanttomeNqobile.DoInotshowyou

howmuchIcare?DoInotshowyouhow



muchIactuallyloveyou?Doyouactually

believethatIwouldstillbearoundifIdidn’t

justseemorethanjustassinyou?Come

onNqobile.”Hesayssoundingclearly

frustrated.

Ihavenocomeback.None.LookIknow

thathewantstobewithmeandandand

howeverforsomereasonIfeeltheneedto

hearhim saythosewordstome.

“Youjustfeeltoogoodtobetrue

sometimesandI’m scared.Ineverthought

I’dadmitthiskodwaIam slightlyinsecure.

ThereIsaidit.”Isaythrowingmyhandsin

theair.



Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.

“Youhavethisreallycutedramaticsidethat

enjoysappearingatthemostoddtimes.

YouhavenothingtoworryaboutMelokuhle

becauseIloveyouandIseeafuturewith

you.”Hesaysthenlaughs.

“Nowwhyareyoulaughing?”Iaskin

confusion.

“Becauseyouarethecutestthingwhenyou

sulkkodwaascuteasitisnexttimeifthere

issomethingbotheringyoupleasetalkto

meokay?I’m yourmannotsomerandom

guynje.”Hesayspullingmeintohisarms.



Ican’tbelievethatIwasthatdramaticvele.

SMH.

.

.

MymeetingwasoneofthebestIhaveever

hadinmycareer.Ihavebeenchosenas

oneofthedesignersfortheeveningwear

segment.Gratitudedoesn’tevenbeginto

expressjusthowIfeel.Formethisisa

reallygrandstageandasmuchasiihave

showcasedondifferentrunwaysallover

theworld,THISismybiggeststageyet.I

literallycannotwaittogethomeand

scream atthetopofmylungs.

Theflighthomewaslongerthanusual,

maybebecauseI’m inarushtogethome.



WelandandIcatchacabstraightto

KelisiweHoldings.I’veneversetfootinthis

buildingbeforeandI’m excitedtoseewhat

actuallygoesdownhere.Ifeellikesuchan

idiotdraggingthisbagthroughthesedoors

andthestaresthatIam getting?Lord!The

factthatI’m wearingatracksuitalso

doesn’thelp.Igettoreceptionandthislady

givesmesomuchattitude.Sighwhymust

theybelikethis?

“HiI’m hereforMrMavundla.”Isay.

Iprobablyhavetogothroughfive

receptioniststogettohim butit’sfine.I

wanttosurprisehim soImustdowhatI

must.



“Doyouhaveanappointment?”

“NoIdon’t.”

“Thenyou’llhavetomakeanappointment

andcomebackwhenyouhaveone.”She

saysbeforegoingbacktoherlaptop.

Sigh.DoIbegordoItellhim thatI’m here?

“Pleasejustcheckifhe’savailable.Please.”

“SorrysisiIcan’tdothat.”She’snoteven

lookingatme.



Isettleonthecouchanddiginmybagfor

myphone.Welltheregoesmysurprise.You

knowIwouldalmostbeimpressedwithher

conducthadsheactuallynotbeenrude.I

knowthatshe’sthecompanyreceptionist,

sowhatwassupposedtohappenwasshe

wassupposedtocallhisPAandfindout

from herifheisavailable.Arghbut

whatever.Idialthismananditrings

unanswered.HHemightbeinameeting.

DoIwait?DoIgo?HaiI’llseehim later.

Mysliceofcaramelcakewalksthroughthe

doorslookingclearlyfrustrated.Iwatchon

asthisreceptionistgetsupandmakesher

wayaroundthetabletogreethim.



“Afternoonsir.”

“Morning.”Hesaysandcontinueswalking.

Yep.He’shavingaprettybaddayandit’s

noteventwointheafternoon.

“SiryouhavesomeoneheretoseeyoubutI

toldhertomakeanappointment.”Shesays.

“Who?”

Shepointsatmeandthesecondhiseyes

landonmehiswholefacelightsup.He

stridestowardsmeandpullsmeupand

intohisarms.It’sonlybeentwodays



kodwahe’sbeenbehavinglikeIhavebeen

goneformonthsonend.

“Whendidyougethere?”Hewhispersinmy

ear.

“Landedaboutanhourago.Iwantedto

surpriseyou.”Irespond.

Heplacesakissonmyforeheadbefore

takingmybaginhisonehandandminein

theother.Icanseethestaresfrom

everyonearoundbuthedoesn’tseem to

care.Westepintotheelevatorwiththree

otherpeople,whoareIbelieveshocked.Is

thismansobadthattheybelievehedoesn’t

haveawomaninhislife?Thankfullythe



onlyofficeonthisfloorishisandhis

personalboardroom sonostareswell

exceptfrom hisPA.

Thesecondwestepintohisofficehehas

mepinnedagainstthedoorandkissingthe

livingdaylightsoutofme.Hehasan

obsessionwithmyassbecausethatisthe

firstplacehishandsfindwheneverIam in

hisarms.Hepullsback,locksthedoorand

closestheblindsbeforepickingmeupin

hisarmsandlayingmeonthetable.

.

.

“I’m soproudofyou.”Hesayskissingmy

head.



We’relyingonthecouch,nakedaftera

hecticsessionofpounding.I’vejusttold

him abouttheMissSAdealandhehasn’t

stoppedutteringthewords‘I’m proudof

you.’

“Thankyou.”Isaysoftly.“Ohyeahwhywas

yourteam lookingatuslikethat?”Iask

chuckling.

“BecauseIkeepmyprivatelifeextremely

private.They’veneverseenmewitha

womaninthisbuildingsothat’swhy.I

guessnowtheybettergetusedtoseeing

yourgorgeousfacearoundngoba

uwuyindawo!”



Angiyindawovele!

IbelievethatIhavefoundmyforeverinthis

guy.IpraythatIhavebecausemanhe

makesmesohappy!
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Somemightsaythatitisabittoosoonto

saybutIthinknot.IthoughtIknewhow

greatandpowerfullovecouldbebutbeing

inarelationshipwithSfisohasshownme

thatIwasn’tgettingthefullnessofit.The

pastfewmonthshavebeenthemost

beautiful,intenseandtestingmonthsbutI

wouldn’ttradethatforanything.



SfisoandI’srelationshipisgrowingeach

andeverydayandIam gratefulforthat.We

haveobviouslyexperiencedourbumpsas

anycoupledoesbutwealwaysmanageto

sitandchatitoutbeforemovingonfrom it.

I’m learningthatthismanisn’tasstrong

andmanlyashefirstposedtobe.Hehas

thisbeautifulsoftandfragilesidethatat

timesIneverknowhowtohandle.The

biggestissuethathehasisthefactthathe

hasn’thadamother’sloveforsomany

years.Thatismybiggeststruggleaswell,I

don’tknowwhattodotonotnecessarilyfill

thatvoidbuttolethim knowthatheisn’t

aloneanymore.

AllIkeepdoiskeepshowinghim loveuntil

itsinksinthatI’m heretostay.I’vebeena



frequentvisitorathisofficemuchtothe

annoyanceofsomeofhisfemalestaff

members.Idon’tunderstandhowhehadn’t

noticedthatmostofthem hadacrushon

him.IdiotItellyou.

RightnowIam shoppingformybabysitting

weekend.Idecidedtogivetheallthe

parentsabreakandtakethekids.Mom and

dadhaveZizwewiththem becauselume

wantedtotakeauntyoutonadate.Ihave

Khanyi,LwandileandNdalo.Amanda’s

parentshaveKayisesoliterallyallthe

mama’saregettingtheirgrooveback.

Ithrowalotofsnacksinthetrolleybefore

gettingsomefruits.Iplanonpumpingthem

withfreshfruitjuicethisweekend.Ipayfor



everythingthenmakemywaytolume’sto

pickthem up.Ioptedfortherebecause

thingsbetweendadandIaren’tsofriendly.

It’sbeenmonthsbutwheneverIbring

Sfiso’snameuphewalksoutoftheroom.

I’veapologised,I’vebeggedbutstillnothing.

Mom saystogivehim timebuthowlongis

hegoingtostaymadatmefor?Ididn’t

choosetofallinlovewiththisman.Itjust

happenedandIcan’tbepersecutedforthat.

Ijusthopethathecomesaroundsoon.

.

.

Thekidsarealreadyrunningaroundthe

housewhileIgetcrackingondinner.Their

snacksareonthetableandthecartoons



thattheymadesomuchnoiseforare

watchingthemselves.Mxm.Ifeelarms

circlingaroundmeandIalmostjumpbut

quicklyrelaxwhenIrealisewhoitis.I

forgotthathehasaspecialcodeforthe

gate.

Iwasn’texpectinghim untiltomorrow.He

hadgonehometotheEasternCapeto

speaktotheeldersaboutthetombstonefor

hismother.Ihopethatwentwell.Heturns

mearoundandsmasheshislipsonmine.

Ohhowmylipshavemissedhis.Iquickly

pullbackbecauseIdon’twantthekids

walkinginonus.

“Hi.”Hesayssoftlywhilelookinginmyeyes.



“Hey.Imissedyou.”

“Imissedyoutoo.”Heresponds.

Somethingshattersinthelivingroom andI

heaveasigh.Theybetternothavebroken

anythingexpensive.

“Thekidsarehere.”Isayafterseeinghis

facialexpression.

ImakemywayinandIfindallthreeof

them tryingtopickupthebrokenglass

fragmentsfrom thefloor.



“Stopwhatyou’redoing.”Isay.

Theyalljumpupandstandtherelookingat

mewiththeirmostinnocentfaceson.I’m

nothavingthat!Nope.

“DidInottellyouguystostoprunning

around?”Iask.

“Youdid.”Khanyisilethespokesperson

responds.

“Andwhydidn’tyoulisten?”

“We’resorry.”Theychorusback.



Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.I

guesstheyrehearsedthatwaybeforethis

littleaccident.

“Justgoplayoutsideplease.”Isaywalking

away.

Isittoolatetoshipthem backtotheir

parents?IfindSfisocheckingonmypots

whichIhadforgottenaboutbecauseof

thesekids.

“Thankyou.”Isay.

“MeloLwandiledoesn’twanttoplaynetball

withus.”Khanyisayswalkingin.



Shepauseswhensherealisesthatit’snot

justthetwoofusinhere.Introductions,

right.Erm howdoIdothis?Sfisoisalso

lookingatKhanyiwithasmileonhisface.

“KhanyithisisSfisomyfriend.Sfisothisis

Khanyimybabysister.”Isay.

“HelloKhanyi.”Hegreetsashedropstoher

level.

ShelooksatmethenbackatSfisobefore

smilingandgivinghim ahug.Icanseethat

Sfisoostakenabackabitbuthequickly

comesbacktohissensesandgiveshera

tightsqueeze.



“DaddysaidIcan’teveraddressadultswith

theirnames,so…”Sheturnstolookatme.

Haibo!Wellmisssmartypantsandher

daddymustfindatitleforSfiso.Ilookat

herandshrugbeforetakingabroom togo

andcleanthemesstheymade.WhenIget

backinthekitchenSfisohasKhanyionthe

kitchencounterwhilehe’sbusywiththe

pots.

“Yourmamaissorryforleavingyoubut

she’sproudofyouandeverythingthat

you’veachieved.Yourgrannysaysyoumust

neverstoppraying.”Shesaysbefore

jumpingdownfrom thecounterandrunning



out.

Wellthenhe’sjusthadanencounterwith

Khanyithegifted!

“Khanyisilehasaheavenlygift.Shesenses

painandjoyandmiseryandeverythingelse.

Shealsoreceivesthesemessagesat

times.”Isay.

“Soshesawmymother?”

“Idon’tknowhowitworks.Maybemaybe

not,Idon’tknow.”

“Howissheabletohandlesuch



responsibilityatsuchayoungage?”

“Itfreaksusoutbutmygrandmotherknows

moreaboutwhattodoorsaysoshehelps

herabit.”

“Wow.”That’sallhesays.

Icanunderstandhowhefeelsrightnow.He

didn’tcomehereformessagesphela.

“Whydidyourgrandmothermention

prayer?”Iask.

“It’ssomethingweusedtodotogether.

WhenIfirstmovedinwithherIwasa



troubledchildandIcausedhavocbutshe

prayedformeuntilIgottothepointwhere

I’dpraywithher.Istilldobutsometimes

yourfaithgetsrockedandyousomewhat

abandonitalongtheway.”Hesay.

BoydoIknowaboutlostfaith.Whenyou’ve

beenprayingandprayingbutitseemslike

Godhasshuthisearstoyourpleas.Sigh.

Wefinishupcookinginsilencethendishup.

Thekidsarehavingaballwatchingtheir

cartoons.

.

.

Wewedroppedbyanddecidedthatwe

shouldhaveabraai.Sfisodidn’tsleepover

lastnightbecausehedidn’twanttodisturb



thekids,whoabsolutelylovehim bythe

way.Hehadtotuckthem inbeforeheleft

andhewasthefirstthingtheyaskedabout

whentheywokeup.I’velostmykidstothis

man!Arghhh.

“Somom saysshewanttohostsomething

nextweek.”Wewesays.

We’reinthekitchenmarinatingthemeat.

“Ohthat’snice.”

“AndshewantsyoutoinviteSfiso.”

“Huh?Shehasn’tsaidanythingtome.”Isay



frowning.

“Yathat’sbecauseherhusbandpromised

tobeatthelivingcrapoutofyourman.”He

sayslaughing.

Iactuallydobelievethatdadcandothat.I

meanheisaregularatthegym soheis

quitefresh.Imeanearly60’sisquiteyoung!

“Whatdidmom say?”

“Lookasmuchasshe’stryingtogetdadto

agreeshe’shavingahardtimebecauseyou

knowLwandle.Justbraceyourselfshould

heagreengobait’sgoingtobeatough



meeting.”
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IthoughtIhasseenitallkodwaafreaking

outSfisoisbeyondme!Hehasbeenlike

thissincemom calledlastnighttoinviteus

overfordinneronFridaynight.Todayis

WednesdayandIhavenoideahowheis

goingtosurvivethenexttwodaysatwork.I

thoughthewasreadytotakethepunches

soIdon’tunderstandwhyheissuddenly

feelingscared.Maybeitmightbebecause

ofhowBongweportrayeddadtobe.On

Sundayduringourbraaiwiththekids

Bongwementionedtohim justhowdadand

lumehavebeenputtinginextrahoursatthe

gym justforhim.



DidInotlaugh?

AlsothefactthatMalibongwewasso

seriousabouttheentirethingwasworld

class.Healsowentontotalkabouthow

mom isalwaysondad’ssidesoshoulddad

refusethenahhhit’sover.Idon’t

understandwhySfisotookeverything

Malibongwefedhim butya.Bythetimewe

receivedtheinvitationhewasalready

freakingout.Aftermom’scalllastnightI

triedtoinitiatesexbuthetotallyshutme

down.

Idon’tknowhowwe’regoingtosurvivethe

nexttwoandahalfdaysbutwe’llsee.Right



nowI’m inthekitchenmakingbreakfastfor

us.We’respendingtheweekathishouse

andIaskedthathegivemam’Gcinathe

weekoff.ApparentlythefactthatIdon’t

haveahelperandthatnoneofthefemales

inmyfamilyhaveoneIstillkindofshocking

tohim.Irollmyeyeseachtimehemakes

thatstatement.

Hewalksinandmakeshimselfcomfortable

onthehighchairs.Ipourhim acupof

coffeethenhandhim hisplate.

“I’m goingtobehomelatetonight.”Isay.

“Why?”Heaskslookingupfrom hisplate.



“I’m workingonanewlinesoIhaveto

focusonthat.”

“Can’tyouworkfrom home?”

“Ourrule?”Iask.

Wehavethisrulethatwedon’tbringwork

homeunlessweabsolutelyhaveto.Idon’t

havetobringmydesignshomebutIknow

thatIwanttopushthem asmuchasIcan.I

needthisnewlinetobereadyonacouple

ofmonths.

“Idon’twantyoudrivinghomelatethough

Nqobile.”



“I’llbefinebaby.”Isay.

“HayiNqobileaccidentshappeneveryday.”

“Sfisoman.”

“LetmedropyouoffthenI’llcomefetch

youlater.”Hesays.

Isthismansulking?Suchacutesight!

“Okaythat’salsofinebaby.”

“Good.”



“Areyoustillworryingaboutdad?”

“IwouldbelyingifIsaidIwasn’t,Imean

thatmanhatesthelivingdaylightsoutof

meandIunderstandhim thoughImeanI

threatenedhislittlegirlforawhile.Ialso

wouldn’ttakeitlightlyifsomeone

threatenedmydaughter.IregretitNqobile,I

trulydoregretitNqobileandIwillforever

feellikeshitbecauseofthat.”

“SfisoIforgaveyou.”Isaycuppinghisface.

“IloveyouandIforgiveyou.Forgive

yourselfaswell.Mydadwillcomearound

baby.”



“Ihearyoubaby.”

“Calm downne.”Isayplacingakissonhis

lips.

IhopethatdadcomesaroundonFriday.

.

.

Sfisocalledtotellmethathe’sonhisway

tothestudio.I’m theonlyoneleftatthe

studioandI’m sittingatthebackworking

onmydesigns.Hecallstoletmeknowthat

heisatthedoorandIrushtogoopenfor

him.Ilockupandwemakeourwaytothe

back.



“Ihavedinner.”Hesaysputtingthepaper

bagonthetable.

Ijustwanttofinishthissketchfirstthen

maybeI’llhavesomethingtoeat.Myjuices

areflowingrightnowandIcanslowlysee

thisdesigncomingtolife.Ilovethepopof

pinkthatIhaveonthisskirt.Thisis

definitelygoingtobemyfavourite.

“Thisisgorgeous.”Hewhispersinmyear.

“Thankyou.”

“Watchingyouinactionissuchaturnon.”

Heplacesakissonmyneckandmybreath



hitches.

Sfisomustwaitkancanebecauseheis

distractingmeandIcan’taffordtohave

that.Hishandsfindmybreastsandsettle

there.Agentlesqueezeisallittakesforme

tosay‘Iwantyou’.Hepicksmeupandputs

meonthetablebeforeattackingmylips.

Mavundla’skissesalwaysleavemefeeling

highanddrunk.Ifeelhim workingonmy

pantybeforeheslidesafingerin.

“You’resowetbaby.”Hemurmursonmy

lips.

“Dosomething.”Iwhisperback.



BeforeIcanevensayanythingelse,his

mouthgreetsmycookieandIloseit.Now

Sfiso’stonguegameisprobablyoneofthe

greatestI’veeverhad.Howhegetshis

tonguetoreachupisbeyondmeanddon’t

getmestartedonwhenhefocusesonmy

clitlikeheisdoingrightnow.Heissucking

andlickingandgentlybiting.Isqueezemy

thighstogetherprobablysuffocatinghim

butIdon’tcare.JustasI’m abouttoreach

myhighhestopsbutquicklyreplaceshis

tonguewithhispulsingmate.

Heisgivingittomehardandfastjustthe

wayIwantit.Icanfeelhisballsknocking

againstme!Heleansdownandcaptures

mylipsinhis,drivingmecrazy.Heknows

thatIhaveathingfortastingmyselfonhis



lips.HecontinuespoundingmeandIfeel

myselfbuildupagain.Afewmorethrusts

andIexplodealloverhiscockandhe

followsshortlyafter.

“We’vejustchristenedyouroffice.”Hesays

laughing.

“Yeahandwe’vejustruinedmydesigns.”I

saybreathlessly.

“I’llpiecethem backtogetherwenababy.”

Hekissesmyhead.

“Sfiso.”Iwhispersoftly.



“Yes?”

“Iloveyou.”

“IloveyousomuchmoreMelokuhle.”

.

.

Todayisthedayofmom’sdinnerandSfiso

decidedtoskipwork.Bongwecalledtotell

usthatevengogowouldbetherewhichhad

thismanshittingonhimself.Hewantedto

chickenoutbutIamdhavingnoneofit.

Auntyislookingforwardtomeetinghim

andsoisAmanda,mom notsomuch

becauseofwheredadstandsonthis

matter.Ipraythatdaddydoesn’tdo

anythingdrasticnje.



We’vebeensittinginthecarforaboutfive

minutesbecausethenervesaretoomuch.

Nowthatit’shereIam scaredandIknow

heistoo.

“Nomattertheoutcome,Ichooseyou.”I

say.

“Ihopeitdoesn’thavetocometothat.Let’s

go.”

WeheadinsideandKhanyicomescharging

towardsSfisoandthrowsherselfinhis

arms.Hecatchesherandplacessweet

kissesalloverherface.



“Arewegoingtomakesmoresagain?”She

asksinnocently.

“Ifyouwantsmoresthenwewillmakes

smores.”Herespondswithasmileonhis

face.

“You’rethebest.”Sheyellsbeforerunning

off.

Ipullhim intothekitchenwhereallthe

ladiesare.Theyallstoptalkingandjust

stareathim.

“He’stall.”Amandasaysnotsosoftly.



“Sanibonani.”Hegreets.

“Yebo.”Theychorusback.

“ThisisSfiso.Sfisothesearethewomenin

mylife.Mygran,mom,auntandsister.”I

say.

“Pleasuretomeetallofyou.”Hesays.

Whyaretheynotsayinganything?

“It’slovelytomeetyouSfiso.”Mom says.



Ipullhim outofthereandheadtotheliving

room.

“Areyouokay?”

“Yeah.”Heshrugs.

Sigh.

“Higuys.”Igreet.

Thelookondad’sfaceisoneIhavenever

seenbefore.Heisangry.Tooangryatthat!

“DadthisisSfiso.”Isaysoftly.



“Hmmm pleasegotellyourmothertobring

usmoredrinks.”Hesays.

“Daddy.”

“ManjeMelokuhle.”

“It’sokaybabyI’llbefine.”Sfisowhispers.

Iheaveasighandmakemywaytothe

kitchen.

“Mom yourhusband.”Isayonvergeof

tears.



Beforeshecanevenrespondthereis

commotioncomingfrom thelivingroom.

WeallrushoutandIfeellikelosingitwhen

IseeSfisopinnedagainstthewallbydad.
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ThelookonSfiso’sfaceishardandangry

butheistryingwithallhismighttomaskit.

Daddyisangryandhecan’tevenhideit.I’m

lookingatmom pleadinglyandshameshe

alsolooksdefeated.



“LwandleMkhizeyouletthatboygothis

instance!”Gogosayssternly.

Daddoesn’tbudge,insteadhisfacegoes

angrier.Ihaveneverseenmyfatherlikethis.

EVER.

“Lovelettheboygoplease.Ngyakucela.”

Dadlethim goandstepsback.Icantell

thatistakingeverythinginhim nottobeat

thelivinghelloutofSfiso.

“Allofyouarestandingheredefendingthis

manwhenyoudon’tknowthehellthathe

putusthrough!Noneofyouknewabouthis



threatsbutIdid.IHADTOGOTOBED

EVERYNIGHTHOPINGANDPRAYINGTHAT

MYDAUGHTERWILLMAKEITTHROUGH

TOTHENEXTDAY.Youallhavenoright,

niyangizwa,norighttostandthereand

judgemewhenyoudon’tknowhowIfelt

duringthatperiod.”Hesaysthenwalksout.

Iwanttorushafterhim butIalsowantto

tendtoSfiso.‘It’sokay.Go.’Sfisomouths

tome.Inodlightlyandmakemywayout.

He’ssittingonthecouchatthefarsideof

thehouse.Isettlenexttohim andslowly

slidemyhandinhis.Iheaveasighwhenhe

givesitatightsqueeze.I’m gladhedidn’t

rejectme.Ihateitwhenmydadisfeeling

anysortofemotionespeciallybecauseof

me.



“RememberwhenLeratoandIgotdivorced

andyouwouldcuddlemeuntilIfell

asleep?”Iask.

“Yeah.”

“Youusedtowhisperinmyearjusthow

muchIdeservetobehappyandhowyou

wouldgototheendoftheearthjustsothat

Icouldbehappy.Youheldmeinyourarms

whileIcriedtothepointofvomiting.You

sawhowmuchweightIlostbecauseofmy

brokenheartdad.”

“Don’ttryandguilttripmeMelokuhlengoba

itwillnotwork.Ifwewanttoreversetime



andtalkaboutsucheventstojustifyour

actionsthenletmetellyouhowIfeltfrom

thetop.WhenIfoundoutaboutyouwhile

yourmotherwasinacomaandIhadno

hopethatyouwouldmakeit,doyouknow

howhardthatwasforme?Doyou

understandtheamountofpainIwasin?

AndwhenyoumadeitIvowedtoprotect

youwitheverythinginme.

WhenLeratobrokeyourheartIfeltlikesuch

afailurebecauseIgaveyouaway.Iwas

supposedtoprotectyoubutIcouldn’t.

WhenthisSfisoofyoursstartedthreatening

youIdidn’tknowwhattodo.Iwasatmy

witsendwithworry.Iwassoscared

NqobilethatIwasgoingtoloseyou.Soyou

cannotcomehereandexpectmetorollout



aredcarpetforthemanwhohadmeliving

infearoflosingyou.”

Ihearhim andIunderstandhim fullybutall

Iwanthim todoistryandhearSfisoout.

That’sallIask.

“Iunderstandyoudaddy,believemeIdobut

attheendofthedaythismanmakesme

happy.WespokeandheapologisedandI

understood,pleasetryandhearhim out.I

knowit’shardbutplease.”Isaypleadingly.

“Youlikehim thatmuch?”

“Ilovehim daddy.AfterthewholeLindo



situationIwassoscaredtoletgobuthe

cameinandmademerealisethatthere’s

moretolifeandlovethanmisery.Youknow

mybiggestchallengeisthebabyissuebut

sincewe’vebeentogetherhehasnever

triedtobringitup.AsmuchasLeratoand

Lindotriedtheyjustknewthatintheend

theywantedchildren.Sfisoissodifferent

dad.He’spatientwithme.Heactivelyand

intentionallysupportsmydreams.Hehugs

mewhenI’m sadanddoesn’taskquestions

untilI’m readytotalkaboutit,justlikeyou.

Yeshewasanass,abigoneatthat,inthe

beginningbutdoesn’thedeserveasecond

chance?Doesn’thedeserveachanceto

redeem himself?Yourangerandfearsare

justifiedbutdadI’m happy.I’m sosohappy



andit’sbecauseofthatman.”

“Melokuhle.”

“I’m happierwithhim thanIwaswithLindo

sothatshouldtellyousomething.I’m not

disregardingyourfeelingsonthematter,

I’m simplyjustaskingyoutotryandhear

him out.I’m notsayingforgivehim,justtalk

tohim,thetwoofyoualoneandseethe

kindofpersonheis.”Isay.

“You’reaskingtheimpossibleofmeyazi

Melokuhle.Iwillneveracceptyour

relationship.”



“Iknowdaddybutyouwantmehappy

angithi.”Isayrestingmyheadonhis

shoulder.

“Ilikedyoubetterwhenyouwerestillin

diapers.”

Ichortle!Suchameanoldman!

“You’remean.”

“Ijustloveyou.”Hesayskissingmyhead.

“IjustloveyoutooLwandleandIam

gratefulforeverythingyouhavedonefor

me.”



Iknowhowhardthisisforhim butIam

gratefulforthefactthatheiswillingtotry

andtalktohim.Itmeansmoretomethan

hecaneverimagine.

.

.

Thesecondwesteppedbackintothehouse,

dadcalledSfisointohisofficeandthey’ve

beeninthereforsometimenow.Rightnow

I’m sittingwithgogoinherroom tryingto

calm mynerves.

“Thatboylovesyou.”Shesayscalmly.

“Gogo?”



“WhenyouandyourfatherwereoutsideI

hadachatwithhim andhelovesyoumore

thanyouwillunderstand.Heregretshowhe

cameintoyourlifebuthewillneverforgive

himselfuntilyourfatherforgiveshim.Now

uLwandlehasahardheadandIdoubthe

willforgivehim anytimesoon,ifatall.”

“Yoursongogo.”Isaychuckling.

“He’safatherandyou’rehisfirstsurviving

childsoyouneedtounderstandwhereheis

comingfrom.Youwerehisfirsteverything

andthefactthatyouareagirljust

heightenseverything.Ngaphayouhave

beenthroughsomuchmylittleblip.Just



givehim time,he’lleventuallycome

around.”

“Andifhedoesn’t?”

“ThenlomfanawakaMavundlawillhaveto

buyhim acowuntilheactuallyforgives

him.”Shesayslaughing.

Ijoininthelaughter.Awholedamncow!

“He’llbebrokebythetimedadactually

forgiveshim.”

“Butit’llallbeworthit.Sodoyoureallysee

yourselfgettingmarriedtothisman?”She



enquires.

Iheaveasigh.

“Iseealifewithhim,marriage?Angazi

gogo.Idon’tknowifI’m scaredofbeinga

divorceeagainorwhatkodwaIjustwantto

enjoywhatwehaverightnowandhaveit

growbeforeIcanevenutterthewords

marriageinhisdirection.”

“Ihearyoumybaby.”

Amandawalksinandtellsusthatdinneris

readyandthatdadandSfisoaredone

chatting.GogoandImakeourwayoutto



gojointhefamily.

.

.

“SoSfisodoyouhavefamilythisside?”

Auntyasks.

Isqueezehisthighandhegivesmeafaint

smile.

“Noit’sjustmehere.”Heresponds.

“Ohyourparents?”

“MyfatherpassedawaywhenIwasyoung

andmymotherwhenIwasinhighschool,

ugogoyenawangishiyanginatwentyeight.”



Hesays.

Hetakesmyhandinhisandgivesita

gentlesqueeze.Iknowhowdifficultitisfor

him totalkabouthispeople.

“I’m sosorryforyourloss.”Mom says.

“Thankyou.”

ThetensionbetweenSfisoanddadcanbe

feltbuteveryoneistryingtheirbesttocut

throughit.Khanyicomesrunninginand

standsnexttoSfiso.

“YiniKhanyisile?”Lumeasks.



Sheshakesherheadandgetsonhertoes

towhispersomethinginSfiso’sear.He

chuckleslightlyashecontinuouslynods.

We’reallfascinatedbythisinteraction.She

eventuallyfinisheswhisperinginhisear

thenrunsoff.Sfisohasthisgoofysmileon

hisface.Iknowwe’reallcuriousastowhat

thatwasaboutbutIknowthatnoneofus

willactuallyaskhim.

Dinnergoesonwithgeneralconversation

betweenusandafewpersonalquestions

directedatSfiso.Dadsaidnothing

throughouttheentiredinnerwhichwas

expectedbutI’m gladhedidn’tthrowafit.



Thenightendswithagenerousamountof

malvapuddingandwarm custardserved.

Overallitwasn’tasbadasIexpecteditto

be.

.

.

SfisoandIaredrivinghomewiththeradio

keepinguscompany.

“Yourdadcanthrowapunch.”Hesays

chuckling.

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.I

don’tgetwhyhethinksthatit’sfunny.

“Doyouseeyourselfgettingmarriedto



me?”Iblurtout.

Ithinkmyconversationwithgogohadme

askingmyselfsomequestions.

“DoIloveyou?Yes.DoIseemyselfgetting

marriedtoyou?Notrightnow.”
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“DoIloveyou?Yes.DoIseemyselfgetting

marriedtoyou?Notrightnow.”

“Whatdoyoumean?”Iasksoftly.



“Canwechatwhenwegethome.”Hesays.

Wedrivehomeinsilencewiththecitylights

keepinguscompany.Ifeelabitbetterwhen

heslideshishandontopofmythighand

restsitthere.Comfortablesilence.ShouldI

freakingoutattheconversationthatwe’re

abouttohave?Idon’tthinksogiventhe

factthatIfeeltheexactsameway.It’sstill

earlydaystoevenbetalkingabout

marriage,wellformeanyway.Ifeellikethis

fearthatIhavewillbeahindranceofsome

sort.I’m scaredofbeingatwotime

divorceesoIwouldmuchrathergrownin

ourrelationshipforafewyearsbefore

jumpingintomarriage.

WedriveinandImakemywaytothe



kitchentogetmyselfaglassofwine.I

spenttheentireeveningsippingonsome

juicebecauseIwantedtobesoberfor

everything.Itakeasipandacertaincalm

washesovermethesecondthebitterness

hitsmytongue.HewalksinandIwatchon

ashemakeshiswaytothefridgeandgrabs

abeer.Hegulpssomeofitdowninonego

beforestretchingouthishandforme.I

placemineinhisandheleadsustothe

livingroom wherewesettleonthecouch.

“Yourquestion.”Hesays.

Iturntolookathim withanticipation

writtenallovermyface.Ican’tdecipherthe

lookonhisandforsomereasonthat

makesmenervous.



“IloveyouNqobile,nodoubtaboutthatand

Idefinitelydoseeafuturewithyou.My

statementinthecarwassimplythat–not

rightnow.NotbecauseIdon’tseeyouasa

potentialwifeinthismomentbutbecause

thereissimplysomuchgoingon.

Yourfatherhatesmewhichinturnmeans

thattherestofyourfamilycan’tfulyaccept

me.NamingaphaIdon’texactlyhavea

familysoI’dhavetosortthatoutbeforeI

cancommit.Thenthere’syou,you’renot

readyformarriage.Youthinkyouhideit

wellbutyoudon’t.Iknowyouthinkabout

howyourmarriagefailedbecausethe

infertilityissue.Iknowyouthinkabouthow

yourpreviousrelationshipfailedbecauseof



thesamereasonandsomehowyoucan’t

helpbutthinkthatthesamewillhappento

us.

Jonga,I’m notgoinganywhereandImeanit.

Whenthetimeisrightwewillhavethe

marriagetalkbutuntileachofusget

throughthismazewe’refacingthenthat

wordshouldn’tevenbeapriority.”

Howdoesonerespondtothat?Am Ithat

insecurethatitshows?

“Ihearyou.”Isay.

“I’dratherwewaitamillionyearsanddo



thingsrightthantojustrushintosomething

forthesakeofdoingit.Imeanwe’vestill

gotalotofyearsaheadofusandwe’restill

gettingtoknoweachothersothereisno

rush.”

“Iloveyou.”Isaywithasmileonmyface.

Hechuckleslightlyasheslidescloserto

me.

“Soyou’renotgoingtoaddontowhatI’ve

justsaid?”Heaskswithachuckle.

Ihavemyhead.Hehassaideverythingand

moreandIagreewithhim.I’m notreadyfor



marriageandI’m enjoyingthepaceatwhich

ourrelationshipisgrowing.

“Iconcurwitheverythingyouhavesaid.”I

saygiggling.

“Oohlistentothat,sheconcurs.Au

maMkhize.”Hesayslaughing.

Ilovehowidiotichecangetattimes–it’s

refreshing!

“Whatdidyouanddadtalkabout?”Ireally

wanttoknow.

Iknowthattheydidn’twalkoutofthat



studyasbestfriendsbecausedadwas

grumpythroughouttheentiredinnerand

afterourconversationIbelievethatmine

andSfiso’sjourneyisgoingtobehard.I

justhopethatmom cangetthroughtoher

husband.

“Youdon’thavetoworryyourselfabout

that.”

“IknowIdon’tbutIjustwanttoknow.”

“Welllet’sjustsayhehatesmygutsandwill

neveracceptme.”Thesmileonhisface

isn’tgenuine.



Myheartsinks.

“Didhesaythat?”

“ImeanIthreatenedhisonlyprincessso

yeahIdeservedeveryphysicalandverbal

punchhethrewatme.AsmuchasIwould

likeforhim togiveushisblessing,Idon’t

seeithappeninganytimesoon.”Hesays

nonchalantly.

Sigh.Iwatchhim downhisbeerbefore

gettingupandmakinghiswaytothe

kitchen.Idon’tknowwhattodotogetdad

toseethisgreatsideofSfiso.Iwishhe

wouldrealisejusthowhappyIam.Imake

mywaytothekitchenwhereIfindhim



leaningagainstthecounterlostinthought.I

placemyhandsonhischestandsnuggle

closerashewrapshishandsaroundmy

waist.

“What’swrong?”

“Ihaven’thadafamilydinnerinyears.Yesit

wasawkwardbutjustbeingaroundthe

tablesurroundedbythewarm femalesin

yourfamily,itwasspecialforme.Your

grandmotherremindedmeabitofmy

grandmother.Herwarm hugsandhersoft

spokennature.ForanightIfeltatpeace.I

knewtherewassomethingmissinginmy

lifeandtonightIfoundit.”



Sigh.Iwillnevergetusedtothis.HowdoI

comforthim?Dadwouldbetherightperson

tospeaktoaboutthisbecausehehadtobe

mom’srockfrom thetimeherparents

passedaway.

“Myfamilyisnowyourfamilybaby.The

lovethatyoudeserveyouwillreceivefrom

eachofthem andgogowillbeavailable

everydaytogiveyouthosesqueezesyouso

deserve.”

“Youareoneofthemostincrediblewomen

Ihaveevermet.Iloveyousomuchand

eachdayIam gratefulforyourpresencein

mylife.”Hekissesmyhead.



EachdayIam gratefulforhim.Hedoesn’t

realisejusthowgreatHEis.

.

.

“Hipumpkin.”Isaywithtearsburningmy

eyes.

Reagavebirthtoanhealthybabyboy–

Karabo.Ihaven’thadthechancetosee

them becauseshehadmovedinwith

Kabelo’smothertemporarilysothatshe

couldhelpheroutwiththebaby.Dwent

crazyatfirstandapparentlyhewasthere

eachdayfrom 7AM until9PM.Iwould’ve

paidbigbuckstoseethat!

“I’m Meloyouothermama.”Isayplacinga



gentlekissonhischeek.

HesmilesandIswearmywholeentire

worldisatpeace.Shamehedoesn’tknow

hewasasheatsomepointbutIlovehim

asahe.Ilovehim somuch.

“I’m goingtospoilyourotten.”

“Youbetterbringhim designerclothes.”

Reasayswalkingintotheroom.

“Ohheisdefiniteygettingallthatandmore.

IknowIkeepsayingthisbutgoshReaheis

sobeautiful.”



“Andhe’syours.”Shesayssettlingnextto

me.“Whenyou’rereadymywombisready

tohostyourpreciouscargoMelo.”Shesays

restingherheadonmyshoulder.

Ishakemyheadlightly.Ican’tacceptthat

andsheknowsit.Sheonceofferedandwe

laugheditoffbutIguessafterhavingher

ownchildsherealisesjusthowamazingit

wouldbeformetoholdmyown.

“LikeyousaidKaraboismineaswelland

heisenough.”

“WellI’m justsaying,Iam hereMelo.Iknow

howhardthisentiresituationisforyouand

IwishIcoulddosomethingaboutit.Thisis



allIcanoffertoyou,myloveandsupport

aswellasmywomb.”

“WellIappreciateyouforthat.Anywayhow

isKabelofindingfatherhood?”Itry

changingthesubject.

“Iseeyoubuthe’sreallyanaturalatthis.

Helovesthislittleguyandyoucan’t

questionthat.YenaleDarealwaysclashing

becauseeachofthem wanttohogthelittle

guy.”Shelaughs.

IcanjusthearDtellingKabelotogetoutof

hishouseandbringhisgrandson.Oh

priceless!Ispendmydayshowingmyson

withloveandkissesmuchtoRea’s



annoyance.Shemustjustbestrongshame!
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Iclenchmyjawstightlyasthecar

approachesthehouse.It’sbeenyearsbut

eachtimeItakeatripdownheremymind

goesbacktothatplacethatIwouldrather

keepclosedforaslongasIbreathe.Iget

outofthecarandtakeadeepbreathbefore

makingmywayintotheyard.Wellthe

houseisstillstandingwhichisagoodthing.

LastyearIdecidedtofixmymother’s

houseafteryearsofitbeinginthecondition

thatitwasforaslongasIcanremember.



Whenmymotherwaskilledhercousintook

overthehouseandshehasbeenlooking

afterit.Sureitwasn’tthegreatestlooking

ofhousesbutshetriedtoensurethatit

stayedcleanandsinceI’veextendedit,it

looksdecent.Imightnotspendanytime

herebutitismymother’shouseandIneed

tolookafterit.

Iknockandsheopensthedoorwithamug

inherhand.

“YhuuuSfisonguwelomntu?”Sheexclaims.

ShealwaysdoesthiswheneverIcomeby

here.Iwashereafewmonthsagoandshe

didtheexactsamething.Iwalkinand



settleonthecouch.

“HelloAndiswahowareyou?”

“I’m okayandyou?Yhuuyoulooklikeyour

motherrightnow.”Shesaysdramatically.

Inodlightly.Idon’tknowhowtorespondto

that.Idon’twanttorespondtoit.

“Waithere.”Shesaysrushingoutofthe

room.

Sittinginthislivingroom isbringingback

somanybadmemories.Irememberthe

firsttimemystepfatherpunchedmeacross



thefacebecauseIwastryingtodefendmy

mother.Herdeafeningscreamsasshe

pleadedforhim tohavemercyonherashe

repeatedlypunchedandkickedherringin

myears.Therepaintedwhitewallswere

oncecoveredinherblood.Herfavourite

couchthatIhadfixedupwasonceher

‘hospital’seat.

Ineverunderstoodwhyshealwaysrefused

togototheclinicorthehospitalafterhe’d

bashedher.Ihadtonurseherbackto

healthatsomepointonlyforhim todoitall

overagainthesecondshestartedfeeling

better.Iclenchmyjawandtrytodomy

breathingexercisesasDr.Btaughtme.

Andiswawalksbackincarryingfilesanda

boxinherhandsandsettlesnexttome.



“Joebroughtthesehereawhileback.They

belongedtoAkhona.”Shesayshanding

everythingtome.

Iopenthefilefirstandinsidearepictures.

Picturesofmyparents.Theylookedsoin

love.Ipagethroughitandmyheartswells.

There’sapictureofdadcarryingmom inhis

armswhileshehasawidesmileonher

face.Idon’tremembereverseeingthat

happy.Thenextfilecontainsletters.

There’soneaddressedtodadandIam

assumingthatitwaswrittenafterhe

passedawaybecausethefirstfewwords

readasfollows‘Myheartisshatteredatthe

factthatIhavetowalkthisroadwithout

youbymysideanymore’.I’llreadthisat



home.

Insidetheboxissomeofherjewellery

alongwithafewenvelops.Ipackeverything

awayandputitonthetable.Iheaveasigh

whilebrushingmyhead.ThisisIdon’tknow.

Imissmymothereveryday.AsmuchasI

hateher,Imissher.YesIhatemymother

becauseshechosetostaywiththat

bastard!Shechosehim overmeandnow

she’sgoneandI’m allalone.

“Areyouokay?”Sheasks.

Iclearmythroatandgetup.



“Yeahndiright.Ijustcamebytoletyou

knowthattheunveilingwillbeinamonth’s

time.IalreadychosethetombstoneandI’ll

havethecatererscomebyclosertothe

datesothatyoucandiscussthemenu.”

“She’sproudofyou,youknow.”

“Iknow.AnywayIhavetogo.”Isaypicking

upthefilesandbox.

Weheadoutandmakeourwaytothecar.I

puteverythinginthebootandcloseit.

“Utshatanini?’Sheaskswithasmileonher

face.



“You’llreceiveaninvitationwhenithappens.

ByebyeAndiswa.”

“Takecare.”Shesayswaving.

.

.

WhenIlandedIdrovestraighthome

becauseIwantedtogothroughmy

mother’sthings.Readingthelettershe

wroteformydadafterhedepartedhasme

shattered.Apartofherwasburiedwithhim.

Myphoneringssnappingmyoutofmy

misery.It’smyqueen.



“Heybaby.”

“Heyunjani?”

“I’m okayandyou?”

“Howwasyourtrip?Uhambekahle?”She

askssoftly.

Sigh.Melokuhlene.ThefirsttimeIsawher

myheartdancedtothetuneofanunknown

tune.IswearIhadneverseensuchbeauty

inmyentireexistenceandthewayshe

carriedherselfeventhoughshewasina

toughpositionleftmeyearning.WhenI

heardhercryIvowedtoprotectherforas



longasIhadthewillto.

Imaginemydisappointmentwhenlearnt

thatshewasmarried.Althoughapartofme

wasgladbecauseIknewthatIwouldn’tbe

manenoughforher.Iwasstilldealingwith

myowndemonsandworkingonmyself.

WhenImeethermonthslaterwhileIwas

tryingtoacquirehercompanyIfellhead

overheelsforheralloveragainandthis

timeIknewIwasdoomed.Eachtimeshe

toldmetofuckoffIfelluntilIgottothe

pointwhereIhadtofightmyselftobackoff.

Inevermeantheranyharm withmythreats.

InmyfuckedupheadIwastryingtokeep

bothmyselfandherfrom falling,well

mostlyme.Ineededtorepulsehertoa



pointwhereshewouldliterallyvomitwhen

shesawme.YouseeduringthattimeIwas

inaplacewhereIfeltlikeIwaslosingit.I

wasexcellingineveryaspectofmylife

exceptformymentalandemotional

wellbeing.IfeltlikeIwasmystepfather.

TherewasapointwhereallIheardinmy

headweremymother’sscreams.

It’snotmyproudestmomentsbutinthose

momentsIbecamethemanthatIhatedthe

most.IbecameabusiveandIhatedit.I

committedtotherapyandIam gratefulfor

thatdecision.Somymomentsof

threateningMeloweremetryingtogether

tohatemebutatthesametimeitwasmy

dominantsideshowingup.Mystepfather

alwaysshoweduswhowasbosswithhis



fistsandIguessIusedmyposition.

AgainIreiterate-Iam notproudofmy

actions.

WhenIfirstsawherinP.Eandwespent

sometimetogetherIknewthatIwanted

herinmylife.Iwasinamuchbetterplace

andIknewthatIwantedtolovehertheway

thatmymotherwasn’tlovedbutIhadto

keepmydistancebecauseshewasina

relationship.Fastforwardtowhenwe

finallybecameone.Iswearthatwasoneof

thebestdaysofmylife.

Tohaveawomanwhoisambitiouscaring,

lovingandeveryotherpositivewordyou



canthinkofisjustamazing.IloveherandI

am notashamedtostandinfrontofthe

entireworldandshoutjusthowmuch!I

wanttogivehertheworld.Iwanttoseeher

happyallthetime.Iwantsomuchforher.

Sigh!

“YeahIdidbabybutwe’llchatlater.Areyou

stillcoming?”

“Yeah,I’m abouttoleavethestudiothenI

makemywaythere.”

“Okayseeyouinabit.”

“Sharp.”Shehangsup.



.

.

“Somethingsmellsgood.”Shesayswalking

intothekitchen.

Shewrapsherhandsaroundmywaistand

placesakissonmyback.Myshortstuff!I

lovehowsmallandcuddlysheis.Shewas

literallymadeforme.Iturnaroundand

captureherlipsinmine.Weshareaheated

kissbeforeshepullsoutandgiggles.She’s

socute.

“Youlookgood.”Isay.

“Thankyou.Sowhatareyoumakingthere?”



“Justfriedricewithroastchickenand

vege.”

“Yum,I’m famished.”

“You’realwayshungrybaby.”

“BecauseyourfoodisthatgreatSfiso.

ImaginehowhungryIwouldbeifIwereto

livewithyouyhuuu.”Shesaysdramatically.

“You’resodramaticMelo.”

“Mina?Ngeke!Mymotherisdramaticnot

me.”Shesayswalkingoutoftheroom.



Hehe,shedoesn’trealisethatsheisher

mother.Hergrandmotherdidsaythatthey

don’trealisehowdramatictheyare.Ohhow

Ilovehergran.Whenwespokeonthenight

ofthatawkwarddinner,shegavemeher

blessingstomarryhergrandchild.Iam

gratefulforherblessingsandIwillcherish

thatmomentforever.Nowtoslowlywin

overherfather,Yeerthatmanpacksa

punchbothphysicallyandverbally.

Histonguelashingwhenwewerebehind

closeddoorsleftmecringingwithmyhead

hanginglow.IdeserveitandIwilltakeit.I

justhopethathewilleventuallycome

aroundforNqobile’ssakebecauseIwould

hateforhertofindherselfinasituation



whereshewouldhavetochosebetween

thetwoofus.

Ifitweretocomedowntothat,Iwould

ratherwalkawayfrom herthanhaveher

turnherbackonherfamily.Thepainof

havingnooneisindescribableandisone

thatIwouldneverwanthertoexperience.

Iloveherthatmuch.

Shewalksbackinandgetsonhertoes

whilecuppingmyface.

“Doyouwanttotalkaboutit?”Shewhispers.



Ishakemyheadlightly.Apparentlysheis

abletotakeonelookatmeandtellwhenI

am notfine.

“Wellwhenyou’rereadyI’llberighthere.”

“Iknowbaby,thankyou.”Igiveherasoft

peck.

“Iloveyou.”

“IloveyoutooNqobile.”
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Wakingupinhisarmsisthebestfeeling

thereisoutthereevenwhenIhavethe

mostexcruciatinghangoverknownto

mankind.LastnightthismanandIalong

withmybrotherhittheclubandIdon’teven

knowhowIam goingtogetthroughthis

Saturday.Sfisogruntsashepullsmecloser.

Thisoneandusingmeashissnuggle

buddythough.Isinkintohiswarm embrace

andshutmyeyes.

.

.

I’m wokenupbySfisoarguingwith

someoneonthephone.Hesoundspretty

riledup.Isitupandwatchashepaces

aroundtheroom.



“Eiyoudon’tcometomewiththatshityou

hearme?Noneofit.”Heroars.

Iwonder!

“Idon’thavetimeforthisshit.”Hesays

beforehangingup.

MyheadisstillpoundingsoIdon’tthinkI

wanttohearwhatthatconversationwas

about.Nope.We’lltalklateractually.Isink

backintotheblanketsandheslidesbackin

andpullsmecloser.

“Myex.”Hewhispers.



Thathasmyattention.Myheartbeginsto

beatuncontrollably.Whatdoesshewant?

Andwhichexisthat?LookIknowthathe

hasobviouslybeenwithotherwomenbut

wehavenevertouchedonthatandother

things.

“Ufunani?”Iask.

“Money.”

“Huh?”

“ForawhileItookcareofeverythingforher

andmadesurethatheaccountwasgood

lookingandnowshehasrunoutandshe



wantsarefill.”Hesayscalmly.

DoIhavetherighttoreacttothat?DoI

havetherighttogoberserkoverthatfact

thathisexgirlfriendiscallinghim and

askingformoney?

“OhIsee.”

“NoI’m notgoingtogivehermoney.It’snot

mydutyanymore.YeswhenIwaswithher

enjoyeddoingallofthisforherbecause

shewasmygirlfriendandasIhavesaid

beforethereisnothingIwouldn’tdoforyou

ifyou’reinarelationshipwithme.NowI’m

notabouttodisrespectourrelationshipby

givingsomegirlmoneyandattention.Itold



youNqobileI’m old.Idon’thavetimefor

games.”

“IhearyoubabyandFYIIknowyou

wouldn’t.ItrustyouSfiso.”

“I’m gladyouknowmebaby.OkayI’m

hungoverandIstillneedsomesleepso

let’sgetsomeshuteyes.”Hesaysplacinga

kissonmyneck.

SeewhyIlovehim somuch?Ihopethat

thisgirlwon’tbecomeaproblem inour

relationship.Sigh.Forthefirsttimesince

webeganourrelationshipIfeelsomehow,

likeatadscaredbutIthinkI’m tooscared

toadmitit.Iam legitscaredoflosinghim.I



hopeIneverhavetogomydayswithout

him.

.

.

SoSfisoandBongwedecidedtocookupa

storm tohelpusgetridofthishangover.

YesBongwesleptoverbecauseSfisodidn’t

wanthim tobealonewhilehewastotally

outofitsothethreeofuscamebackto

Sfiso’s.Ilovetherelationshipthatthese

twohavegoingon.IfeellikeSfisowillbe

suchapositiveinfluenceonMalibongwe

whichiswhatheneedssometimes.

“Howareyoutwooldpeoplestillabletoget

itdownlikethat?”Bongweaskslaughing.



“AiminaI’m youngbuzathis50yearold

howhedoesit.”Irespondinlaughteras

well.

Sfisochuckleslightlywhileshakinghis

head.

“Thisoldmanstillgivesittoyougood.”He

whispersinmyear.

Heisn’tlyingthough,hedoesgiveittome

good.Allthedamntime!

“AndtoansweryourquestionBongwe,I

drinkimbiza.”Hesayslaughing.



Weallchortleloudly.Thesetwoaredumb

andtheybelonginthesamezoo.Iwatchon

astheycreatethisfierymealinanticipation.

Iknowthatchickenisgoingtoblowmy

headoffbutIcan’twaittobiteintoit.They

eventuallyfinishupandwedecidetohave

ourmealoutsidebythepoolside.HaveI

mentionedjusthowamazingSfiso’syardis?

MygoodnessIhavenever.Don’tgetme

wrongitdoesn’tcomeanywherecloseto

myyardbutit’suptheresomewherenayo.

“Anybodywanttohitastripjointlater

tonight?”Bongweasks.

“Wheredidyoufindastripjointchildof

Zobuhle?”Iask.



“Itpoppeduponmynewsfeedanditlooks

interestingsoIwanttocheckitout.”He

responds.

“I’m game.Babeyougame?”Sfisoasks.

“Nahyouguyscango,justdon’tgetalap

dancepleaseMavundlaI’m beggingyou.”I

say.

“I’llmakesurethathedoesn’t.Ipromise

you.”Bongwesays.

YeahrightlikeI’lltrustastonertokeepmy

manawayfrom bigbootiedwomen.Iknow



thathe’sgoingtobetoofocusedongetting

assandhewon’thavetimeforanything

elseBUTItrustSfisotonotdoanything

stupid.

“YeahrightMalibongwelikeItrustyou.”I

saylaughing.“Anywayy’allenjoyminaIwill

besnuggledupinbedwithagoodreador

maybeI’lltreatmyselftoamovieand

dinner.”

Sfisoislookingatmewithaneyebrow

raised.Konjehedoesn’twantmedriving

lateatnightbutIrefusetotakeacabwhen

Ihaveacar.Sighhe’lljusthavetogetover

it.



“Don’tgivemethatlookplease.Ipromise

I’llbesafeandthat’sifIactuallydogoout.”

Isay.

I’m learningthatheistoooverprotective.

It’scuteattimesbutheneedstoletloss

andallowmetobeme.

“Ijustdon’twantanythinghappeningtoyou.

IfIcouldI’dbeyourdesignateddriverbut

thatwouldbetoomuch.Eibeinginloveis

stressful.”Hesaysbreakingintoalaugh.

Am Iallowedtoblushrightnow?Especially

atthatlastline.

.



.

Idecidedtodollupandtakemyselfout.

TheboysareatthestripclubandImust

admitaschilledasIsoundedaboutit

earlier,Iam madjealous.Idon’twant

anyonedancingonMYSfiso!Idon’twant

anyoneelsetouchinghim.HeckIdon’twant

him lookingatanyoneelse’sassbutIdon’t

wanttocomeacrossascontrollingand

bossy.

Sfisohasbeentextingmeeveryfive

minutestalkingabouthewantstobeinmy

armscuddling.ShameIfinditcutebutI’m

enjoyingmyselfandheshouldtoowithhis

bigbootygirls!Ifhe’sthismushyandneedy

rightnowwaituntilItellhim thatIhaveto

beinthebigappleforashow.Ibethe’s



goingtoloseit.

“MissMkhize.”Iturnaround.

“MrDosSantos.”

“Lookinggorgeousasalways.”Hesays

huggingme.

“Flattery,unfortunatelyyoudon’tdealwith

meanymoresothatwillnotguaranteeyou

moreadspace.”Isay.

Wechortle.MrDosSantosisoneofmy

favouriteclients.Hiscompanyhashada

fewoftheiradsinourpublication.Heis



probablyoneofthebiggestnamesin

marketingatthemoment.Yeshe’smadea

fewadvancesatmebutheknowswherehe

standswithme.

“Iwasactuallyhopingforadrink.”

“UnfortunatelyIhavetodash.”Isay.

“Verywellthen.ByeMissMkhize.”

“Bye.”

.

.

Igothomechangedoutofmyoutfitand

decidedtocatchuponsomeTV.Theboys



aren’tbackyetbutthat’sfinebyme

becausethesecondtheysetfootinthis

housetherewillbenopeace.Myphone

pingsindicatingatextmessage.

“Hey,Ihopeyoudon’tmindmetextingyou.

Iwaswonderingifwecouldmeetup.”
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Thesoundofthesewingmachinerunning

willalwaysbemyfavourite.Formethat

soundsignifiesanewbeginning–fora

pieceofmaterialthatis.Ibelievethateach

pieceoffabrichasastorytotellandan

ownertomakehappyandthatiswhyIlove

itwhenapiececomestogether.TodayI’m



workingwithourseamstresseswhoareby

farthemostpleasurableindividualstowork

with.Theirtalent,passionanddedication

areunmatched.

Peoplethinkthatseamstresseshavean

easyjobbutformethatisthetoughestpart

oftheentiredesignprocess.Imeanitis

theirjobtoactuallybringwhatIhaveon

papertolife,thatispressure,soIhavealot

ofrespectfortheladies.Ifinishupthen

headoutafterlettingtheteam knowthatI

willbebackwithlunchlater.

I’m meetingwithmyexhusbandandIhave

nobloodyideawhy.Hesentthetextasking

ifhecouldseemeandIignoreditforabout

threedaysbeforehestartedcallingand



askingthesamethinguntilIeventuallygot

annoyedandgavein.Thismanusedtobe

myeverythingatsomepointandIthinkhe

isusingthattohisadvantage.Iobviously

haven’ttoldSfisoaboutitbecauseIwanted

tohearwhatthatprickhadtosaybefore

causingunnecessaryissues.

Igettotherestaurantandasusualhe’s

punctual.Iwalktowardsthetable,hegets

upwhenheseesmeandattemptstohug

mebutIstepback.I’m notaboutthatright

now.Wesettleandplaceourordersbefore

sittinginawkwardsilenceforagood

minuteorso.Onceuponatimewecouldsit

andliterallyrunoutmouthswithoutrunning

outofthingstosay.Irememberthenight

beforeourwedding,wespentabetterpart



ofthenightonthephone.Iwassonervous

buthedidsuchagreatjobwithcalmingmy

ragingthoughts.Bythetimetheclock

struck3AM Iwascalm andreadytowalk

downtheaisle.

“YoulookgoodMelo.”Hesayssnapping

meoutofmythoughts.

“Ohthankyou.”

Youknowafterabreakupandyougetthe

chancetoseeotherfishandyourealise

thattheotherfisharewaybetterthanthe

firstinitialfishyouhadcaught?That’showI

feelrightnowandit’snotjustlookwise.

SittingherewithLerato,theenergyisnot



thesame.IcanhonestlysaythatIcanbe

aroundSfisoandtotallyfeelcalm andlikeI

belong.Likeitdoesn’tfeelawkwardatall.

“Thankyouforagreeingtomeetupwith

me.”

“WhatcanIdoforyou?”Iask.

Hepausesandheavesasighbefore

rubbinghisfacein.Heusuallydidthatwhen

hewasnervousorfrustrated.Helooksup

andhiseyesarebloodshotred.Helooks

likeheistryingsohardtokeephimself

from crying.InthepastI’dbethefirstto

wrapmyarmsaroundhim butthat’snotmy

taskanymore.



“Hoetsahalang?”Iask.

“Mymom issick.She’sdyingMelo.”He

saysabarelyaudibletonebutIam ableto

catchwhathesays.

Shameman.Nowonderhelooksso

distraughtrightnowphelahismom ishis

everything.

“I’m sosorryLerato.Kuthiwainkingayini?”I

ask.

“Idon’tknow,allthetestscomeoutas

inconclusiveorclear.AketsebeMelo.We’re



waitingonsomespecialist,he’scomingin

tomorrowandhopefullyhe’llbeabletohelp

withhercase.”

“I’llkeepherinmyprayers.”Isaygivinghis

handatightsqueeze.

Hegivesmeatightsmilewhilesqueezingit

back.

“ActuallythereasonIaskedtomeetwith

youisbecausemom wouldliketoseeyou.”

Ilookathim withaneyebrowraisedbefore

chucklinglowly.Hismother?Seeme?HE

HE!Wondersofthisworldnevercease.



Thatwomanhatedmefrom thesecondshe

meetme.ToherIwasn’trightforherson

andwhenitwasproventhatIwasn’t

‘womanenough’sherejoicedsomuchandI

betsheeventhrewhersona‘good

riddance’partyafterourdivorce.Soforher

toasktoseemenowisplainshocking!

“Whatfor?”

“She’sdyingakereMelo.”

“So?”

“Pleasesweetheartpleasejustdothisfor

me.I’m beggingyou.”



“Idon’thavetodoanythingforyouLerato

becauseyouarenothingtome.Sodon’tsit

herecallingmesweetheartandexpectme

tojump,thatshiphaslongsailed.Why

shouldIgoseeyourevilmother?YesIsaid

evil!Thatwomanhatedmeandnowthat

she’sonherdeathbedImustput

everythingasideandgoseeher?Forwhat

goodreason?”I’m workeduprightnow.

‘Justdothisforme’tshini!Thenerveofthe

Mphahlele’s!ActuallyI’m gettingoutofhere.

Istandupandgrabmybagwhilehejumps

onhisfeet.

“Okaysweetheart,I’m sorrypleasedon’t



go.”BeforeIcansayanythinghehashis

armswrappedaroundme.

Iquicklypullbackandlookathim.

“Shejustwantstomakethingsrightwith

youMelo.Sherealisesthatshedidn’ttreat

youwellandthatsheneedstoaskfor

forgiveness.”

“Andwhatdoesyourfiancésayaboutthis?”

“Melo.”

“Doessheknowthatyouareherebegging

metogoseeherfuturemotherin-law?



ActuallyIshouldn’tevenhavecomehere.”

“I’m sorryIhurtyouMelokuhle.Iam so

sorrythatIdidn’tstickwithyouwhenyou

neededmethemost.Notasingledaygoes

bywithoutmeregrettingmydecisionandif

IcouldIwouldturnbacktimeanddothings

differentlybutIcan’t.Ialsodon’twanttobe

selfishandaskforanotherchancebecause

Isawhowhappyhemakesyouwhenwe

bumpedintoeachotheratthemall.You

deservehappinessMeloandnothingelse.

AllIaskrightnowisforyoutohearmy

motheroutthenIpromiseIwillstayaway

from youafterwards.Pleasesweetheart.”

.

.



I’m atworknoteventryingtoworkbecause

Lerato’swordskeepringinginmyhead.

WhyshouldIbethebiggerpersonafter

everythingthatthatwomanputmethrough?

WhyshouldIgrantherherdyingwish?Argh.

IpackupandleteveryoneknowthatI’m on

mywaybecauseI’m suddenlynotfeeling

well.

AgainI’m spendingtheweekatSfiso’sandI

wishIwasatmyhouserightnow.Iget

homeandwhipupaquickmealfordinner

thenmakemywaytothebedroom tocalm

mythoughtsbygettingsomesleepin.

.

.

Islowlyopenmyeyesandrolloutofbed



thenmakemywaytothebathroom.Irinse

mymouththenmakemywaytotheliving

room whereIfindhim innothingbuthis

joggers.He’swatchingsomedocumentary

andhelooksinvestedinit.Iplaceakisson

hischeekbeforeheadingtothekitchento

getmyselfaglassofjuice.Hewalksinas

I’m pouringsomeintoaglassandleans

againstthecounter.

“Unjani?”Heasks.

“I’m okayandyou?”

“Hmmm.Whywereyousleepingareyou

notfeelingwell?”



“JustabittiredbutI’m goodnow.”I

respond.

“Nqobile.”

“Yesbaby?”Ilookupandthelookonhis

faceisconfusingme.

“Doyouloveme?”

I’m takenabackbythatquestion.Where

doesthatcomefrom?

“OfcourseIdoSfiso.YouknowthatIdo.”



“Hmm anddoyouvalueme?Ngithiwhen

youlookatmedoyoufeeltheneedtobe

truthful.”

“Ofcourse.”

“Huh?Thenpleasetellmewhyyouwere

spottedatarestaurantinthearmsofa

manthatwasn’tmeoryourbrothers.”He

sayscalmly.

Myheartisinmystomachright.How?I

wasgoingtotellhim.

“Waitareyouhavingmefollowedagain?”I

yell.



Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.

“Whyareyouwithmeifyoudon’ttrustme?

AndFYIafriendofminespottedyou.”

“Baby.”Isaysteppingtowardshim.

“Yini?”

“Iwasgoingtotellyou.”

“Tellmewhat?”

“Leratocalledandaskedtomeetwithme



athihismom isdyingandshewantstosee

me.”

“Idon’tcareaboutyourconversation,Ido

howevercareaboutthefactthatIwasn’t

toldthathecalled,letalonethatyou’re

meetingwithhim.Ithoughtwewere

transparentwitheachother.”

HesoundssohurtinthismomentandI

can’thelpbutfeellikeanabsolutejerk.He’s

right,Ishould’vecommunicatedwithhim

aboutthisbeforeactuallygoingtomeet

withhim.

“I’m sorry.”Isayfaintly.



“Haditbeenmewhopulledthatshit,your

fathersandbrotherswouldbereadytohave

myballsbeforehearingwhatIhadtosay.

I’m notangrythatyouwenttogoseeyour

EX-HUSBAND,I’m disappointedatthefact

thatyoudidn’tletmeknowthathehad

reachedout.WhenmyEXdidthesameIlet

youknowimmediatelysowhycouldn’tI

receivethesamecourtesy?Oryiniuzothi

it’snotthesame?”

“SfisoI-”

“It’sokayNqobile.”Hesaysthenwalksout.

“ButI’m sorry.”Isayfaintly.
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Iheaveasighandgoonthesearchformy

man.He’snotinthelivingroom soI

assumehe’sinthebedroom.Indeedheis.

He’slyingflatonhisstomachandhehas

earphoneson.Igentlylieonhisbackand

restmyheadonhisback.Hedoesn’teven

reacttomypresence.Sigh.Itakehis

earphonesoffbeforekissinghisback.

“I’m sorry.”Isay.

Nothing.

“Mavundlawamikhulumanamiplease.”



“Myproblem isnotthatyouwenttohear

yourexhusbandout,theissueisthatyou

didn’tcommunicatewithme.Hecalledand

youkeptquietaboutthat.Howwouldyou

havefeltwereyouinmyshoes?”Hesays.

“IrealisenowthatIshould’vecametoyou

thesecondhesentthemessage-”

“Ithoughtyousaidhecalled?”Heinterrupts

me.

Iheaveasighandgetoffofhisback.Ilie

nexttohim andcaresshisface.Hehashis

eyesshutbutyoucanseetheemotions

clearlyplasteredonhisface.



“HesentanSMSthenstartedcallingwhenI

didn’trespondtoit.Iknowthatitwas

wrongofmetokeepitfrom youandIhave

noexcuseastowhyIdidit.Itwaswrong

andIam sorry.IpromisethatIwillshare

everythingwithyoufrom nowon.”Isaystill

caressinghisface.

“WereyougoingtotellmeifIdidn’tbringit

up?”

“Babypleaselookatme.”Isaygently.

Ineedhim toopenhiseyes.Ineedhim to

lookintomyeyesandseejusthowdeeplyI

regretnottellinghim aboutthis.Heopens



them andthey’resoredwhichcausesmy

hearttosink.ItoldmyselfthatInever

wantedtobethecauseofhistears

becausehehasalreadycriedsomuchin

thislifetimebuthereIam doingthevery

thingthatIpromisedthatIwouldnever.

“IwaswrongandIrealisethat.YesIwas

goingtotellyouaboutitbecauseyouare

mymanandmyfuture.Iam sorryMavundla

thatIbehavedngathiI’m notina

relationshipwithanyone.BelievemewhenI

saythatitwillneverhappenagain.”

“YouhurtmeNqobile.Youmademefeel

likeIdidn’tmatter.LikeIsaidifIhadpulled

thesamestuntIprobablywouldbeinthe

doghousenowkodwaminaI’m notallowed



toreactbecauseI’m goingtobetoldthatI

am overreacting.Ithoughtwewereopen

witheachother.”

“Andwearebaby,wereallyare.”

“Idon’twanttocomeacrossasaninsecure

manbutitreallyhurtme.I’vetoldyou

beforethatIfeelasifthoughIdon’t

deserveyouandyoumeetingwithyourex

husbandbehindmybackkindofbrought

thosefeelingsback.”

“Why?”

“Becausethatmanknowsyouandatsome



pointwasyourworld.”

“Correction,heknewmebuthedoesn’t

knowthisMelofuthiyouaremyworldnow.

YouaremySfisoandIloveyousosomuch

baby.I’m sorryokay.”

“OkayMelokuhle.”

Islidecloserandplacemylipsonhis.It

takeshim aminutetoreturnthegesturebut

hedoesandheevenpullsmecloser

grabbingmyass.

“I’m sorry.”Imurmuragainsthislips.



“IknowNqobile.”Hemurmursback.

Ineedtodobetter.Forthismanandour

relationship.

.

.

“Sowhatdoeshismotherwant?”Heasks.

We’reinbedhavingourdinner.Afterour

makeupsessionhedecidedthathewas

hungrysoIdishedupforusandwedecided

tohavehismealinbed.Speakingofour

makeupsession,Iswearitwaslikehewas

tryingtoprovesomepoint.Therewas

nothingdelicateaboutitandheknowsit.



“Shewantstoseemebecauseapparently

she’sdyingandshewantstoapologise.”

“Forwhat?”

“Wellshewasn’ttheworld’smostpleasant

motherinlaw.”Isayshrugging.

“Howdidshehandlethewholeinfertility

issues?”

Iheaveasigh.

“Sherejoicedandencouragedhersonto

leaveme.”



“WellI’m notmadherfordoingthat.”He

sayssmiling.

“Hawuwhy?”I’m baffled.

“Nodon’tgetmewrongthereisnothingto

rejoiceaboutthere,howeverIwouldn’tbe

herewithyouhadshenotdonethat.So

yeahI’m gratefultoher.”

“Youareweird.”Isaylaughing.

SeewhyIlovehim somuch?

“Soareyougoingtogo?”Heasks.



“Idon’tknow,I’llhaveachatwithmom first

butIdon’towethatwomananythingsoI

don’tthinkIwanttogo.”

“Maybeyoushouldgohearheroutbaby.”

Hesayssoftly.

“Areyougoingtosomewithme?”

Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.

“IfweweremarriedIwouldleadtheway

kodwakewe’renotsoIcan’tdothat

unfortunately.”

“Butyoucan.”Isaysulking.



“Inwhatcapacity?”

“Asmymanhawu.”

Heburstsintolaughter.HaveIeversaid

justhowinfectioushislaughis?Hehasan

amazinglaughthisone,Icouldlistentohim

theentireday.

“You’retoocutebutno.”Hekissestheside

ofmyhead.

OhwellItried.

.

.



Ishareahugwithmom beforesettlingon

thecouch.Herhusbandisnowhereinsight.

Ihaven’tspokentodadaboutSfisosince

thedinner.Yeswetalkbutneveraboutmy

relationship.GogosaidIshouldlethim be

andsoonhewillcomearoundbutIdon’t

believethathewillwhichwillleavemeina

shittysituation.

“Southiwhatishappening?”Mom asks.

IcalledtotellheraboutLeratoandhis

mother’srequest.Sheobviouslylaughed

longandharduntilshecouldn’teven

breathe.Whenshefinallycaughther

breatheshetoldmetocomeandseeher

andwellhereIam.



“Longstoryshort,Leratoasktomeetwith

metotellmethathismotherwouldliketo

seemetoapologisengobashe’sdying.”

“Manjewenaungenaphi?”Sheaskswitha

boredexpressiononherface

Ican’thelpbutlaugh.Mom hatesthat

womanwithapassion.Icansafelysaythat

shesharesaspotwithmkhuluZweli.When

wegotdivorcedmom wasobviouslyhurt

butshewashappyaboutthefactthatI

wouldn’tbe‘mothered’bythatwoman

anymore.

“Hawumama.”



“HaiNqobilethatwomandoesn’tdeserve

yourforgivenessifanythingshedeserves

todiewithherguiltorwhatever.Don’tgo

there.”

“Iagreewithyourmom butifyoudowant

togothenIwillgladlygowithyou.”Dad

says.

Hekissesmyheadthensettlesnexttome.

Hesmellslikesweat.Must’vebeenworking

out.

“MinaIdon’twanthertogo.”Mom says.



“IknowhoneybutNqobileneedstodothis

andridherselfofthatfamilyforgood.”

“Aslongasyougowithherke.”Mom says

shrugging.

“Iwill.Sohowarethingswiththatmanof

yours?”Dadasks.

Bothmom andIhaveourjawsonthe

ground.Isthisatest?Whatishappening?

“Errm they’regood.”Irespondhesitantly.

“Hmmm youtwomustcomehavedinner

withussoon.”Hesaysshockingmom andI.



Hegetsupandwalksoutleavingusto

digestwhathehasjustsaid.Couldthisbe

dadcomingaroundorhim wantingtobeat

Sfisoagain?WelleitherwayI’m gladheis

takinganinterest.

“Whatjusthappened?”Iaskmom.

“ChildyoubetterthankmengobaIhave

beenbackingitupforyou.”Shesays

giggling.

Ewwewwew!!TMI!Mom reallyhasnofilter.

Argh
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“ThelasttimeIsawhim Iobviouslycouldn’t

commentofhisfeaturesandanythingelse

becausethingsweretensebutnow.”She

pausesandtakesasipofherwine.“Firstly

he’stallerthanyourfather.Wheredidhe

getallthatheight?”Mom saysdramatically.

We’reinthekitchengettingdinnerready

whiledadandSfiso‘catchup’.WhenI

extendedthedinnerinvitetohim,hewas

obviouslyshockedbuthegladlyacceptedit.

Ithinkhefeltabitrelaxedbecauseitwas



justgoingtobeusandmyparents.He

boughtflowersformom andabottleof

whiskeyfordad.Whenwewalkedinandhe

handedthem theirrespectivegiftsIcould

seethatdaddyappreciatedhisgiftbuthe

wasn’tgoingtoshowit.

Mom whiskedmeawaytothekitchenand

leftthemeninawkwardsilence.Shamemy

poorbaby.

“Haimom isthatevenaquestion?”Iask

laughing.

“Imeanyou’renotthatshortbuthe

definitelymakesyoulooklikeamuffin.

Anywaysohow’sthesex?”



“Nomotherno!Iam notdoingthiswithyou.

Irefuse.”Isayshakingmyhead.

“Ohcomeonyou’renotavirginandIknow

thatyoutwoaregettingitdown.Ijustwant

toknowwhetherornothe’sgivingittoyou

goodornot.”

“He’sgivingittomeincrediblygoodand

thatiswheretheconversationwillend.

Thankyou!”

“Mxm oho!”Shesaysdowningherglass.

Ilaughloudly.Mymom isaspecialcaseI



tellyoubutIappreciatehowopensheis

withus.

“Soyourdadknowshowhappyyouarewith

Sfisoandheacknowledgesthatwhichisa

goodthing.Nowthehardpartishavingto

convincehim toactuallyforgiveSfiso.”

“Haimamawhatyourhusbanddecidesis

onhim.MinaallIknowisthatIlovethat

manandIdon’twanttobewithanyoneelse

otherthanhim.Soifdaddoesn’tblessour

relationshipthenIguessI’m goingtohave

torebelanddisownyouguys.”

“Melokuhle.”Shesayssoftly.



“Ijustreallylovehim andIwishthatdad

couldseethatheisn’tsuchabadperson.”

AlonetearrollsdownmycheekandI

quicklywipeit.ForsuchalongtimeIhave

beenactinglikethissituationwithdadisn’t

affectingmebutitis.Ijustwanthim totrya

bitthat’sallIaskfor.YesSfisohurtusbut

howlongarewegoingtostayangryabout

thatsituation?

“Don’tcrybaby.”Shepullsmeintoherarms

andrubsmyback.

“ItjusthurtsthatIcan’ttalktodadabout

thisrelationship.I’m genuinelyatmy

happiestandmyparentscan’tshareinon



thathappiness.”

“Youhavetorealisethatyouareyourdad’s

princessandhewillneverallowjustanyone

towaltzinhereanddoastheypleasebut

chinupbaby,thefactthatyouguysarehere

tonightisagoodthing.”Mom sayssoftly.

“Okaymommy.”Ipulloutofherembrace

andwipemyface.

Wefinishgettingthefoodintotheserving

dishesandmoveeverythingintothedining

room.Mom goestocallthemenwhileI

bringthelastsaladbowls.Wesettlearound

thetableandmom blessesthefoodthen

grabsdad’splateanddishesupforhim



thenherself.IdothesameforSfisoandI

andwealldigininsilence.

“SoSfisowhatexactlydoesyourcompany

do?”Mom asks.

“It’sactuallydividedupintomultiple

divisions,sowehavetheadvertisingand

designwhichisoneofmyfavourites.We

alsohaveaTECdivisionwhichdealswith

everythingintechnology.We’recurrently

settingupourbeautydivisionwhichwillsee

usproducingourowncosmeticsand

everythingthathastodowithbeautybut

thatisstillintheearlystagesofconception.

“Hmmm that’sveryimpressive.Youmust



besoproudofeverythingthatyouhave

accomplished.”Mom saysbeaming.

Ilookatdadandhehasamuchsofterlook

onhisfacethanhedidthelasttimewe

weresittingaroundthistable.

“Iam.I’veworkedreallyhardanditwould

beridiculousofmenottocelebratethat.I

lookbackatwhereIstartedandthenlook

atmyselfinthismomentandIcan’thelp

butbeproud.”

“Wheredidyoustart?”Sheasks.

“Atthetaxirank.AfterhighschoolIgota



jobatthetaxirankwashingtaxis.Itwasn’t

alotbutatthetimeitensuredthatmy

grandmotherandIhadsomethingtoeat

andastimewenton,itfundedmystart-up.”

“Youshouldbeproudofwhereyoucome

from andwhereyouaregoing.”Dadsays.

“Yesheshould.”

“Thankyou.”Sfisosayssoftly.

Iknowwhathe’sthinking.Isqueezehis

handandhereturnsit.

“DoyoutrulylovemydaughterSfiso?”Dad



asks.

“MorethananythinginthisworldMr

Mkhize.”

“Awwthat’ssweet.Loveyousaythesame

thingaboutme.”Mom sayssmiling.

IseewhatsheistryingtodoandIam

gratefulforthat.Icanseethatdadhas

softenedabitwhichisabloodygoodthing.

“MrandMrsMkhizeIcanneverapologise

enoughforthedistressthatIputyou

throughduringmyjerkmomentwithMelo.I

realisethatmyactionsnotonlyhadMelo



livinginfearbutyoutoo.Notadaygoesby

whereIdon’tregretitbutItrulydoloveher

andIseeafuturewithher.”Hesays.

Dadnodslightlyandcontinueswithhis

meal.Wellatleasthedidn’tgocrazy.

Overalldinnerwasgreatandatleastthere

wasnopunchingthistimearound.Dad

didn’texactlygiveushisblessingsbuthe

didsitandwatchsoccerwithSfisoandfor

methatisahugedeal.Ijusthopethatwe

canonlyprogressfrom hereonout.
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“Youwillneverbegoodenoughformyson!”

IrememberLerato’smotherspittingout

thosewordsinmyface.Thatwasonthe

dayofourtraditionalwedding.Shewas

helpingmegetdressedwhenshesaid

thosewordssoyoucanimaginejusthow

hardtherestofthedaywasforme.Tothis

dayIhavenoideawhyshehatedmeso

muchbuthopefullyshewillletmeknow

today.

DadandIareonourwaytoLerato’splace

andmyheartisinmystomach.I’m not

readyforthisconversation.Iactuallywant

togobackhome.



“DadIdon’twanttoseeher.Canwego

homeplease?”

“What’swrong?”Icanhearthepanicinhis

voice.

Hepullsoverandturnstolookatme.My

dadhasalwayshadthepowertomakeme

breakdownevenwhenIdon’twantto.He

takesmyhandinhisandgivesitagently

squeezebeforekissingit.

“Khulumanamiblipkamkhulu.”

Ichucklelightlywhileshakingmyhead.Its

beenyearssincemkhululeftusbutIswear



eachtimesomeonementionshim ina

conversationmyheartsinks.Imisshim so

much.ImisshishugsandImisshislaugh.

Sigh.

“ThatwomanhurtmesomuchdadandI

don’tunderstandwhyIhavetodothisfor

her.”Isayfaintly.

Gogosaidthatdenyingaperson’sdying

wishisinvitingbadluckforyourselfin

future.Ifinditridiculoushowapersoncan

makeyourlifealivinghellonearthand

suddenlywhenitistimeforthem togothen

youhavetoforgivebecausenotforgiving

mightresultinamiserablelifeforyouonce

they’regone.



“Iknowthatyoudon’twanttodothis

Nqobilewam butlookatitthisway.Youget

tolookherintheeyeandseehow

everythingshehasdonehascaughtupwith

her.You’redoingthisforyouandnotfor

her.”Hesays.

Iheaveasigh.Iguessheisright.Inod

lightlybeforegivinghim asmile.Mypapa

bear.IlovethismansomuchandI

definitelywouldn’ttradehim foranything.

“Okay.Let’sgetthisoverwith.”Isay

reachingoverandplacingakissonhis

cheek.



Wedrivetherestofthewayinsilence.I

hopethatIwillnotregretthis.Wedriveinto

theyardandIseeLeratostandingatthe

door.ThisisitMelo!

“Youready?”Dadasks.

Inodanddrawadeepbreaththenreleaseit.

Westepoutofthecarandmakeourwayin.

LeratoshakeshandswithdadwhileIjust

givehim alightnod.Thisisthehousehe

boughtafterourdivorce.It’sniceandcosy.

Itdefinitelyishiskindofplace.Heleadsus

intothebedroom andthestatethathis

motherisinisheartbreaking.

Shelookssofrail.Herfeetaresoswollen



thatIfeelsobadforher.Wesettleonthe

couchanddaddytakesmyhandinhis.

“Melokuhlethankyouforcoming.”Shesays

softly.“MrMkhizerealeboga.”

Dadnodslight.Ijustwanttogetthisover

anddonewith.Leratowalksbackinwitha

jugofjuiceandfourglasses.Heservesall

ofusandwesitinsilenceforalittlewhile.

Thisexhusbandofminekeepsstealing

glancesatmebutIam decidingtoignore

him.I’m nothereforhim butforhismother

whomustjustsayherpiecesothatwecan

getoutofhere.

“Sohasthespecialistbeenabletomakea



diagnosis?”Iask.

“We’restillwaitingontheresults,hopefully

we’llhavethenbytheendofthe

week.”Leratoresponds.

“MelokuhleIwouldliketoapologiseforthe

waythatItreatedyoubeforeyougot

marriedtomysonandevenduringyour

marriage.IknowthatIwassupposedtobe

yourmotherawayfrom yourmotherandI

failedatthat.”

“Whydidyoutreatmelikethat?”Iaskina

slightlyshakingvoice.



“Ifeltthatmysondeservedbetter.You

weren’tthetypeofwomanthatIhad

imaginedhewouldsettledownwithand

whenhestartedspeakingaboutmarriageI

lostit.I’m sorryforthatandIhopethatyou

canfinditinyourhearttoforgiveme.”She

sayscoughing.

Youcanactuallyseethediscomfortinher

faceasshecoughs.IlookatLeratoandin

thetimethatIhadknownhim Ihadnever

seenhim thatdistressed.Youcantellthat

hefeelspowerlessandthatifhecouldhe

wouldtradeplaceswithhismother

immediately.

“Isee,andforyourhandinourdivorce?”I

ask



Shesitsupwithalittlebitofstrugglebut

managesto.Thelookinhereyes,thatisthe

womanIknow.

“Iwillnotapologiseforhavingmyson

divorceyou.YesImadehim leaveyou.You

seehewantedtostaywithyoubutI

couldn’tlethim staywithabarrenwoman.

Asmuchashelovedyouandithurthim to

letgoofyouIwould’veratherthatthanhim

stayinginachildlessmarriage.”Shespits

out.

Dad’sgriponmyhandhasgottentighter

andIfeellikeheisgoingtosqueezemy

handoff.Leratoalsolooksdisappointedin



hismotherbutthenagainwhatdidwe

expect.

“I’m actuallygladthatheleftyoubecause

nowhehasachildandawonderfulwife.I

willdieknowingthatmysonhasanheir.So

Iam sorryforhowItreatedyouasmy

daughterin-lawbutIam notsorryfor

encouraginghim todivorceyou.”She

continues.

Igetupandwalkoutoftheroom without

sayinganything.ThesecondIstepoutmy

tearsrolldownmycheeksandIcan’t

controlmysobs.Ileanagainstthecarand

letitallout.Ithinkthiswomanisthemain

reasonthatIhavesuchdeepissueswith

myinfertility.Myfamilyhasalwaysbeen



supportiveandassuredandreassuredme

thatnotbeingabletocarrymyownchild

doenstchangeanythingbutthatwoman,

thatwomanGodIhateher.

IfeelarmscirclingaroundmeandatfirstI

thinkit’sdadbutthenIrealisethatit’s

Lerato.Istepoutofhisholdandwipemy

tears.

“I’m sorry.Ihadnoideathatshewasgoing

tosaythat.I’m sorry.”

“It’sokay.”

“Noit’snot.Ihadn’trealiseduntilnowthat



mymotherhadmanipulatedmesomuch.

I’m sorrythatyouhadtobeonthereceiving

endofeverything.”

“How’syourchild?”Iask.

Iknowthatheisgoingtodivertandtalk

abouthowhelovesmeandIcan’thavethat.

“He’sgood.Helookssomuchlikeme.”He

sayswithabroadsmileonhisface.

“That’snice.Congratulations.”

“Thankyouandthankyouforcomingtosee

mymom.”



“Sure.”Isay.

MyphoneringsandIquicklyanswerit.

“Baby.”Isaysoftly.

“What’swrongbaby?”hearinghisvoiceis

triggeringmytearsagain.

“DadandIareabouttoleave.”Isaywiping

mytears.

“Sendmeacode.”



“Sfi-”

“CodeNqobile.”Hesayssternly.

“Okay.”

Ihangupandsendhim acodeimmediately.

Leratoislookingatmeinaninquisitive

mannerbutIdon’tcarerightnow.Dad

walksoutwithfirecomingoutofherears.

Heopensthecarandbangsthedoorafter

slidingin.IbidLeratofarewellandforgood

thistime.Igetinthecaranddaddrivesoff.

“Areyouokay?”Iaskhim.



“Ijustneedmywife’swarm hugrightnow.

I’m sorrythatyouhadtoendurethat

womanforsolongbutI’m gladyouarerid

ofherforgoodnow.”

“Ihearyoudad.”

Sfisoisparkedoutsideandisleaning

againsthiscaraswedriveintomydrive

way.Inasmuchasdadneedshiswife’s

embrace,IneedSfiso’s.Ijumpoutofthe

carandrunintohisarmsandheholdsonto

mesotightlythatIfeelrightathome.

“I’vegotyoubaby.I’vegotyou.”He

whispersinmyearsoftly.



IknowhedoesandIlovehim forit.
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“Melo.”Shewhisperssoftlyinmyear.

“Goaway!”Isaychangingpositions.

Ididn’tsleepawinklastnighthelpingher

withherdesignproject.Isaidwecoulddoit

todaybutbecausemissthingherehasa

birthdaypartytoattendtoday,wehadtodo

itlastnight.NowIdon’tmindhelpingher

withherprojectkodwawhenithasmeup



theentirenightthenshecomesandwakes

meupwhenI’m tryingtogetsomeshuteye

inthenthatistheproblem.

“BhutiishereMelovuka.”

“Tellhim toalsogoaway.”Isay.

“Buthe’sgoingtodrivemetothepartyand

hewantstoseeyou.”

“JesusKhanyisilewheredoyougetthe

energyheh?Wejustwenttobednowat

5AM andyou’realreadyupnow.Haaiman!”

Isayangrilygettingoutofbed.



Idragmyhalfdeadbodytothebathroom to

brushmyteethandwashmyface.Ilookso

horriblemygoodness.Myeyesarepuffy!

Toopuffyatthat.Ifinishupthenheadto

thekitchenwhereIfindKhanyisileandher

bhutimakingbreakfast.

“Heybaby.”Hestrutshiswaytowardsme

andpullsmeintohisarms.

Sigh.Alothashappenedinthepastyear.

Let’ssee,Lerato’smom eventuallypassed

awayandmom anddadwenttothefuneral

butIwasn’thavinganyofit.Shewas

nothingtomesowhywasIsupposedto

dragmyselftothecemeterytogetburntby



thesunjustforher?Nope.

Let’sseewhatelse,ohyes.Bongwehada

pregnancyscareandZobuhleZuluMkhize

lostit!

WhenIsaymamabearwentcrazyIam not

exaggerating.Shewasangryateveryone

foranentireweek.Dadhaditrough

becausehewasonthereceivingendofher

punches.Bongwehadtomoveinwithme

foralittlewhilebecausehehonestlywasn’t

dealing.Ontopofitthisgirlwasjustaone

nightstand,itwasamess.Eventuallythis

girlconfessedthatshewastryingtopinthe

babyonBongweandallwasalrightinthe

Mkhizehousehold.



Minaontheotherhandmovedtoanew

house.SfisoandIhadaconversationabout

thesentimentalvalueofthathouseandI

realisedthatIwasholdingontothe

memoriesthatLeratoandIhadcreatedin

thatproperty.SoIdecidedtoletitgoand

startafresh.Itwashardlettinggoofmy

gardenbutthenewpropertyhasaneven

biggerandbettergardenanditisalready

myfavouritespotplusgogoandKhanyi

havealsofoundtheirownfavouritespots

withinthegarden.Yesit’sthatbig.Sfiso

andIstillliveinseparatehousesbecause

webothenjoyourownspace.Asmuchas

wespendmostofourtimetogether,that

twonyanadaybreakishighlyappreciated.



“DidyourperfectprincesstellyouthatIam

exhaustedandthatyouwokemeup?”Iask.

“ShedidandIam sorrybabyokay.”

“Yoursorryisn’tgoingtobringbackmy

sleep.”Iwhine.

“I’m sorrybaby.Lookwe’remakingyoua

greatbreakfastandmaybeI’llgiveyouthe

Dafterwards,youknowthatputsyouright

backtosleep.”Hewhispers.

IwanttosmilerightnowbutIam tootired.

Ican’tevenholdhim back.



“Coffeeplease.”Isaysoftly.

“Khanyisilecoffeeforyoursisterplease.”

Heyells.

“Okaybhuti.”

“We’restillhavingdinneratyourparents?”

Heasks.

“That’swhatdadsaid.”Irespond.

Thatisanotherdevelopment,dadaccepted

Sfisoasmypartner.Ithappenedafew

monthsbackandIcouldnotbeanyhappier.

Yeshestillhashisreservationsbuthe’s



tryingtogivethisrelationshipachance.

Justlastweekallthemeninmylife–dad,

lume,Ndile,BongweandSfisoflewtoCape

Towntogowatchsoccer.Theselittle

familymomentsmeansomuchtomyman

andeachtimehecomesbackfrom aboys

daywithanyoftheguysorrandom date

withgogo,mom oraunty,myheartswells.

Gogoliterallyforceshim tocomeandvisit

hereveryFriday.SoonFridayshedoesn’t

gototheofficeatall.Hegetshergoodies

eachtimebeforemakinghiswaytoher.I

lovethathehasnowrelaxedintothefamily

structureandiscomfortableinaccepting

theirlove.Ithasbeensobeautifultowatch

him openhimselfuplikethis.IthoughtI

hadseenhim athisbestbutnoIhadn’t



seenanythingyet.Plushedecidedtogo

backtotherapy–Ithinkthat’sanother

reasonwhydadwasokaywithour

relationship.Hesaidherespectsaman

whocanadmitthathehasaproblem and

workonit.

IremembertheonetherapysessionIwent

towithhim.Seeinghim thatvulnerableand

openjustmademefalldeeperforhim and

alsoledtoanewfoundrespectforhim.I

knewthathischildhoodaffectedhim butI

justdidn’trealisetheextentofitall.Mybig

bearwasabrokenmanbutIam soproud

oftheprogressthathehasbeen

throughoutthisyear.

“Ican’twaitformom’sdumpling.”Hesays



kissingmyhead.

IchucklelightlyasIuntanglemyselffrom

him.Iguesshehasspokentomom and

theyhavecreatedthemenufortonight.

Khanyihandsmemycoffeeandamoanof

appreciationleavesmymouththesecondit

hitsmymouth.

“Whereisthispartyagain?”Ienquire.

“It’satBrittany’shome.”

“Areyouexcited?”Iask.

Sheshrugsandtendstoherpots.Ilookat



Sfisoandhenodslightlythenmakeshis

waytowardsher.Theyhavesuchacute

andcoolrelationship.It’sreallyheart

warming.

“KwenzekantoniLangalam?”heaskssoftly.

Sheheavesasighanddropshershoulders.

“I’veneverbeeninvitedtoapartybefore

andIdon’tknowwhattoexpect.Brittanyis

theonlyoneatschoolwhodoesn’tthink

thatI’m afreakbecauseIseechainsand

herpeople’scries.Whatifalltheotherkids

theredecidetheydon’twantmethere

becauseofmygiftthenBrittanyhasto

chasemeaway?”



OhmyKhanyi.Sigh.Thepressurethrownat

herisjusttoomuch.IsometimesaskGod

whyhecouldn’trevealthisgifttoherwhen

shewasabitolder.Nowshecan’teven

enjoyherchildhoodasmuchbecauseshe

isdealingwitheveryoneelse’sissues.

“Lookatme.”Sfisosayspullingherintohis

embrace.

Shelooksupathim andheplacesakisson

herforehead.

“Youarespecial,Ialwaystellyouthis.You

possessapreciousgiftbecauseGodsaw

youfitenoughtobeoneofhiswarriorson



earth.Nowpeoplewon’talwaysunderstand

andthat’sokaykodwaitdoesn’tmeanyou

havetoshrinkyourselfandwhatyou

possesstoaccommodatethem.Theones

whoaremeanttostaywillstayandthe

oneswhoaren’twon’t.It’sassimpleasthat.

Brittanylikesyouasafriendbecauseifshe

didn’tshewouldn’twantyoutobeather

party.NowIdoubtthatshouldyour

scenarioplayoutshewouldactuallykick

yououtbecauseobviouslysheknowsthat

thoseotheronesdon’twantyoubutshe

stillwantsyouatherparty.”

“Soyou’resayingBrittanyistheonemeant

tostay?”

“I’m sayinginthismomentsheis.”



“CanIcallyouifI’m notcomfortableand

you’llfetchme?”Sheaskssoftly.

“Iwillbethereinaflashprincess.”

I’m sohappythatKhanyifindsitsoeasyto

confideinSfisobecauseatleastIknow

thatshewon’tkeepcertainthingstoherself

becausesheknowsthatIfreakoutandget

readytofight.Iwillhuntdownwhoeveris

meanorrudetoherandIwilldealwith

them buthekeepscalm andhemakesa

whole‘learnalessonoutofit’speech.

.

.



“Iloveyou.”Hesaysgazingdeepintomy

soul.

“Iloveyou.”Irespond.

Herespondswithhislazystrokes.Khanyiis

goneandwearehavingourlazySaturday

sex.Iloveitwhenhemovessogently

ngathihe’sscaredofbreakingme.Alsohe

takeslongertocomewhenwehavethese

sweetsessionssoyouknowIloveit.

“You’resobeautiful.”Hewhispersbefore

capturingmylipsinhis.

HemakesmefeelbeautifulevenwhenI



feellikecrap.Heistrulyisablessinginmy

life.

“Howdoyoufeelaboutusmovingin

together?Doyouthinkyoucouldhandle

spendingallyourdaysandnightswithme?”

Heasks.

Icuphisfaceandlookintohiseyes.

“I’dkillyoumostofthetimebutI’dbethe

firstonetopieceyoubacktogether

afterwards.Spendingallmydaysand

nightswithyouwouldbethebestthing

ever.”



“Yougoingtoletmeeatyourassout

everywhere?”

Sillyman!

“Everywherebaby.”

“Eveninthepool.”

“EveninthepoolMavundlawam.”Isay

chuckling.

Heisaspecialbreedindeed.

.

.



“Youlooksogood.”AuntyyellswhenIstep

intothekitchen.

Igivethem atwirlandaminitwerkwhile

laughingbeforesharingahugwitheachof

them.It’salwaysguaranteedtobeagreat

timewithallmyfavouriteladiesinthesame

space.

“You’reglowing.”Mom sayssmiling.

“Mustbegettingitgood.”Amanda

comments.

Weallsharealaugh.Bayaphaphalaba!I

headoutsidetogreetmyfavouritemen.



“Melooooooooo.”Bongwescreamswhen

heseesme.

Definitelyhighandthatbottleofbeerinhis

handismakingitworse.Hepicksmeup

andspinsmearoundwhiledadprotests

abouthowhe’sgoingtodropme.He

eventuallyputsmedownandkissesmy

face.

“Iam blessedtohaveyouasasister.Ilove

youyezwa.”

“Iloveyoutofreak.”Isaylaughing.



Daddypullsmeintohisarmsandplacesa

kissonmyhead.Ourrelationshipisina

muchbetterplacethanithaseverbeen.

Theminivacationwetookhelpedstrength

ourbond.Igottolearnsomanythings

aboutmydadthatIneverknew.Hetrulyis

myonetimehero!

“Areyouokay?”

“Iam andyou?”Iask.

“I’m hungry.Feedme.”Hesayslaughing.

IhuglumeandNdilebeforeheadingbackto

thekitchentoletthewifeknowthatthe



husbandishungry.

.

.

Dinnerwentdownreallywell.Asexpected

mom cookedallofSfiso’sfavourites.My

manchoppedthatmeallikeitwashislast.

Rightnowwe’reallsittinginthelivingroom

havingaconversationaboutsome

conspiracytheory.Sfiso’shandsare

shakingwhichisworryingme.

“Areyouokay?”Iask.

“Areyousureyouloveme?”Heblurtsout.

Andthen?



“OfcourseIdo.”

Henodslightly,let’sgoofmyhandand

dropstohisknee.Wewehandshim abox

andithitsme.Ishakemyhead

continuouslywilltearsthreateningmyeyes.

“MelokuhleNqobileMkhize.Youknowhow

Ifeelaboutyou.Iloveyouandthereisno

questionaboutthat.Youaremybestfriend,

thesisterthatIneverhadandthemother

thatleftmetooquickly.Youplayallthose

rolesinmylifesoeffortlesslyandI

appreciateyouforthat.

Ihadthisentirespeechwrittendownbut



nowthewordsarefailingmesoI’m going

toaskyouthequestionbeforeIlosethe

plot.

Melokuhlewillyoudomethehonourof

spendingtherestofyourlifewithme?Will

youmarryme?”

I’m stunned.Ididn’texpectthis.Notatall.

“SayyesMelo.”Gogoshouts.

Ichucklewhileshakingmyhead.

“Yesyousillyman.”



Heheavesasighofreliefandcupsmyface

placingadeepkissonmylips.

MrsMavundlame?Yes!
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“Allthingscometogetherforourgood

Melokuhle.Thetoughroadyou’rewalking

willallmakesenseintheend.”

Mygrandmotheroncesaidthattome

whilstIwasinherarmscryingmylungsout

becausenothingmadesense.Iremember

thinkingthatIwillneverbealrightever

againandthatIwillneverhealagainbut



yearslaterandIam atmyhappiestand

mostpositive.Oftentimeswethinkthat

wheneverwegetthrownintothefiery

infernoitistopunishushoweveritisquite

theopposite.Ifyouhaveeverwatched

‘ForgedinFire’thenyouknowtheprocess

ofmakingastrongandlethalknife.They

placethematerialinfirebeforetakingitout

andbeatingitthenreturnitbackintothe

flamesandrepeatingtheprocessuntil

gettingthedesiredshapebeforemoving

ontosharpeningit.

That’sbeenmylife.

IhavebeenbeatdownbutIwalkedoutof

thatfirestrongerandshaperthanever.

EverythingIhaveeverbeenthroughhas



leadtothisverymoment.Ithasleadtome

beingthisstrongandstrongwilled

individual.Iam proudofthepersonthatI

havegrownintoandIknowthatIam going

tobeproudofthepersonthatIam stillto

growinto.

“BabydoyouknowwhereIplacedmyother

laptop?”Heyellsfrom somewherewithin

thehouse.

Sighthisonehasbecomeanevenbigger

babysinceourengagement.We’vebeen

engagedforamonthandwe’regetting

marriedinthreemonthsbecausemom isa

boredhousewifewhohastoomuchtimeon

herhands.Sfiso’sfamilyiscomingnext

weekendforthelobolanegotiationsandwe



arehopingandprayingthattheygo

smoothly.Imethisfamilywhenwewentto

theunveilingandnoteveryonewashappy

aboutourrelationshipexceptforAndiswa,

sheisjustamazing.

Okaysoletmetakeitbackalittletotheday

whendadandIwenttogomeetwithLerato

andhismother.RememberwefoundSfiso

waitingformeandthesecondIsawhim I

launchedmyselfintohisarms.WellIthink

thatwasthedaythatdadrealisedthatSfiso

mightjustbetheoneforme.Iremember

pullingbackfrom Sfiso’sembraceand

seeingdadlookingonwithalittletwinklein

hiseye.Imademywaytohim andinvited

him insidebuthedeclinedmyinvitation

becauseheneededtogethomeandhe



knewthatIwasincapablehands,hiswords

notmine.From thatdayonhestarted

relaxingabit,justalittlebit,whenitcame

toSfiso.

WhenSfisoandIwenttotheEasternCape

fortheunveiling,myparentsinsistedthat

mysiblingscomealongwithusforsupport.

BetweenyouandI,Ithinkitwasmoreso

mysafetythanitwasanythingelsebutI

appreciateitnonetheless.Ilovehowmy

siblingsputmyhappinessbeforeanything

elseashardasitisattimes.

Thejourneytohasn’tbeenaneasyonebut

wepromisedtoholdontoeachotherand

fightthroughitall.



“Nqobile.”Heshouts.

IrollmyeyesasIdragmyselfoutofthe

room.Ialwaystellhim thesamething‘keep

yourworkthingsinthestudy’butnoSfiso

hastohavehisworkalloverthehouse.

He’sturningthelivingroom upsidedown

lookingforthislaptop.Literally,allthe

cushionsareontheground.Sigh.Imake

mywaytotheguestroom becausethat’s

hishideoutwheneverhefeelslikehecan’t

getanythingdoneinthestudy.

Behold!Thelaptop,sittingperfectlyonthe

bed.Itakeitandmakemywaytotheliving

room.Helooksreallyfrustratedanditis



beautifultowatch,inaweirdway.

“Babenayi.”Isay.

Hemakeshiswaytowardsmeandplacesa

kissonmylipsbeforetakingitoutofmy

hands.

“WhatwouldIdowithoutyou?”Hesays

lightly.

“Angazbutyou’regoingtofindoutngoba

I’m goingbacktomyplacelaterandI’llonly

bebacklaafterthenegotiations.”Isay.

He’sfrowningbuthe’lljusthavetobe



strongyazi.Thisisonethingwe’realways

goingbackandforthabout,mynotwanting

tomoveinwithhim.ImeanIjustboughta

newhouseandI’m enjoyingthatspace,

futhiIdon’tthinkIwanttostartanewlife

withhim inahousethathasseenother

booty.IknowIsoundabitjealousbutsobe

it.Alsowehadsaidwe’dfindasuitable

placeforusorprobablybuiltsomething

suitableforbothourpersonalities.

“Can’tyouleaveonFriday?”

“ButtodayisaFridaymos.”Isayinnocently.

Hechuckleslightlywhileshakinghishead.



“Don’tbesmartwithme.”

“LookinlessthanfourmonthsIam going

tobeannoyingyoudayinanddayoutso

takethesepeacefuldaysthatIam offering

youngobayou’renotgoingtohavealotif

thoseonceI’m MrsMavundla.”Isaybefore

placingasoftpeckonhislips.

“Iwantyoutoannoymenowthough.”He’s

sulking.

“HaaiSfisogotowork.I’llseeyouSunday

lunch.”Isaywalkingaway.

He’slaughing!Wellatleasthe’snotsulking



ngobayeyumuntucansulkfordays.Igo

takeaquickshower,finishup,getdressed

thenheadout.Ihaveanappointmentwith

mydesignerandtosayIam aconfused

bridewouldbeanunderstatement.Idon’t

knowwhatIwant.Iwantaballgown,Iwant

pockets,Iwantruching,Iwantsilk,IwantI

wantIwant!Mom saysIshouldjustweara

plasticbagandatthisrateIfeellikethatis

whereIam headed.

.

.

Myappointmentwentwellandwemanaged

tosketchtwodresses.Iknowthatthe

timeframeistightbutItrusthertodothe

things.RightnowI’m onmywaytomy

grandmotherbecausesheaskedmeto

comethrough.Shehasbeensoamazing



whenitcomestoSfiso.Iswearitfeelslike

shehasbeenhisgransinceforever.

“Blip.”Shesayswithasmileonherface.

Weshareawarm hugbeforeshetellsme

togogetapairofglovesandjoinherinthe

garden.She’sthereasonIlovemygarden

somuch.

“Soareyoureadyfornextweekend?”She

asks.

“Iam.Ireallyam gogo.”

“Soyou’rereadytostandbeforeGodandall



ofusandcommityourselftothisman?”

“Iam.”Isaywithouthesitating.

“Iknowthatyoulovehim andhelovesyou

too.I’veseenhowyouinteractwitheach

otherandyouseem tohaveagreat

understandingofoneanother.Nowhave

youspokenaboutthechildissue?”

“Wehaveandweagreedtogothe

surrogateoradoptionrouteonlywhenthe

timeisright.Iwaswillingtotrytreatment

onelasttimebutheflatoutrefusedtohave

megothroughthatagain.Heknowshow

harditwasformebothtimesandhesays

heacceptsmeasIam.”



“Andhowdoyoufeelaboutthat?”

“IhonestlyfeellikeIdon’tdeservehim at

timesbecauseIwanttogivehim kidsyou

knowbutobviouslythesituationdoesn’t

permitandthemorehesayshe

understands,themoreIfeelunworthy.Yes

thereisn’tanythingthatIcandoaboutthe

handthatGoddealtmebutitdoesn’tmean

thatIcan’treacttoit.”

“Thatmanwouldn’tbewithyouifhedidn’t

seeyouasworthy.”Shesayssmiling.

“Iknow.”



“Iwantyoutowalkintothismarriage

withoutthe‘whatifs’andthe‘I’m notworthy

ofyourlove’.ThatMavundlaboyseemsto

knowwhathewantsandthatisyou.I’ve

hadthisconversationwithhim andIbelieve

thathewilltakecareofyouandloveyoufor

youandnotthechildrenyoucanorcan’t

bareforhim.Allowyourselftotakeinallthe

lovehehasforyouandwatchyour

marriagegrowfrom strengthtostrength.”

IhearherandIwilldefinitelytakeher

adviceonthis.Wespendtherestofthe

afternoonwithhertellingmeabouthow

nervousshewaswhenherandmkhulugot

married.



IalwayssaytomyselfthatifIcouldhavea

marriageasrealandasauthenticasgogo

andmkhulu’sthenIwillbegood.My

parentshavealsosetthebarreallyhighas

wellasmyauntanduncle.Growingup

surroundedbysuchbeautifulmarriagesyou

can’thelpbutwanttohavesomethinglike

that.

.

.

Lobolahasbeenpaid.It’sofficial.Iam his!

Theweekwasn’tsotoughactuallybecause

Ihavethegreatestsupportsystem around

me,theymadesurethateverythingran

smoothlyandthatIdidn’tevenhavetolifta

finger.Thismorningmybrothercame



throughtocooklunchandI’m certain

everyoneisshockedatwhatthey’rehaving.

Itoldhim basicstewandsidesbutBandile

hadtogofullonchefandcreateagourmet

menu.Imeanwhattheheckiscouscous?

Butheyit’sareallygreatmenu.

I’m sittingoutsidewithmysoon-to-be

husband.Beinghereinmychildhoodhome

withhim bymyside,everythingfeelslikeit

wasmeanttobe.Likehewasthefinalfrog

thatIhadtokissvele.

“Soyou’reminenow.”Hewhispersinmy

ear.

Inodshylywhilegiggling.



“Allyours.”

“IloveyousomuchMelo.”

“YouareeverythingthatIhadeverprayed

forSfisowam andIpromisethatIwillbe

thebestpartnertoyouasweridethislife

thingtogether.”

“AndIpromisethattheonlytearsyouwill

evercryaretearsofjoyandtearsof

pleasurewhenIam hittingitfrom all

angles.”Hebitesmyearlobe.

I’m agigglingmessrightnow.Thismanwill



bethedeathofme.

“Youandsex.”

“Mina?It’sallyoubaby.Allyou.”He

respondslaughing.

“Ican’twaittobegintherestofmylifewith

you.”

“We’regoingtomakeitthebestrideever

maMkhizewam.”

*****THEEND*****


