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#One  
December 31st 

Looking in the mirror, checking her outfit, making 
a scrunched face of disapproval, Lesedi shrugged 
the sexy top she had picked out from her pile of 
clothes that she brought to the hotel she was 

currently living in courtesy of her younger sister.  
She and her family have been living in the hotel for 
over a week now, she, her sister and her sister's 

boyfriend had a mission of bringing her father to 
his knees. The man, a respected drug dealer in the 
city was nothing but a menace in their lives.  

The amount of hurt and shame he brought to their 
family was disgusting and unacceptable. They had 
to take him out of commission, they had to hit him 
where it hurt him the most, his pockets.  

A hundred million rands deep pockets... well it was 
a little over than that, but she and her sister were 
getting an equal share of the hundred million rand 

as they had to pay those who helped them see the 
deal through.  
She searched her bag for something that could 

cover her a little, she didn't want to expose a lot of 
skin but at the same time she didn't want to look 
like a prude or wear jerseys in the hot south 
African December weather.  

"Sedi..." her head turned sharply towards the voice 
calling her from the door. It was Sofia, their 
mother's caregiver.  

https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/one?__eep__=6&__cft__%5b0%5d=AZXOrH_dVDz61xY-qT5omsh54_lmRaBxBcJ5IZpXE3jtcO0w4cU6wTq3BUSEPAmf73KklDN7ah7XzDOwsNC8cHmhHrpEg52jKmN-KYs3ylVWKj_BpQZJ0ns9qPcH5lFUsG1J4P6xfhto_-YuOQL_gtNl&__tn__=*NK-R


Their mother couldn't function all by herself, she 
needed a fulltime nurse, a fulltime nanny after 

what their father did to her. Sofia was godsent, 
she was more family than their actual family could 
ever be.  
"I don't know what to wear, I also don't 

understand why I need to go out to celebrate New 
Year's Eve with a bunch of people I do not know." 
Lesedi grumbled, dropping her ass on the bed.  

Sofia chuckled and walked further in the room, 
"Your sister asked you to come, you and her are 
making amends not so?" the chubby lady with a 

warm face asked.  
Lesedi wanted to object but Sofia was right, she 
spent so many years harbouring hate towards her 
little sister, but they were working things out now, 

she didn't want to disappoint her or make her feel 
like she hasn't forgiven her.  
Their father's doing. The man was poison, any and 

everything he touched turned to poison. For ten 
years, ten years Lesedi hated her sister because of 
their father... the father who was now detained in 

some man's basement waiting for them to act on 
how to ger rid of him forever.  
"So, what are you going to do with your father?" 
Sofia asked. The girls had succeeded in stealing 

the money, they stole the safe with the help of the 
Pierce brothers, one of which was her sister, 
Tracy's boyfriend.  



"Uh I don't know; Tracy tells me that Kyle and 
Mason are planning to get him arrested." She 

responded.  
Sofia nodded in understanding, "That's good 
right?"  
"No, no it's not good, it's not good enough Sofia. 

What if he comes back? What if he bribes the 
police?" she fired those questions that have been 
clawing her mind ever since she heard what the 

grand plan with her father was. The man has been 
a drug dealer for far too long, he was too rich it 
was sickening and he sure as hell had some 

corrupt officials in his pocket.  
"Maybe these boys have a solid plan? Maybe they 
did think about this too. Trust them." Sofia 
sounded so hopeful.  

Trust them... that's something she wasn't sure she 
could fully do.  
"Will you and mom be fine by yourselves?" she 

asked, needing an excuse to not go to the party 
Mason Pierce was hosting.  
"We are always okay Sedi, we already live alone, 

and the hotel has security. So go to the party, 
have some fun. You're young." Sofia patted her 
thigh and left the room.  
She was young? She couldn't figure how a forty-

year-old woman could be considered young; she 
was old. Maybe her heart was still young, but her 
age said otherwise.  



She picked up a light sweatshirt, dropped off one 
shoulder, her skinny jeans were snug against her 

frame, and she finished off with converse shoes.  
They were going to stay over at the lodge where 
the party was held, so she packed an overnight 
bag.  

She hadn't braided her hair; it was relaxed so she 
tied it into a neat doughnut bun. She finished up 
getting ready and picked up her bag so she could 

go to the lobby and wait for her Uber. Something 
fell from her bed when she picked up the bag and 
she stopped to check what it could be...  

Her protection in the streets of Jozi, something she 
had only used once in a scare tactic. She picked it 
up and looked at it. "Mhm..." sinister thoughts 
filled her head.  

She should perhaps leave it behind...  
Perhaps not.  
She went with the latter. The damn knife was 

coming with to the party. Who knows, the sick 
world we live in could be very dangerous to women 
travelling alone at night.  

She kissed her sleeping mother's hand and wished 
her and Sofia to have a great NYE.  
"Hey... are you going to kiss Mason? That's what 
you youngsters do at these types of parties, right?" 

Sofia was a damn child sometimes. Lesedi was 
bewildered at the question and the glint in her 
mother's caregiver's eyes.  



"No, bye Sofia." Lesedi swiftly left the room before 
Sofia could imagine any more ideas and try to 

plant them in her head.  
Kiss Mason, hell would freeze over before she even 
thinks like that.  
Sure, Mason Pierce was drop-dead gorgeous, but 

he wasn't the only good-looking man she knew. 
Besides, his brother Kyle the one who actually 
came up with the plan to steal from their father 

was dating Tracy. It would just be weird not to 
mention how they were white. She preferred black 
men, thank you very much.  

She wondered how the party would be, she has 
never partied with any other race before and so far 
white people really were notorious for overdoing 
things, over drinking, over smoking, really going 

wild and she wasn't sure that was her scene, well 
at least not anymore, not for the past eight years.  
Jumping into her Uber, she watched the trees blur 

past, she was really not in the mood but anything 
to make her sister believe and see that they were 
really mending their broken relationship. Damn her 

father for taking her best friend away from her.  
She spent so many years hating Tracy because she 
thought she was siding with her father in the whole 
debacle.  

Pulling up to the said party, she wasn't so shocked 
to see they were already in a swing. She noticed 



the Pierce brothers, all three of them at braai 
stand, grilling meat.  

She had to admit, they were good looking as hell. 
They were well built, probably lived in the gym she 
knew Kyle woke and slept at the gym, but Mason 
seemed to be right next to him in that department.  

She hauled her overnight bag over her shoulder 
and walked towards them, "Dumelang." She 
greeted them.  

A bunch of hey's and hi's were offered in return.  
"Where is Tracy?" she asked.  
"She's in the main guest house." Greyson 

responded and she took off in that direction.  
She found a whole crazy number of people in the 
house, going up and down, mingling, drinking, 
eating, laughing... she was glad that there a few 

black people too. But she couldn't care about any 
of them, she was here for her sister.  
"Hey... you made it." Tracy welcomed her and 

pulled her to the couch where Tracy's friend was 
already sitting on, eating boerewors rolls with a 
side of potato salad. She was pregnant and it was 

beginning to show.  
"I did say I was coming..." Lesedi rolled her eyes.  
"I am glad you did, let me introduce you - Lesedi - 
Loraine, my friend and Greyson's wife - Loraine - 

Lesedi, my sister." Tracy got the introductions out 
of the way.  



"Yeah I remember your sister, we met at the 
Christmas dinner." Speaking of Christmas almost 

made Lesedi growl in anger. That day was a crazy 
day and if she could, she'd delete it from her 
memory. That was the day they stole from her 
father but in turn he kept their mother and Sofia 

hostage.  
There was a time where she could have easily 
blended in with everyone else, but she couldn't. 

She no longer drank alcohol or even smoked 
cigarettes and weed. She was sober and she 
settled for a cold cranberry juice that night.  

"Now I don't feel like a sore thumb for not being 
able to drink alcohol." Loraine said to her as she 
raised her apple juice glass up. She wished she 
could drink wine but no, she had to get knocked 

up.  
Lesedi chuckled, she actually felt sorry for the girl. 
But she didn't say anything. She just focused on 

watching people dance, taking videos and pictures 
of those who asked, and it quite irked her. She 
wanted to be left alone to her thoughts.  

The night indeed was very young more guests 
came over and everyone seemed to be in a good 
mood.  
At some point they were all gobbling up the meat 

Mason brought to the house while some guests 
were out in the Lapa enjoying the loud music and 
the hot summer air. There were not a lot of people 



in the house but there wasn't a little either. Clearly 
these dudes knew quite a number of people.  

Tracy disappeared with Kyle in the long run and 
Greyson came to get Loraine too who seemed to 
be fighting sleep. She couldn't understand why 
they even came to the party in her condition.  

Just as she sat there, watching people have fun, 
she couldn't help but to think of her family 
problems. The thorn on their backside that was 

their father. He was better off dead, not jailed, not 
detained in some basement, he needed to be 
wiped off the face of earth.  

She watched as Mason walked in the room with 
some of his friends, they occupied the couch on 
the far end and entertained some girls. She wasn't 
at all phased or anything despite Sofia suggesting 

Mason might have an eye for her, she didn't, and 
she was really grateful for the time spent alone as 
it gave her space to think of a plan.  

She saw Kyle walk in to talk to his brother, Mason, 
in the house and asked for the keys of the other 
guesthouse. Mason fished for the keys... but then 

retracted them and gave him another set of keys. 
"These are Ginger's keys, sorry." He gave Kyle the 
correct keys. 
That's when it all clicked in her mind. Mason was 

drunk, her father was held up in Ginger's house, if 
she could get her hands on those keys...  



She walked up to him, not backing down from her 
dirty thoughts, she had to set her plan in motion 

on the busiest night in the world. "Can I borrow 
your car?" the girl was sober as a judge; Mason 
had forgotten she disclosed how she didn't drink 
alcohol. 

"Why?" he was startled by her sudden appearance 
and request. Lesedi was a loner, she kept to 
herself, and he wasn't going to complain about 

that because the girl had a lot of lip.  
"I need to go for a drive." She told him, "I will be 
careful." He once let her drive his car, when they 

were running from her father's goons, she was a 
fantastic driver, he saw it with his own two eyes. 
He took his car keys from his pocket, and Ginger's 
house keys fell and Lesedi picked them up and 

kept them on her. She took Mason's car keys and 
walked out without saying another word. She was 
grateful she didn't have to find another way of 

securing Ginger's house keys; this was all so easy. 
It was as if the universe was helping her to plot.  
She drove the Mustang out of the premises and 

entered the address she had memorized to head 
on the gps on her phone and off she drove.  
She sped on the road and arrived at Ginger's place 
within no time. She unlocked the doors and went 

straight to the basement. 
"Arg, it smells in here." She was disgusted. She 
turned the lights on, and her father came into 



view. He looked so dirty and smelled very bad. It 
had been a week of him being detained, he was 

bound to mess himself up, but he had only peed 
on himself. 
"An old man, peeing on himself... how... sad." 
Lesedi walked over to him. She was disgusted but 

mostly at what he did to them. 
"What do you want?" the man asked. He was 
running low on energy. He had thought by now 

he'd be out, but he was started to think otherwise. 
"I just want to know why the fuck you did what 
you did. Why did you beat up mom like that? Did 

you not love her?" she asked. 
"I did... but she's a whore." Morris answered. He 
was no longer in a fighting spirit, he was tired, his 
arms were tired from being tied up to the chains 

hanging from the ceiling and he was tired of 
standing. 
"A whore? What did she do?" 

"She didn't appreciate me. I made money, I was 
going to make us rich, but she wanted to get me 
arrested, how pathetic." The man snickered. 

Lesedi was not surprised her father wouldn't even 
apologize or give her a valid reason why he did 
what he did. 
"You're disgusting." She told him, "The world is 

better off without you." 
Morris chuckled. "I know... but I heard them 
saying they were going to send me to jail." He 



laughed, "I will be out of jail soon. And you know 
what I am going to do? I am going to finish what I 

started. I made you all, I made all of you and I will 
break you, all of you." He sneered, eyes scotching 
with anger.  
There was truth in his threat, Lesedi knew that, 

and she knew she had to do something to help her 
family. She was not going to let this man ruin 
what's left of their lives. Not by a long short.  

she pulled the knife from her back pocket and 
flipped it open, the blade looking shiny and sharp.  
Her father looked at it and started to laugh, "Let's 

bet... you wouldn't kill me, you're a little pussy." 
Morris Phiri sneered. How she loathed this man.  
"Shut up! I call the shots!" Lesedi screamed in his 
face. She expected her heart to race but she was 

in fact calm, very calm. "I thought you'd be 
remorseful... that you'd apologize for ruining our 
lives, for ruining my life!!!"  

Morris rolled his already dull and aching eyes, "Kill 
me if you have the guts but don't fucking be 
pathetic. You are all little hussies that did not 

appreciate me."  
"Why? Why did you give that man money after I 
told you what he did to me? Why?" she asked, her 
eyes burning with anger. She was far too gone in 

the anger-ville that nothing could hold her back.  
"He brought in money, I mean it's not the end of 
the world, you're still alive. It's not like he killed 



you." He had no care in the world. Absolutely no 
regard for his daughters or his wife.  

"You were supposed to protect me, but you chose 
to endorse the man who ruined my life. I hate 
you!" those words were accompanied by a blade 
into the man's neck, connecting with his precious 

veins. Blood spew everywhere and Lesedi did not 
care. The man's enlarged eyes did not stop her 
from retracting the blade and stabbing the other 

side of the neck, twisting it until she watched life 
slip from the man's eyes.  
Then it all went quiet. That's when shock slammed 

into her body like bags of cement. She did it, she 
actually killed the piece of shit called her father.  
She didn't hear anyone walk in, but she felt him 
before she saw him.  

Mason Pierce. 
He walked in and found her shaking with tears now 
streaming down her face. He took his phone out 

and called Ginger, "Sorry man, think you can come 
and help me drive one of the cars back to the 
guest house?" Mason asked. He had received a call 

from Ginger who noticed that someone entered his 
house and wondered if it was Mason only for 
Mason to realize that Lesedi asked for his car and 
stole keys from him to come here...  

"Code?" Ginger asked. 
"Six." Mason responded; code six was their code 
for murder (six feet under). In his area of work, 



Mason worked with deadly people, intelligent 
people, the government and they had made use of 

codes so no one could ever know exactly what's 
being spoken about.  
"Shit, I am on my way." Ginger then hung up. 
"Let's go back to the party okay Les?" Mason 

guided her out to his car. He knew she didn't take 
what her father did to them well. The man was a 
sociopath with no remorse. But what she did to the 

man, well he was not expecting that at all. The girl 
did look like she'd snap your neck in your sleep, 
but he never thought that she'd literally kill. 

Arriving back to the guesthouse after Ginger 
arrived at his house so he could help drive back 
Kyle's car that Mason drove to go after Lesedi, 
Mason unlocked the second guesthouse he had 

booked. 
"Just wash up in there, get the blood off and let's 
go back to the others so they don't ask questions." 

He told her. Lesedi was still shaken, she could still 
smell and taste her father's blood.  
She killed him.  

She couldn't believe that she killed him.  
Ginger dropped the car off, had some snacks and 
drinks as it was already after midnight, they 
welcomed the New Year. He then left. 

Mason and Lesedi then walked back to the main 
guesthouse that everyone had access to, and as 
they walked in, Greyson who was the youngest 



brother of the Pierce brothers was walking out with 
his wife Loraine. They were going back home; 

Loraine was tired, and Greyson lived to do 
anything to make his wife happy and comfortable.  
Mason helped Lesedi sit on the couch and offered 
her a stiff drink as she had been crying the entire 

time. As much as she had quit alcohol, she needed 
the drink. She needed to calm down, so she 
accepted the offered glass.  

"Are you okay?" Tracy asked her sister, concern 
colouring her face. Lesedi nodded and gulped the 
whiskey down. 

"Where did you two go?' Tracy asked as she and 
Kyle were looking for them earlier on. 
"We went to get some hotdogs and just hid from 
y'all for a while." Mason winked at Tracy with his 

boyish grin. His hair fell into his eyes, and she 
couldn't deny, Mason was just as attractive.  
Lesedi stood up, "I think I need to lie down a 

while." She told them. 
"Is this ketchup up?" Tracy touched the red 
substance on Lesedi's chin. She was about to put it 

in her mouth when Mason roughly stopped her. 
He wiped it off Tracy's finger, "That's just nasty... 
but you guys enjoy and take care of this place 
okay? Me and baby girl here are going to sleep." 

Mason told everyone, placing his hand on the small 
of Lesedi's back.  



"Baby girl?" Tracy asked, looking at Lesedi. "Are 
you fucking my sister?" she asked. 

"And you're fucking my brother, we squared." 
Mason grinned at his smart comeback and took 
Lesedi back to his guest house. 
"Why did you make them think we are sleeping 

together?" Lesedi asked. 
"You will find out why some day. Anyway, I am 
beat too I need some rest." Mason locked the door 

after them. The guest house was a two-bedroom 
house, he slept in one while she occupied the next 
one. 

As they slept, Gina came knocking on the door. 
Mason had forgotten that his baby sister was to 
sleepover in the next room while Lesedi slept in 
the guesthouse Kyle and Tracy would be sleeping 

in.  
"Fuck, you can take my room." Mason said to his 
baby sister who was followed by Loraine's little 

sister and her best friend.  
Mason went to the room Lesedi was occupying and 
jumped on the couch.  

"Is there any reason you're in my room?" Lesedi 
coldly asked. She couldn't sleep, she just lay in 
bed, thinking.  
"My sister needed the bed, and you need an alibi 

dummy." He rolled his eyes in the dark. 
"I am not a dummy, you're the dummy here. I kill 
a person and you clean it up? You're stupid." She 



mumbled. She was starring at the ceiling hands 
folded behind her head. Yeah, she did think he was 

stupid for that.  
Mason couldn't help but to chuckle, he was not at 
all amused though. "Is that the thanks I get for 
saving your butt?"  

"I did not ask you to."  
"But you didn't stop me either."  
"I was shocked."  

"What would you rather I do? Call the cops and rat 
you out? So, I could implicate myself and my 
boys?"  

It was Lesedi's turn to roll her eyes, but he 
couldn't see her from the small couch he was 
trying to sleep on. "Maybe."  
Mason gave up the fight of trying to squish himself 

on the couch. "Whatever, fuck you and I am going 
to sleep on the couch in the lounge. This one is too 
small for me. If anyone asks why I crashed there, 

please be so kind to let them know that we didn't 
fuck each other, I lied so I could give you an alibi 
after you killed your father but clearly you are not 

appreciative of my gestures." He snapped.  
Lesedi sighed. "Stay." She called out as soon as he 
reached the door.  
"This couch is small and even if it wasn't, I have no 

reason to." He argued.  
"You're right, I do need an alibi, we both might 
need alibis... the bed is big enough for us."  



He was shocked that she actually offered him 
space on the bed. "If you so as hell touch me in 

anyway I do not like I will have your heart beating 
out of my hand, you hear me?" she threatened him 
as he approached the bed.  
Something about that threat felt like a promise and 

he very much preferred his heart beating inside of 
him. "I hear you. Night Les." He jumped on the 
other side but kept to his end of the bed.  

"Whatever."  
____________________________ 
[𝗔혂혁𝗵𝗼𝗿'혀 𝗡𝗼혁𝗲] 
𝗔𝗻𝗱 𝗼𝗳𝗳 현𝗲 𝗴𝗼!!!  

𝗟𝗲혁 𝗺𝗲 𝗸𝗻𝗼현 𝗵𝗼현 혆𝗼혂 𝗳𝗼혂𝗻𝗱 혁𝗵𝗶혀 𝗰𝗵𝗮𝗽혁𝗲𝗿!!!  
𝗜 𝗵𝗼𝗽𝗲 혆𝗼혂 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲𝗱 혁𝗵𝗲 𝗳𝗶𝗿혀혁 𝗰𝗵𝗮𝗽𝗽𝗶𝗲  

 

#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Two  
The following morning Lesedi turned on her back 
after sleeping for a minimum of two hours in the 

night.  
"I will never in my life share a bed with you, you're 
a terrible bed mate." Mason's groggy morning 

voice greeted her ears.  
She didn't bother looking at him, she felt his 
presence the whole night on her side which was 

partly why she couldn't sleep. She wasn't used to 
sharing her bed at all. And she didn't exactly feel 
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comfortable sharing one with a person who had a 
penis between their legs.  

Albeit Mason kept to his side of the bed the entire 
night, snoring all the way into sunrise, she was still 
very much aware of him, and it irked her.  
"You kept tossing and turning and disturbing my 

sleep." He jumped out of bed and that's when 
Lesedi noticed his sleeping attire.  
"You slept naked in my bed?" she asked, 

bewildered. "How dare you!"  
Mason stretched and ignored her. "I was not going 
to sleep in those fucking tight jeans man."  

"Do you not own a pair of pyjamas?"  
"No, hey I didn't touch you okay? If there is 
anyone who should complain here is me." He 
snapped, rubbing sleep off his eyes. This was not 

how he had imagined waking up on a new year. He 
thought he'd be lucky to score some nice girl who 
he'd bed into the new year and wake up on some 

more adult fun with.  
"You?" she sat up in bed, her eyes filled with 
accusation.  

"Yes me, I paid a lot of money for all these houses 
and yet I couldn't even sleep alone or get some 
pussy. No, I had to go get some crazy girl who 
went on a killing spree and then share a bed with 

her, and she tosses and turns the whole night. 
Fuck." He walked over to the couch and sat down.  
"Says someone that was snoring all night."  



"Doesn't mean I had a good night's rest."  
"I can't sleep with other people okay? It's 

uncomfortable." She mumbled, her lips slightly 
pouting.  
Before mason could even ask or say anything, a 
knock resounded on the door. "Mason?" it was 

Gina, his little siter, the last born in the family.  
Mason walked to the door and opened it slightly 
and Gina passed him his cell phone that was 

currently ringing. She was in a sleepy state and 
looked like someone who won't be getting up for at 
least a couple more hours.  

"G!" He answered the call immediately Gina placed 
the ringing and vibrating gadget in his hand. He 
had forgotten to take his phone last night as he 
had forgotten about the sleeping arrangements.  

"Ay man, what do I do with the cargo?" Ginger 
asked. He sounded like he had been awake for a 
while. His voice was crisp and sharp.  

"I just woke up and didn't even ask the queen 
what she would like us to do with it." Mason rolled 
his eyes as if Ginger could see him, but Lesedi was 

looking at him. She didn't miss the sarcastic 
remark and she knew they were talking about her 
father's body.  
"Queen? You tapping that?" Ginger asked, his 

voice laced with amusement. "Damn bro, you 
move fast."  



Groaning Mason pinched the bridge of his nose, 
"Not like that man, like ice queen. I will call you 

back." He hung up.  
"Ice queen?" she asked with a brow arched.  
"What do you want to do with the body? Should we 
make it disappear?" he asked.  

Lesedi mauled over it, she has been thinking about 
that too for the most part of the night when she 
was not thinking of how uncomfortable it was to 

share a bed with someone. "No, do you think we 
can have a funeral? I want a funeral."  
Mason looked at her like she was insane. "You 

want a funeral? An actual funeral? With just us or 
with your whole family?"  
Lesedi looked at him like he was insane as well, "I 
mean I want his body found. I don't want to look 

over my shoulder wondering if someone will start 
looking for him... so I want his body found, I want 
to bury him, with my family... with his family too if 

they care." She got out of bed and Mason noticed 
her sleeping attire. She wore long pyjama pants 
that matched with a long-sleeved pyjama top.  

"Right, that makes sense. I am sure G will think of 
something that could stick. The man has two stab 
wounds on his neck... questions will be asked."  
"He has a lot of enemies, surely one must have 

gotten to him." She mumbled, opening the curtains 
and windows in the room. Out of habit, she started 
making the bed.  



"Are you not... how do you feel?" Mason just had 
to ask. Sure, the woman was a fireball, had a 

spunk and too much heat behind her eyes, had a 
fucking mean streak, but murdering people? It 
couldn't be a habit right?  
Lesedi looked at him, the fact that he was all 

muscle, and no clothes didn't really affect her 
much. sure, he had a great physique, those arms 
were ripped, the veins on his forearms... the abs... 

but whatever. He was just another man who at this 
minute was looking at her like she killed for a 
living.  

She was good at reading people, assessing 
situations... and Mason right now, was looking at 
her like she had some disgusting skin disease.  
"I have never killed before." She told him as she 

fluffed out the pillows and placed them back on the 
bed. "I can see the look in your eyes."  
"What look is that?"  

"You are wondering if this is what I do. No, it is 
not. But I will surely do it if pushed in a fucking 
corner or if someone fucking ruins my life." She 

was now slapping the damn pillows.  
"I didn't... that's not what I was thinking."  
"Yeah it was, but you don't understand Mason, I 
had to do it. What he did... fucking unforgivable. 

He had to go; did I know what the hell I was 
doing? No. Do I know what I am doing now? No... 
do I have any regrets? Yes, I should have killed 



him a long time ago. That's my only regret." She 
picked up her toiletry bag from the chair at the 

corner of the room and left the room without 
waiting for a response.  
Mason looked at the spot she was standing on, 
then at the door she exited through, this woman 

was something else. He does not know what the 
hell he just got himself in, but the sooner he wraps 
up this job the better.  

He called Ginger back and informed her what 
Lesedi wanted.  
"Okay, I will do my best to wipe off any trace of us 

or hers on this guy and see what I can do. He's a 
drug dealer... I will have to make sure it looks like 
a rival killing." Ginger told his boss then they 
agreed on greater details then hung up.  

"Mace?" Kyle walked inside their guesthouse. "Hey 
man."  
Mason's eyes met his brothers at the door. Kyle 

walked inside and closed the door behind him. 
"When are we sending that bastard to jail? I have 
a killer hangover and just want to get everything 

out of my hair." he asked. The bastard being 
Lesedi and Tracy's father.  
Kyle was the one who called him back to South 
Africa to help him out with stealing that man's 

money and to protect his girl from him. Tracy 
suffered severely in the hands of that man, and he 
wanted him in jail as soon as yesterday.  



Mason hated lying to his brother but at this point 
he wasn't sure if he could tell anyone what 

happened. "Uhm later tonight? I need to set up 
reporters and a camera crew, social media 
butterflies to capture everything so he doesn't 
even see the sun." Mason informed him.  

Kyle nodded in understanding. "Thank you bro, I 
owe you one." 
"You owe me more than that but who's counting 

right?" Mason smirked. He loved his siblings to 
death, but a favour was a favour even though it 
wouldn't be a malicious one.  

Kyle grinned and as he opened his mouth to 
respond, the door opened and in walked Lesedi 
wrapped in a white fluffy robe. "Oh!" Kyle 
exclaimed as if he just remembered seeing Lesedi 

and Mason walk out to go 'sleep' last night. He was 
drunk but he sure did remember.  
"Lesedi." He greeted her with a smile which wasn't 

returned. Lesedi hated the glint in his eyes, the 
douche believed that she and Mason had slept 
together, well had sex with each other since they 

technically did sleep together.  
"Hi... and bye." She kept the door open. Kyle 
didn't argue, he shot right out.  
"Did you tell him?" she narrowed her eyes as 

Mason soon as Kyle closed the door.  
"No, but I don't know how long I am going to keep 
it for, he needs to know."  



"Needs to know? He doesn't need to know 
anything, next thing he tells his girlfriend a.k.a my 

sister and I lose her again. I don't think anyone 
would love to have a murderer for a sister... so 
you can never tell any of your brothers."  
"Fine. Fuck, the sooner this is done, the sooner I 

can fucking leave." He snapped.  
"And what are you still doing in my room? It's bad 
enough that now everyone thinks we fucked each 

other... you're still here. Get out, I want to 
change."  
Mason looked at her and shook his head. Was this 

attitude only kept for him and his brothers or 
everyone else? He wondered because damn man, 
the girl was a dragon.  
"I am leaving wanted to give Gina some few hours 

of sleep. People partied until late you know?"  
"Not my problem, get out." she snapped, unzipping 
her bag to check her clothes.  

"By the way... you need to get it into your thick 
head that we did sleep together... not only would 
people be jealous that you scored a gentleman like 

myself but if you don't get it through then you 
have a weak ass alibi and we might as well walk to 
the central station and hand ourselves over 
because trust me, one way or another... your 

whole family will be questioned." Then he walked 
out of the room.  



Lesedi had a few words she wanted to pass, people 
would be jealous she scored him? Cocky much? 

like she'd ever give him the time of the day.  
Just as she finished dressing up and combing her 
hair, her sister called her to come join her for 
breakfast in the Lapa. She was a little hungry, but 

she knew she wouldn't be able to stomach 
anything until she hears the news that her father's 
body was found, and nothing would link back to 

her or Mason and team.  
She unplugged her phone and went to find her 
baby sister.  

"Soo.. you and Mason?" Tracy cut to the chase as 
she filled her plate with left over meat that she 
warmed up.  
"Oh God no, a huge mistake on my part I do not 

want to talk to about it." She nipped it in the bud. 
There was no way she was going to admit 
something that did not happen, but what did 

happen was that they shared a bed, and she will 
never do that to herself ever again.  
"Please don't tell me he sucks in bed? He looks so 

gorgeous and confident..."  
Lesedi had a choice, to bad mouth him or to make 
her sister believe she had an amazing night. "He 
was and I don't want to talk about it, please."  

Tracy gasped. "Arg now you just ruined him for 
me."  
"You're dating his brother."  



"So? He's handsome and I just... I was just saying, 
okay fine... let's not talk about him. Let's talk 

about us."  
"Us?" 
"Dad is finally going to go to jail and if there is 
anything he did right was to create the businesses 

in my name, and I hold title deeds to both shops." 
Tracy was smiling. Hearing her talk about her 
father as if he was still alive unsettled her.  

It made her more aware of the crime she had 
committed. "Mhm yeah?"  
"Yeah, and since you are already working in a 

salon, I thought it would be great to transfer it into 
your name."  
Lesedi was in for a shock, she couldn't believe her 
sister was freely giving away the salon she worked 

so hard for just like that.  
"Mohau... I can't... I can't accept that, it's your 
baby." Lesedi felt uncomfortable. she was 

unsettled.  
"You deserve it. And I won't argue with you, I will 
be meeting the lawyers during the week, and we 

will discuss this. But I have made my decision." 
Her baby sister deadpanned.  
As the day progressed, Lesedi for a hot second 
forgot all about her dilemma. She was enjoying 

lunch with her sister and boyfriend, watching Kyle 
complain and moan over hangover brought 
satisfaction to her body. She didn't know why...  



Soon everyone started to leave one by one and 
only she and Mason remained. Mason told Tracy & 

Kyle that he'd drop Lesedi off at the hotel she 
stayed in, but she knew there was more to it, she 
could catch an uber like she did last night... but 
they had a pressing matter to resolve.  

"It's done." Mason sat on the wooden table, joining 
the fierce woman.  
"What is?"  

"The whole thing, we made it look like a gang 
killing... left some weird signature on it, Ginger 
asked around and found some old gang that your 

father had some bad ins with, and we copied their 
signature kills. So, by the end of this day... your 
father's body will be found, and some crazy gang 
will take the heat for it." Mason shrugged.  

"So, what, Ginger does all your dirty work and you 
just work from your nice computer and your nice 
phone?"  

Mason looked at her, looked straight in her eyes 
and didn't even blink, "Do you know how to be 
grateful?"  

That caught her off-guard, the look in his eyes, it 
was... he was irritated and somehow it irked her. 
She was the one often irritated by other people but 
to be on the receiving end of that made her antsy.  

"Thank you." She mumbled and he sighed.  
"Come on... I need to settle the bill because my 
guests broke some few things but hey... small 



price to pay for a great party, even though I didn't 
enjoy it."  

"Hey, I said thank you, but if you think I will feel 
bad that you didn't enjoy your stupid party, 
barking up the wrong tree here."  
So much for being grateful, Mason shook his head 

and walked to the reception, paid what he owed, 
left a nice tip for the receptionist and then drove 
out of the lodge.  

Soon as she arrived at the hotel, she found her 
mother crying and Sofia comforting her. Panic set 
her body on fire, she threw her bag on the floor 

and rushed over to the two special women in her 
life.  
"What's wrong? What happened?" she asked.  
"Lucas called..." her heart started to beat wild. 

Lucas was their father's younger brother.  
"What does he want?" she asked, "What did he 
say? Why is mama crying?"  

Sofia looked at her but kept rubbing Daisy's back, 
"He said he was burned to death."  
"Who was burned to death Sofia, nothing you're 

saying is making sense. What is going on man?" 
Lesedi worried a great deal about her mother. She 
vowed to protect her from the sick world with 
everything she had in him.  

"Morris." 
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"Oh!" that was Lesedi's response. There she was, 
worried sick thinking Lucas called and threatened 

her mother, but no the man came bearing bad and 
good news depending on how you looked at it.  
"Oh?" Sofia was bewildered at the girl's response. 
"Oh? You knew about this? Oh?"  

Lesedi couldn't understand why her mother was 
crying over the news when she should be fucking 
rejoicing and kissing her damn feet, well if she 

knew it was her who killed the man. And she didn't 
understand why Sofia was looking at her like she 
stole sherbet from the sweetest girl in the streets.  

"What?"  
"Lesedi... did you know about this? Why are you 
so... so calm?"  
Lesedi might as well scream at the top of her lungs 

that she was the one who killed the man. Why the 
hell didn't she practise how she'd have to react 
when she 'hears' the news? Damn it.  

"I didn't know... but I mean I thought it was 
something serious, I just don't understand why 
mama is crying."  

"He... was... my husband." Daisy answered, her 
speech was better, but she still took a while to 
speak each word. It was as if she had to think of 
them before she could say them. It broke Lesedi's 

fucking heart that it was because of that damned 
loser her mother was like this.  



"He was a monster! He was a fucking monster 
damn it!" Lesedi snapped. "How can you cry for a 

man that almost killed you? How can you allow 
yourself to feel anything for the man who 
terrorized your kids and ruined their entire lives?"  
"Lesedi calm down, you're scaring her." Sofia stood 

up to her full height and stepped into Lesedi's 
comfort zone. "Go to your room and calm down, 
you aren't helping her."  

"Fuck! Fuck all of this!" she hauled her bag off the 
floor and walked inside her bedroom, slamming the 
door in the process.  

Soon as she arrived in her bedroom her phone 
rang, it was Tracy, if her sister cried as well, she 
was going to lose her mind.  
"Yeah, he's dead, just heard." Lesedi snapped into 

the phone before Tracy could even greet or even 
state why she had called.  
"Oh." 

"That's what I said, but no, I am the fucking 
villain."  
"I am sorry, I am not quite following, what you 

said? Why are you a villain?" Tracy asked, Lesedi 
could tell her sister's mood wasn't as cheerful as 
how she last saw her.  
"Nothing, never mind, what's up?"  

"How do you feel about this? I mean when Mason 
told Kyle that he didn't do it, that someone else 
got to them while they tried to move him... it kind 



of made me happy. Does that make me a bad 
person?" Tracy asked. For a thirty years old 

woman, she sure sounded too innocent when she 
asked that. If anything, Tracy did have some 
spunk in her, Lesedi was the meanest, but Tracy 
could hold hers down too.  

"No, no it doesn't. He deserved it for what he put 
you through."  
"What he put us through." Tracy corrected. "We 

were all affected by him and... uhm.."  
"What?" Lesedi probed.  
"So, are we the ones burying him?" her younger 

sister asked. She didn't even think of this. But she 
sure knew she didn't want to plan that man's 
funeral.  
"I mean, he put Lucas as his next of kin, probably 

wrote him down on policies if he had any, so let 
him bury the fucker. Why must we be in it?" Lesedi 
slumped back on the bed, pressing her phone to 

her ear. She didn't want Sofia or her mom to 
eavesdrop and hear the whole conversation.  
"Yeah but he is still legally married to mom."  

"Le yena o busy o nnetse ho lla wena, yoh aowa ke 
bhoregile nna." Lesedi rolled her eyes like Tracy 
could see her. (She keeps on crying and it's boring 
me.)  

"Bathong, why is she crying? Is it shock maybe?"  



"I better hope so, because we are not burying that 
asshole and I am not going to keep consoling her 

like we lost a goddamn hero."  
The girls spoke for a while and then hung with 
Tracy promising to see them soon to talk things 
over. 

Sofia after a while knocked on Lesedi's bedroom 
door and found the young lady cuddled in her bed. 
"Can I come in?" Sofia asked. If anything, she 

respected Lesedi's space.  
"Yeah." Lesedi sat up to accommodate her 
mother's caregiver.  

"She once loved that man you know? Then hated 
him, then became very afraid of him because of 
what she knew he could do to the two of you. So 
she was in shock, she doesn't miss him or wish he 

were alive... she was just caught off-guard cause 
she never thought that day would come. So, you 
don't have to shout and scream... you are making 

her draw back into her shell." Sofia was ever calm, 
and she spoke about Daisy so well with so much 
love.  

"I am sorry." Lesedi felt like a bitch.  
"It's okay, just don't do it again, I have worked so 
hard to get her where we are today." Sofia smiled 
softly. "Anyway, Lucas called again just now, but I 

haven't told sis'Daisy yet."  
"How does he even have your number? I haven't 
seen that man in twelve years, twelve Sofia!"  



Sofia shrugged answering the questions, she too 
had no idea where that man got her number from. 

"I wish I knew, but they said they will be driving 
here tomorrow... to help with funeral 
arrangements."  
"Sorry what?"  

"Yeah, we have to go back to Soweto. I am sure 
people are talking now and they will wonder where 
we are. We have to go back home."  

"Yoh hai, that man made our lives hell, and we 
must bury him? No man, no."  
The following Day, Tracy arrived at the hotel and 

helped her family pack up to leave. She helped her 
mother into her car, the security guard at the hotel 
had to help because Tracy's truck was a little high 
up for the fragile woman.  

Lesedi drove shotgun as she didn't have a car of 
her own and off they went to Soweto. It was a 
good thing they had cleaned the place up after 

their father trashed it on Christmas day, so they 
arrived to a clean home.  
"Right, we don't have any plates, glasses or cups." 

Lesedi clapped her hands and pursed her lips. She 
wanted to have a glass of water, but their father 
broke every single glass in the house. The 
cupboards housed only the plastic kitchenware.  

Sofia took Daisy to her bedroom and that's when 
Tracy grabbed Lesedi's hand, and they walked 
outside.  



"We need to go buy a few things for the house."  
"Wasn't the plan to move mom into a hotel until 

you could buy her the house she wants? Why are 
we now buying things for this place?"  
"We can't live in a house with no plates or cups 
Lesedi... bathong wena, we need them at least the 

duration of this week." Tracy argued.  
"Buy paper plates and paper cups then. This house 
is temporary. I don't want to make this house feel 

like a home for the coming guests."  
Tracy wanted to argue, she wanted to tell her 
sister that they couldn't waste money on paper 

cups and plates, they needed porcelain plates and 
cups. But she couldn't argue as a very nice car 
pulled up in the yard.  
They hadn't closed the gate when Tracy drove in 

the yard, so the car drove through with no hassles 
and no one knowing who it belonged to.  
The range rover pulled up right next to Tracy's car 

and they could make out the driver very well, 
Lucas Junior Phiri. But the man was not alone in 
the car, it had tinted windows so they couldn't tell 

who the other guests were.  
"Bathong, they are already here?" Lesedi 
mumbled, her eyes not tearing off the car.  
"He must have driven here yesterday." The Phiri 

family were from North West but hailing all the 
way from Malawi. Their lineage has been watered 
down from generation to generation until they 



called themselves Batswana from North West. Most 
of them were born this side anyway, like Lucas's 

mother, the girls' grandmother, she was born and 
bred here and so was her mother.  
Lucas stepped out of the car, tall like their father, 
light skinned with sharp eyes. He looked at the 

girls and smiled.  
"Banake..." he greeted them while rounding his car 
to open the back passenger door.  

The other side opened, and it was their father's 
cousin who very much acted like his sister, Tapiwa. 
Tapiwa acted like she shitted gold, dressed to the 

nines and her nose was always hanging in the air, 
flaring.  
"Is that your grandmother?" Lesedi watched as 
Lucas helped an elderly woman out of the car. Of 

course, it was their grandmother, they would 
recognize that woman anywhere.  
Their grandmother was eighty years old of age, 

used a walking stick as she once dislocated her hip 
but otherwise, the woman was really aging 
gracefully.  

"Lesedi, Tracy." Tapiwa greeted them with a smile, 
it did not reach her eyes at all.  
"Tapiwa." Lesedi greeted back, not even fake 
smiling.  

"I see you're still rude. It's auntie Tapiwa to you." 
Tapiwa rolled her eyes.  
"You're five years older than me, Tapiwa it is."  



"Okay now, let's play nice." Tracy interjected, 
Lesedi hated everyone from her father's side of the 

family and Tracy did not want fight brewing while 
they had a funeral to plan.  
"Our bags are in the car, if you could please help 
us with them." Tapiwa said. "Is your mother 

inside?"  
"My babies." They grandmother greeted them. She 
was using her walking stick as support. They 

exchanged pleasantries, well Tracy, Lucas and the 
grandmother exchanged pleasantries while Lesedi 
walked inside the house.  

She hated how pretentious everyone was. They all 
smiled, hugged as if they were on good terms. 
They left them and never cared a damn about 
them. Did not even contact them even after their 

father beat their mother half to death.  
Soon everyone except Sofia and Daisy settled 
around the kitchen table and Lucas got down to 

business. "Lesedi my girl, please sit down." Lucas 
said to his brother's first-born child. She was 
standing next to the fridge, arms folded looking 

hella pissed.  
"I am good." She responded. Her mother's house 
suddenly felt like a match box. It was too small to 
house all these people.  

"I know it's a hard time for all of us. I know you 
loved your father and must miss him terribly, it's 



okay." Lucas spoke softly and Lesedi snickered and 
rolled her eyes.  

"What's that supposed to mean?" Tapiwa asked, 
catching Lesedi in the act.  
"What's what supposed to mean?" Lesedi asked.  
Tapiwa mimicked her actions, snickered and rolled 

her eyes. "Your father died, your uncle is trying to 
comfort you and you roll your eyes? I don't think 
anyone here needs to deal with your attitude 

Lesedi, it's tiring now."  
Those words, those damned words should have 
stayed where they were, deep inside Tapiwa 

because the minute she finished, Lesedi unleashed 
the disgust and anger she was reigning in.  
"You have some nerve, all of you. You have some 
bloody nerves to show up here twelve years later, 

no phone, no SMSs, no bloody please call me, and 
you want to tell me you're here to comfort me? 
That I must check my attitude? Bloody hell maan."  

Tracy knew that she couldn't say anything to calm 
her sister down and she knew Tapiwa was also a 
mean fuck. So, she kept quiet and played with her 

finger nails, occasionally stealing glances from her 
grandmother to her uncle.  
"Lesedi, this is not the time my child to be pointing 
fingers. It's a difficult time for all of us. We lost 

someone; I know it hurts... but you can't take it 
out on us." Her grandmother spoke. Eighty years 
old and she spoke so well, calmly but every word 



was pronounced well... and yet her fifty-nine years 
old mother was struggling with her speech.  

"It hurts? It's a difficult time? You know what hurt 
koko? You know what was a difficult time? When 
your goddamn monster of a son beat my mother 
half to death and none of you came to see her or 

to talk to him, or to even make sure Mohau and I 
were okay. That hurt, that was a difficult time." 
Lesedi snapped.  

"Please Lesedi, now is not the time to be talking 
about old matters, we are here now." Tapiwa 
added her piece. "Where is your mom and Sofia?"  

"Where is your mom, where is Sofia, you even 
know about Sofia, keeping al tabs on us but 
couldn't dare face us. What? You were ashamed of 
what that monster did, or you just did not care?"  

"Damn it Lesedi, will you stop?" Lucas yelled. "This 
is not about you; this is not about the past. My 
brother was burned to death, burned to death and 

we just came here to bury him in peace damn it."  
"Bury him in peace? In peace? Well, I hope you 
have the money, I really hope you have the money 

to bury him rangwane because we don't. His death 
is the best gift anyone could ever give us and 
seeing you lot here, makes my blood boil."  
Her grandmother gasped, tears stinging her eyes 

while Tapiwa's jaw dropped. Lucas, Lucas was 
seething with anger. "That's my brother you're 
talking about little girl."  



"And he was my useless father, now what?" Lesedi 
challenged him.  

Just then two tall men with green and blue eyes 
walked in through the opened kitchen door, having 
heard the commotion as they entered through the 
gate.  

All eyes turned to them, and Tracy was the first to 
jump from her seat to welcome Kyle and Mason.  
"Jaanong ke bo mang ba?" Tapiwa asked, curiosity 

filling her body.  
"Let's go outside, Lesedi come!" Tracy held Kyle's 
hand and shooed them outside. Lesedi reluctantly 

followed.  
"Please note that this house only has two 
bedrooms and already four people will be sleeping 
here, we don't have space for any extra people. I 

hope you made sleeping arrangements elsewhere." 
Lesedi said to her relatives before dragging herself 
out of the kitchen following her sister and the two 

Pierce brothers.  
"Lesedi here thinks it's a great idea to unleash war 
with dad's family. This week is going to be 

ridiculously long." Tracy answered the two men's 
curious expressions.  
"Go on and make me the bad guy." Lesedi joined 
the small group.  

"I am not making you the bad guy sis; I am just 
saying it how I see it. It's only Sunday and 
Saturday is so far away. Can't we just pretend and 



ignore them?" Tracy was all for a peaceful year, 
she was done fighting, she was done being angry.  

"I have time and I have the energy. I will fight by 
myself if I have to. But no one, not a single person 
will come in my home and tell me that I need to 
check my attitude. In my home? That will never 

happen."  
"What are the police doing here?" Tracy ignored 
her sister's last statement as the white police van 

with blue words on it stopped outside the yard and 
two officers in blue walked in the yard.  
Lesedi felt bubbles brew in the pit of her belly. She 

cast a glance at Mason who also looked at her, 
wondering the same damn thing,  
Were the police there to investigate the murder or 
they came for something else.  

"Afternoon ladies and gents." One of the officers 
greeted. They passed their condolences to Morris' 
daughters, told them to be strong in this difficult 

time and proceeded to drop a bomb on them.  
"We would like to see Mrs Daisy Phiri please; we 
have a couple of questions to ask her about her 

husband's death."  
"You must be freaking kidding me!" 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Four  

"What the hell for?" Tracy asked. "What do you 
want from my mother?"  
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"Yeah officers, what's going on?" Mason asked. He 
was hella curious. He did not think the police 

officers would be conducting their investigations 
this soon. The man's body was probably still being 
checked and no ruling made yet.  
"Well, we are running an investigation on the 

death of your father and we believe he has been 
killed by some rival gang here in Soweto, so we 
just need to ask Mrs Phiri if she knew anything 

about that." One of the officers answered, he was 
fair skinned, spotted a beer belly and looked nice 
enough. Untrustworthy but nice.  

Lesedi kissed her teeth and moved forward, eye-
levelling the officer as she was almost as tall as he 
was. Tracy and Lesedi were not regarded short but 
compared to Mason and Kyle, they were shorter.  

"What's your name?" Lesedi asked. Her hair was 
tied into a neat bun, she looked so neat and mean. 
She looked like someone who feared nothing and 

no one.  
"Detective Marumo ma'am." He answered, gulping. 
Somehow Lesedi being that close to him, her eyes 

emotionless made him uneasy.  
"Well detective Marumo, my mother doesn't speak, 
she hasn't said a word since about ten years ago 
when my father took a baseball bat that was 

meant to scare some criminals that would dare 
enter our house while we are asleep and beat the 
shit out of her with it. 



"She was hospitalized for months and when she 
came home, her jaw had locked, every part of her 

body dislocated and she had to attend physical 
therapy sessions as well as speech therapy, even 
today, she is still attending those, and we are here 
hoping she will get better. Now you want to come 

here to question her about her good for nothing 
husband that almost killed her? Why?" she asked.  
The detectives shared an uneasy look and Marumo 

cleared his throat, not knowing what to say as he 
did not at all expect to hear such. In fact, he was 
hoping that they'd make progress into finding the 

gang that's been terrorizing the township and put a 
stop to it. They had hoped that now this man was 
dead, Daisy might know and want to say 
something.  

According to them, the wives always knew 
something.  
"I'm sorry to hear that." Marumo stated.  

"Mhm, you don't have to be." Lesedi was 
intimidating as hell. The fact that she was a 
woman and stood dangerously close to the 

detective told him that she was not the one to be 
messed with.  
"But we thought she could help us put the bad 
guys in jail. The wives of these men always know 

something."  
"My father left this house eight years ago and he 
lived to terrorize the hell out of us. If anything, 



those people deserve a fucking price for getting us 
out of hell. If my mother could talk, I wouldn't 

even let you anywhere near her, now unless 
detective Marumo you have anything else I 
suggest you leave and don't come back ever 
again."  

Tracy, Kyle and Mason kept quiet as the scene 
unfolded. Mason was damn proud of this little 
minx. She stood her ground and if it wasn't clear 

already, Lesedi hated her father's guts and didn't 
care who knew.  
The officers didn't even spend any minute longer, 

they left but did tell the ladies that they were going 
to find the people who killed their father because it 
was their job anyway.  
Tracy and Kyle walked towards Kyle's car which 

was parked outside, leaving Mason and Lesedi 
alone.  
"You need to be careful of what you say, you don't 

want to make people think you hated your father 
to a point of getting him killed." Mason spoke in a 
very low tone.  

Lesedi folded her arms and arched an eyebrow in 
his direction, "Oh pray tell Mason, do you want me 
to fake mourn? I am sorry but I can't and won't do 
that."  

"Just don't talk too much alright?" Mason was a 
little ticked off. He didn't want to be caught in the 
crossfire.  



"Anyway, what are you doing here? I know Kyle is 
here for Mohau, but wena?" she corked her 

eyebrow questioningly.  
Mason flicked his nose, this girl was not your 
magazine cover gorgeous, but she was gorgeous. 
Her chocolate skin, her dimpled chin, her thick 

brows, the fire in her eyes, the scowl on her lips, 
the flaring of her nose, her intimidating no-
nonsense posture, she was a goddess. But she was 

too crazy for him to even let the thought of her 
beauty run wild.  
"I have a hundred million rands with me and it 

needs to go into someone's bank account." He 
spoke in a very low tone. Lesedi had forgotten 
about that. "And I just had Tracy's account 
activated again, if you will need money for the 

funeral."  
"Thanks, uhm I don't think we can move such a lot 
of money into our personal bank accounts right?"  

"No, it will raise alarms, the little I can get away 
with is five million per account."  
"What are you?" Lesedi asked, she knew damn well 

that the things this man was capable of doing were 
borderline illegal yet genius.  
Mason smiled, oh he loved it when people noticed 
the genius mind and skills he possessed. Boosted 

his fucking ego.  
"You let me worry about that." Mason wiggled his 
brows and Lesedi rolled her eyes in return.  



A groan nudged its way out of Lesedi's throat when 
she saw two elderly women walk through the gate 

carrying buckets of scones with. "The man died 
yesterday and already we are getting visitors with 
scones? I am sorry Mason but you requesting that 
I be nice during this time won't work."  

Mason couldn't even say anything before Lesedi 
walked away in a speed, stopping the women dead 
in their tracks. "Dumelang." Lesedi folded her 

arms, anger marring her face.  
"Dumela hle ngwanaka." One of the women 
greeted and the other followed suit. "Please accept 

our condolences." They were speaking in very calm 
tones. "We heard the terrible news. Phiri was a 
respectable man in the community."  
"Respectable man in the community?? Since 

when?" Lesedi asked one in particular who lived 
right across the street. Mma Sethosa. "Mma 
Sethosa please okay? you know very well that man 

was not a good man so please spare us the 
bullshit."  
"Okay, Dumelang." Tracy had left her boyfriend 

and quickly rushed to save the two women from 
her sister's wrath. "Thank you for the scones Mma 
Sethosa, but we are still talking as a family and we 
don't even have chairs for visitors, please come 

tomorrow?" Tracy politely informed the two women 
and they left in understanding.  



"Yoh wena. At the rate you're going, no one will 
come here and help us bury the man. Can you just 

please... just please be nice." Tracy picked up the 
buckets and walked inside the house.  
Mason chuckled at Lesedi. The woman was a 
fireball. She didn't beat around the bush and didn't 

buy face, what you see is what you truly get.  
"Dude, do you want people to come and pass their 
condolences or not?" Mason asked, his chest 

vibrating from his low chuckles. Kyle had walked 
back in the yard, and he too was amused.  
"Do you know that none of these people ever 

stopped by to check on my mom after he beat her 
up? No one wanted to come here, maybe they 
were scared but he left, he left for a long time, and 
no one still came. Today he's dead and they are 

coming with buckets of scones? Fuck them man." 
Lesedi retreated to the house.  
"Tell me again what you saw in her when you 

fucked her Mason? That girl is insane. She's a 
ticking time bomb." Kyle was astonished. 
Flabbergasted to say the least.  

"Fucked her?" Mason was confused then 
remembered the alibi story... "I don't wanna talk 
about that. Clearly I was drunk. Can we go home? 
I don't wanna be here."  

"Yeah, let's go tell buttercup we are leaving. She 
said something about getting chairs and a tent, so 



I wanna confirm if she will do it, or I should. Did 
you activate her account again?"  

"Yeah, she can use her accounts again." The two 
tall men walked around the house and Kyle walked 
inside the house, Tracy had pulled him into their 
bedroom to talk to him and her sister.  

Mason remained outside and caught a conversation 
that had his heart skipping a beat.  
The girls' uncle was hidden by Tracy's car, and he 

was in a heated conversation with someone over 
the phone, someone of importance and someone 
who scared him.  

"I will get to the bottom of this Mateo I promise. 
His house burned down, and I can't find his boys 
because I was trying to sort out the mortuary 
stuff." That was Lucas talking on the phone, Mason 

could only hear the one-sided conversation.  
"I know, I know that someone stole the money 
from him, it did not burn in that house. I will get to 

the bottom of this. I am keeping an eye on the 
family in case they know or heard something. Yes, 
yes I will keep in touch." Just then Lucas rounded 

the car and found Mason leaning against the wall, 
one leg propped up.  
He looked like some bad boy needing some time 
alone.  

"Hello there, I don't believe we have met." Lucas 
approached the lone man.  



Mason peered his eyes at the man, he was tall, a 
little scrawny compared to Mason's big and 

muscled frame. "Mason, Mason Pierce." Mason 
passed his hand for a firm handshake.  
"Don't know any Pierces. I am Lucas, Lucas Phiri, 
Morris's brother."  

"Ahh, right. Nice to meet you I guess."  
"Yeah under these circumstances. Tell me, how do 
you know my girls?"  

"Your girls? Oh, you mean Tee and Lesedi? We are 
friends." Mason responded. He had no idea why 
this man was talking to him, but he knew he was 

entertaining the man because he wanted to know 
more about him.  
"Friends, mhm okay. Anyway, have the girls ever 
said anything about their father? When last did 

they see him?"  
Mason was startled that this man would ask him 
such questions, but he was not complaining. "They 

didn't see him often, they did say a couple of 
things about him, why?"  
"No, just need to understand what happened 

because now I just received a call that my 
brother's house was burned down, and some 
things were missing... so I just wanted to know if 
he ever reached out to his family you know, maybe 

someone was gunning for him."  
"Mhm, wait why would anyone gun for your 
brother? Was he a rich man? A gangster?" Mason 



faked nonchalance. There was no way he was 
going to admit he knew Morris was a dodgy 

character. Or even make it seem like he knew 
what happened to the said house that was burned 
down. That was his and Kyle's handiwork.  
Lucas shook his head as if realizing he might just 

be talking to the wrong person. "Hai it's fine my 
boy, come inside." Lucas walked into the house, 
but Mason remained put.  

There was no way he was walking into that kitchen 
to be scrutinized by Lesedi's family. He decided 
then to go wait in the car and avoid anymore 

confrontations.  
Just then Ginger called him. "G." he answered.  
"Yo man, we have a problem." Ginger cut to the 
chase. "That boy we got in jail? I think they called 

him Punch or something, Morris's right hand? 
Yeah, well he wants to talk."  
Mason sat up right on his seat, "What do you 

mean?"  
"Our cop guy tells me that someone from the 
outside wants him out of that jail and home boy is 

willing to talk. He wasn't talking before because he 
hadn't heard from Morris in a while but now that 
he knows someone who could get him out of jail... 
he wants to talk."  

"Okay but how does that concern us?"  
"You forgot he's the one that made out Lesedi on 
the day of the heist?" 



"Fuck!!"  
"Yeah, fuck. If this person reaches him, and he 

talks... Lesedi will be in trouble, ultimately us." 
Mason couldn't believe this. The heist happened a 
fucking while ago, Morris been missing for a week, 
comes out dead, and someone is looking for him... 

and that someone wanted the money that Morris 
had. He remembered the conversation Lucas had 
on the phone... and something told him the money 

they stole from Morris, was not all his.  
Double fuck.  
____ 
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#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Five  

"Okay, so we need to start planning for the 
unexpected visitors now, we need to get chairs, a 
tent, some urns for tea... if Tapiwa and them are 
here..."  

"I hear my name, and I enter." Tapiwa walked 
inside the girls' room after Kyle had left. He 
couldn't help Tracy much except to give her his 

card to buy whatever they needed, but he made 
sure she knew that no way in hell was he going to 
pay for that man's funeral. She was only to get a 

few necessities for the immediate family in the 
meantime.  
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But Tracy, the one with money between the two 
sisters had no plans of using Kyle's money. Her 

father didn't deserve it. Not after the hell he put 
her through.  
"Ey Tapiwa, mekgwa e kae?" Lesedi clicked her 
tongue in annoyance. (Tapiwa, where are your 

manners?)  
"Don't tell me about manners, we have been here 
for a while, you haven't offered rakgadi anything to 

eat or drink, you left us in the kitchen, we haven't 
seen sis'Daisy or Sofia since we arrived. You two 
are whispering by yourselves in here, what's going 

on?"  
"You want to be included? Fine, we need to get a 
tent and a couple of chairs for visitors that will be 
coming during the week, will you and rangwane 

handle that?" Lesedi asked. Tracy was more than 
prepared to handle the hiring of chairs and the 
tent, but she wanted to hear what Tapiwa would 

say.  
"Aowa, maybe Lucas can, I don't have money."  
"Then why do you want to know every little thing if 

you don't have money? And if your aunt is hungry, 
tsamo mo rekela Kota." (Go and buy her a kota) 
Tracy couldn't hold her laughter anymore, she 
downright burst out and fell on one of the twin 

beds she used to share with Lesedi. Her belly hurt 
as she couldn't stop from laughing. Now she knew 



her sister was absolutely insane, but she kept 
levelling up.  

"You think she's funny? That's your grandmother. 
Show some respect at least. Bathong!" Tapiwa 
exited the room in a huff.  
"Lesedi... you are something else you know? 

Yeses." Tracy has been trying to keep it together 
since they arrived, but Lesedi wasn't making things 
any easier.  

"Let's go talk to mom and Sofia, we need a plan." 
Lesedi didn't even crack a smile. She wasn't trying 
to be funny. She was just irritated.  

She should have asked Mason to dig up a shallow 
grave for the man instead.  
"Watseba, I wonder... did these people come here 
to bury their child, or they came here to watch us 

do it? Dude, I don't have money...besides that 
other money, I don't have money, I don't have 
policies, I have nothing." Lesedi sat down on her 

bed.  
She wasn't lying, she worked at a salon in Joburg 
CBD and only made enough to pay for rent, buy 

some few necessities and call it a day. She couldn't 
spare a grand to even assist with the funeral.  
Her father made sure that if she wasn't working for 
him then no one else should touch her. And 

besides, she didn't have any formal education 
besides her matric certificate. They didn't have 
enough money to take them to school, when her 



father started dealing in drugs and bringing money 
home, she took some of that and attended a few 

beauty classes where her hair braiding skills were 
advanced. Only that.  
"I don't want you worrying about that, I will give 
you my card to get whatever you need, whatever 

we will need. And as for anything else, you're 
right, let's hear what rangwane has to say. We 
can't be expected to foot the bill." Tracy also 

agreed with her sister. They had to put their feet 
down on this one.  
"Where is your mother? I want to see her." The 

two girls were greeted by their grandmother's calm 
voice as they returned back to the kitchen after 
having a chat with Sofia and their mother who 
have locked themselves in Daisy's bedroom.  

"Can we not stress the poor woman already? She 
needs some time to wrap her head around the fact 
that her good for nothing husband is dead." Lesedi 

pulled a chair and sat down. From the corner of 
her eyes, she could see Tapiwa seething, the horns 
on her forehead protruding.  

"We don't have any policies that cover this man, so 
how are we going to bury him? I work at a salon, 
Mohau lost her job, mama... well mama has been 
depending on us..." Lesedi asked her uncle 

specifically.  
"Heban, what about the money from the 
restaurant?" Lucas asked, he knew about the 



restaurant and the salon. He was always in the 
loop of all his brother's affairs.  

"The accounts were frozen because of my father 
and now that he's dead, there is more 
investigations." Tracy lied. Her father caused two 
of her miscarriages, she was not going to roll a red 

carpet for his funeral or his family that neglected 
them for years.  
Lucas scratched his brow out of sheer irritation, he 

had the money, well he could get the money, but 
he didn't want to. His brother was the one who 
gave him money all the time, well his brother 

maintained his lifestyle, now that the man was 
dead, he was trying to save every penny he could.  
"Eish, we will need to talk to someone about that. 
Those accounts should not be touched, we need 

the money." The gears in his head turned, as he 
thought of who to ask help from.  
"Rangwane, you didn't add your brother on any of 

your policies? Nothing at all? At this point we are 
just going to have to wrap him up in some old 
blanket and bury him like that and offer people 

French polony sandwiches at the funeral and call it 
a day." Lesedi spoke in a bored tone. She loved 
riling her uncle and Tapiwa up. She got a kick out 
of doing that.  

"Okay, that's enough now. This is a serious issue. 
My brother is lying there in a cold morgue, he 
needs to be buried with dignity. He started two 



businesses for you two spoilt brats and now you 
don't want to bury him? Are you two normal?" 

Lucas was seething with anger.  
"Where is Daisy? I know she won't stand for this 
nonsense. This is not the time to be a bitch about 
anything. We came here as a family to come and 

bury one of our own." 
"Exactly." Tapiwa added her two cents.  
"I have a better suggestion, how's about you sell 

your lavish car that your brother probably bought 
you and use the money to bury that dude? Huh? 
Why do we have to bury him after all the 

heartaches and the torture he put us through?"  
"Daisy? Daisy?" Lucas stood up and started calling 
Daisy around the house, searching the rooms to 
find the woman.  

Lesedi let him do as he wished. She knew Sofia 
would handle him. 
"Why do you hate your father so much? Yes, what 

he did to your mother was wrong, but he fixed it 
didn't he? He started businesses for you two girls 
to make up for that." Their grandmother asked, 

there was so much sadness in her eyes and in her 
voice. That, that irked Lesedi to the core.  
"He used those business to clean his drug money, 
if I didn't want to do it, he'd beat me. He beat me 

almost to death because I was pregnant and 
thought that could jeopardise his business. I lost 
two children because of him koko. Two! Now why 



would you want us to bury him? Why would you 
expect us to bury him with our money?" Tracy 

asked, her voice thick with sorrow.  
"You're lying, you just want to eat my brother's 
money by yourselves." Tapiwa dismissed Tracy 
with a wave of a hand and a roll of eyes.  

"Tapiwa, Tapiwa don't fucking try me. This brother 
you speak so highly of was a fucking monster to 
us. He was a fucking monster man. And listen... 

even if we do bury him with this money you claim 
we have, we will do that and not even give you a 
cent of it. So really, whether we want to 'eat' it by 

ourselves or not... you won't get anything." Lesedi 
then stood up from her chair.  
"Let's go, we need to get some stuff." Lesedi said 
to Tracy. She couldn't believe these people.  

Tracy didn't have to be told twice; she had left her 
purse in the car so there wasn't anything else she 
needed in the house. They walked to Tracy's car.  

"Don't mind Tapiwa, she's just a bitter old hag that 
has no life of her own." 
"It's okay... I mean that hurt, the fact that she 

didn't believe me? Yoh but whatever, I am okay 
now." Tracy asked her sister to drive. Suddenly 
she wasn't in the mood to do anything really. She 
was upset.  

"So where are we going?" Lesedi asked her sister 
as she pulled out of the driveway.  



"To get mom and Sofia food, and then organise 
some chairs and a tent to be set up inside the yard 

for visitors. You know how Africans do it, they will 
be coming in and out the whole week." Tracy 
responded. "I don't even know where they kept his 
body or what's happening with it."  

"Mhm, I guess rangwane Lucas will inform us when 
he wants to. I have never planned a funeral 
before. I don't even know what it is we are 

supposed to do." Lesedi confessed. "I don't even 
know how the morgue business works, what are 
we supposed to do, how to get coffins and 

whatnot. Who's going to dig his grave, how much 
food to buy, what to expect. Fuck man."  
They discussed details as they drove to Maponya 
mall, there they bought food, some plates, cups 

and glasses for the family. Then went to hire out a 
small tent and twenty chairs which will be 
delivered the following day. Then they went to 

order scones from some well-known bakery which 
will also be delivered tomorrow.  
The sun had just set when Sofia called them to 

hurry back home. They had just finished eating 
their dinner and trying to see how much money 
they were willing to spare and just actually have 
some light conversations.  

"It's only starting isn't it? I mean the drama." 
Tracy asked her sister as they loaded the groceries 



in Tracy's car. This time, she was happy to drive 
back home.  

"I am afraid so." Their father really was a piece of 
work even when he was dead. How fucking 
annoying.  
Arriving home, there was a car parked out front 

the girls drove in and Lesedi went to close the gate 
after Tracy's car as it was already night time and 
this was Soweto, couldn't take any chances.  

"Here they are." Tapiwa was alone in the kitchen, 
now wearing morning sleepers on her feet than her 
heels. She was boiling water, probably to make tea 

or cook.  
Sofia appeared from the hallway, poked her head 
into the kitchen and called the girls over. They 
walked to Daisy's room where Sofia locked behind 

her.  
"What's wrong?" Lesedi asked. Ever ready to fight.  
"A man came here, named Mateo Molao, he says 

he's an associate of your father. He left with Lucas 
now, I don't know why." Sofia was whispering 
while the girls' mother was knitting. Something she 

started doing as a form of therapy since the 
incident.  
"Mateo Molao? Okay what is wrong? What 
happened?" Tracy asked.  

"Well, he claims that your father was running some 
businesses for him and now that the man is dead, 



his money is gone, he's asking if we know anything 
about the money." Sofia informed them.  

"Wait, how would we know what that man did? We 
are just family on paper man. I hope you told him 
that." Lesedi said.  
"I did, but he said that he wants his money back, 

that he understands that the man had a salon and 
a restaurant, so either he gets those or you two 
make a way to get him his money."  

Lesedi and Tracy looked at each other, wondering 
who the hell this man was and why he had such 
guts to come and claim their businesses.  

"How much money did papa owe him? Did he say?" 
Tracy asked.  
Sofia heaved a heavy sigh before she opened her 
mouth, "Hundred million rand."  

 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Six  

It went all quiet. That amount was just too specific 
they knew, they knew they had fucked up. If this 
Mateo guy was being honest and is serious, then 

are were screwed should anyone get a hint that 
they were somehow involved.  
"Re rekile Nando's, did you cook pap Sofia?" Lesedi 
asked. (We bought Nando's...)  

"We bought chicken and salad and some fries." 
She unlocked the bedroom door and found Tapiwa 
just about to walk away from the door.  
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"Have some shame Tapiwa." Lesedi scolded her 
father's cousin's eavesdropping ways. She walked 

outside to get some of the things they bought. Her 
mind racing wild with thoughts of who this Mateo 
person was. She couldn't say she's ever heard of 
him.  

She knew most gangsters in Soweto especially 
ones who flaunted their money and drove lavish 
cars and pretended to be legit businessmen. She 

knew those but a Mateo Molao... that was a new 
name.  
She took out the Nando's bags and some plates 

and cups from the boot of Tracy's car.  
"Why are there no glasses and plates in this 
house? What happened?" Tapiwa asked. "Rakgadi 
wants tea."  

"Your lunatic cousin broke every plate and every 
glass and all the cups in this house out of rage. If 
you must know." Lesedi responded while placing 

the shopping bags on the table.  
"Hai wena, when? Why?" Tapiwa asked.  
"Does it matter?" Lesedi asked, looking Tapiwa in 

the eye. They were once close, once and it all went 
down the drain when Tapiwa showed her true 
colours to her. Now they hated each other's guts.  
"We bought chicken, I mean I didn't want to bring 

you and your aunt anything, but I am not that 
heartless."  



Tapiwa scoffed and folded her arms, "Could have 
fooled me."  

"I mean we know who the heartless one is 
between the two of us." Lesedi cut up the chicken 
and dished up for her mother and Sofia then put 
some meat in the containers for her and Tracy to 

eat tomorrow, then dished up three plates of 
chicken for the visitors and told Tapiwa to dish up 
pap as she already dished up for her mom and 

Sofia.  
She walked to the bedroom and placed the food on 
the table in the room, went back to get a bowl of 

warm water and a dish cloth to wipe hands after 
washing.  
"Are we not going to talk about the cow in the 
room?" Sofia asked, helping Daisy to sit on her 

chair so she would be able to eat from the table.  
"The elephant, the elephant in the room and no." 
Lesedi deadpanned. "And don't talk about it either 

when I am not here. We don't know who is 
listening. I will... I will find out what I can." Lesedi 
walked out of the room then walked outside,  

She wanted to make a call but caught her uncle 
waving the driver of the car that was parked in 
their yard off.  
"Lesedi." Lucas approached her. "What are you 

doing outside alone? At night?" he asked, his voice 
low, sounding energy less.  
Lesedi shrugged. "Who was that?" she asked.  



"Mateo." Lucas responded. "I assume Sofia filled 
you in about his visit?"  

"Yeah, but I don't understand what that has to do 
with us."  
"Well, you see my child, if you get involved with 
dangerous people, and you show them how you 

make money and promise to make them more 
money and fail to keep your promise, they attack 
your family. You two are lucky he didn't send 

bullets flying through these walls." Lucas then 
walked inside the house leaving her alone.  
Lesedi was irritated but at the same time scared 

for her mother, Sofia and Mohau. Her family has 
gone through enough already.  
Her phone rang as she looked into nothing, 
thinking of what could happen, what she should do 

because no way in hell were they going to give up 
the money they stole from her father.  
"Hello?" she answered not recognizing the number 

on the screen.  
"Hey, it's Mason. Can you talk?" he asked.  
"Uhm... not sure, my cousin has turned into an 

eavesdropping mosquito, so I don't know." Lesedi 
responded truthfully. She didn't want to say aunt, 
Tapiwa was rightfully her aunt but they were 
almost the same age so cousin it was.  

"I am down the road, next to this grey house. I 
didn't want to pull up there... can you come?"  



Lesedi found Mason strange but nonetheless, she 
walked outside the gate and spotted his Mustang 

not so far from their house.  
She walked the short distance in long, quick 
strides and jumped into the man's car. "You are 
acting like a shady boyfriend." She commented.  

He couldn't help but smile, this woman was just 
something else. "No, I am acting like a boyfriend 
that's afraid of his girlfriend's family."  

"So... shady?"  
"It's not shady, I could be respecting her family."  
"Or you could just be shady."  

"Whatever. Listen, we have a problem." Mason 
turned in his seat to look at her, she did the same. 
Now Lesedi never ever liked to be in such small 
spaces with men but with Mason, she was... she 

felt like she could trust him. Her guard was slightly 
down, slightly because she already thought of 
ways she could get out of the car should things 

turn south on her way to the car. By the time she 
entered the car, she was a lot calmer.  
"I know."  

"You know? Then why the fuck didn't you tell me?"  
"Hey! Don't get angry at me." Lesedi scowled, 
"firstly, I don't have your number can't call you, 
can't ask Tracy cause I don't want her asking 

questions, secondly I was going to call you and say 
what?"  



"Give me a heads up that fucking Punch is ready to 
reveal all that happened on Christmas day to some 

fucking dude that's promising to get him out jail!" 
Mason almost yelled in frustration.  
"Wait what? What do you mean Punch wants to 
talk, talk to who?"  

"Wait... what do you know then?" 
"Some guy came to our house and told Sofia that 
dad owes him a hundred million, so I thought you 

somehow found out?" The more she explained the 
more she realized that Mason wouldn't have known 
about the visit. It had just happened, and she 

didn't think Tracy has told Kyle yet.  
"What the fuck?"  
"No, this I don't care about, I care about Punch. 
On Christmas day my father told Sofia that Punch 

was the one who saw me, Punch knows it was us 
who pulled that heist. Mason... I will not go to jail 
or get entangled with some criminals I have never 

heard of."  
Mason slapped his hands on the starring wheel, 
this was not how things were supposed to go, the 

mission was so simple for him to pull off 
successfully and he did. Find out where Morris Phiri 
kept his money, check his security measures, tap 
tracking devices and listening devices on him and 

his men, threaten Morris's security, force his hand 
to move the safe, intercept the safe enroute and 
steal it...  



That was a success... until Lesedi, the driver of the 
safe got stuck in a river and Punch saw her. Even 

though they had succeeded with escaping Morris's 
men with safe guarding a whooping hundred and 
twenty million of rands, there were some hiccups 
on the way.  

But the only hiccup they had anticipated was 
Morris, and the man was dead now.  
"Who are these motherfuckers man?" Mason 

asked.  
"I don't know, but I plan to find out. I need to find 
out. When are you supposed to be returning back 

to New York?" Lesedi asked. Her mind was racing 
wild, wondering who the hell these people were.  
"I was supposed to be leaving next week but looks 
like I will have to extend my stay."  

"Why?"  
"You need my help, I am the master mind of the 
heist, I won't leave you and your sister in a mess, 

that's not how I work."  
"Okay, so what I know so far is the man's name, 
Mateo Molao. I have never heard of him."  

Mason took out his laptop and started working on 
it, "Mhm I saw the car that just left your house 
now, was that him?"  
"Yeah."  

"Okay, I got his car registration... I got a name; I 
think I can work with that."  



Lesedi was confused, "You got his car registration? 
Do you go around memorizing people's car 

registrations?" she looked at him like he was the 
weirdest thing on mother earth.  
"I just... I am not a weirdo okay, don't look at me 
like that, I just have a photographic memory, it's 

annoying but it is what it is." He mumbled, feeling 
a little uncomfortable at how Lesedi was looking at 
him. A lot of people found him strange at times 

with the things he's able to do or some talents he 
has.  
"That's impressive though." Lesedi had to 

compliment that. Such things could come in handy 
and if he photographs everything to memory then, 
she was not going to complain at all.  
Mason looked at her for a quick second and then 

focused on the work on hand. That damned dimple 
on that girl's chin was freaking cute and it wasn't 
everyday she dished out compliments, so he was 

taken by that.  
"There we go... Mateo Molao... mhm, what do you 
know, he's ward councillor right here in Soweto. 

Owns the largest hotel in Pimville and seems like 
he has friends in high places."  
Largest hotel in Pimville, ward councillor... bells 
rang loud in Lesedi's head, she snatched the laptop 

from Mason's lap so fast the man almost had a 
whiplash.  



Her eyes enlarged to the size of saucers at what 
she saw on screen. Her blood ran cold the very 

same time, her heart beating out of control.  
"That's..." she couldn't find her words, her vocal 
cords were not functioning, her mouth felt like she 
swallowed a handful of ash. 

"Lesedi?" Mason called her out, the way he 
pronounced her name was cute. It had a little 
accent to it. The man was white, of course he'd 

pronounce it in a certain way.  
"Lesedi? What's wrong? Why do you look like you 
have seen a ghost?" the green-eyed man asked, 

wondering what was going on and why was the girl 
looking murderous.  
"Okay dude, you are starting to scare me, what 
the hell is going on?" Mason tried to take his laptop 

back, but Lesedi had a death grip on it.  
After a long silent moment in the car, Lesedi closed 
her eyes and pushed the black device back to its 

owner.  
"I need to go." She tried to open the car door, but 
Mason locked it from his side.  

"Not until you tell –"  
Lesedi jumped over the console and pressed a 
knife on Mason's throat, catching him by surprise. 
He couldn't tell or figure out where she had kept 

that knife, how she moved so fast and why was his 
heart beating so fast.  



Their eyes locked, brown angry eyes to shocked 
green eyes.  

"If you don't fucking unlock this damn car, I will 
slit your throat open."  
Mason read her eyes, she meant what she said. 
His hand slid over the buttons on the side of his 

door and clicked on the locking button before 
sliding over to the correct one and the unlocking of 
doors sound greeted their ears, granting the lady 

her freedom.  
"Don't ever in your life do that." She then slid back 
to her seat before exiting the car leaving Mason 

stunned.  
What the fuck just happened... Mason wondered. 
Shit went south really quick, and his mind couldn't 
process what happened fast enough.  
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The living arrangements in the Phiri household 
were giving everyone a headache. The house was 

a two-bedroom house with Lesedi and Tracy's 
room only having twin beds they've had for years 
and beyond.  

Sofia was going to sleep with Daisy, Tracy and 
Lesedi had their beds, but where was Lucas, Koko 
Phiri and Tapiwa going to sleep. That was the 

biggest question of the night.  
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"I can go home, I mean we haven't really started 
much with preparation, I can drive here in the 

morning to go to the funeral home..." Tracy 
suggested with a shrug. She really felt bad for her 
old grandmother.  
"I know we are totally mad at them sesi, but she's 

our grandmother and she's old. She deserves the 
bed." Tracy was trying hard to bargain with her 
angry sister.  

"You can come with me, let Tapiwa and koko have 
the beds, rangwane will sleep on the couch." 
Lesedi who was lying on her bed, facing the ceiling 

heaved a sigh. Ever since she's returned from 
Mason's car, she's been awfully quiet. One would 
assume she was thinking about how she 
threatened Mason with a knife, but her mind was 

coloured with the picture of that man she saw on 
Mason's laptop. Mateo Molao, as the profile 
suggested. But she didn't know him as that.  

"You are crazy if you think I am going to leave my 
mother all night with these monsters." Lesedi 
deadpanned.  

"And then? O jewa ke eng?" Tracy asked her sister. 
(What's eating you?)  
"There is a lot going on that I can't wrap my head 
around okay? It frustrates me when I can't get 

answers as soon as I want them." Lesedi sniffed 
and sat up on the bed. "We have a sponge in the 



garage, I will go and get it. I will sleep in mom's 
room on it." 

Tracy let her sister go, it killed her that even when 
they were trying to mend their relationship, her 
sister still kept to herself. She knew something was 
bugging Lesedi, but the woman wasn't willing to 

talk.  
"You can sleep in our room, Lesedi and I will sleep 
on the sponge in mom's room." Tracy went to the 

lounge and found her other family watching the 
news in silence.  
Her grandmother looked up at her, the woman 

may have been old, but she still had life in her 
eyes and in her body. "Thank you my baby, I am 
tired. Are you sure your sister doesn't mind?" her 
grandmother asked.  

"Eya koko, she's... she's the one who suggested 
this. She may be angry, but she's not heartless." 
Tracy defended her older sister.  

Tapiwa helped the old woman to the said room, 
and she was surprised that Tracy offered her one 
of the beds. They gave the uncle a blanket and a 

pillow then went to set up in their mother's room.  
"I thought you wanted to snuggle with Tapiwa and 
catch up." Lesedi teased her baby sister as they 
settled on the sponge on a mountain of blankets.  

"Ska ngafela." Tracy mumbled feeling sleepy. "Did 
you find out anything about the visitor we had? 
Mateo guy?"  



At the mention of the man's name, Lesedi's blood 
boiled. She tensed, didn't know what to say. She 

kept quiet for a while until she felt Tracy touch her 
shoulder and she turned to look at her in the dark. 
Daisy and Sofia were snoring on the queen bed a 
couple of feet away.  

"What happened? What's stressing you?" 
"You mean besides what's happening?" Lesedi 
feigned ignorance. She didn't want to involve her 

baby sister in any of her problems, Tracy has been 
through a lot.  
"Yeah... besides what's already happening." Tracy 

whispered back. They didn't want anyone to hear 
them converse.  
"I don't know where to look for this Mateo guy, 
and rangwane says that he knows about the salon 

and the restaurant, and he wants them, or we are 
going to work for him to repay the money pap 
owes. I don't want to give up that money... I feel 

like we deserve it... but at the same time, at what 
cost?" 
They went to bed, asking themselves that. At what 

cost will they get to keep the hundred million they 
stole from their father.  
The following day the girls woke up early, folded 
their blankets, took a bath and got ready to start 

planning for the man's funeral.  
They had just finished eating last night's leftovers 
when their uncle came into the room, yawning and 



stretching by the door way, wiping sleep off his 
face and snapping a wedgy from his butt.  

"Dumelang." He greeted them and then sat down. 
Damn if the man did not look like their father. It 
unnerved the girls to a whole new level. They 
hated their father with all they had and all they 

were.  
"Rangwane..." Lesedi responded first then Tracy 
followed suit. "Where is... papa's body? What's 

next? We have never planned a funeral before, and 
we would like to start planning before people come 
here."  

"Mateo has decided to help push the investigation 
on his body so we can find out if really the Tiger 
six gang did this."  
Two things that rocked Lesedi's heart, turning it 

into a hamster wheel, pumping too fast for her 
liking. Mateo and that they wanted to be sure 
some gang killed him. She couldn't afford for 

anymore investigations where her father was 
concerned.  
"What does that mean? The police said they 

suspected them, he had problems with them... I 
don't understand." Tracy asked.  
"That gang... they burn people yes, they do other 
things too, they leave a mark on the person. So, 

we need to make sure we have the right people so 
they could pay back the money they stole from my 



brother. Because it belongs to some really 
dangerous people."  

"I can't believe while people are happy about the 
new year, we are here planning a funeral, talking 
about gangsters and how they actually murder 
people. Can we just go and find out what's 

happening?" Tracy was rather upset by the event 
of things.  
She wanted to focus on growing her business, 

focus on building a relationship with her boyfriend 
after her father threatened to kill everyone she's 
ever tried to smile at. She didn't need the stress 

that his funeral was threatening to bring.  
"Rangwane, why is Mateo getting involved?" Lesedi 
just had to ask why the man was involved with 
trying to nail her father's killers.  

"Because he wants his money, if its those thugs, 
he will deal with them, if not... then you two will 
have to pay him. You are what he reckons 

'collateral damage.'"  
Tracy and Lesedi looked at each other. They didn't 
know how to respond to that.  

Their uncle took a quick bath and they all left to 
the police station to try and find out what was 
happening with their father's body.  
** 

Mason had just finished working out in their home 
gym, sweat covering his vest that he quickly took 
it off and wiped the sweat on his abdomen with it. 



He enjoyed his time in the gym, but nothing gave 
him the thrill like hacking into systems, going out 

in the field with the best of the best and living wild.  
He ran up the stairs as the home gym was in 
David's basement, the old man had to keep fit for 
his own good health and he wanted to set a good 

example to his children. Good health was wealth.  
"Hey baby." He greeted Gina who was in the 
lounge, drinking wine and watching some old TV 

series about unruly vampires and witches. "Are 
you not too old now for that show? How many 
times have you watched it?"  

Gina couldn't help but to smile, as the baby of the 
family, she used to beg everyone of her brother to 
watch the damn witches and vampires with her 
and Mason was always the willing companion. He'd 

do anything for her.  
"You can never ever get enough of watching 
Dimitri Zen, okay?" Gina grinned. "Done working 

out?" 
"Yeah, starving. Want lunch?"  
"I will make it for us." She paused her show and 

jumped off the couch almost knocking her glass of 
wine off the coffee table.  
Mason looked at her sceptically. He always cooked 
for them; he took care of his siblings when they 

lost their mother. They were not too young well 
Gina was a little younger, but the boys were old 



enough to take care of themselves, but Mason took 
it upon himself to take care of everyone.  

"Since when does Gina cook? Look I don't mind, I 
can just whip something real fast for us."  
"Oh hush, I don't get to see you as often as I want 
to, allow me to spoil you while you're still around." 

They walked to the kitchen and Mason dropped on 
the bar stool and watched his sister make them 
some lunch. They had a chef, but the man was 

away for some family time.  
They had a very light conversation, touching base. 
Reminiscing, catching up, wondering who the other 

sibling was dating. 
"Mason, are you not planning to settle down at 
all?" Gina asked, finding her brother's dating life a 
bit hectic.  

"No, I don't baby. I'm riding solo till death."  
"Are you telling me that you're perfectly fine just 
sleeping around? What about the women you date? 

How long till they realize they are not getting the 
ring?" 
Mason shrugged stuffing himself with Gina's spicy 

chicken stir-fry. "From the get-go. I mean, dating 
really is just sleeping with the same woman for a 
little longer and then when they start to forget the 
initial agreement, you dip." 

"And you have never fallen in love with any of 
those?" 
"Fortunately no, it never got there."  



Gina was lost for words, she didn't ask anything 
else about the man's dating sphere, she changed 

the subject rather to when he was planning to 
leave and what can they do together before he 
leaves.  
"I can finally take you to the shooting range." 

Mason suggested.  
"Mason I am almost thirty... I have gone to a 
shooting range."  

"Twenty five is not almost thirty you are a fucking 
baby and who the fuck took you to a shooting 
range?" Mason was slightly overprotective of Gina, 

even more so than their father.  
Before Gina could argue that she was twenty 
seven, Kyle's voice boomed in the hallway. 
"Mason!!" he yelled.  

Mason looked at Gina and shrugged. "We are in 
here." Gina answered the man. 
His heavy footsteps sounded close until they could 

see the man. It was Saturday and he was wearing 
casual clothes. "Gina excuse us please."  
"What? No, I am still eating. And I live here." Gina 

pouted.  
"Gina not now okay? Leave." The younger sibling 
knew better than to argue with testosterone filled 
in the kitchen. She placed her dirty bowl in the 

sink and left in a huff.  
"What's gotten into you Ky?" Mason asked, "Don't 
speak to her like that, she's not your little wife." 



"I will apologize later but Mason, you said to me 
that you didn't kill Tracy's father, that you didn't 

have anyone kill him..."  
Mason almost groaned, not this again. "And?"  
"Well, it was discovered that the man has not one 
but two stab wounds on his fucking neck. That he 

was dead long before he was burned to crisp! So, 
who the fuck did it Mason? When did he die? 
Where did he die?" Kyle was raging.  

When Tracy called him with what they discovered 
from the police, he had to track Mason down and 
ask him again, what the fuck happened. 

Something was not right. 
"I don't understand why you angry at me. I told 
you what happened from my side, anything else... 
I have no fucking idea of."  

"They claim he has been dead for a couple of hours 
before he was burned. That couple of 
hours...before he was in your care."  

"Kyle, I was fucking with you the whole night on 
Thursday... the whole time you knew where I was. 
Friday I was with you, today I am here with you, 

been with Gina."  
"We both know you fucking can run an OP from 
your bed. You don't have to go anywhere to order 
a hit on someone." Kyle argued. Suspecting that 

Mason knew more than he was letting on.  



"Order hits... what am I? Who the fuck do you 
think I am Kyle?" Mason's green eyes turned dark. 

Kyle knew his big brother was getting pissed.  
Kyle's tone change, he didn't want to get into it 
with Mason. The man was a fighter for a living, he 
dodged bullets and fell from planes for a fucking 

living, so he had to choose his battles wisely. "If 
you knew something would you tell me?"  
Mason walked over to his brother, their eyes 

meeting at the same level. "I didn't kill that man, I 
don't know who fucking did, and I didn't order my 
men to do it. I had no fucking reason to, his death 

is a fucking thorn on my side, it has messed up my 
plans... why would I fucking do that on purpose?" 
he asked, his voice low and menacing.  
Mason appeared chilled all the damn time, until he 

got pissed. He was nonchalant a lot of times, 
feigned innocence and cluelessness while knowing 
very well what he was capable of.  

"Okay, I hear you."  
"Next time, don't fucking scream my business out 
like that with the Gina in the house." Mason then 

stepped back and walked to the fridge to get a 
bottle of water.  
"I am driving to Soweto, wanna come with me?" 
Then it was as if they never jumped into a heated 

argument. As if he didn't barge in the house 
accusing his brother of being a murderer.  



Mason kissed his teeth, scrunching his face as if 
thinking about it, "No."  

"No? I can't go there alone Mace."  
"Sorry, can't help you there buddy."  
"Why not?"  
"Lesedi threatened me with a knife yesterday... I 

am not in the mood for round two." 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Eight  

"𝘛𝘩𝘦 𝘛𝘪𝘨𝘦𝘳 𝘴𝘪𝘹 𝘨𝘢𝘯𝘨 𝘬𝘪𝘭𝘭 𝘢𝘯𝘺𝘩𝘰𝘸 𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘺 𝘸𝘢𝘯𝘵; 𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘺 𝘸𝘪𝘭𝘭 
𝘣𝘶𝘳𝘯 𝘵𝘩𝘦 𝘤𝘰𝘳𝘱𝘴𝘦 𝘣𝘶𝘵 𝘣𝘦𝘧𝘰𝘳𝘦 𝘵𝘩� � 𝘺 𝘬𝘪𝘭𝘭 𝘢 𝘱𝘦𝘳𝘴𝘰𝘯 𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘺 
𝘭𝘦𝘢𝘷𝘦 𝘛6 𝘢𝘮𝘢𝘵𝘦𝘶𝘳 𝘵𝘢𝘵𝘵𝘰𝘰𝘴 𝘰𝘯 𝘵𝘩𝘦 𝘷𝘪𝘤𝘵𝘪𝘮𝘴. 𝘏𝘦 𝘩𝘢𝘴 𝘵𝘩𝘦 
𝘴𝘢𝘮𝘦 𝘵𝘢𝘵𝘵𝘰𝘰. 𝘚𝘰, 𝘵𝘩𝘦𝘺 𝘥𝘪𝘥 𝘬𝘪𝘭𝘭 𝘩𝘪𝘮."  

That statement brought relief through Lesedi's 
veins, she kept replaying it over and over in her 

head, not believing that the storm was over on one 
side. She owed Mason and Ginger a huge favour 
for this. She was nervous, been on the edge ever 
since she found out that the gang left a certain 

mark on their victims. She kept wondering if 
Ginger didn't miss that, turns out the man is a pro!  
"Which casket do you think we should buy?" Tracy 

snapped Lesedi out of her trance as they were 
looking through a brochure at a funeral home back 
in Soweto.  

"Mhm?" Lesedi was lost in thought, she had even 
forgotten where they were.  
"Casket? Lesedi please, I don't want to be here as 
much as you, the sooner we are done, the sooner 
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we can get out of here." Tracy snapped. "The place 
gives me creeps." 

Lesedi sighed and snatched the brochure out of her 
baby sister's hands. She was right, the sooner they 
finalize things the better.  
"Have you two ladies decided? We also have 

packages which are really helpful where we 
provide casket, tombstone, gravediggers, tents – 
one at home for the service and a stretch tent at 

the grave site, chairs and deco for both tents, the 
packages differ and all come with refreshments 
such as water and juice, we will do programmes 

and provide pocket tissues..." the young 
administrator at the funeral home listed to them 
the packages they had and it sounded so much 
better than getting things one by one.  

"My girls... please don't get none of these cheap 
coffins and tombstones. Your father was a rich 
man, respected by many. He has to be sent off 

with dignity." Lucas who was walking around 
checking coffins with another sales person spoke 
behind the girls. He held a brochure in his hand. "I 

like that dark wood." He pointed to a coffin he had 
just seen and felt it's texture.  
Lesedi had passed by it and remember going off in 
her head over the price. "Rangwane that coffin 

costs forty-three thousand rand. We are not 
getting that."  



"Lesedi, please. People will be coming over not to 
offer condolences but to see how he will be buried. 

He was a prideful man, give him some dignity. It's 
his last times here with us."  
"You are right, it's his last days on earth and we 
are remaining. If we empty our pockets to pay for 

one measly coffin that's going to decompose faster 
than we can say decompose, what are we going to 
eat? Let alone feed the people that are coming to 

the burial?"  
Lucas was irritated, Morris was right about his 
daughters, they were a handful. They were indeed 

little ungrateful hussies as he had called them. "My 
brother was right, you two are ungrateful."  
Tracy was tired of being the peacemaker between 
her father's family and Lesedi, she kept quiet and 

looked at the packages the lady who was assisting 
them showed her.  
"Rangwane, we are not buying a coffin that costs 

more than twenty thousand. Unless you are going 
to pitch in half..." Tracy left the words hanging. 
Every little thing was coming from her pocket, and 

she didn't appreciate how her uncle wanted to 
control how the money was spent.  
"Twenty thousand? Those cheap things?"  
"Like she said, we are willing to spend twenty 

thousand rand on the coffin, if you want that one, 
bring in twenty-three thousand." Lesedi backed 
Tracy up and Lucas knew it was a loosing battle.  



"Better get him a nice tombstone." He mumbled 
while walking away to go sit down. These girls 

were about to cause him a major stroke.  
"Sorry about that Lerato, we will take package 
number one, it has everything we need." Tracy 
looked back at the sales administrator who 

punched away the keys of her keyboard.  
"Great choice, which coffin and tombstone would 
you like? Please note that the tombstone might not 

be available for the same day of burial." Lerato 
explained.  
The girls talked further with her, chose the 

cheapest coffin and cheapest tombstone, both 
amounting to fifteen thousand rand. They had 
hoped to get something way cheaper, but the 
tombstones were not all that cheap.  

Lesedi was glad they didn't break bank with what 
they chose. That man deserves the best of 
nothing.  

"If your uncle finds out what we chose for his 
brother, he's going to kill us." Tracy giggled as she 
signed on the dotted line.  

Lesedi couldn't help but to snort in amusement. 
He'd like to see him try.  
On their way back home, they picked up some 
food for the family they left behind and bought 

kotas for themselves and ate them on the way.  
"There is nothing like a kasi kota." Tracy was 
delighted. "I missed this."  



"Me too, hardly eat these things." Lesedi agreed. 
She ate a lot healthier than anyone could ever 

think. She worked out, and she didn't drink alcohol 
or smoke anymore.  
When they arrived back home in the afternoon, the 
tent was already in the yard with chairs provided, 

a number of people there singing hymns in low 
harmonies and some just talking between 
themselves.  

"Now where did these people emerge from? Do we 
know them?" Lesedi was confused.  
"We are Africans, and there is a whole street with 

old people and their children as old as us. So, we 
do know them, I think." Tracy cut the engine and 
they used the front door to enter the house.  
"She cannot sleep on the floor, it's bad for her 

hips!" the girls walked in the lounge to find Sofia 
up in arms arguing with their grandmother.  
"She's a widow Sofia, it's culture. She has to 

mourn her husband correctly therefore needs to be 
sleeping on the mattress on the floor." Koko Phiri 
argued back.  

Lesedi knew Sofia could handle their father's family 
well, so she walked past to the kitchen and found 
her cousin Yvonne there. Yvonne was Lucas's 
daughter.  

"Yvonne." Lesedi greeted, she was annoyed that 
their father's death was bringing by-gones to their 
house.  



"Lesedi, oh my goodness." Yvonne hugged Lesedi 
who didn't care to hug the chubby thirty-year-old 

back. "You look amazing, are you sure you're forty 
now?" she was amazed at how young Lesedi 
looked. The woman did not age one bit since the 
last time she laid eyes on her.  

"Thanks." Lesedi spun around and left the kitchen 
with the food she brought and went to find her 
mother.  

"Mama..." she knell in front of her mother and 
gathered her mother's trembling hands in hers. 
"What's wrong?"  

"They... want... me... to mourn. They... want... me 
to sit on... on the mattress." Daisy's speech had 
gone terrible again overnight and this was what 
irritated Lesedi. For a minute she felt guilty 

because she was the cause of her father's death 
ultimately setting her mother's health back.  
"I'm sorry mama, should I talk to them?"  

Daisy nodded weakly. She couldn't mourn that 
man; she didn't want to mourn that man. He beat 
her with a baseball bat ten years ago, left her to 

die and now she had to mourn him? She couldn't. 
She didn't want to.  
"Do you want to get some air?" Lesedi asked.  
"People... people.. will... talk."  

"Let them, your health comes first than what 
anyone has to say."  



"Later...my girl." Daisy loved her daughters and 
she appreciated how they still loved and respected 

her thoughts even when she fully depended on 
them. She has been a pain to Tracy for a while, 
but it was because she didn't want Morris's money 
at all. She didn't want to give the man satisfaction 

that she still depended on his money.  
Well now he was dead and good riddance.  
"Lesedi?" Tracy poked her head in the room and 

smiled at her mother before walking in and kissing 
her mother's cheek and greeting her. "Kyle is 
outside and wants to talk to you for some reason."  

Lesedi looked at Tracy like she grew two heads. 
"Your boyfriend... wants to talk to me? About 
what?"  
"I don't know. I didn't ask." Tracy shrugged. "How 

are you beautiful?" Tracy turned to her mother, 
smiling lovingly at the frail woman.  
Lesedi got up on her feet and walked out of the 

bedroom, through the lounge and out onto the 
streets.  
Kyle was leaning against his car, wearing 

sunglasses over his eyes sticking out like a sore 
thumb. It wasn't everyday that a white person 
roamed their street.  
"O batlang wena?" Lesedi fired up. (What do you 

want?)  
"Hi Lesedi... how are you?"  



Lesedi folded her arms, a scowl dancing on her 
lips. "What do you want? I am not your little friend 

okay?"  
Kyle knew the woman didn't like him much, so he 
stopped toying with her. "Why did you threaten to 
kill Mason?"  

"What?"  
"Yeah, he told me that you threatened him with a 
knife, what did he do to you?" Kyle asked.  

"How's that any of yo–"  
Lesedi wanted to answer him by telling him where 
to get off but the car that was parked in her yard 

last night drove by and stopped right next to 
Lucas's car outside their yard. She and Kyle were 
across the street.  
She wanted to see who was going to come out of 

that car. Her fists already curled on her sides.  
"Are you gonna tell me?" Kyle probed but Lesedi 
had tuned him out. Her concentration was 

elsewhere.  
Her breath hitched when she fully saw him. He got 
out of the car with his shiny bald head, grey suit 

and his fucking stupid big belly.  
He looked like someone of importance, he looked 
like he was worth money.  
So, he was the Mateo Molao. For so long she's 

been looking for him and didn't know how or where 
to find him. She was using the wrong name... she 



had been looking for Lekau Singo instead of Mateo 
Molao.  

The man who had ruined her life. The man who her 
father endorsed once he heard that this man was 
in politics and was a running for ward councillor.  
The man who had raped her.  

**  
"G my man." Mason had gone to see his trusted 
co-worker Ginger. The man dyed his hair Ginger 

and started calling himself the Ginger man.  
"The Lord." Ginger teased him. Ginger was a big 
guy but compared to Mason's tall frame and all 

solid muscle, he wasn't a match.  
"Talk to me did you find anything that could link 
Mateo and Lesedi?"  
"Hey man did she really threaten you with a 

knife?" Mason had informed Ginger why he wanted 
him to dig more about Mateo and see if he could 
link the man to Lesedi somehow.  

"Yo, she jumped on top of me and placed that 
blade to my throat. I can still feel it."  
"But how? You are trained for this, you can't be 

caught off-guard, you have never been caught off-
guard." Ginger was confused. He has worked with 
Mason for as long as he could remember, and the 
man was always ready for anything.  

"Man, I underestimated her. I didn't think she 
walked around carrying a fucking knife! And I also 



didn't think she moved like that." He sounded so 
impressed. 

"The girl killed her father in cold blood and said 
she wanted to bury him herself. If anything, you 
need to be afraid of her. Be aware of her."  
Mason agreed, he shouldn't be dropping guards 

like he did last night. But fuck, how was he 
supposed to know that Lesedi would do that? They 
were working together for fuck'sake.  

"Lesson learned. What you got for me...?"  
"Nothing much but it's something." Ginger picked 
up a file which was next to him. He was sitting on 

the bonnet of his Jeep. "Man used to go by the 
name Lekau Singo... but had his name legally 
changed to Mateo Molao a couple of year ago." 
Ginger told him.  

"Why?" 
"Well, Singo was in a lot of shit, he wanted to run 
for ward councillor, wanted to build his hotel 

empire in Soweto but there was a scandal going 
around that he raped some woman at some party. 
Things weren't looking too good for him, so he 

made this drastic change, laid low for a while and 
emerged as this big businessman who owned one 
of the biggest hotels in Soweto."  
Mason looked through the file and saw that the 

man was accused of rape on social media but none 
of his pictures were leaked. So, they only had a 
name to the allegations.  



He looked into the file more...  
"That's what I could gather about him, who made 

the allegations? No idea." Ginger informed him.  
"No worries, I can work with this." Mason went to 
his car and brought out his laptop, he went 
everywhere with it. It was small, stunning and 

incredible, just what he needed to survive. "Yeah, 
Singo is popping on my channels... didn't do a 
thorough work with getting rid of all these internet 

news."  
Mason had to wait a couple of minutes for his 
searches to yield results, "So Mateo Molao is clean, 

hence he had to kill Singo..."  
Ginger nodded. "Since he changed his name, Singo 
died with those allegations. Mateo is a free man 
and very welcomed in society. Very big and 

respected in Soweto."  
Mason's mind raced, he wondered what kind of 
scandals Mateo was running from that he had to 

legally change his name. A rape allegation can be 
swept under the rug in South Africa if you're a 
prominent man, clearly he had more heat than just 

that.  
"Okay we got something..." Mason looked into the 
screen of his laptop, reading the information about 
Lekau Singo. The man did try to bury this 

information, he clearly had deep pockets to be able 
to pay for people to remove all of these from the 



internet. It was a shame that people like Mason 
existed. They could move mountains.  

"A case was opened; the docket went missing... 
this was written on some blog that is now deleted." 
Mason told Ginger who was parched on top of his 
Jeep's bonnet, smoking his lungs away.  

The blogger was the victim of the said rape. She 
didn't give out all details but how she opened a 
case and the South African police services failed 

her. She was calling him out, trying to tarnish his 
name so he didn't get any votes.  
"Can you find out who the woman is? Maybe if you 

find her... you can find out more about this man."  
"No, you see I don't have beef with this man, but 
the way Les reacted, that's what I am curious 
about. This doesn't give me the link between the 

two of them."  
Ginger pulled a drag of his cigarette, then blew out 
the smoke through his mouth and nose before 

speaking again. "You think she's the girl?"  
Mason's spine straightened at the suggestion 
Ginger made. That was a possibility, "That could 

be it... but... I don't know, I want facts."  
Mason tried to get more information about the 
blog, but he was hitting a dead-end. "I am gonna 
have to find this blogger... because if that man 

raped Lesedi, he's gonna pay for it." There was a 
dark storm in Mason's eyes and Ginger didn't miss 
it.  



"You like that hot little minx don't you?"  
That question threw him off balance, "She 

fascinates me, that's all." Mason responded coolly. 
That was the truth, the woman was... fascinating.  
Ginger snorted and jumped off his car, dumping 
the bud of his ciggie on the ground and stomping 

on it with his boot. "Listen, if you're going to chase 
this and find out that Singo raped her, be careful 
of what you. He is backed up by many politicians 

and has a number of police officials and judges in 
his bag. Don't bring coals down your head okay?"  
"What's my name G?"  

"Mason The fucking Lord Pierce."  
"That's right, I bring coals down everybody's 
heads. Remember that."  
Second insert in an hour  

#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Nine  
"Hey, what's wrong?" Kyle noticed where Lesedi's 

focus was, and he walked over to her. She was 
seething, chest rising up and down in an alarming 
way.  

"Okay... who is he and why are you angry at him?" 
Kyle asked her again.  
"He shouldn't be here." Lesedi muttered under a 
low breath. "He shouldn't be fucking here!" She 

almost yelled. Then in a speed of lightning she was 
charging at the strange man.  
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"You!" she called out to him before he could enter 
the yard, "what the fuck do you want in my 

house?" she angrily asked, gaining attention of 
those close by.  
The man looked startled by Lesedi's ambush. He 
looked confused. "Excuse me?" the man looked at 

her, eyes narrowed into slits.  
"You have some fucking nerve to show up at my 
house after what you did to me!" she screamed by 

now people were coming out, some holding out 
their phones to record the 'drama at a funeral'.  
"Who are you? And what the hell did I do to you? I 

don't even know you." The man looked around, 
nervous at the sudden audience and the attention 
the young woman was attracting. "You have the 
wrong man sisi, ga ke go tsebe nna." (I don't know 

you.)  
It was as if a truck load of ice fell on top of Lesedi, 
shocked that this man claimed he did not know her 

at all. "Oh, now you don't know me? You don't 
know me?" she picked up a disformed brick from 
the ground and was about to throw it at the man 

when Kyle held her hand.  
"Okay Lesedi... you don't wanna do that."  
"Don't touch me! Let me go!" Lesedi screamed. 
Now Sofia and Tracy were rushing to come see 

what was going on outside. Yvonne and Tapiwa 
followed close with Lucas right behind them.  



"Now you claim you don't fucking know me? After 
you ruined my life?" Lesedi was thrashing in Kyle's 

hold.  
Tracy noticed Mateo Molao from the many 
campaign billboards that were once plucked all 
over the township. The man was a ward councillor, 

a respected man in the community but at this 
moment he was a man that was hurting her sister.  
"Sir, I need you to leave." Tracy stepped forward. 

When everyone was trying to address Lesedi, 
trying to get her to calm down, Tracy went to the 
root of the problem, the man's presence.  

"Leave? Hey, I came here to pay my respects to a 
man who helped me out when I needed a hand." 
Mateo looked at Tracy with annoyance coating his 
brown eyes.  

"I don't care. We are burying him Saturday, come 
only then if you must. But right now, I need you to 
go." Tracy was a lot calmer than she was inside. 

Clearly this man did something to her sister. She 
didn't care that he was a ward councillor or the 
president of the country. 

"Lesedi calm down man, you are embarrassing us." 
Tapiwa snapped at the screaming and thrashing 
woman. Kyle was just too strong because he held 
on tight and not even once did she manage to 

break free.  



"I will find you; I will find you and I will make you 
pay for what you did to me." Lesedi said to the 

man as he entered his car.  
A while after the car drove off, Kyle released her 
from his hold. Lesedi composed herself then 
without warning she jabbed Kyle on his stomach 

with her sharp elbow. "Don't you ever fucking hold 
me back." She spat on the ground then walked off 
into the house, ignoring the group of people that 

had come to witness the crazy scene.  
"Lesedi!" Sofia and Tracy called after her, but she 
ignored them. She walked into her room and sat 

on one of the beds and started rocking back and 
forth. Tears welled up in her eyes then trickled 
down her face.  
She didn't cry, no she couldn't cry, she was a 

strong big girl, she was a strong woman. She 
wouldn't cry, she shouldn't cry... but God, it hurt.  
It truly hurt.  

Her self-work done over the years just got undone 
by one fucking visit from the man she despised.  
He undid her work.  

He was ruining her progress... 
Like he ruined her life... 
She worked hard to not feel this way, to not feel 
vulnerable, to not feel like a victim, to not feel 

dirty, to not feel like she did anything to deserve 
this, to not feel like it was her fault, to not feel like 
she couldn't breathe...  



And he has the nerve... the nerve to show up at 
her house. And act... and act is if he didn't know 

her?  
"Sesi..." Tracy walked in the room and her steps 
faltered at the sight. She has never seen her sister 
this vulnerable before. Lesedi was either 

nonchalant, angry or annoyed sometimes a little 
happy. This? Tears? This was new well in the past 
ten years it's very new.  

Growing up the two girls were inseparable even 
with the ten-year gap between them. Lesedi wasn't 
those big sisters that didn't want their little sisters 

tagging everywhere they went; she wanted her 
little sister by her side all the time.  
They were best of friends, took care of each other, 
loved each other unconditionally... until their 

father created a rift between them. Sending Tracy 
to school, forcing her to work for him, provided her 
with a luxurious life while Lesedi stayed home to 

take care of their unwell mother.  
Even though Tracy tried to make Lesedi see that 
she wasn't working for her father willingly, the 

woman had made up her mind to cut Tracy off.  
From there on Lesedi was just a bitter person. 
Exhaled fire everywhere she went, spewed venom 
at every opportunity but never vulnerability, she 

never showed that. She was as tough as nails.  



Tracy tried to close the door, but Sofia was right 
behind and walked in. "Go and check Kyle. I will be 

with her." Sofia said to Tracy.  
"Kyle is a big boy." Tracy walked over to her sister 
and pulled her into her embrace. Lesedi tensed for 
a hot second then allowed herself to be hugged.  

Somehow she felt even worse when being hugged. 
She felt pathetic. She was strong, she was tough... 
she was not weak, she was not pathetic.  

"I didn't know that you know Mateo sesi..." Sofia 
sat behind Lesedi on the bed and rubbed her back 
while Tracy was still holding her. "O go dirileng?" 

(What did he do to you?)  
Lesedi didn't answer, she couldn't answer, she 
didn't want to answer. They were already treating 
her like a porcelain doll, she couldn't have that.  

She pushed Tracy gently back, wiped the tears 
that had decorated her face, sniffed and cleared 
her throat of the lump that was lodged there. "It's 

nothing." She stood up.  
"It's not nothing. What did he do to you?" Tracy 
asked, her voice so gentle.  

"I am going for a walk, don't follow me." She said 
to both of the women then walked out. She met 
Tapiwa by the door talking to Lucas.  
"Lesedi what is wro -" 

"Voetsek!" Lesedi cut Tapiwa midsentence and 
stalked off towards the gate. Everyone was looking 
at her, she could feel the stares, she heard the 



murmurs. And she hated that. She hated that she 
lost her cool like that. 

She walked out of the gate and wondered which 
direction she should take. Her eyes landed on two 
tall and great built men... the Pierce brothers. She 
rolled her eyes; she was still very much angry at 

Kyle from stopping her from hitting that man.  
She didn't acknowledge them, she just walked 
away, she didn't know where she was going but as 

long as it was far from home.  
As she was walking, a car followed her, it was 
Mason. He drove by her side, rolled the passenger 

window and asked her where she was going.  
"I don't know, leave me alone."  
"Wanna drive?" he asked.  
"I don't want a drive, I wanna be left alone."  

"I asked if you wanted to drive. Driving could get 
your mind off things. Who knows, you might enjoy 
it."  

That sparked her interest. She enjoyed driving and 
Mason's car was a beast. She's driven it twice 
before and suddenly she was excited to drive 

again. "Okay." She stopped walking; he stopped 
the car.  
He got out of the car and jumped into the 
passenger seat, and she buckled up on the driver's 

seat. She ran her hands over the steering wheel, 
the car smelled incredible, the leather seat was so 
comfy and welcoming... the car was purring, 



waiting for her to take the punch and move her 
forward.  

So, she did, her foot against the accelerator took 
them forward and she drove to the highway there 
she let loose. Mason directed her on which road to 
take and she found herself hightailing on a 

deserted long road.  
She stepped on the gas pedal and became a 
fucking blur on the road, the trees whipped by in a 

blur too... she opened the window and allowed the 
breeze to take space in the car.  
She felt alive.  

She felt good.  
She felt free.  
Her thoughts were not consuming her.  
She wasn't at home.  

There wasn't a man who was threatening her 
sanity.  
There was no shame she felt.  

She wasn't crying... she was smiling. Loving the 
thrill of the ride.  
Mason enjoyed the ride; he could see how much 

Lesedi enjoyed it too. When he drove to her place, 
he didn't expect to find Kyle there, and he didn't 
expect to hear what had went down. He wanted to 
talk to her and see if somehow he'd have the balls 

or the right words to ask her if what he found out 
about Singo/Mateo was linked to her.  



He didn't know how to pose the question. You 
couldn't exactly go to someone and say "Hey, I 

found out this man once raped a woman a couple 
of years ago, is that woman by any chance you?" 
he'd be finished by the time he ends that question. 
Lesedi would eat him alive.  

She stopped at a clearing, there was nothing 
around them just green grass all over and some 
trees further away.  

She stopped the car and jumped out, she needed 
to rest and stretch her legs. "I hope we are not 
trespassing." She spoke as she realized Mason 

joined her. "But if we are, you're my ticket so 
that's cool."  
"I am your ticket?"  
"Yeah, chances of this place being owned by a 

white person are high and well you are... white. It 
could be your great cousin." She smirked.  
Mason pouted and eyebrows scrunched together, 

"That's... that's racist."  
Lesedi couldn't help but to laugh out loud, 
"Maybe." She rounded the car and leaned against 

it, looking further at the road ahead.  
She wondered where it led to.  
"It's going to Bloemfontein." Mason informed her. 
"Wanna go to Bloem?" he asked, joining her in the 

front of his car.  
Lesedi giggled, "No man. What will we do there?"  



"I don't know, grab a beer... grab some dinner and 
then come back." He shrugged.  

"You really think we can just drive to Bloemfontein 
for dinner and a beer?"  
"It's five now..." Mason checked his wrist watch 
and quickly made calculations, "We can be there 

around half seven depending on the driver's speed. 
We get some dinner and drive back around ten. 
You will be home by one in the morning."  

Lesedi mauled it over, it was tempting but that 
was such a long drive. They were already so far 
from home; she didn't want to worry her family 

more.  
"Don't think about it, let's do it." Mason was 
already heading for the passenger door, "I'll drive 
us back."  

Lesedi slowly walked back to the driver's side, "I 
don't know..." a smile however was dancing on her 
lips. She was starting to think positively about the 

little idea.  
"Come on, I'll send Tee a text that you're fine and 
that we will be back a little later." He winked and 

quickly shot Kyle and Tracy text messages letting 
them know they were going for a night ride.  
Two and half hours later, the pair walked inside 
some fancy Pub & Grill and Mason got them a table 

on the outside setting. It was only then Lesedi 
looked at his profile, the man was tall, bulky, 



sexy... and he was always dressed in black every 
time she saw him. He looked fucking sexy in black. 

They were lucky to get a table at the far end near 
the wall. They ordered food and drinks, beer for 
Mason and a mocktail for Lesedi.  
"Why did we come here?"  

"Starting to regret?" he asked. On their way, they 
filled the car with radio music and casual chat 
about where they would go to once they arrived in 

Bloem.  
"I mean... we are not friends and yet I am with 
you so far from home, in a city I have never been 

to."  
"We are friends, friends help each other clean 
murder." Mason answered looking right into her 
eyes. She kept eye contact and he liked that. This 

girl challenged him. She didn't cower away.  
"Not if you are getting paid for it." Lesedi argued.  
"Touché... anyway, Ky told me what happened 

during the day, so I figured you might need a ride 
away from it all."  
"That I did."  

"About what happened last night..." Mason brought 
up the knife issue as they dug into their meals. "Do 
you walk around carrying knives?"  
Lesedi had forgotten about that. Whenever she's in 

such a situation, her mind shuts down until she 
feels safe then she forgets what had gone down. It 
was a coping mechanism of hers. That she'd never 



take out a knife if she didn't feel threatened 
therefore wouldn't beat herself up about it.  

"Yeah... always." She told him. "It makes me feel 
safe and I use it every time I feel unsafe, 
threatened..."  
"I didn't make you feel safe yesterday when I 

locked the car doors..." it wasn't a question it more 
of a realization. He did think that but he was now 
starting to piece the puzzle together.  

She nodded and ate her food. There was more 
vegetables on her plate than the grilled meat that 
was on Mason's plate. "Do you always eat that 

much?"  
"Sometimes. I mean look at this body, it needs 
fucking fuel to function." He snorted. He always 
had such a huge appetite but since joining gym, he 

now has a good reason why he has such an 
alarming appetite.  
"You wanna ask me something..." Lesedi 

mentioned after long silence washed over them. 
The man kept looking at her then stuffing his face 
with food as to reign himself in from saying 

whatever was on his mind. "You can only ask me 
one question... I may not answer it, or I may 
answer it and not in great detail. Don't push me to 
do anything else."  

He thought about it.  
Kyle told him Lesedi kept asking that man why he 
showed up at her house after what he did to her, 



yesterday she flipped and almost slit his throat 
open after seeing Mateo's pictures. He found out 

that Mateo once raped a girl and had to go in 
hiding then changed his name... what were the 
odds of Lesedi being that girl?  
"I did some digging... and didn't find much but I 

found something. There is a link between Mateo 
and Lekau Singo." She tensed, even though his 
pronunciation of the names was a little cute, 

hearing those names unnerved her.  
She didn't expect him to be so quick with his 
findings... she didn't know how he will pose the 

question. She didn't know how she will react to it... 
but for the life of God, she hoped it wouldn't make 
them fight, Joburg was too far away.  
"There was a blogger who accused him of 

something... something horrible. It was a girl... are 
you that girl from the blog?"  
Mhm, she was rather impressed but annoyed at 

the same time. Impressed on how he quickly made 
the link, how he posed the question but annoyed 
by the hold that damned man had over her.  

"Yeah." Her response was nothing above a 
whisper. That lump made a return to her throat. 
Fuck, now she was going to look fucking pathetic 
in front of Mason, just her damned luck.  

"Wanna make him pay for it?"  
She had to do a double take at him. Now what? 
"What do you mean?"  



"I read the stuff on the blog." Her heart sank. She 
remembered everything that was written there. 

She felt ashamed, embarrassed. So, she kept quiet 
and toyed with the straw of her drink. "I know the 
they failed you. I know the docket went missing, I 
know you tried to get him arrested and did not 

receive the justice you deserved. And I want to 
correct that." 
Her heart clenched, Mason was being sincere, and 

it bothered her. "I don't need you make me a 
charity case or one of your little fun activities." 
Mason chuckled and leaned back on his chair. He 

supposed he was coming too strong and too 
emotional for her. He was starting to figure her 
out, she wasn't the type to wear their vulnerability 
on their face.  

"My little fun activities are actually what I do for a 
living Les." He smirked when she wore a confused 
expression. "I kid you not. I wouldn't even offer if I 

knew I wasn't going to do you justice." 
"What are you? The Lord and saviour?" she corked 
an eyebrow.  

Mason laughed, exactly why he was nicknamed 
The Lord, he liked to help people in need. He lived 
to save lives.  
"Maybe..." 

"Okay, say I accept your help, how will I get 
justice? That man isn't like my father... we don't 
have the inside information, can't kill him cause 



that was my first and last time I ever do that... the 
police are useless." 

"He has one of the biggest hotels in the country... 
situated in one of the busiest and popular 
townships, he's racking it in... we can get that." 
Lesedi was amazed by Mason's confidence in his 

abilities. She laughed, started off as a light chuckle 
then a full blast on laughter. When she was calm, 
she looked at him.. "You are being serious..." 

"As a heart attack firecracker," he took a sip of his 
beer. "What do you say?"  
𝗛𝗮𝗽𝗽혆𝗙𝗿𝗶𝗱𝗮혆  
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#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Ten  
"You love danger...is this what you really do for a 
living? Steal from people and cause havoc in their 

lives? Kidnap them and hold them in basements?" 
Lesedi leaned back on her seat and folded her 
arms, she really didn't know this man before her 

for all she knew, he could be a serial killer.  
Mason couldn't help but grin, his smile was broad, 
and his teeth were perfectly aligned with one 

vampire tooth sticking out making him even more 
handsome. "I love danger, it's thrilling, makes me 
feel alive." He told her. "But I do not kidnap people 
and keep them in basements... I got people that 

do that for me." He winked. 
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Lesedi chuckled, "Now why did I think you'd say 
otherwise." 

"I don't know... I mean you had a first class to my 
handy work." He wiggled his brows. Mason was 
ever playful or nonchalant. Easy to get along with. 
"You're avoiding my suggestions and my 

question... are we doing this?"  
Lesedi sighed and looked around them, the pub 
and grill had a couple of diners, it was a Saturday 

night, this wasn't as shocking. Mostly were having 
beers, dancing, laughing...eating, it was such a 
nice vibe and the place was nice too.  

It felt really good to be so far away from her family 
and her problems, for ten years she has been 
taking care of her family, her mother mostly. For 
ten years she was harbouring hate for a lot of 

people... and now, now she had to learn how to let 
go of all that, but she couldn't. Not when her rapist 
roamed the streets of Soweto free and had the 

nerve to show up at her house.  
"What's in it for you? Shouldn't you also be going 
back to where you live?"  

"The first time I saw you, I was chasing you with 
my car and I believe I am fantastic driver, Vin 
diesel and Lewis Hamilton got nothing on me... but 
I couldn't catch you, you were a beast behind the 

wheel, and you fascinated me."  
Lesedi didn't like how he spoke; she didn't like it 
when men showed interest in her like that. It irked 



her soul. "Okay, don't go there, don't... don't ruin 
this." She grimaced.  

Mason chucked and shook his head, "You think I 
am trying to hit on you?" he corked his bushy 
eyebrow.  
"Are you?"  

"No firecracker." He rolled his bottom lip in his 
mouth, his green eyes so dark under the stars and 
the patio lights. "I was just merely saying you 

looked like someone who could enjoy the life I live. 
So, that's the second reason I want you on board, 
but the first one is I want you take from this man 

something he loves, something he cherishes like 
he did you."  
Her heart was beating a little faster, she hated 
thinking about that, she had done a great job of 

shoving the memory of that day to the back of her 
mind. For so many years she struggled to forget 
the smell of the man's perfume, the smell of his 

breath... and now she was sitting in a bar talking 
about it in the most imperceptible way. Bringing 
back memories. 

"I just wanna forget... Mason. I wanna live my life. 
I just..."  
"You wanted to stone the man today like a crazy 
scorned woman. That... that's the anger you are 

keeping inside. I am no therapist, but I can assure 
you, it will feel good to take from him. He deserves 



it. And you deserve to move on knowing that he 
got what he deserved."  

"I don't think a real therapist will suggest I avenge 
myself though." She giggled. She laughed a lot 
tonight. She was... she wasn't angry or upset. She 
was... well she was still upset by the visit and what 

happened earlier in the day but being with Mason 
and talking like that, his carefree persona awarded 
her a safe space to just let her face crack into a 

smile and her chest to vibrate with melodic 
laughter.  
"That's why I am not one because trust me, I will 

be teaching people how to steal money and how to 
fucking get away with murder."  
"How do you know how to get away with murder, I 
mean... I honestly expected to go to jail."  

"Really? You wanted to go to jail?" 
"Expected to, not wanted to." She chuckled with a 
roll of eyes. "I mean I killed someone Mason, what 

are the consequences to that?"  
They were lucky the tables were so far from each 
other because they were just freely talking about 

killing someone, of course they were not loud and 
the music helped conceal most of the shared words 
but still, it wasn't such a wise idea to openly talk 
about killing people, kidnapping them or stealing 

from them.  
"Well, you rolling with me, I got your back."  
"That still doesn't answer me."  



"I have my ways." As much as Mason indulged her 
a bit, he still kept a couple of things from her and 

the people in his life. He wasn't the one to go 
around exposing himself to people he didn't know 
or trust, even those he trusted like Kyle, didn't 
know all the details of his life and his career.  

"Okay... I'll back down, can I think about it?"  
"I guess I can work with that, it's not a no..." he 
leaned on the table with his arms and finished his 

beer and pushed the bottle to the side.  
"You said you're driving us back and yet you're 
drinking." Lesedi rolled her eyes. She loved driving 

but now she felt like she needed to enjoy being 
driven. She had a lot to think about.  
"I had two beers; I am good to drive... but I am 
gonna need a glass of water first."  

"Should have just ordered juice you know."  
Mason looked at her like she said something 
disgusting, "No." he signalled for a waiter and 

asked for a glass of water on ice and side plate of 
fries.  
"Are you still eating?" Lesedi was amazed, she 

remembered how Tracy used to complain of Kyle 
ate too much seems like it ran in the family. These 
men loaded their stomachs and yet there was 
nothing but flat panes with blocks on them.  

Mason ate the fries, Lesedi found herself helping 
him to eat them. "By the way... when are we 
making you a business account so we can start 



depositing money into your account? You know 
that I have cold dangerous cash with me?"  

Lesedi had totally forgotten about that part. She 
knew there was money she wasn't going to send 
back anywhere least of all people to Mateo but 
didn't think how she will get it into a bank account. 

"I don't know, after the funeral?"  
Mason shrugged, paid the bill left a tip and let 
Lesedi walk out first. "Alright, I am going to need 

to deposit some into the salon and restaurant too. 
I don't know how in the hell we are going to move 
this money into a freaking bank without crashing 

the systems or alerting authorities."  
"Aww is poor little Mason scared of authorities?" 
Lesedi mocked her as they reached the man's car.  
"Shut up. One, there is nothing little about me, 

two... I don't want to burn my fingers. I know how 
to hold off."  
"You are a smart guy; I am sure you will think of 

something." Lesedi unlocked the car as she still 
had the keys, "I'll drive us an hour out, we will 
swap at the garage." (Garage = petrol/gas station)  

"Nah, I am good to drive firecracker."  
"Why do you call me that? Firecracker..."  
Mason shrugged and grabbed her hand to take the 
car keys, but she panicked. Her body tensed; panic 

filled her body. He was too close. He was too 
fucking close.  



Mason felt her hand shake and quickly stepped 
away. He didn't know how to react to this, or what 

to do. This... this was out of his reach.  
"I'm sorry." Mason's playfulness quickly vanished 
into thin air. "I am sorry, I didn't think..."  
Lesedi closed her eyes and then opened them. "It's 

not you. I just... sudden movements still get me in 
a bit of a jazz." She handed him the keys no longer 
in a mood to drive. "Take me home." She wished 

home was somewhere peaceful and full of joy.  
This 'home' she was asking him to take her to... 
was the last place she wanted to be. But at the 

same time, she needed to get away from this man. 
She needed to get away from someone who could 
potentially ruin her life.  
Lesedi decided to get in the backseat instead of 

the front. She couldn't reign in her thoughts. She 
also couldn't be in that close proximity with a man.  
Mason understood and felt guilty. He felt like such 

a tool. The girl obviously didn't trust men like that. 
But he didn't mean no harm.  
He didn't argue, didn't ask any question, he just 

heaved and got in the driver seat and drove them 
back to Gauteng.  
The trip to the next province was good as it lasted, 
he just had to ruin it.  

** 
"I don't know that girl. I don't know who she is." 
Mateo Molao was pacing the floor of his home 



office at his lavish home in the North of Gauteng. 
In his hand he held a glass of scotch on the rocks, 

carefully taking sips and as spoke on the phone.  
"I am telling you; I don't know her; she accuses 
me of ruining her life. Who the hell is she?" he was 
angry.  

The person on the line was his best friend and 
lawyer, Lethabo Themane. 
"I don't know, I will see what it is I can find about 

her but if she was talking about showing up at her 
home, then maybe she's Morris's daughter. Have 
you ever dated any of his daughters?" Lethabo 

asked.  
Mateo was annoyed by the questions, "She's dark 
skinned, looks like a child to me, do you think 
she's worth my time? Of course not." He wanted to 

hurl the glass against the wall in frustration but 
didn't want to wake up his family. He couldn't 
afford any more scandals, he couldn't undergo 

another name identity change and lay low. He did 
that already and will not go down there again.  
He was a respectable man in the community, a 

member of the ruling party, he received invitations 
to important events by hand damn it! He couldn't 
let some unruly girl ruin his legacy. He worked 
hard for it.  

It was late at night when people started calling 
him, talking about some video that is trending on 
Facebook and twitter. A video of him being 



attacked by some crazy girl. People wanted to 
know why, what was going on. What did he do to 

her? How will he damn know? He didn't know the 
girl.  
He had gone to meet with some business 
associates when he left the Phiri home, then came 

home and found his wife cooking dinner and had to 
play with his sons and then have dinner before he 
had to deal with this issue.  

Damned that dark skinned ugly girl.  
"I will get on it, I will try to dig up some 
information and let's see what I can find out about 

her. Do you have a name?"  
Mateo scratched his left brow, thinking back to the 
conversations he had numerous times with Morris 
Phiri. Of course, the old douchebag didn't speak 

much about his daughters, but he could swear he 
once mentioned their names.  
"Lucas... Lucas should know, contact him and find 

out what those girls' names are, find this girl and 
make her leave me alone or else, she will pay for 
this." Mateo then cut the call followed by a click of 

a tongue.  
He gulped the contents of his glass and sat it on 
his desk and right before he could pour another 
one, a knock resounded on the door and his wife 

walked in.  
Light skinned, wearing a silky red nightgown. She 
was stunning in his eyes, a goddess. "Babakhe?" 



she called out to him, closing the door behind her. 
"I can hear you shouting from the boys' room, 

kwenze njani?" his wife asked. (What's wrong)  
"Nothing my dear one, nothing. Come here." He 
called out to her and hugged her.  
"Is it work?" she asked, and he nodded. It was 

partly work, the only reason he was worked up 
was because the scandal could affect his work.  
"I saw a video on Facebook... who's that girl?" his 

wife was soft spoken.  
"I don't know her mommy, but I will find her, and I 
will make her apologize, don't worry your pretty 

head with these trivial things." He looked into her 
eyes and kissed her gently on the lips, "asambe 
s'yo lala." He smiled at her, mischief dancing in his 
eyes. (Let's go and sleep.)  

"Haa.a hayi namhlanje babakhe, your kids and 
their friends wore me out, I just want a feet rub 
and a goodnight rest." (No, not tonight.)  

Mateo sighed, what should a man do to fucking get 
some damned sex? "One round baby, you don't 
have to do anything... just lie there, I will put in 

the work." He tried to bargain as they walked to 
their enormous bedroom.  
"No, tomorrow baby." It was always tomorrow. 
Sex was given according to timetable in this house 

and that annoyed him, but he wasn't in the mood 
to complain tonight. He simply took off his clothes, 
got inside his pyjamas and jumped into bed.  



"Haibo?" his wife was shocked at his sudden 
coldness, "are you not giving me a foot rub? 

Ngiyak'cela bandla?" his wife pleaded, she already 
took out her oils, desperately needing a feet 
massage after taking care of the six years olds that 
were in her house to play with her twin boys.  

"Tomorrow." Came his curt reply.  
"Okay... we can 'have', but you will need to give 
me a foot rub." She tried to bargain, and it 

worked. Suddenly there was a smile on his face, 
and he wasn't grumpy anymore.  
She lay there... and let him take from her as much 

as he needed.  
She was his wife after all.  
� � � �� �!!!  

 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Eleven  
"Lesedi, your father passed away and you are 

galivanting in the streets until two in the freaking 
morning?" Lucas was seething Sunday morning. He 
had just fixed himself a cup of tea, could have 

preferred coffee but they were out of it.  
"And on top of that, you tried to stone Mateo to 
death, what has gotten into you?"  
Lesedi sighed. She didn't need such a lecture. The 

week was moving at a snail's pace, and she was 
slowly being driven up damned walls. "Why are 
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you not at your brother's house? You know he 
moved out years ago right?"  

"Don't be stupid his house burned down."  
"What? When?" Lesedi had even forgotten about 
the cute little part that her father had a house of 
his own. A house she only ever heard of and didn't 

know how it looked. Tracy was the privileged one 
to see it.  
"Yeah... eish those bastards really erased my 

brother's work in just a click of fingers. But we are 
working on something." Lucas assured her as if 
she was on his side. As if she cared about her 

father. "One of his boys, his right-hand man told 
Mateo he had information for us if he could get him 
out of prison. He swears that The Tiger six did not 
kill Morris."  

"Akga maan!" Lesedi was now annoyed. Just when 
she was letting her guard down, this had to 
happen. She swore it was Punch, that idiot was a 

thorn on her backside and he needed to be solved. 
"Can't we just stop? Please... all these talks of 
gangs and taking people out of prison it's too 

much. It won't bring papa back or his money."  
Lucas's features softened. Lesedi was taking her 
father's death hard, he thought. "My girl, I am so 
sorry. I know this is hard, but it's hard on all of 

us."  
Lesedi looked at the man like he was insane but 
quickly wore a sad expression. She couldn't afford 



to have this man reigning terror on her, she had to 
pretend to be hurting. She went to the bathroom 

to bath, planned to go back to her place later to 
sleep there.  
She missed her own space. This house was getting 
overcrowded daily. Dressed in black jeans, a black 

light sweatshirt and her combat boots, she was 
ready to catch a taxi to Joburg cbd to her flat.  
Today there was nothing that she had planned to 

do for the family, she just wanted a breather.  
"Morning..." Tracy greeted her when she returned 
to their mother's bedroom to get some of her stuff. 

"Where are you going all dressed up?"  
"Town, just need to sort out a couple of things." 
She responded. Sofia and Daisy were also up but 
were outside, having tea with Koko Phiri. 

Apparently they had to talk before people came, 
the grandmother was trying to persuade Daisy to 
sit on the mattress.  

"I also need to get some air, please wait for me 
and I will drop you off and go to my place."  
Lesedi didn't protest, she sat on her mother's bed 

while Tracy went to freshen up. She opened up her 
WhatsApp for the first time since New Year's Eve 
and the number of messages from her colleagues 
and the guy she shared a flat with poured in.  

Mostly were condolences, telling her, her clients 
were looking for her, some asking when the 
funeral was, when they should come, if she could 



just text them back and let them know she was 
fine. The people from the salon were decent and 

they actually tolerated her.  
But it was the young lady from the salon who 
genuinely liked her, the girl was always by her 
side, or in her face when she didn't have clients. 

She found it annoying most of the times, but she 
tolerated it, it got lonely sometimes and she 
needed a friend. Mbali was that friend.  

Mbali had sent her the video taken yesterday when 
she was confronting Mateo...well Lekau Singo 
whoever the fuck that man was.  

"Bathong," (Goodness gracious) she gasped. "What 
is wrong with people?" she couldn't believe that 
the people who came by, pretending to be 
comforting them had the audacity to take videos 

and post them on Facebook and share on 
WhatsApp. That was so humiliating.  
She didn't reply Mbali, she just switched off her 

mobile data and shoved her phone in the back of 
her jeans.  
She didn't know what to say, or what to think. 

Mateo... she couldn't believe he has been here all 
along, right under her nose. The last she heard of 
him, her father had endorsed his political run and 
injected large amounts of money into his 

campaign, hoping that he too will get a seat at the 
table.  



She had gone to her father, asking him to help her 
punish Singo for what he did to her, and her father 

downright declined. He did not care for her, he 
cared about his damn self. She hated him, that's 
why she killed him. She killed him because he 
supported the monster that was Singo instead of 

her. Killed him because of how he beat Tracy like a 
dog when she was pregnant and lastly she killed 
him for beating her mother near half to death. 

Rocking their lives upside down.  
"Okay done, we need to go before Bo Tapiwa ba 
tsoga. I could hear her and Yvonne laughing in the 

bedroom, they still having pillow talk." Tracy 
rushed in the room and quickly got dressed.  
"Yvonne slept here?" Lesedi rolled her eyes.  
"Yeah koko said it was too late to drive."  

"Bathong she lives around the corner." Lesedi 
rolled her eyes. She rolled her eyes way too much; 
it was a miracle they never rolled back forever. 

"Fetsa re tsamaye ge." (Finish up so we can go 
then.)  
Not sooner than later, the girls were in Tracy's car 

and headed to town. 
"Hey, rangwane Lucas tells me that papa's house 
burned down, you know I forgot that he had a 
house, I remember only today..." Lesedi brought 

the house issue up. She didn't know it burned 
down.  



"Yoh, don't even talk about that one. Kyle told me 
that he and Mason thought my father would be 

scared and run out of the house so they can 
capture him, turns out he had already left the 
house. So yeah... My boyfriend and his crazy 
brother burned the house down." Tracy informed 

her.  
Lesedi was amazed by that. Mason was... He was a 
dangerous man and knowing that made her a little 

excited. Just a little. Maybe she was a sadist... 
Who knows.  
They arrived in Hillbrow, "Okay not to sound like a 

snob but this is not a safe area, I wanted to see 
your place, but I am not leaving my car out here." 
Tracy looked around the area as she parked on the 
side of a rundown building that had laundry 

hanging on windows and the small balconies.  
This place was dirty and looked pretty unsafe. "I 
wouldn't advise you to do that either." Lesedi 

smirked and jumped out of the car. "It's still early 
though, so go before danger tries to lick your car."  
Tracy had already pulled away before Lesedi even 

closed the door. The older of the two women 
giggled at the moving car. It was a G-Wagon, no 
way would Tracy gamble with that beast of a car.  
Lesedi took the three flights of stairs to her flat she 

shared with Freddy, some guy who ran away from 
home and was hustling in Joburg. She had made 
people believe she and Freddy were an item, that 



he was some drunkard she lived with while it was 
quiet the opposite. Freddy was a big teddy bear 

that sometimes cut people's hair down at the salon 
she worked at... but most of the time he was just 
out doing his business, occasionally annoying her 
by asking her to cook for him.  

She found the flat empty, it was a two bedroom 
flat, well kept for the most parts. The kitchen still 
had the old rustic zinc kitchen cupboards that were 

a little rusty on the edges and on the handles.  
An old white refrigerator that hummed way too 
loud, one two-seater couch that Freddy got from 

one of his friends when he moved out of town and 
the old tv that was sitting nicely on a brown 
wooded table.  
She was glad that Freddy wasn't a slob that didn't 

throw out the garbage or not wash dishes. He'd 
always say, "We live in the slumps, but our place 
can never be a slump." She appreciated that about 

him.  
She went to her bedroom and collapsed on her 
bed. Her room was minimalistic. Dark grey 

curtains, a double bed in the middle, an old 
wardrobe that she bought from someone who was 
moving out of the building.  
Her shoes were lining up the wall, mostly takkies 

and another pair of boots, she didn't have many 
clothes, well not as many as she wanted to. 



Couldn't afford to splurge on clothes as she had to 
survive.  

As much as the area she lived in was unsafe and 
there were a lot of unruly people coming and going 
out of the building, people respected their place. 
Not even once did they ever have a break-in. 

People were afraid of her and Freddy, mostly her.  
She sent Mason a text, telling him what her uncle 
told her about Punch. That idiot was another loose 

end. But she didn't want to kill him, killing her 
father didn't make her a killer... she hoped there 
was another way they could neutralize him.  

Mason responded after an hour telling her, he was 
working on it, and she shouldn't worry herself 
about it and focus on burying her father.  
She took a nap on her bed, loving the feeling of 

being alone at a place she trusted, well not fully 
trusted but it was her place, nonetheless. Better 
than her home where everything just reminded her 

of her stupid father who was soon about to maggot 
food.  
When she woke up around two in the afternoon, 

she shot Mbali a text that she was at her flat and 
she should bring her some food. Mbali was happy 
to hear from her, she didn't even say no.  
She got up from her bed and wore her boots again, 

she was tired of sitting on her bed and needed 
some fresh air. She walked downstairs to the 
Indian supermarket at the corner of the flat 



building to buy juice and airtime then she walked 
back to her flat.  

Soon as she put the drink in the fridge and loaded 
airtime on her phone, a knock resounded on the 
door. Mbali lived in the next street building, she 
did expect her to come soon but not this sooner.  

"Dude where did you –" she wanted to ask her 
where she ordered the food from that took that 
quick, but it was not Mbali at the door. It was two 

strange men who wore black and looked 
intimidating as hell.  
"Hi?"  

"Lesedi?" one of the guys asked, he had a blade 
scar running across his face, to ordinary people 
he'd look scary, to her... he looked regular.  
"No..."  

"It's her." The other guy with a missing tooth front 
tooth confirmed checking his phone. "Definitely the 
girl in the video."  

Lesedi tried to close the door in their faces, but 
scar face pushed it open. "We have a message for 
you." He intertwined his fingers together snapping 

the air out of his them and crocked his neck like he 
was about to fight.  
"What message?" she asked, slowly walking back. 
She looked at the two men trying to intimidate 

her. \ 
"Mr Molao said to send you a message to never 
mess with him ever again." Soon as toothless guy 



spoke, Blade jumped on her and grabbed her by 
her neck, cutting off her air supply.  

"He says that you must make a video apologizing 
for what you did to him, and tell everyone that you 
have mistaken him for someone else, do you 
understand little girl?" Blade faced snarled in her 

face.  
In a swift move, Lesedi brought her knee to the 
man's groin then sent him staggering back with an 

upper cut. Noticing that the girl was fighting back, 
toothless landed a fist to her ribs and she turned 
on him and kicked his stomach with her boot, he 

hit the wall with his back.  
She hauled him off the wall with the collars of his 
black golf shirt and bumped her head hard against 
his. Her height was a huge advantage at this point, 

and she was grateful to be as tall as most men. 
The man cried "ow" at the impact, she felt it too 
and knew she was going to have a bruise and a 

killed headache, but the adrenaline pumping 
through her veins kept her going.  
As toothless face held his head, eyes sparkling with 

stars, Lesedi sent a kick to his ribs on the side, and 
he fell to the ground.  
Just as she was about to jump on top of him, scar 
face pulled her back with her ponytail, she 

screamed in agony but managed to twist her body 
around, ending up with his arm behind his back.  



She twisted his arm and he growled in pain, but 
she kept twisting, her compassion was locked 

away in some basement and the key formed a part 
of the other hundred keys on the chain. She didn't 
care for him at this point.  
How dare they come into her house and threaten 

her, try to intimidate her?  
She managed to dislocate his right arm, the arm 
that was strangling her not so long ago. But it was 

two against one, she didn't hurry fast enough to 
dislocate scar face's arm because soon toothless 
dude was back on his feet pulling her away from 

his friend. He didn't waste a second because he 
had soon realized that she wasn't an amateur or a 
regular girl. Immediately he pulled her away from 
scar face, he slapped her so hard, she felt blood 

seep from her nose.  
Shocked at the impact of this fucker's hand she 
held her side of the face, giving his fist an 

opportunity to collide with her face, busting her lip 
open. She grew angrier than she was.  
"Oh, you're going to regret that." She spoke before 

spitting the blood on the floor. She charged at him 
in a lightning speed, her fingers and long nails 
digging into his eyes.  
First instinct was to protect his eyesight, so he 

clawed off her hands from his eyes and shut them, 
cupping them with his hands, giving her an 



opportunity to grab the vase of plastic flowers from 
the side table and smashing it over his head.  

When he fell to the ground, she started to kick 
him, scar face was crying in agony, from a 
dislocated arm. There was only so much he could 
do with his left hand.  

"Oh my God!" That was Mbali's screeching at the 
door. "Help! Somebody help!!" she screamed. 
Lesedi couldn't afford to be blindsided, she ignored 

her and kept on kicking the dog that was lying 
down, stomping his face with the underneath of 
her boots.  

The Scar face dude ran out of the flat, then soon 
as Mbali set the McDonalds paper bag in the 
kitchen she pushed Lesedi off the man's body. "Are 
you trying to kill him?" Mbali was short and petite. 

It took all of her energy to push angry Lesedi off 
the man.  
"Get out!" Mbali screamed at toothless guy who 

crawled out of the flat as the girls watched, Lesedi 
with anger and Mbali with utter shock.  
"My sweet Jesus!"  

𝗜 𝗵𝗼𝗽𝗲 혆𝗼혂 𝗲𝗻𝗷𝗼혆𝗲𝗱!!! 𝗣𝗹𝗲𝗮혀𝗲 𝗱𝗼 혀𝗵𝗮𝗿𝗲  

#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Twelve  
"What happened in here? Why didn't you scream 

for help?" Mbali was shocked, she looked around at 
the broken glasses from the vase. The blood on 
the white floor. Lesedi's heavy breathing. "Who are 
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those guys? Did they break in here? Did they steal 
anything?" She asked.  

She wouldn't be surprised. Joburg was full of 
chancers and people that cared little to nothing 
about other people's belongings. They were 
fucking too entitled to things they didn't work hard 

for.  
Lesedi walked to the bathroom which had a 
broken, cracked old tub they didn't and couldn't 

use, a basin which was constantly leaking and a 
shower which was surprisingly very functional even 
though it had no door. There was a mirror over the 

basin which she looked into.  
With her chocolate complexion she wasn't red in 
the face, but she knew soon enough she will be 
black and purple. There was fresh blood dripping 

from her nose, her lip was starting to swell, and 
blood coated her teeth.  
"Fuck!" she rinsed her mouth and felt fresh pain 

weigh in on her. The adrenaline was wearing off 
and she was starting to feel pain all over her body. 
Her ribs where that fucker had punched her ached, 

her face was just too painful to describe.  
She tried to wipe her nose, but blood came pouring 
so she stuck toilet paper in one of the bleeding 
nostrils. She didn't have any painkillers in her flat, 

so she was going to have to opt for a grandpa from 
the Indian shop downstairs.  



"Do you need me to get you anything? Panado?" 
Mbali asked as soon as Lesedi emerged from the 

bathroom.  
"Panado? What am I? A five-year-old?" she 
snorted, limping a little as she walked to her 
bedroom.  

She sat on the bed, clutching her side. The 
headache hit her like a train colliding into a wall. 
She felt pain all over her body.  

"Okay not panado then... let me get you a wet 
cloth, and tissue." Mbali walked to the bathroom 
noticing that the other woman was bleeding a little 

too much.  
Lesedi reached for her phone that Mbali brought 
from the kitchen when she followed her and 
scrolled through her call log. She didn't need to go 

too far.  
"Firecracker... you just wanna talk to me whole 
day don't you?" Mason answered his phone in a 

cool and calm voice with a hint amusement.  
"No, why would I do that? I only spoke to you once 
today."  

"Twice if we count now." Mason tormented her and 
she groaned. She was in pain and didn't need his 
playfulness.  
"I am in."  

"You're in? in where?" 



"I wanna make him pay." She spoke through 
greeted teeth. The pain was becoming a little 

unbearable. "I am gonna make him pay."  
"What changed your mind?"  
"He sent some stupid boys to scare me off... I am 
going to make him regret that."  

"Are you okay? Did they do anything stupid?" as 
Mason asked the questions, before Lesedi could 
answer Mbali returned with a plastic bowl and a 

wet cloth that happened to be Lesedi's pink face 
cloth.  
"Oh my God, your bleeding is too much now, take 

that tissue out it's soaked." Mbali's soothing voice 
greeted Mason's curious ears through the phone 
that was in Lesedi's hand. She couldn't put it on 
her ear as she had a killer headache and her whole 

face felt hot.  
"Bleeding... Les, what happened? Did they hit 
you?" Mason asked sounding alarmed.  

Lesedi cast a wary look at Mbali who clamped her 
mouth shut. In her defence, she didn't notice or 
hear Lesedi being on the phone and talking to 

anyone.  
"It's no big deal." Lesedi dismissed him.  
"I am on my way to you, are you home?"  
"No, don't come. This place is not safe for people 

like you pretty boy."  
"What's that supposed to mean?"  
"Exactly that, I am fine."  



"No, she's not. She's fucking bleeding and scaring 
me." Mbali chose to go against Lesedi. She didn't 

know who the man was but his concern over 
Lesedi was enough for her to spill.  
"It's my fucking nose, nothing else." Lesedi wanted 
to throw Mbali out through the window for making 

Mason want to come over.  
"Are you home?" 
Mbali took the phone from Lesedi's hand, "We are 

at her flat in Hillbrow." Then Mbali carried on with 
giving the man the address and Mason told them 
he will be there in no time.  

"So, you are just going to give out my address to 
complete strangers?" Lesedi was shooting daggers 
through her eyes. "You just want them to finish me 
off?"  

Mbali rolled her eyes and threw the phone on the 
bed, "Didn't sound like a serial killer to me."  
"Enlighten me Mbali, how do serial killers sound 

like?" this woman's innocence and naiveté was 
astonishing as it was refreshing. She lived in a 
bubble, sure she lived in the crazy and dangerous 

streets of Joburg, but she still maintained her 
innocence from her adolescence. 
The young fair skinned woman decided to keep 
quiet for her sake. Lesedi was rough around the 

edges and as much as she knew the older woman 
tolerated her, she knew she could toss her out with 
a snap of her fingers. She asked Lesedi to remove 



the tissue of blood from her nose and she used the 
wet cloth to wipe the fresh blood on her bottom lip, 

rinsed it then put it back over the woman's nose.  
"I am going to get you grandpa or something... for 
the pain." Mbali then left Lesedi alone after trying 
to get her comfortable as much as she can.  

Returning back from the shops, Mbali was followed 
by Mason in all his tall glory making Mbali look like 
a midget. "You're so tall!" Mbali commented when 

they reached the door.  
Mason had been around Joburg trying to sort out 
the Punch issue and that's how he made it in time 

to Lesedi's place. He was just entering the building 
when Mbali greeted him and asked if he was lost. 
The dude was clean, dressed in black cargo pants 
that showed off his muscular thighs and long 

limbs, a fitted t-shirt that didn't cling on his body 
but his biceps. He was also white, so of course he 
stuck out like a sore thumb.  

She was astonished when he said he was Mason 
and looking for Lesedi on the third floor, he 
thanked the lucky stars that Mbali was the girl he 

spoke with over the phone. Together they walked 
up the stairs as the building's lift had stopped 
working donkey years ago.  
"She's in the bedroom, let me just get her a glass 

of water." Mbali showed him where the bedroom 
was.  



Mason's head was spinning from all the red flags 
he was seeing in the flat. The whole area itself was 

a danger zone, a health hazard, the building was 
rundown everyone could enter and leave with no 
permit, there is no security by the door, there are 
no burglar proofs on doors or windows.  

When he entered, the flat was bare, housed old 
furniture that looked like it would crumble in at any 
given moment, he was far too stressed about it.  

He softly knocked on the bedroom door and a faint 
'come in' danced in his ears.  
Lesedi was lying on her bed, still wearing her 

shoes, the wet cloth still on her nose, her other 
hand over her forehead as she listened to the 
thump-thump sound from her head. The pain was 
still fresh, and she was trying by all means to stay 

strong, but fuck she needed something to numb 
the pain.  
"What the fuck? What did they do to you?" Mason 

loomed over her, seeing the pink fabric soaking 
with blood. "Geez."  
"You should have seen those dogs though, she 

moered the hell out of them." Mbali walked in with 
a glass of water and a sachet of grandpa. "Lesedi, 
where did you learn to fight like that? How did you 
take those two big guys by yourself?" Mbali was 

amazed.  
Lesedi wished the girl could stop talking and Mason 
would leave. She was aching, a dull ache hitting 



her head constantly. She felt like she was about to 
seep into a coma.  

Mason was amazed at what the petite girl whose 
name he didn't know revealed. Lesedi took on two 
guys? She was brave, a firecracker of note. The 
name was befitting. But the state she was in was 

alarming. "You don't look too good Les... we need 
to get you checked."  
She wanted to protest but the headache rendered 

her speechless, the wound on her lip felt too 
heavy, she didn't wanna talk or open her mouth. 
But one thing she knew was that she was annoyed, 

at those guys and at the attention Mbali and Mason 
were showering her in.  
"Fuck she's losing consciousness." Mason carefully 
lifted the woman bridal style off the bed. "Come 

with me." It was only then he saw the blood on the 
floor near the wall. When he walked in, he was 
taken in by the almost worn-out furniture, the 

chipping paint off walls, he didn't look much 
around.  
"Jesus is that her blood?" he asked on the way to 

the door.  
"No, she almost killed one of the guys, broke the 
other one's arm." Mbali informed him, "it was a 
scene out of an action movie I tell you."  

Mbali spoke a lot, didn't know when to be quiet 
and always over indulged. She didn't know the 
guy's name; he didn't know hers and yet she was 



telling him everything he didn't even need to know 
while following him out of the flat.  

"Oh! Our food." She went back inside and grabbed 
the bag of food, locked the door behind her and 
followed the guy to his car.  
She found a group of black young guys guarding 

the car. "Hey please take out the keys from my left 
pocket..." Mason said to Mbali who carefully stuck 
her hand in Mason's front pocket and took out the 

key, unlocked the car and jumped in the backseat 
so Mason could place Lesedi on the front seat since 
his car was a two door.  

"Thanks gents." Mason pulled out his wallet and 
rolled out three hundred rand notes and passed it 
to the guys. He knew they were going to smoke it, 
but he didn't care, they took care of his car for 

him. This place was too fucked for his liking.  
Jumping into the driver seat, Mason rushed them 
to a private clinic that was closer to them.  

There, Lesedi was admitted, and he watched as 
Mbali ate her food in silence and chuckled. Petite 
girls loved to eat didn't they?  

Mason couldn't believe he arrived at the right time; 
he couldn't see this girl knowing how to help 
Lesedi in her sate. The fact that Lesedi passed out 
in the car, and she almost screamed his ear off 

thinking Lesedi was dead was very telling.  
After a long time of waiting, Mason got an uber for 
Mbali as she was tired and sleeping on the chair, 



he assured her that he will be with Lesedi through 
it all.  

Soon enough, he was allowed to see her. She had 
regained consciousness and looked tired as hell. 
The story was there was a break in at her flat and 
he was a friend who she called for help.  

"I don't think I've ever seen a patient looking so 
murderous." Mason spoke as he entered the room 
to be met by cold eyes from the woman whose life 

he saved.  
"I want to go home, what time is it?" she asked.  
"After eight..."  

"Tracy..." she panicked thinking about her sister 
wondering where she was. "Mama..."  
Mason sat at the end of the bed, concern filling his 
green eyes, "Hey, I called Tee and let her know 

you were with me, again."  
"Oh God, now they will think I am some attention 
seeking bitch. There is a funeral at home and yet 

two consecutive nights, I have been on the 
streets."  
"I mean technically you are in the hospital... but I 

don't think you want them to know that right?" she 
nodded in response. She felt a little better, the 
pain wasn't as severe as before and she was so 
sleepy.  

"Are you okay?" he asked.  
"Can I have some water please?" she asked. She 
felt pathetic having to ask for help but she was 



chained to the bed by the stupid drip. She was in 
the oversized hospital gown, a plaster over her 

forehead and her lip still felt fucking heavy. 
Mason stood up, filled a glass with water and 
passed it to her. She was shaking so he took it 
back, "Why are you shaking?"  

"I am a little cold, hungry..." she mumbled.  
"Can I help you drink?" he didn't want to startle 
her like he did the other night. He was glad that 

they didn't have to talk about it now. The ride back 
from Bloemfontein was awkward as hell, he was 
glad they swept if under the rug. But he didn't 

forget...and didn't want to make the same mistake 
twice.  
"I hate this."  
"Hey... soon enough you'll hold your own glass... 

don't worry about it." He brought the glass to her 
lips, and she drank. He tilted it slightly so she 
could properly drink but some still spilled from her 

lips.  
He curled his finger and brushed the outside of it 
on her chin, catching the trail of water and slowly 

bringing the warm finger to her lips.  
She shivered and looked up into his eyes and he 
locked eyes with her.  
There was a beat...a moment of heat passed 

through, but as soon as it came, it left.  



"Sorry." Mason apologized, then cleared his throat. 
"Let me... let me go find your doctor and see how 

long we gonna be here for."  
Lesedi looked at the closed door after Mason.  
Now why the hell did her heart skip a fucking beat. 

 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Thirteen  
"Hospital?" Tracy's voice rang in Lesedi's ears as 

she called her baby sister from the hospital. "What 
happened?"  
"I got mugged and well... they hit me, I had a 

concussion and passed out. Mason took me to the 
hospital, but I am fine, I feel fine."  
Lesedi felt it was important to at least let Tracy 
know why she was not at home so she wouldn't 

think she was deserting her at a time of need.  
"Is Mason still there with you? Do you need me to 
come pick you up? Which hospital is it?"  

Lesedi sighed, she had forgotten what a worrywart 
her baby sister was, "I am fine, I will be fine. And 
Mason will bring me home, I just wanted you to 

know that I haven't gone on another adventure."  
"Okay, I will see you when you come."  
"Yeah... tomorrow though. I don't want to worry 
mom. My face has bruises."  

"I thought you said you are fine?"  
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"Between you and I... I have bruises I don't want 
people to see but if mom asks I will be fine. I just 

need to rest, and I will be okay tomorrow."  
The sisters spoke for few more minutes then hung 
up. Lesedi was still in her hospital gown and the 
doctor was keeping her overnight, against her 

wishes.  
The room she was in was nice and as comfortable 
as they can make a hospital bed and room be. 

Mason had bought her food from the Deli down the 
road, and they made the best chicken salad and 
fries.  

"Are visiting hours not over?" Lesedi asked. As 
much as she was grateful for Mason's help, his 
presence unnerved her. She wanted to be alone, 
she wanted him to leave her alone.  

Mason looked up from texting on his phone. He 
was sitting on a chair in the corner of the room, 
listening to Lesedi speak to Tracy but at the same 

time busy with his other things on his phone.  
"What was that?"  
"Are visiting hours not over?" Lesedi repeated, 

goddamn it, this guy needed to go. Her mind 
flashed back to when he touched her, when he was 
helping her to drink water. She shuddered at the 
memory. This guy needed to leave her alone. He 

was overcrowding her space.  



"Dude I'm Mason, I can stay here until midnight... 
or even sleep here." He smirked, his eyes 

returning back to his phone.  
Lesedi was curious to know what he was busy 
with, but that curiosity wasn't greater than the 
need for him to leave. She felt like he was 

spending way too much time with her than she 
liked.  
Sofia had hinted that Mason once looked at her like 

he wanted to feast on her, she had hoped that was 
a lie. In the two days she has spent with him, he 
has been nothing but helpful and nonchalant. 

Didn't look at her in anyway except for earlier on. 
Something sparked in those green eyes that made 
her stomach flip and she wanted him gone before 
she thought way too much about it or he thinks 

too much into it.  
"No. You can't stay here until midnight. I need to 
sleep."  

"I have a funny feeling you'd discharge yourself..."  
"I won't... you have been here since I got admitted 
are you not tired?" She tried to make it seem like 

she was concerned about him, but the truth was, 
he was making her feel uneasy.  
Mason stood up and stretched, he was really tall. 
And he looked damn good in the stupid snug cargo 

pants. 



"How are you feeling? You lip isn't so bruised like 
before." He ignored her question. He was more 

worried about her than him needing to rest.  
"I'm fine." she snapped. She only snapped because 
of what happened ealier on. That was scary. What 
she felt was scary and this guy needed to go.  

"Where did you learn how to fight? That girl we 
came with said you beat down two guys... Two? 
What are you, a ninja?" He had to admit though, 

he wished he was there to witness it. He couldn't 
stop imagining it. This girl never seized to amaze 
him. She was... She was something else.  

"It doesn't matter. Mason why are you still here? 
Do you not want to go home?" Small talk wasn't 
going to cut it. He needed to free her and go 
home. At least for tonight until she forgets about 

what almost happened.  
"I will go, I am just talking to my boss. He wants 
me to help him out with something, but I really 

can't be in two places at once." Mason told her.  
"You have a boss?"  
Mason chuckled, "Yeah, not a lot of people know 

that. I do have someone I work for most of the 
time, makes sense to call him my boss but he's 
really just a superior in the field and a partner to 
me."  

Lesedi didn't know what to say, so she kept quiet. 
Mason seemed to be leading a very interesting life 
and she really was curious, but she didn't want to 



make it seem like she was interested in anything 
he did.  

"So, he has another operation running in Cape 
Town and wants me to help out the team there but 
I'm already using my resources for my own OP." 
he sat back down, checking his phone again.  

"Can't you say no?"  
"I can, I really can but like I said, he's a superior in 
the field, I need him like he needs me. I don't want 

to disappoint him."  
"Can't you send Ginger to help him out or he 
doesn't know Ginger?"  

"Ginger works for me and I have him doing 
something else... I actually am making him do a 
lot of things, like finding you an apartment."  
That made Lesedi snap in a blink of an eye. Her 

eyes were narrowed and the dimple on her chin 
deepened, "What do you mean he's finding me an 
apartment? Mason, I did not ask you to find me an 

apartment. I am fine. And if I was looking for an 
apartment, I will fucking do that on my own." She 
wanted to scream and yell but she was still 

regaining strength and energy.  
"Whoa, you do not think I'm gonna let you go back 
to that dump you call a flat, right? In that health 
hazard zone? Never mind the security risks, that 

place is a fucking dump Les." Mason fired back as 
good as he received.  



"You have no right. Who do you think you are hey? 
I will decide what's risky for me. I will decide 

what's a dump and what's not. I am happy with 
that dump!" her eyes were blazing. She was very 
angry and very annoyed.  
Mason couldn't believe this girl. She couldn't 

possibly be happy to live in that pigsty area and in 
that rundown flat with leaking pipes? Surely that 
concussion was causing her mental 

dysfunctionality because what in the hell?  
"Are you kidding? Have you seen that place? I am 
doing you a favour."  

"I didn't ask." she deadpanned. "I didn't ask for 
that stupid favour. It's one thing to help me out 
with things I ask you Mason, but don't you dare 
think you can control my life. That you can dictate 

what do with my life, where I choose to live. 
That... that is none of your fucking business."  
Mason was gobsmacked. She really was serious. 

No playfulness attached to the words or showing 
on her face. She was angry.  
"I am trying to help you."  

"At which point did I ask? Mhm? At which point did 
I ask you to help me?" she held eye contact 
without wavering. Angry brown eyes to displeased 
green eyes.  

"You know what, you are right, you didn't ask, and 
I shouldn't have tried to help." Mason stood up 
from his chair, picking up his empty takeaway bags 



he has been eating from. "You're such an 
ungrateful bi - Lesedi, you're ungrateful. I will see 

you around."  
"Name calling, really?" Lesedi watched as he 
walked to the door, "And what does that mean?"  
"I am a man of my word, I said we will get that 

bastard who hurt you and we will. And I will also 
still help out with the money transfer... other than 
that, I am keeping my hands to myself. I was 

gonna pick you up tomorrow but not anymore, let 
your sister know... or find a way I don't care." He 
then walked out.  

Could he be any more dramatic? Lesedi was 
stunned, her mouth hung open as she looked at 
the closed door and back at the wall in front of her 
like she was looking at another person needing an 

explanation of what had just happened.  
But she felt pushed into a corner, Mason had no 
right to try and get her a new place. She had 

dreams and hopes of where she'd like to live. What 
if he looked for a place in an area she wouldn't 
like? He had no right and it felt good to tell him 

that...  
But goddamn it didn't feel good when he left and 
told her she was basically on her own once she 
was discharged. She felt weird...she felt strange... 

like she did something wrong.  



He did call her an ungrateful bitch... Even if he 
stopped himself from actually saying the word 

bitch. She must have struck a nerve...  
But the man was just so frustrating and invading 
her space. For a very long time she has been 
alone, doing everything alone, the people in her 

life worked at the salon and they were not that 
close to her. Mbali was an exception, she forced 
herself on the woman and for a while she let her 

almost in. She wasn't all the way through the door, 
but she was the only woman outside family that 
Lesedi opened up to.  

She was now patching things up with Tracy and 
Tracy was doing it so much better than her and 
she appreciated her for it. She didn't know how 
they were going to work things out, or how they 

will move forward after she spent every chance 
name-calling her, insulting her and making her 
believe their mother hated her but Tracy took the 

lead on that. She asked her out to lunch, she had 
pillow talks with her at night since they were 
sleeping at home now for the funeral. She 

appreciated her baby sister for that because in 
honesty, she missed her presence in her life. 
In a very short space of time, she had to let go of 
the hurt, she found her rapist, Mason is by her side 

wanting to help her with every little thing... it was 
taking a lot out of her. She spent time building the 
armours she wore around her body, she spent time 



building the walls around her to keep herself 
safe... and now she had to break them, and she 

didn't think she could do that... or that she wanted 
to.  
When she was not protected by the walls and 
armours, she got hurt, she got hurt very badly and 

she couldn't go back to that hellhole.  
She looked around the room she was in... she's 
never been hospitalized before. She did spend a lot 

of time going in and out of the hospital with her 
mother doing her check-ups after their father beat 
her up and broke almost all of her upper bones and 

her jaw.  
Hospitals didn't traumatize her, the memory of 
that incident did.  
She checked her phone and responded to Lucy, 

one of the ladies she worked with in the salon, she 
behaved like the manager of the salon, but truth 
is, everyone was their own boss, they just had to 

all pay rent of the space they were working in and 
Lucy made sure everyone did.  
She told everyone she was fine, and the funeral 

was Saturday if anyone wanted to come. She 
didn't go into more details because that was who 
and how she was. She kept everyone at arms' 
length. 

She then saw Mbali was typing, it was almost nine 
at night and she was wondering what the young 
woman was doing up or what she wanted to say.  



Probably to ask her how she was feeling...  
'Are you awake?' - Mbali asked.  

'Yes, wassup?' - Lesedi responded almost 
immediately.  
'You place was vandalized; I just came back from 
there. I asked Junior to take me there to just make 

sure all was locked and to get some clothes for you 
and there was nothing in your wardrobe, no shoes, 
the bed is messed up, pillows slashed...' - Mbali  

Lesedi couldn't believe what she had just read. Her 
head spun dangerously fast, as she wondered who 
the hell did that and what the fuck did they do with 

her clothes?  
The headache that seemed to be at bay came 
rushing back. Today was just not a good day. She 
was thinking a lot than usual.  

Mbali sent four pictures of her room and her heart 
just broke. But a note on the last picture told her 
what she needed to know..  

'When Mr Molao speaks you listen mantsho.'  
Was written on the note. The jab at her 
complexion. (Mantsho - dark one) she knew a lot 

of people really did not find dark skinned people 
pretty but to make it known like that, hurt her.  
She didn't even have the strength to respond to 
Mbali. She was just so upset that she switched off 

her phone and turned in bed to sleep.  



Tears that night fell on her pillow... she felt so 
alone. Her chest was hot... she was pained... she 

was in pain.  
But one thing for sure... Mateo Molao or Lekau 
Singo, was going to regret he ever threatened her 
let alone raped her. That was a promise she had to 

see to the end.  
𝗛𝗮𝗽𝗽혆 𝗙𝗿𝗶𝗱𝗮혆 𝗺혆 𝗹𝗼혃𝗲 𝗯혂𝗴혀  

#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Fourteen  

Lesedi had to wear the clothes she came in 
wearing yesterday... called her baby sister to come 
and get her. She wanted to go to her place and 
see what damage those hooligans did.  

Tracy was under a lot of stress with the funeral 
preparations. While Lesedi was in the hospital, 
Sofia and Daisy lost the fight of her mother 

mourning their father's death on the mattress and 
not ever leaving the room unless it is to the 
bathroom.  

They had the poor woman wearing black now and 
Tracy told Lesedi it was their mother's idea to 
agree to whatever the Phiri family told her. Some 
of the Motlhala family from Daisy's side of the 

family did call and told her they will come on 
Friday as they were held up with work.  
Like they ever cared.  

No one seemed to care about them... it was a 
damn shame.  
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"Okay, soo you wanna go to your place first..." 
Tracy was sceptical about driving to Hillbrow. Her 

car was a luxury German car, they will steal it 
faster than she could blink. "I can't park my car 
there and I can't stay in it and wait for you. It's too 
dangerous."  

"I know, you can just drop me off and I will come 
home via taxi."  
"Or you will call Mason... you still didn't tell me 

how you were attacked yesterday and the first 
person you thought to call was Mason and not 
me." Her baby sister sounded hurt.  

Lesedi thought back to the conversation she had 
with Mason last night... they were back to being 
acquaintances, well they were just that but with a 
hint of friendship brewing but now none of that 

was ever going to happen.  
She needed to fix that... she felt the need to fix 
that.  

"I called Mason for a different reason, and I ended 
up telling him that I was attacked, and you know 
how he is. I didn't call him for help."  

"Is there something between the two of you? I 
mean the other day you said he wasn't so great in 
bed... I didn't think you'd wanna go back to him..."  
Lesedi wanted to laugh. Oh, the lies she's been 

telling Mohau were getting a little out of hand now. 
She should have said Mason was great in bed, but 
she didn't think she'd be seeing more of him and 



planning to work with him. Now she was in a jazz 
and had to keep lying.  

"I lied, please stop talking about him." talking 
about Mason force her to keep lying and she 
wasn't in the mood. "I need to get to my place; I 
need to check some things..."  

Tracy didn't ask any further questions. "Tshwara... 
I made you a card of our joint account. Profits 
from the salon and the restaurant go in there, do 

whatever you need to do. Get a place, buy a car... 
just I don't know, stay alive, stay safe."  
Lesedi took the card and looked at it, "When did 

you do this?"  
"There is this lady I work with at the bank, she is a 
miracle worker, she costs me a lot of money but 
she does the job." Tracy smiled. "It's something I 

immediately worked on when we patched things 
up. You deserve this."  
"And you saying I can buy a car...?" Lesedi 

smirked.  
"And get yourself a nice apartment, I can help you 
look if you want to. Just like sort out your safety 

hey... also I need you to come back home. Tapiwa 
is driving me up a wall, rangwane Lucas went back 
home to get some uncles, koko wants me to cook 
lunch and dinner for visitors... I cannot. I refuse 

to." Tracy told her as they walked towards the car.  
Lesedi was playing mindlessly with the card in her 
hand. She appreciated what Tracy was doing for 



her, but she didn't feel good about taking her 
money. Tracy worked hard for it, their father made 

her life a living hell while she worked for him, all 
the money she made, she deserved it.  
"I will come. I will come home tonight." She was 
distant but Tracy was already used to her sister's 

fluctuating moods. Lesedi has changed but she was 
slowly coming out of her shell, she comes out 
some days then go back in some other.  

Tracy once again, dropped her sister off and left 
her at her flat.  
Lesedi walked to her flat, she found Freddy just 

finishing to clean the house. "Oh, she's alive." 
Freddy rolled his eyes and picked the bucket of 
dirty water with the mop and set it outside in the 
hallway. "You good?"  

Lesedi looked down on the floor and saw that it 
was almost dry, so she walked in, "I am. I hear my 
room has been fucked up, did they touch yours? 

Also, where were you?"  
"Hey I never ask you where you go when you 
disappear..." Freddy walked back inside too, 

keeping the door open so the floor could 
completely dry up. "I was not here... just came 
back when Mbali sent me texts saying our flat was 
broken into. It was only your room that got shitted 

on though. Who did you fucking piss this time?"  
Freddy wasn't even surprised that Lesedi found 
herself in a situation. The woman was a ticking 



time bomb, always threatened to beat people up 
and carried knives.  

Lesedi ignored him and walked to her room and 
man the pictures Mbali sent were prettier than 
what she was seeing with her naked eye.  
Her mattress was torn she could see its springs. 

Her wardrobe was cracked and chopped to little 
wooden pieces and all of her clothes were gone.  
She couldn't even sit down on the bed and mull 

over the situation. There was nothing left to 
salvage. Nothing at all.  
"Fuck!" she cursed through gritted teeth. So that 

bastard sent someone else since she dealt with the 
other two hooligans. Clearly he was having her 
followed. Damn bastard. Didn't he take enough 
from her already? Fuck!  

"Whose blood did I also just clean? Yours or the 
motherfuckers that Mbali tells me attacked you?" 
Freddy smirked. He knew the answer to that. He 

has seen this woman fight first hand in the gym he 
frequented and he'd been dying to see her in real 
action.  

"Theirs, thanks for cleaning it up." Lesedi looked 
around, she didn't know what to fucking think.  
"So, what are you going to do now? Did you father 
at least leave you some money so you can replace 

your furniture?"  
Lesedi turned and looked at him, remembered the 
card her baby sister gave her. That was a life line 



she needed. "I think I am gonna move back home 
for a while." She didn't wanna also flash her 

newfound wealth in the man's face. 
"Makes sense. My brother can move in here."  
"Your brother?"  
"Yeah, he found me, and I didn't wanna share my 

bed, so this will work out. But keep in touch okay?" 
Freddy then walked away. He wasn't emotionally 
invested in their living arrangement. They hardly 

even spent time together. But they understood 
each other.  
Lesedi said her byes to Freddy, told him she will 

come to get the mess in her room sometime in the 
week then walked to McDonalds in town.  
She went upstairs after picking up her order and 
sat in a corner alone. There was one person she 

could call, who will help her, who will understand 
the jazz she was in. But she upset him already and 
didn't know if he will still be keen to talk to her.  

She wanted to call him before she ate but didn't 
want to ruin her appetite, so she ate but didn't 
enjoy her quarter pounder cheese burger with 

large fries and a coke. It was her favourite go-to 
meal in McDonalds whenever she felt like not 
eating like a rabbit.  
Halfway through her meal, she decided to look at 

the apartment she always dreamed of living in. It 
was in Fourways, Joburg North. Looking at the 



pictures, the place came fully furnished and it was 
a dream...  

She sighed and went through her call log and 
again, she pressed call on Mason's number. She 
was yet to save it, and at the rate she called him 
at, she might as well save it.  

"Hi."  
"Hey..."  
"How can I be of help today?" he sounded very 

sarcastic.  
She rolled her eyes and sighed, "I am sorry for 
going off at you yesterday."  

"Okay." There he goes with his nonchalantic self. It 
was unnerving.  
"I mean it."  
"Okay... it's fine."  

"I do need a place, but I have one I like. If you still 
want to help me, I'd like that."  
"What changed your mind? I know very well that 

you wouldn't change your mind overnight, what 
happened between the time I left you and now?" 
Mason was starting to get know this vixen well. 

She always needed a big push before changing her 
mind or making a decision about something.  
"My room was wrecked up. I have nothing left... 
that guy sent more people to my place, I guess to 

rough me up but when they didn't find me, they 
messed up my room." She told him. It was 
shocking to her how easy it was to talk to Mason 



and be honest with him. Something she couldn't do 
with her sister because she didn't want her to be 

stressed and over-worried.  
"I don't blame him; he's taking heat on social 
media and he's trying to control the situation. 
People are still asking what that was about." He 

informed her. 
He has been keeping tabs on the situation since he 
found out someone took a video and posted it 

online. She hadn't checked social media for that 
reason. "I am sure his colleagues want to know 
who you are. Some people think you're a bitter 

ex..."  
"Bitter ex my left fucking ass. I will never touch 
that man, not even with a 15cm ruler." She grew 
mad at the suggestion. "Mason I want to make him 

pay for this. I need to make him pay for this."  
"And we will make him pay. I am just... I need you 
to focus on the funeral and once that is done, we 

can move onto the next phase. I just need to plan 
it out." He told her.  
"Concentrate on the funeral, like waking up every 

day and looking at Tapiwa's ugly face as she walks 
up and down the passage complaining about every 
little thing insight? Fuck man."  
"Yeah do that. There is also something I need you 

to do though." Mason told her, sounding all serious 
and no play. 
"What's that?"  



"I need you to make a video apologizing to that 
Singo man -"  

"No! Never!" Lesedi cut him off before he even 
finished the sentence. "I will not do that. I will do 
no such thing. I'd rather fucking run up the streets 
fucking naked than to do that."  

Mason chuckled on the other side of the line, "That 
would be a sight don't you think?" he teased her.  
She could just picture him, wiggling his brows and 

smirking.  
"I am serious Mason."  
"So am I." 

"Why?"  
"So he can get off your back, so he doesn't see 
you coming Firecracker... think."  
"Oh!"  

"I am genius I know, look you can do this with 
your phone, try not to get all your face out there, I 
need that face for this operation. So do it, be 

creative so he can buy the story and I will see you 
sometime this week."  
They exchanged a few words, a couple of details 

and Lesedi was game for whatever it was Mason 
was cooking. Dare she said, she was excited.  
She was definitely going to make that man rue the 
day he was born.  

"Do you wanna accompany me to Cape Town 
tomorrow night? We will be back Wednesday 
night."  



Lesedi was taken aback by the request, she didn't 
respond immediately.  

"I am not asking you out, I have decided to help 
my boss with something, and I am going to need a 
driver and someone who can fight." Mason knew 
she'd think he was coming unto her after that 

moment that shook his bones at the hospital.  
She grinned. Never mind she just got discharged 
from the hospital, what she felt while fighting 

those guys yesterday was exhilarating. She was 
not scared at all; she had a goal in her mind, and 
she saw it to the finish. So of course she'd like to 

do it again...  
"I will see you tomorrow night."  
ʜᴀᴘᴘʏ ᴍᴏɴᴅᴀʏ ᴍʏ ɢᴏʀɢᴇᴏᴜꜱ ʟᴏᴠᴇ ʙᴜɢꜱ  

(30 post shares and I will post another insert 
tomorrow ) 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  

#Fifteen  
"Brother, you need to see this." Zakes Singo, 
Mateo Molao's brother but known to the rest of the 
people as one of his employees slid in the backseat 

of the man's car which was parked in the streets of 
Joburg. Zakes had his phone out, a video on the 
screen ready to be played. "That girl has posted a 

video online, apologizing to you."  
Mateo was surprised and relieved to hear that. He 
folded the newspaper on his lap and took the 

phone and pressed play.  
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The video was blurry and she was standing too far 
from the camera, hair in her face, you couldn't 

reallt see who it was but those who saw the 
previous video will know, it worked in his favour. 
She finally came to her senses and did what he 
wanted her to do. Clearly his scare tactics finally 

worked. She acted like a badass bitch fighting his 
two men that he initially sent. He was forced to up 
his game to up his game. 

She was a poor little girl; he couldn't possibly 
know what her end game with him was. She 
probably wanted money from him. But she was not 

his type, she couldn't be one of his mistresses or 
his exes.  
Maybe Morris told her something he didn't know...  
But as he watched the video, she mentioned how 

her father went broke and said it was the man's 
fault, so she was angry to see him at the house.  
"It now makes sense. Phiri ruined my name to his 

family, but it's all good now. Son of a bitch. He left 
me in a fucking mess... General wants his cut, his 
daughter wanted to beat me up, fok."  

Zakes took his phone back and pocketed and 
relaxed in the seat next to his brother, "Well at 
least now the public will be at ease and trust in 
your leadership and influence. We just need to find 

Punch and find out what he knows about Morris's 
killers."  



Mateo hummed in response, "Yes, let's go there. 
He did call me and asked to meet me. I told him 

that I know who the killers are, and he said it was 
not the Tiger six boys. So... if it's not them, then 
someone has my money out there."  
"Let's go pay the boy a visit then, because we 

need to find that money soon. Someone needs to 
pay it back or give it back."  
The ride to the Leeuwkop Correctional services was 

a little longer than they intended for it, but they 
made it anyway.  
It was a late morning on a Tuesday and the wicked 

of course were working harder to save their own 
skins.  
"I can't be seen visiting prisoners of that calibre 
Zakes, you will have to take lead on this." Mateo 

said to his brother who was two years his junior.  
Zakes sighed and opened the door of the car. He 
was used to doing the dirty work for his brother, 

they were rewarding anyway. "Of course. I will be 
back."  
Zakes walked to the station and was hit by 

devastating news, Mzoxolo also known as Punch 
was moved yesterday afternoon to a Prison in 
Eastern Cape. His case manager approved it 
because the man wanted to be close to his family 

and all paperwork was filled signed, filed and 
permission to move was granted.  



"He's a damn prisoner, where does he get off 
making such requests to move prisons?" Zakes 

was enraged.  
"Unfortunately, he can make such a request, 
power hand was used in this, and we could only 
follow orders from upstairs. If you have any power, 

try your luck and have him returned here, which I 
doubt will happen." The officer told him while busy 
stacking files on top of each other, ready to go in 

the back offices.  
Zakes couldn't believe this. "Do you know who I 
work for? I work for Mateo Molao, he will not be 

pleased."  
The officer sighed and walked around the front 
desk, "even if you worked for the president, there 
is nothing I can do. Hands are tied, unless you 

make things happen..."  
And it ended there. Pinching the bridge of his nose, 
Zakes walked outside and walked to the parking lot 

to join his brother.  
"He's gone."  
"What do you mean he's gone?" Mateo asked, 

eyebrows scrunched together in confusion.  
"They moved him to Eastern Cape, something 
about needing to be closer to family and whatnot. 
Apparently it is something he can do."  

"But that process takes time, it has been only a 
few days." Mateo was confused.  



"Well, the useless cop who was giving me this 
information says the order came from 'upstairs' 

and if we have any power, we can try to overturn 
the situation, but he doubts we would be 
successful." Zakes informed him of every little 
detail he could remember. "Do you know anyone in 

Eastern Cape that could do you a favour?"  
Mateo thought about it, he didn't know anyone. His 
biggest connections were in Gauteng, as much as 

he acted like the big fish, he really was not. "No, I 
don't know anyone, damn it!"  
"So, what are we going to do?"  

"Someone has to pay, if Punch is not here to give 
us anything, then the Tiger Six better start 
working damn hard for my money."  
**  

Lesedi couldn't believe the mission she just helped 
Mason with in Cape Town. It was in the early 
morning of Wednesday, and they just returned to 

what he called a 'safe house.'  
She met some of his team mates from New York 
and they were on a mission of tracking down a US 

official that has been under their radar, they 
tracked him down to South Africa.  
The man had his own little army and they put up a 
damn fight in the huge mansion he was docked in. 

Lesedi was the designated driver but at some point 
she found herself fighting two men outside the car 
they were assigned.  



The guys put up a good fight and unlike the 
previous fight, she didn't smash her head into 

anyone, and made sure to preserve her face.  
Her job wasn't that hectic, she just made sure to 
drive the rest of the team safely back to the safe 
house while Mason finished whatever it was he told 

her he had to do.  
Now she was waiting for him in the bedroom they 
were given when they arrived, looking at the 

mirror and seeing life in her eyes, she was 
amazed. How could danger excite her in this 
manner?  

She felt alive, hell this was all she could think 
about when she went shopping immediately after 
Mason asked her to accompany him. She had to 
get proper clothes for the trip since everything was 

gone.  
She and Tracy decided to get a catering company 
to cook simple lunch and dinner meals for the 

family until day of the burial. Mason gave them 
some hard cash that they kept inside Tracy's car. 
Tracy was happy to be free from the labour of 

having to cook and bake for visitors, so now she 
went to work in the morning, came back home 
later just so Sofia and Daisy wouldn't be alone.  
Lesedi told her that she needed to do some few 

things and needed a day away from the family, she 
promised to tell Tracy about it when she returned.  



She and Mason flew in a private jet that apparently 
belonged to the team and she was just too anxious 

and excited wondering what the mission was.  
She was so happy she didn't back down. It was 
exhilarating as hell. She wanted to do it again, in 
fact she looked forward to bringing Mateo Molao to 

his knees.  
She took off the jacket she wore as she felt pain 
on her abdomen. She was still healing from being 

kicked and punched on the ribs the other day and 
now she was kicked and punched on the same 
spots. It did hurt, but she wholly welcomed the 

pain.  
She walked over the mirror and raised the bottom 
half of her shirt to look at herself. She hasn't been 
able to assess her wounds well since the last 

incident. She took a bath Tuesday morning and felt 
pain on her abdomen and suspected she could 
have bruises so she quickly dressed before anyone 

could see the purple marks on her body.  
Now she had the time to look. She didn't even hear 
the knock on the door until it opened, and Mason's 

face came into view on the mirror.  
"Oh sorry." He pulled the door back. 
Lesedi pulled down her top and turned around to 
face him, "It's okay."  

"Can I come in now?" he asked, he didn't want to 
spook her like last time. He was treading carefully.  



Lesedi called him back inside and sat on the 
ottoman in the room, wincing as she did. Mason 

was holding a first aid kit in his hands, "Posh said 
you might need to be checked..."  
Lesedi looked at him, looked into his eyes not 
knowing what to say. Posh was a woman, couldn't 

she come herself?  
"She couldn't come by herself?" she asked after a 
beat.  

"Uhh she's not good with these types of things. We 
usually do it, well I usually check the team."  
Lesedi just stared at him, "Okay..." she realized at 

some point she'd have to trust this man if she 
didn't want her whole body turning blue.  
Mason asked her to sit on the bed and so she did. 
"Do you mind if I look at your torso?"  

With a deep sigh, she took off her top and 
remained in a black bra and her leather pants. 
"Fuck. Is that new?" Mason commented on the 

dark patch on her side of her abdomen. He 
carefully touched it and she flinched. She was very 
much aware of him, reminding herself that this 

was Mason, and he wasn't going to hurt her.  
He checked her out, avoiding eye contact as much 
as possible because the woman's boobs were 
begging him to touch, and he had to restrain 

himself. She had a fucking nice rack.  



He wondered if the nipples were darker than she 
was... her skin was flawless minus the bruises on 

her abdomen. She glowed.  
"Thank you for coming with me today." He made 
light conversation so she didn't concentrate on him 
touching her as he applied ointment over the 

bruises as gentle as he could. "Did you enjoy it?"  
A grin made its way on her face, "I did." Then the 
smile was gone, and a scowl took its place. "Does 

that make me a bad person?"  
"No love, it doesn't."  
"Are you just saying that because it's what you do 

and you're justifying it?" she asked, looking up into 
his eyes. Man, she shouldn't have done that. She 
should have concentrated on looking at his arms or 
chest as he worked. But that didn't help either... 

she kept thinking of how ripped he was, all those 
muscles...  
Mason chuckled as he moved from one bruise to 

the next, "Maybe. But I do it for a good cause so 
that's why I never feel bad half the time."  
"Half the time?"  

"Well, I do feel bad when lives are lost... but 
sometimes they really are bad people who 
shouldn't make part of the society. But it's still 
death you know?" Mason's tone was different. He 

was opening up to her, she could tell when 
someone was opening up about something. She 
was the same too.  



"I totally understand that." Lesedi looked to the 
side, catching their reflection in the mirror, they 

looked... she couldn't say it. Her thoughts were 
worrying her now. "So, what happened to that 
man? I couldn't ask your team mates when I drove 
them back here."  

"He is arrested and will be deported tomorrow. 
That's what I stayed behind to make sure of. 
Sometimes we leave matters in the hands of 

wrong officials who let go of the culprits who then 
come back to do worse shit. So, I had to make 
sure that this fucking child molester gets what he 

deserves. Boss is happy."  
Lesedi nodded and her eyes drifted back to the 
man's hands, he was working on her last bruise. 
The ointment was oily, she could make out the 

spots he put it on. Six spots... no wonder she 
couldn't sleep last night unless she slept on her 
back.  

"You're really good at this aren't you?" her voice 
was breathy. Her chest was heaving. She was 
having crazy, wild thoughts... about those damn 

hands.  
Mason was about to talk about being good at his 
job but the tone of the woman's voice, her looking 
at his fingers... now he wasn't stupid, but this girl 

was clearly talking about something different.  
The air in the room heated up, he was okay with 
keeping his distance but fuck it, she was one 



gorgeous woman with a stupid chin dimple that he 
was fascinated with.  

"Yeah..." his voice, his voice was hoarse over a 
sudden.  
Lesedi looked up and met his eyes. She lowly 
gasped at the intensity behind those green orbs. 

What the hell was happening?  
She disliked men, she hated men. She loathed it 
when men touched her... but why the hell did she 

like being touched by this man?  
She cleared her throat and stood up; Mason only 
stepped back a little to allow her space to stand 

up. They were still in close proximity, their bodies 
were almost touching, creating little sparks of heat 
between them.  
Mason's hand went to touch her side of the face 

and she didn't flinch, her eyes were trained on 
his...  
He didn't know what the fuck to think...  

His mind raced to the first day he saw her exit the 
car she was driving after he had chased her down 
back in December thinking it was Punch. Her 

driving skills had impressed him but when she 
stepped out in her black skinny jeans, all tall and 
lean with a mean streak on her face, anger 
flashing behind her brown eyes, he wanted her.  

But she was too crazy for him, she was a hard nut 
to crack, too hard to please, a wild card and 
fucking wounded that he did not want to hurt her 



any further. Her smart mouth and dangerous eyes 
kept him at bay, but it was those very same 

qualities that interested him.  
A magnetic pull squeezed itself between their 
faces, causing them to lean towards each other...  
It was sudden, it was out of the blue... but it was 

happening... They were going to kiss. The air was 
thick with something they couldn't decipher. 
Danger did this to them. Adrenaline did this to 

them. Living on the edge... Helping each other out, 
fighting the bad guys... Because what other 
explanations was there?  

Lesedi could swear she saw her heart beat through 
her chest.  
Mason smelled good, his warm breath tickled her 
face. She was looking into his eyes, they were 

slowly dropping in anticipation...  
"Mason..." a female voice resounded outside the 
door, followed by a rapid knock. "We need to talk."  

They pulled apart, losing the magnetic energy, 
Mason dropped his hand that was ready to cup the 
back of Lesedi's head and bring her lips closer.  

He looked at her, but she was working to put her 
shirt back on not even casting one look in his 
direction. Clearly the moment was gone now... As 
it came.  

He sighed and walked outside...leaving her alone.  



She looked at herself in the mirror, "Now what the 
hell was that Lesedi?" she whispered to herself, 

feeling hot all over.  
What was that!!  
____________________________________ 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  

#Sixteen  
The flight back to Joburg was uneventful and 
Lesedi couldn't get her head together. She saw a 

side of Mason that made her feel hot back in Cape 
Town. Now she couldn't help but to look at him 
with a different eye. Well that was annoying.  

Right after he left her in the bedroom after they 
had almost kissed... well they were leaning 
towards kissing each other and as much as she 
was glad it did not happen, she still felt tingles 

thinking about it. Thinking about how close their 
bodies were and how she could make out his 
cherry breath. The man apparently preferred the 

cherry gums and sweets as opposed to mints.  
She had dressed up and followed him in the open 
lounge where three of his teammates were waiting 

for him.  
And that's when she saw a side of him that made 
her feel all hot and fucking bothered.  
One of the guys whose name she picked up was 

Sean was going crazy at Mason...  
"So, you just brought a random girl to our safe 
house and didn't bother to inform us? You even let 
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her drive us Mace, what the fuck was all that 
about?" Sean had demanded answers from Mason, 

he was clearly ticked off.  
Mason stepped forward towards the man, they 
both had the same physical structure, but Mason 
was maybe an inch taller, "Her name is Lesedi, call 

her Les if you like but not 'some random girl', don't 
you fucking dare call her random. If she's with me, 
you going to respect okay Sean?"  

"You are not the boss Mason; you can't just come 
here and take over. I ran this OP! Blake put me in 
charge." Sean was not backing down, "we didn't 

need you or this girl who by the way almost got us 
killed."  
Lesedi was astonished at the tone of the man, and 
the lies he was spewing about her. She handled 

herself just fine when she drove them back and 
when she fought the two weak guys that tried her.  
Mason chuckled but nothing about the situation 

was amusing, "You didn't need me here? Pray tell 
how you were going to get into that house without 
my help Sean, fucking tell me how you thought 

you were going to hack into the systems and make 
sure you were granted entrance into that 
fortress..."  
Sean kept quiet as well as Posh and Omari who 

were drinking shots of tequila, watching Sean 
bunch up his panties in a knot.  



"I didn't think so." Mason snapped then stepped 
back.  

"You didn't have to steal all the glory, I am the 
reason we found Jackson, I am the reason we 
ended up here. I should have been there for his 
arrest."  

"Yeah and do what?" Mason asked, "and fucking do 
what Sean? This is a fucking team work and Blake 
knows fucking well that you led this OP and did a 

fucking good job. So, what is this?"  
Sean sat down and chucked the shot he had 
poured before Posh went to call Mason from his 

bedroom. "You just get all the credit sometimes; 
Blake always wants you running Ops."  
"Look Sean, you're the best soldier on the team 
and every time you lead an operation almost all 

the time we are successful, but I am the tech guy 
here... I am an all-rounder, I enter locked spaces 
with just my laptop... of course in Blake's eyes that 

is genius, and he respects that, but you need to 
know something, Blake Hayes is not my boss, he's 
my partner. So don't ever think you can talk to me 

the way you want and insult my guests. The 
operation is done, you got Jackson... and I am 
staying here while you fucking go and gloat in 
NYC."  

Mason turned around and found Lesedi leaning 
against the kitchen counter, watching the 



interaction, he just told her to go sleep and that he 
will wake her up when they have to fly back home.  

How he handled Sean, how he exudes his power, 
how he walked, how he stood with square broad 
shoulders... she was taken by that. Her body and 
her mind were betraying her.  

And now, dressed in comfortable tracksuits and 
taking off the charter that Mason had them fly in 
as the Jet flew off the NYC team, they headed to 

Mason's car which Ginger organized for them.  
"Mason..." Lesedi decided to voice out what's been 
on her mind since last night.  

He hoped she was not going to talk to him about 
the almost kiss cause heaven knows that he didn't 
have any excuse for what he tried to do.  
"Yeah..." in his line of work, he knew to never 

jump to conclusions and always wait for the next 
person to say their piece before you give yourself 
and your thoughts away.  

"Why did you take me to Cape Town with you? 
Those guys seemed to only need your help, not 
mine."  

Mason was driving them to Lesedi's house now, 
trying so hard to not think about what had almost 
happened. He relaxed when she voiced her 
question.  

"I told you... I am figuring you out, seeing what 
makes you tick, and I thought you'd somehow like 
what I do and find joy in it. Also, I needed to give 



you a taste of how my operations work so you can 
prepare for when we start to attack Singo."  

It made sense, it made total sense. The only 
violence she was exposed to, was the petty thieves 
in the streets of Johannesburg. What Mason 
brought into their lives was stuff the movies were 

made of, she was glad he took an initiative of 
involving her somehow in his other side ops so she 
could get used to it.  

"I don't think I wanna fight anytime soon though, 
my body aches." She rambled.  
Mason smirked; his eyes still focused on the road 

as he changed lanes. "I am sorry about that, I'll 
just get you a couple of ointments we use to make 
you feel better, by weekend you will be okay."  
As he said that, his phone rang, and he had it 

connected to the Bluetooth in the car. "G my 
man."  
"The Lord, Punch was moved, all paperwork 

checked out... and guess who went looking for him 
yesterday?" Ginger sounded so happy.  
"Singo?"  

"Yes. So, the heat is probably back on the Tiger 
Six..."  
"Let's hope Punch won't speak when he gets to 
Eastern Cape, can't relax as yet."  

"Don't worry about that, I took care of him. He 
won't be saying a damn word for a while." Then he 
hung up.  



Lesedi was intrigued and had many questions to 
ask. "Okay now that's good fucking news, that guy 

was a thorn but what did Ginger do?"  
"I don't know, but if he says he sorted it out then I 
am good. Sometimes I never want to know what 
methods he uses to get information or silence 

some people. Even though I get involved in crazy 
madness, most of the time I prefer not knowing 
how people get shit done because the do-gooder in 

me might object..."  
"Do-gooder..." Lesedi giggled. "You are a do-
gooder indeed."  

Silence fell upon them as Mason drove them to 
Soweto. Lesedi asked to be dropped off by the mall 
because she needed to buy some clothes and 
shoes for the funeral and a new phone. Hers was 

old and she had money now.  
"I will probably see you on the day of the funeral, 
we will go and check out that place you wanted on 

Monday." He was so happy they didn't discuss the 
almost kiss. He didn't want her pressing a blade to 
his throat again.  

** 
Lesedi didn't want to use Tracy's money for getting 
an apartment, Mason told her he will make a plan 
with their father's money which he kept safe for 

them.  



After shopping for all that she needed, clothes, 
shoes, bags, sunglasses, a new cell phone...Lesedi 

ubered herself home.  
"Yah neh," Tapiwa was the first to talk when Lesedi 
walked through the door carrying clothing 
shopping bags. "We came here to support you and 

your sister but the two of you are always up and 
down the whole town and not being home to 
welcome guests and help us make tea."  

"No one asked you to come Tapiwa, you could 
have stayed at your place and the world would still 
carry on." Lesedi coolly responded as she walked 

past to her mother's room.  
There she found her mother knitting on the 
mattress and her grandmother sitting next to her. 
"Bagolo." (Elders) she dumped her plastic bags in 

a corner dragged a chair to sit in front of the two 
women to greet properly.  
"Where did you sleep Lesedi?" her grandmother 

asked. It took a lot out of her not to roll her eyes 
at that question.  
"Cape Town." She responded after a beat. She 

enjoyed riling her father's family up. 
"Cape Town? Lesedi?" that was Tracy walking in 
the bedroom, catching Lesedi's response just in 
time. She was bringing the elders their lunch. The 

catering company was a great idea and it saved 
them a lot of time and stress.  



They were serving pap, mogodu and cabbage and 
chicken stew for those who didn't eat mogodu.  

"Come help me dish up, you will see mom in a bit." 
Tracy smiled coolly when she was done passing the 
food.  
Tracy didn't need help with dishing up, the 

visitors(mourners) were queuing up in the tent in 
the backyard, helping themselves to the yummy 
smelling food.  

"You went to Cape Town with Mason?" Tracy was 
very curious, "You have been so sneaky lately... 
but I need to know what is going on. The other day 

you almost attacked Mateo, a ward councillor and 
one of the richest men here... and then you 
disappear with Mason, and then suddenly there is 
a video of you online, apologizing to Mateo and it 

looks so weird, so blurry, so... calculated. What is 
going on?"  
Lesedi couldn't get out of this one easily. A video 

of her did go around, well two videos now, she 
assumed since she wasn't even keeping tabs on 
either one of them. "I don't want to stress you and 

I don't want to make my problems yours."  
"Don't you get it? You spent so many years hating 
me because I left you to take care of mom all by 
yourself. You deserve a break, it's my turn to 

worry, it's my turn to carry the burden... I wanna 
be there for you. I saw you cry... I saw you the 
day that man was here... please, let me in."  



Lesedi chewed on her bottom lip, they were 
outside the yard in Tracy's car, away from prying 

eyes and eavesdropping ears.  
"Mohau... it's nothing I can't handle, okay?" she 
hated getting emotionally, she reckoned it made 
her weak. She was weak that day Mateo assaulted 

her... she was too emotional, and it got her 
nowhere. So, she hardened over the years and yet 
looking into her baby sister's calm brown eyes...  

"He's the man okay?" Lesedi turned in her seat and 
faced forward. She was playing with her hands.  
"The man? What man?"  

"Remember the day papa beat mom, and you 
found me home... and I said -" 
"That you came from a party, and you were... he's 
the guy? Mateo? He's the one that did that to 

you?" to say Tracy was shocked would be an 
understatement. "That man, that scumbag!" her 
voice picked up an angry note.  

Lesedi kept quiet, she didn't want to have a heart-
to-heart about this. She only ever told three 
people, Tracy, Tapiwa and the police. Tapiwa and 

the police were of no help and Tracy... well her 
father sent her away to school causing Lesedi to 
shove her feelings into a corner and take care of 
her sick mother.  

"I am so sorry that you had to relive this again 
sesi... I am so sorry."  



Lesedi shrugged. It felt good to not lie to Tracy, 
but she wasn't looking for sympathy or pity, she 

was beyond those days. Now she wanted to cripple 
some toes and fingers. Now she wanted to get 
even... 
"Are you okay? Is that why you have been hanging 

with Mason? Because of this?"  
Scratching her right ear Lesedi didn't know how to 
answer this, "Yeah..." she figured honesty was the 

way to go. 
"Is he planning to steal from him too?" she asked 
and Lesedi laughed.  

"Is he like some professional thief or what?"  
Tracy cracked a smile too, "I think so. Kyle doesn't 
go into details about Mason. He is so cagey about 
what his brother does."  

"Well, we are still thinking of what to do about 
him.. seeing him that day Mohau... yoh!" Lesedi 
relaxed. The fact that Tracy was hoping Mason was 

going to help her get Mateo made her feel at ease 
to talk to her. "I lost it, I have been looking for him 
for a very long time and he just appeared. What's 

funny is that... I didn't know what I was going to 
do to him if I ever find him." 
"So, you didn't know all this time that he was the 
ward councillor?"  

"I honestly stopped caring about politicians the day 
papa backed this fucker up... I went to him asking 
for help and as soon as he found out that the man 



was into politics and running a campaign, he 
pumped money into him. 

"That's when I lost it. I couldn't believe him, so I 
went off on social media because I opened a case 
and nothing was done, the docket went missing. 
So, I started trashing him on social media, then 

gone, for years he was gone. I gave up the 
search... I stopped caring, I concentrated on 
hating men, hating you, fighting... keeping busy 

and it became my life." By then she was running 
her hands over the steering wheel as she sat on 
the driver's side of the car.  

"What kind of a man was our father Lesedi? Who 
does that to their own child?"  
"That's why I don't feel bad that we bought him a 
five thousand coffin." The girls giggled at that cute 

little fact. They were so amped to see the family's 
reactions when that cheap ass coffin arrives on 
Friday. They just couldn't wait.  

"So, when Mason did a search on the man that 
visited us because I had to find out who this Mateo 
guy was, who was threatening to make us work for 

him... he mentioned how the Mateo owned the 
biggest hotel in Soweto and is a ward councillor, 
when papa was injecting money into Singo which 
was the name Mateo used before, I heard that part 

of the plan was to acquire that hotel. So, I wanted 
to see who the owner was... I couldn't believe my 
eyes..."  



"To think he has been all over the news, his face 
was just there but because you weren't looking for 

him, you missed him because he had changed his 
name."  
"I changed baby sis; I didn't check social media. I 
started receiving threats on my blog, my site 

crashed, so I decided to stay off social media, for 
my sanity and safety. Hence I couldn't see this 
Mateo guy... it makes me angry that he has been 

here... all this time. Getting fat, while I was..." 
dying inside. She wanted to say but that part was 
only for her to know.  

"He deserves whatever it is Mason is planning for 
him. If you need my help, let me know. I support 
you hundred and ten percent."  
Lesedi turned and looked at her baby sister, this 

was them, they were always thick as thieves. 
Cared and loved each other on a whole next level.  
She truly missed this.  

"Thank you, I will keep that in mind."  
"And.. speaking of Mason, so how do you feel 
working with him after sleeping with him? How 

does this work? Wam, bam thank you ma'am let's 
forget it happened?"  
Lesedi let out a loud laugh, head turned to the roof 
of the car, "Goodness what a way to put this. 

Mohau I am forty... I can handle myself." that was 
a lie. She hadn't slept with a man in years.  



After the whole ordeal of being raped, she's only 
ever been with two guys and she was using them 

to get over the pain, to forget her family issues 
and to try and claim her body back. 
Well, that didn't work...  
So, she resorted to toys... those were not fulfilling 

so she just dumped them in a bin one morning and 
has been celibate ever since with no sexual relief 
of any kind.  

She wasn't going to correct Mohau even though 
they were having a heart-to-heart moment, she 
was not going to confess to killing her father 

because if she tells her she lied about sleeping with 
Mason, then she might as well explain why. That 
was one secret, she was going to the grave with.  
"I am glad you told me the truth. And you better 

get that motherfucker. Get him good."  
Lesedi smiled, "I hope we do. I think that's only 
when I will have peace."  

"Good, anyway let's go to the salon and prepare 
for the weekend. From tomorrow we won't have 
time to get dolled up. We need to do our nails and 

hair... you are into those kinds of things right?" 
Tracy knew her sister to love such treatments, 
getting hair and nails done. Lesedi was the one 
who introduced her to those things anyway.  

"Of course, I may love my boots and converse 
shoes now, but my nails and hair have to be done. 
I work at a salon girl... what do you even mean!"  



They giggled as Lesedi buckled up and drove them 
out of the yard, with Tracy sending Sofia a 

message that they were coming back.  
"We sure are acting like spoilt rebels." Tracy 
commented as they pulled out of the yard.  
"I love it." Her sister finished. "Also, what are you 

going to do to your head? You cut your hair."  
"Oh, I forgot." Tracy touched her head while Lesedi 
burst out laughing.  
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The week flew by, and the two sisters were trying 

by all means to behave and treat their family 
relatives well and with respect.  
Lesedi was a ticking time bomb while Tracy 

appointed herself the peacemaker between the 
volcano threatening to erupt and their cousins, 
uncles and aunts.  

Daisy was not from a huge family so most relatives 
were from the Phiri side and that maddened Lesedi 
to a whole new other level.  
Tapiwa and them complained about the way Lesedi 

was carrying herself as the oldest child in the 
family. She and Tracy were vilified for hiring 
catering services instead of cooking of which 

Lesedi told them to go hang themselves.  
Friday arrived, the girls once again refused to go 
and take clothes for their father's burned body that 
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was at the morgue. They told Lucas and the other 
uncles they were welcomed to do that on their 

own.  
"But he was your father Lesedi, you and your little 
sister need to do this for him." Their aunt, the last 
born who came after Lucas sat on the kitchen 

chair, hands clasped together, sadness filling her 
eyes. She was also one of the other people who 
were financially benefiting from their father's 

wealth, and she has been crying ever since she 
arrived on Thursday.  
"Rakgadi... please, I told you, I will not do such 

thing. Mohau won't do it either. I don't know... it's 
like y'all are asking for a fight here... and in case 
you couldn't tell, I have time, I have the energy. 
We can do this all day long... or you can go and 

dress your brother and bring him home." Lesedi 
was sitting across her aunt in the kitchen.  
Some locals were outside in the yard, helping to 

erect the tent outside the yard, where the service 
will be held while the women helped themselves to 
the tea and scones outside.  

Regina sighed, when Lucas told her how difficult 
Lesedi and Tracy were, she didn't know just how 
bad it was. But she knew deep down the girls were 
justified for their behaviour.  

She saw their mom, Daisy. She didn't look like the 
petite young woman Morris brought home, telling 
them he wanted to marry her. Her sweet laugh, 



her sparkling eyes, her sweet and calm voice... she 
had drastically changed and looked way older than 

her. And Regina was much younger.  
"So, you girls will just stay here while we go fetch 
him..." Regina confirmed and Lesedi nodded.  
"Come on cuz, we will go with you. You, me, Tracy 

and Tapiwa. We are here for you."  
Lesedi chuckled and kissed her teeth, "It's funny... 
you are all available when we don't need you. We 

don't need you now, no one in this house is sad 
over that man's death but when we did need you, 
you chose a side." They gasped in shock. It was 

the first time Lesedi has ever admitted to all of 
them at once that she wasn't sad their father was 
dead.  
"You chose a side, and we chose ours too. He's 

your brother, your uncle... you go and bring him 
here so we can bury him. So, all of us can get on 
with our lives."  

It was at that point that Lesedi wished she still 
smoked or at least drank alcohol. She needed a 
fix; she needed an escape. She needed to get 

away from these people.  
"Mara o buwa jang Lesedi? Ka Papago? Yes, he 
made mistakes, yes he did something cruel but 
he's dead now. And we don't speak ill of the dead, 

no matter what they did." (But how are you talking 
Lesedi, about your father even.) Yvonne argued 
back. Tapiwa wasn't in the kitchen and Lesedi 



knew if Tapiwa was there... she'd also have 
something to say, probably insult her too. 

"Maybe you don't speak ill of the dead Yvonne, but 
I do. And don't you dare call what he did mistakes. 
And I am done talking about this. Done!" she 
pushed her chair back and walked outside.  

She was irritated with the fact that she couldn't go 
to her room because it was now occupied by her 
cousins, their children and whatever else nonsense 

was in there. She had to move her stuff into the 
boot of Lesedi's car so nothing could be stolen.  
They literally lived out of that boot. Sleeping 

arrangements were also insane, some of the aunts 
were now sleeping in their mother's room so they 
slept in that very same car too.  
As the day proceeded, the vegetables they had 

bought as requested by the catering company were 
delivered. They were going to cook in the garage 
instead of cooking at their place and transporting 

food.  
Did you manage to get the six-plate gas stove the 
caters asked for?  

Are they bringing in their pots?  
Do we have enough electricity?  
Was the light bulb in the kitchen fixed? 
Those questions were flying between Tapiwa, 

Lesedi and Tracy as they were preparing for the 
burial and needed to make sure they were on 
track.  



They were going up and down, driving in and out 
trying to make sure the event will go smoothly.  

Around four in the afternoon, Yvonne called Tracy 
alerting them they were on their way back home 
with their father.  
People were gathered around sitting on the black 

chairs, singing hymns. One of their neighbours 
asked a pastor to come and help the family bury 
their father, as Daisy used to attend their church 

until she 'got sick' as they liked to say. He too was 
present and Tapiwa was on his every beck-and-
call. Getting him tea and scones, getting him 

water, getting him pocket tissues and more water.  
"Lesedi, go and wear a skirt, you can't welcome 
your father in tracksuits." Koko Phiri told Lesedi as 
she went to get the electricity card in her mother's 

room.  
She didn't even respond her grandmother; she 
took what she needed and went to give it to their 

neighbour to go and buy them electricity.  
The only thing Lesedi wore was a doek on her head 
and that was only to keep her new hairdo 

protected. She had on a long black weave that was 
sewn in. The salon Tracy ran had an amazing team 
and they worked magic on her head. The quality of 
the weave was amazing, and she had to protect it.  

They gathered at the gate as the hearse drove in, 
followed by Lucas's car that was driven by Yvonne.  



Lucas was a part of the men that were 
slaughtering the cow behind the tent that was 

erected in the yard. Soon as his brother arrived 
facing up in a brown ugly box, he came to 
welcome him.  
The shock on his face as he watched the coffin 

being carried out of the back of the hearse.  
Lesedi and Tracy were standing next to each 
other... enjoying his facial expressions. His mouth 

was opening and closing like a fish. Anger flashed 
in his eyes. He searched the crowd for the two girls 
and Tracy looked away while Lesedi corked her 

head to the side, maintaining eye contact.  
The man couldn't say anything in front of people, 
so he kept quiet and helped the men carry his 
brother to his bedroom he once shared with his 

wife.  
"I am so going to dodge him now." Tracy giggled 
as she whispered to her sister.  

"Me too."  
And they did, they indeed dodged Lucas like the 
plague. Yvonne also expressed herself how 

disappointed she was with the coffin while helping 
'abo mama' to peel veggies for the caterers.  
"Aowa Yvonne, if you were that disappointed you 
could have popped out your own money and asked 

them to change the coffin. I am sure they would 
have made a plan." That was Lesedi's response 
before she disappeared for the night.  



They couldn't take one more night of sleeping in 
the car, so they booked themselves into the 

biggest hotel in Pimville.  
Asante Paradise.  
Lesedi's suggestion. 
When everyone was occupied with whatever they 

were occupied with, the girls said their byes to 
Sofia and drove off.  
"I don't know why you would want us to come to 

this hotel." Tracy commented as they were 
ushered to their room after checking in. They 
booked a single room with double twin-beds.  

Lesedi after walking around the room, checking 
what it offered, sitting on the beds, bouncing on 
them a little to have a feel of them, checking the 
balcony to be presented by a crazy night view of 

the suburb... the complimentary drinks, the dark 
wood, the amazing dark bathroom...the TV 
mounted on the wall, the couch sectioning a little 

lounge area... the hotel was perfect, she was 
blown away.  
And she wanted it.  

"I just wanted to see how it looked like."  
"They have amazing service hey... it's like a hotel 
in Sandton. It's soo... it's gorgeous." Tracy was full 
of compliments and Lesedi for the first time didn't 

tense or grow angry at the thought of the owner of 
the hotel. She just couldn't wait to take it all.  



It was huge. It was the biggest in the whole 
township and probably matching one of Sandton's 

hotels.  
They ordered room service, apparently the kitchen 
closed off midnight and the girls were very 
fortunate.  

"Do you mind if I smoke weed?" Tracy asked while 
they were waiting for their food.  
"Nope, I am going to take a bubble bath. I smell 

like a damn funeral." Lesedi responded, taking her 
toiletry bag to the bathroom while Tracy laughed 
her way to the balcony to smoke her joint.  

**  
The following morning the Phiri sisters got ready 
for their father's funeral. The caterers were called 
and were on schedule, the funeral home was also 

done and ready for them at their home, the service 
was about to start, and the pastor was ready...  
All they had to do was get dolled up and go bury 

their father.  
"You know... I am glad they killed him. I don't 
condone violence and all, but this... this was a 

huge blessing." Tracy commented as they walked 
to the reserved parking lot of the hotel.  
Lesedi smiled, she'd take that gratuity thank you 
very much.  

Lesedi was dressed in a black body-hugging dress 
with a short back slit, Tracy gifted her with YSL 
black heels with gold YSL heel signature. The hot 



January weather was having mercy that morning, 
it was pretty cool. Not too hot and not cold either, 

just perfect.  
They did their makeup and Tracy remained with 
her short blonde hair, she just trimmed it and 
levelled it at the salon.  

"Kyle said they were on their way; he's coming 
with Mason." Tracy smiled at Lesedi before walking 
to the house to check on their mother.  

Her heart skipped a beat at the mention of Mason. 
The last time she saw him was when he dropped 
her off at the mall after their fun trip to Cape Town 

where they had almost tried to kiss.  
I was not going to let it happen. She thought to 
herself.  
"And I need to stop thinking about it because I do 

not want to complicate my life by trying to kiss 
someone I am not attracted to." She talked to 
herself as she looked at her reflection on the car 

windows.  
The service started and she just remained outside, 
sitting in the backseat of Tracy's car with the door 

open. She was waiting to go to the graveyard and 
be done with all of it. Had no interest in listening to 
people lie of how a good father or a good man 
Morris Phiri was. 

It has been a very stressful week; she wanted her 
father's family gone as in yesterday. She was tired 
of Tapiwa, Yvonne, rangwane Lucas and rakgadi 



Regina. Exhausted of having to deal with those 
people.  

Last night they were blowing up their phones, they 
ended up switching them off because Tapiwa 
couldn't believe they left during the vigil.  
"How did I know you wouldn't be a part of the 

service?" she was startled by a deep voice coming 
from the side of the open door. She's heard the 
voice a couple of times to know who it belonged to.  

Mason Pierce.  
"Go away." She needed to put up her walls against 
this man or she'd find herself behaving recklessly 

and ruining things.  
"No, Kyle is busy kissing his girlfriend in the car 
and I don't know anyone else here but you."  
Lesedi sighed and opened her eyes, and her breath 

hitched. Mason Pierce looked good in jeans and 
tight t-shirts, he looked good in cargo pants and 
almost fitted t-shirts but Mason Pierce in a damn 

suit?? He looked scrumptious. He looked like a 
delicious Sunday meal.  
"You look like a priest." She commented. Lying 

through her teeth but this was the only way she 
could rein herself in.  
Mason's jaw slagged then he grinned, "You wanna 
know what's funny, I told Kyle the same thing. I 

hate suits."  
No kidding. Lesedi though to herself. Why hate 
something that made you look so... incredible?  



"If you go inside that tent, you'll find a pastor 
dressed just like you." She carried on with the 

jabs, but Mason found humour in them and 
laughed them off.  
He really didn't understand why this woman was 
the way she was. One minute she's breathing fire 

and the next she's insulting you. Or just looking at 
you...with her hazel eyes and her stupid chin 
dimple... making you want to kiss her. Damn those 

thoughts.  
"Let's go inside, this is the last time you ever have 
to do anything for your father." Mason suggested. 

He couldn't believe those words were coming out 
of his mouth. He really didn't want to come to the 
funeral, and he'd have been perfect staying in the 
car with her, but he needed her to get closure.  

He helped her step out of the car and wished he 
had left her alone. The dress she was wearing was 
a killer. It was too tight, the slit at the back caused 

his imagination to run wild... she had the most 
perfect ass... 
This girl cleaned up very well. It was like looking at 

someone different. The make up on her face, her 
red lips, the heels, the dress, her long hair... she 
was a stunner.  
"You look amazing." He complimented her.  

She almost stopped walking, but she told herself 
not to. "Thank you." She mumbled walking away 
after locking the car.  



Mason followed her all the way to the front where 
her family members were sitting, one side it was 

the Phiris, and the other side was the Motlhalas 
and from the back sitting on black chairs covered 
with white clothes were the locals that came to 
support them. The tent was full of people. Clearly 

the man was well known.  
People looked at them as they walked to the front 
to sit on the Motlhala side of the family as there 

were a lot of unoccupied chairs also because Lesedi 
didn't want to sit next to Tapiwa and the rest.  
She and Tracy refused to be included on the 

programme, Yvonne asked if she should say 
something on their behalf and they agreed. Regina 
was going to speak for Daisy and Lesedi warned 
her not to tell too many lies because she'll object 

like they were in court.  
"You know they are looking at us because you're 
white, right?" Lesedi spoke lowly so that only 

Mason could hear her.  
Mason did notice the stares, but he was indifferent, 
didn't care. "I know, the sooner we bury the big 

guy the better."  
Tracy and Kyle didn't join them in for the service, 
when they were walking out of the tent to go to 
the grave yard, Lesedi noticed Tracy was still in 

Kyle's car with him.  



She noticed Sofia and her mother were not in the 
tent as well, so she gave Mason the keys to Tracy's 

car and told him to wait for her.  
She found her mother dressed in a new black 
dress, a hat atop her head and she was sitting on 
the bed, shoeless with Sofia sitting on the chair in 

the room.  
"Mama, Sofia... what's going on?"  
"Sis'Daisy doesn't want to go to the graveyard... 

and I think it's okay. Seeing that coffin in here 
broke her man." Sofia was heartbroken. Daisy's 
progress was undone in a matter of a week. She 

was back to keeping quiet and locking herself in 
the shell she has built in her mind.  
Lesedi grabbed her mother's hands and Daisy 
looked into her eyes and as if seeing Lesedi for the 

first time her eyes sparkled with realization. "Hello 
my love." Lesedi murmured with a small, worried 
smile, how could she not worry?  

When it came to her mother, all walls were 
invisible. When it came to her mother, she wore 
her heart on her sleeve. She'd kill for this woman. 

She did kill... for this woman.  
"How are you feeling?" she asked but Daisy just 
shrugged.  
"Okay at least you got a response. I got nothing." 

Sofia sounded upset.  
"It's okay... let me take you somewhere you can 
relax." Lesedi helped Sofia to get their mother 



ready. Instead of wearing full black dress, she 
wore a white dress with black stripes. Wore her 

house shoes and they walked to Tracy's car.  
Most people were already driving to the graveyard, 
Tracy and Kyle seemed to have gone too, Mason 
remained behind...waiting for Lesedi.  

"Uhh detour, let's take mom to the hotel Mohau 
and I slept at. She's not doing to good I don't 
know why in the hell I thought it would be a good 

idea for her to be crowded by that god-awful 
family." Lesedi sounded pissed.  
Mason helped get her mother in the back of the 

car, Sofia jumped in next to her while Lesedi drove 
shotgun.  
She put in the directions in the GPS and once they 
reached the hotel Mason corked an eyebrow at 

her, but she only smirked.  
She booked the royal suite for Sofia and her 
mother then left Sofia with a ward of cash to order 

room service and just relax.  
Once they stepped out of the lift, walking to the 
exit, "Checking out your palace my queen?" Mason 

asked her.  
Lesedi only smirked and waved at the doorman 
who was at the reception desk, watching her. Once 
they reached the car, she turned to Mason... 

"Of course." she smirked... "By the way, if it's no 
problem at all, I need you to create some sort of 
trail to show that the restaurant and the salon 



have been sold by the bank or something. I know 
my family, they are going to ask about the 

businesses and I don't want them stressing Tracy."  
"Roger that!"  
Mason was impressed with Lesedi. The woman was 
wicked and clearly going to come at Mateo hard...  

The fact that she booked her family into his hotel... 
He had to take off his hat for her.  
She was a firecracker and he might just enjoy this 

operation with her.  
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The service at the graveyard was shorter than at 
home and soon everyone was going back to the 
Phiri home to eat what has been prepared for 
them.  

It was tradition that after burying someone, the 
mourners would then go to the deceased's home to 
have lunch before going back to their respective 

homes.  
Lesedi noticed Lucas at the gravesite talking to 
Mateo Molao and her body was instantly filled with 

rage. The need to push that man into the same 
grave her father was deposited in overwhelmed 
her.  
Tracy was next to her, and she held her hands 

while Mason and Kyle sat on either side of them.  
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The two white men were sure attracting attention 
but with ray burns on their eyes, they seemed 

oblivious to the stares, but Lesedi knew that Mason 
saw all of these people looking at them. They just 
couldn't do anything about it.  
They sat under the family tent on chairs, being 

given pocket tissues, refreshments and there was 
enough to pass around to those who couldn't fit 
into the small stretch tent meant for family.  

"Don't let him get to you." Tracy whispered in her 
ear, and she nodded, willing herself to calm down.  
She closed her eyes, they two wore their 

sunglasses. She couldn't wait for all of this to be 
over so she and Mason could put their plan into 
motion. She was more than ready to put the plan 
in motion.  

Once their father's coffin was lowered and the 
grave filled to a mound with soil, the mourners 
started to evacuate the graveyard as soon as the 

MC hired for the occasion mentioned that they 
were done and asked them to please pass by the 
home to get something to eat as means of 

gratitude for the support.  
"The way y'all bury people will never cease to 
amaze me. It's so much money spent and so many 
people coming to the funeral. Are they all family?" 

Kyle asked when the girls didn't make means to 
get up from their seats.  



"No babe, they are not family. It's just an African 
thing, ubuntu you know? They come to help us 

during the funeral... they are here to show 
support." Tracy responded her boyfriend.  
"Some are just here to see how the man will be 
buried while others are here for the food." Lesedi 

added causing Mason and Kyle to chuckle. Trust 
Lesedi to not call a spade a fucking garden tool.  
"Mhm, like your cousins huh?" Mason asked.  

"Like my damn cousins. I can't wait until they are 
gone. Can you believe the nerve Yvonne has? She 
asked me how much the policies paid out since 

Tracy and I were in and out of the house going 
shopping and even getting caterers..." Lesedi 
sounded very annoyed but a week with her, you'd 
know she was forever annoyed.  

"So, your father didn't take out any policies? No 
life insurance? Nothing?" Kyle asked, and Tracy 
shook her head.  

"Nothing, what he did was to leave a stupid 
instruction with his lawyer that should he die, I 
should bury him with dignity." Tracy giggled 

thinking of the coffin they picked for him. "He's 
probably in hell right now, pissed to the highest 
level at the cheap coffin we bought."  
"I wish I could see him." Lesedi cracked a smile.  

As they sat, watching the man's grave, one of the 
funeral home workers came to ask them to leave 
so they could start packing up what belonged to 



them. The chairs, the tent and the carpet on the 
ground.  

"We did it baby sis. We planned and executed a 
whole funeral." Lesedi linked arms with Tracy as 
they started to walk out. The graveyard was 
almost empty save for them and the funeral home 

workers.  
Kyle and Mason trailed behind them, walking 
silently.  

Kyle couldn't keep his eyes off Tracy's big butt in 
the body-hugging dress she wore, and Mason was 
enchanted by Lesedi's legs and how she walked.  

She was a Jack of all trades.  
Rocked combat boots like she slept and woke in 
them... and yet in that same breath she could rock 
a killer pair of heels and walked like she was on a 

runway... it was incredible. She was incredible.  
Mason couldn't wait to put their plan in motion. He 
loved seeing people happy, he loved to see victims 

being vindicated in the most insane and rewarding 
way, he couldn't wait to do that for Tracy's sister.  
He had seen Mateo at the gravesite, how he 

carried himself, how people treated him like some 
demi-god. He was a man that loved power, you 
could see it all over him. And it made him sick that 
he had raped someone. Made him wonder just how 

many women he has abused in the past and the 
present.  



"Do you guys want to eat?" Tracy asked Mason and 
Kyle as soon as they arrived at their cars. Tracy 

once again was going to drive with Kyle was Lesedi 
was stuck with Mason.  
"Uhh yeah... I think we can eat, right Mace?" Kyle 
didn't want to disappoint his girl by refusing to eat 

at a funeral, but he wasn't keen.  
"Cool, I know just the right spot for us to get some 
awesome kasi food and less stares, tail us Mason." 

Tracy jumped into her boyfriend's car who was 
confused. He assumed they were going back home 
to eat.  

"I thought we were going to eat at your house?" 
Mason asked Lesedi as he started Tracy's car.  
"Yeah no. We haven't been eating at home the 
whole week. Can't trust those people not to 

bewitch us." Lesedi coolly responded while 
buckling up.  
Mason looked at her like she was a strange thing. 

"What do you mean bewitch you? Y'all have 
witches in your home?" Lesedi couldn't help but to 
laugh out loud. Now here was another example 

why she wouldn't date a white person. She didn't 
want to explain such things...at least with a black 
African man, it would be so easy to understand 
each other. But either way, she wasn't looking. 

"It's nothing Mason." She giggled some more.  



They went to an upper echelon Shisanyama to eat 
then Mason and Kyle left and the girls went back 

home.  
They were happy to see that people have eaten to 
satisfaction and some were even taking takeaways 
probably for their children. The caterers did a 

marvellous job, Tracy couldn't stop thanking them.  
Tapiwa and them were overly defeated, Lucas had 
no words for the girls. They had taken off their 

heels and wearing flat shoes, making sure their 
mother's house was still standing.  
"Bo rakgadi ba re they will leave on Monday." 

Tracy informed her. (The aunts said they are going 
to leave...) 
"I am going back to the hotel. I want to take a nice 
hot bath and a nap." Lesedi was over being there. 

The worst was over, so she didn't have to play 
pretend with her relatives anymore not that she 
did much of it anyway.  

"Let me go get some drinks before bo rakgadi pack 
all of them up. It's my money." Tracy went to the 
garage where the caterers had stocked up the cans 

of soda and grabbed two packs and put them in 
her car.  
They drove back to the hotel, checked in on Sofia 
and their mother to find them watching 'Mponeng' 

on TV, having ice cream and fruit salad, a hunter's 
dry dumpy on the table for Sofia. Tracy remained 
there while Lesedi went to their suite.  



Entering the lift, a scent hit her so hard, her eyes 
snapped to meet the person who was already 

riding in the lift.  
Mateo Molao.  
She didn't know how to act. She didn't know what 
to say. The last time she saw him, she had tried to 

hit him with a brick she had picked off the ground.  
"Going down?" he asked as he held the lift for her.  
"Yeah..." she found her voice. She stepped inside 

the lift, clutching tightly to her phone and their 
suite key card.  
"You look oddly familiar. Have we met before?" he 

asked, looking at her.  
Lesedi looked at him, she remembered those dark 
eyes, they had been closed the whole time he was 
moving inside of her. He only opened them after 

he had ejaculated inside of her... that thought 
almost had her pulling the knife from her thigh and 
slitting his throat open.  

"I am Morris's daughter. The girl who tried to stone 
you." She answered him, gauging his reaction. He 
seems to be a forgetful man. She was gambling 

when she asked Tracy to check in this hotel. What 
was she thinking!  
His eyes went large for a split second before a 
smirk appearing on his face, "Oh yeah. The little 

girl that tried to play with the grownups, don't ever 
try me again little girl, I don't play nice." He 
warned her and she wanted to eat him alive. Anger 



bubbled up in her being, she had to control herself. 
But he didn't seem angry enough at her. The prick 

vandalized her place damn it. How was he so... 
Calm?  
"I apologize Mr Molao. I got carried away." She 
hated having to apologize to him. But she had to. 

She needed to, again.  
"Water under the bridge, I understand you just lost 
your source of income but I must say, you two did 

a great job burying the man, spare for the cheap 
coffin you bought for him of course." He laughed. 
Even his laughter was irritating as hell. Did people 

go around checking how expensive coffins looked 
like? Because that damn coffin looked fine to her.  
"We tried." She wanted to take out his damn eyes.  
"Look, I am sorry he left y'all without his millions, 

not really his fault someone stole our money, but 
they will pay for it."  
"You worked with him all the time?" She was 

fishing for information. Maybe he could let 
something slip that she could use against him in 
the future. But in her mind, she couldn't 

understand how this man really forgot about her or 
understand how was he being so casual after 
wrecking her flat in town.  
"Yeah. We worked together. This is my hotel by 

the way."  



"Really? Wow. I didn't know that. It's amazing." 
Lesedi wasn't lying about the beauty of the hotel. 

It screamed luxury.  
Mateo seemed so proud of that, "Yeah, your father 
helped me to get a stake in here. I owe him a lot. 
You should have told me you needed help buying 

him a coffin. I would have sparred at least twenty 
grand on it. He was my friend." Mateo carried on.  
The lift was not moving fast enough for Lesedi. She 

was going to the second floor while Mateo seemed 
to be going to the basement judging by the 
highlighted buttons on the lift button-pad.  

"We didn't know..." how was he having such a 
casual talk with her after what he did to her? Did 
he truly forget? Was it all in her head? Was she the 
only one who experienced that day? What the fuck 

was the meaning of this!? Her mind was racing!! 
"I see you're going to the second floor, money is 
tight huh?" he asked, scratching his eyebrow. She 

hated this small talk but she was a woman on a 
mission.  
The second floor suites were a little cheaper 

compared to the other floors. "Well, we just found 
out that we lost the salon and the restaurant. So 
yeah... Money is tight." The thought of him 
demanding the salon and restaurants because of 

the hundred million their father owed him wasn't 
forgotten so she made sure he knew they were no 
longer owners of the premises.  



He raised his brows a little, he didn't know that. 
Damn it!! Lucas did tell him that Morris's daughter 

told him the accounts were frozen pending 
investigation. They didn't waste time.  
"What happened to my clothes?" She asked.  
"Your clothes?" he was confused. This girl was... 

Strange.  
"Yes, you vandalized my flat and all my clothes are 
missing." She was so angry but had checked 

herself in. She appeared calm on the outside.  
"Oh! I don't know what they did. I just needed to 
send a message across. You shouldn't have fought 

the two men I sent ealier on. You just thought I 
am the reason why your financial situations are 
about to change. Had you said that, none of this 
would have happened. So maybe they burned 

them or threw them in the bin... " he shrugged. He 
wasn't even going to apologize. Sies!  
"I apologize... Again. It was indeed my fault." Now 

she wanted to cry. A small lump formed on her 
throat. She had to swallow multiple times.  
"It's alright, look, ask the manager here to 

organize you a better suite on me, and maybe a 
job too. For your clothes. You don't have to spend 
your last cents on my little hotel." Mateo told her 
as they arrived at her floor, "the little I could do 

for my friend's children."  
Lesedi only nodded before bolting out of the car. 
She walked – no – marched to their room. This 



man, this man was insane. He was totally insane. 
He truly didn't remember her from ten years ago... 

and after what she did to him on Monday, he was 
oddly nice. Too damn nice!  
Offering her a job? A better suite than the one they 
had, on the house? What was his deal?  

She was angry.  
She entered their suite, and it was clean and fresh 
sunflowers were left in the room. The hotel staff 

had asked upon arrival if anyone was allergic to 
flowers just in case. This hotel ran so smooth, she 
was far too impressed.  

But what made her happier was that she was going 
to snap it out of that bastard's hands. She had to.  
She stripped off her shoes, her dress and 
underwear and deposited herself in the hot bubble 

bath.  
She was only ever able to take baths at home 
when visiting her mother as the tub at her flat has 

been out of use for a while now. Baths calmed her 
down... for that moment.  
She used to soak herself in and just imagine a life 

where she didn't feel so much anger in her heart, 
where she was at peace, where laughter was her 
daily medicine, not anger, not bitterness, not 
hatred... just laughter, happiness...  

It was unfair and very sad that people around her 
regarded her as the bitter woman, the 'bullfighter', 
miss-angry-two-shoes like some of the salon 



workers called her. She pretended to not care but 
it irked her that they'd call her such names...  

She wasn't making it easy for them that she knew, 
but it gave them no right to try to force 
themselves in her life and when she held up 
barriers, they called the bitter one.  

She hated how people wanted to befriend her, to 
get to know her... she just wanted to work and 
move on with her life. She didn't need them 

meddling.  
And now... she's been feeling some weight be 
lifted off. When Tracy was in her presence, when 

Mason took her on adventures... that, that made 
her feel hope play around her heart. 
She used to think that Tracy was the only one who 
was enjoying life without a care in the world and 

that made her bitter because they had promised to 
take care of each other after their father almost 
killed their mother, beat Lesedi up and left them 

hung and dry.  
Her thoughts went back to her family members left 
at her mother's house, they had made sure to lock 

their mother's wardrobe and took anything that 
could be important like their father's death 
certificate, their mother's medical records, ID and 
Sofia's just so they were safe from possible evil 

claws.  
She thought back to the day Tapiwa called her 
after their father disappeared and when Tracy was 



sent to go to school, she was just randomly calling 
in to check up on her, they spoke a lot as they 

were not much different in age.  
Lesedi confided in her, told her what happened 
with their father and mother and Tapiwa straight 
out refused to believe her. Claiming Morris loved 

Daisy he'd never do that.  
Lesedi was mad at that, she tried to convince 
Tapiwa, but the woman was adamant that Morris 

would never ever hurt a fly let alone the woman he 
loved with all his heart.  
She decided to drop another bomb on Tapiwa that 

on that very night their mother was beaten, she 
got raped and Tapiwa laughed.  
The woman laughed and Lesedi still remembered 
the words that were accompanied by more 

laughter, "Now you're just pushing it. I don't know 
what the hell is going on in that pathetic life of 
yours, I know not going to school and struggling to 

get a job while your sister is living it up can cause 
depression... but girl please, stop with your silly 
tantrums." Then she hung up.  

That's when Lesedi decided that it's okay...she 
didn't need anyone to hold her hand. That she will 
be okay.  
The ringing of her phone from the purse she 

carelessly threw on the bathroom dressing table 
earlier on snapped her out of her thoughts and she 
quickly caught a tear that had escaped her eye.  



She ignored the ringing phone though, and just 
tried to think of the exciting future... where Mateo 

Molao or Lekau Singo, will dance to the beat of her 
drums.  
𝗛𝗮𝗽𝗽혆 𝗙𝗿𝗶𝗱𝗮혆!!!  

#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  

#Nineteen  
The following day on a Sunday, a day after the 
funeral, Lesedi woke up to feeling as if someone 

was watching her. She was calm though because 
she knew it could only be her little sister, Tracy, 
whom she shared the room with. And she was 
right, when she opened her eyes, she found Tracy 

staring at her.  
She stared back, of course she wanted to ask 
Tracy what the hell was her problem, but she 

didn't feel like it, so she stared back until Tracy 
smiled. "You still don't cower away from eye 
contact."  

"No... I don't."  
"The first time I met Kyle he stared at me, and I 
stared right back..." Tracy informed her, giggled a 
little and continued. "But he looked at me like he 

wanted to eat me alive, so I looked away first."  
Lesedi smiled, she and Tracy used to have crazy 
staring competition when growing up. Tracy liked 

to stare at people, it used to annoy Lesedi so much 
to waking up to a pair of eyes staring at her. She 
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went from always asking 'what' to staring right 
back.  

"We need to talk." Tracy sat up in her own bed. 
They were both dressed in their pyjamas.  
Lesedi sighed, checked the time on her phone and 
it was eight in the morning. She was well rested 

though, which was a good thing as she had been 
tired as hell.  
"About what?" she mumbled.  

"Everything." Tracy said to her. "Last night I was 
talking to Sofia and mom, well it has been 
something we have been discussing the whole 

week while you were going on adventures with 
Mason... but we wanted to take mom to a hospice 
where she will be taken care of twenty-four seven, 
with the right therapists at her aid."  

Lesedi now sat up in her bed too, anything that 
concerned her mother deserved her full attention. 
"Dad is gone now, and she won't be objecting to 

the money we have... so she agreed last night. I 
told her that you and I can still buy them a house, 
but Sofia said they have been looking around and 

found the perfect hospice where they will also 
accommodate Sofia. It costs shit lot of money, but 
we can afford it."  
Lesedi mulled it over and it made sense. Their 

mother deserved a nice place where she will be 
fully taken care of by people who will truly have 
her best interest at heart. And as long as Sofia was 



going with, she had no doubt her mother will fully 
recover, and she will be happy.  

"I have zero objections, if the woman is happy with 
that, I am on board." Lesedi responded. Her voice 
was still laced with sleep. She yawned and 
stretched.  

"That's not what I want to talk about though... well 
I mean partly but... okay, so I want to know if you 
don't think that's selfish..."  

"What do you mean? How is it selfish?"  
"Because you spent quite lot of years taking care 
of her and I said I can step in now but my stepping 

in is sending her to a hospice? Are you okay with 
that?" Tracy now couldn't look at her in the eye.  
Lesedi felt bad for her, for so many years she's 
hated Tracy for that, for leaving her alone to care 

for their mother. She understood why the curvier 
woman felt the way she did.  
She heaved a sigh, "Mohau, I did what I had to do, 

you did what you were forced to do. Both you and 
I didn't have it easy. If I must say, you had it 
rougher than I did. You suffered physical and 

emotional abuse and didn't have support from 
either mom or me... so no, I don't find it selfish. I 
think mom is doing this for us too... so we can try 
to live..." she shrugged.  

"And we will, from tomorrow I will be working 
towards the success of the restaurant and the 
salon while you finish whatever it is you are 



working with Mason on, then focus on me and 
Kyle. You should also... you know focus on your 

relationship. Hey, how come you never showed me 
your boyfriend did he come to the funeral? You 
only showed me Mbali and the guys you worked 
with... but didn't mention boyfriend."  

"Who says I have a boyfriend?" Lesedi asked in a 
monotone voice. Tracy was quite the morning 
person.  

"Sofia told me that you had a boyfriend you lived 
with... I mean no one ever really knows what's 
going on in your life."  

"I don't have a boyfriend and I lived with Freddy. 
He couldn't come to the funeral." Lesedi shrugged.  
"Do you... uhh want one?"  
"Want what? A boyfriend? No. Dude I am forty... 

forty." Lesedi got up from her bed to use the toilet.  
Tracy followed her, "So what you're forty? You look 
young. You look young and healthy. People find 

love when they are fifty and all... you can too."  
"I am forty and I am not looking for stress thank 
you very much, I am already stressed enough as it 

is. Boyfriends? No thanks. Now get out I want to 
shower."  
They took turns to shower and only Tracy packed 
up her bags as she won't be returning to the hotel. 

They went to get Sofia and their mother who will 
be retuning to the hotel later.  



The tents were being removed when they arrived 
home, the caterers came to take what belonged to 

them, the yard had less people than the previous 
day and Lesedi grew tired by just watching the 
activities. Sofia and Daisy who was again dressed 
in black went to the lounge where the Phiris were 

holding a meeting in.  
"So, you guys decided to sleep at a hotel, once 
again leaving us alone here to clean up?" Tapiwa's 

welcoming words annoyed Lesedi as she entered 
the kitchen to find Regina and Yvonne cooking on 
the stove.  

It was after ten in the morning, and it smelled like 
chicken. They were cooking chicken stew with pap. 
How lovely.  
"Tapiwa, you have annoyed me since the day you 

arrived here... please it's too early for you." Lesedi 
grabbed a chair and sat down.  
"You have embarrassed us so much during the 

week and yesterday was just cherry on top. What 
the hell was that coffin you bought? Who still 
buries people in a fish coffin?" Tapiwa was 

enraged.  
"This again? Really?"  
"Eya Lesedi, what you did to your father was 
horrible. You're busy taking the money he worked 

so hard for buying new phones, new clothes, 
sleeping in hotels, paying caterers for the whole 
week but couldn't spare a decent coffin?"  



"That was a decent coffin Tapiwa. Like I said, if 
anyone had any objections they should have 

coughed money from their own pockets and 
bought this 'better coffin' you speak off." Lesedi 
was just too tired of her family, but she'd never be 
tired of talking back and setting the record 

straight.  
"Hey girls... it's all in the past. Can we move 
forward now?" Regina as the aunt interjected 

between the two fireballs.  
"NO YOU BLOODY LEECHES!!"  
Lesedi and the gang in the kitchen heard Tracy 

shout from the lounge. She had joined her mother 
and Sofia in the living room as she wanted to know 
what it was the Phiris wanted to discuss.  
Lesedi looked at Tapiwa, at aunt Regina then 

pushed her chair back and rushed into the living 
room. 
The uncles, koko Phiri and one more aunt were 

sitting in there with Daisy, Sofia and Tracy. Tracy 
was fuming, she was even turning red due to her 
light complexion which she shared with almost 

everyone in the room except her mother. Daisy 
just like Lesedi were dark skinned.  
"What's going on?" Lesedi asked, she was followed 
by Tapiwa and Yvonne.  

"They are saying we should give them money 
made from the restaurant and the salon." Tracy 
blurted out; her angry eyes trained on Lucas.  



"And why would we do that?" Lesedi asked folding 
her arms and leaning against the doorframe.  

"Apparently since they all depended on papa, they 
reckon it's the right thing to do." Tracy was angry.  
Lesedi couldn't contain herself, she burst out in 
laughter. For a good minute she laughed, and 

everyone stared at her, anger filtrating the room.  
"Y'all have jokes for days. No one is getting a 
damn thing from us, not even a cent. And by the 

way, this restaurant and salon you think you can 
get the money from? They took them away. 
Remember that investigation? Your son was a drug 

dealer, they came for everything he's got." Lesedi 
wasn't afraid of anyone and she hoped that Mason 
would get crackling with the proof of the 
restaurant and salon being taken and sold.  

"And don't think to try us about wanting money 
from us... Don't even think it." Then she walked 
out. She didn't even need to say anything or listen 

to anything else. Tracy had already informed her a 
long time ago that everything was in her name. 
That's the greatest thing their father could have 

done for them. So they could all try what they 
want but they are not getting a cent.  
She couldn't believe the nerve of those people. 
They really sat down and thought they could still 

get their lives sponsored? Jokes.  
Lesedi couldn't believe them. She and Tracy had 
lied to them that the accounts were frozen pending 



investigations but seems like they did not care 
about none of that. They just wanted the money 

the girls supposedly have. They'd surely spasm out 
of control if they ever found out she and Tracy had 
hundred million hidden somewhere. Lucas would 
kill them for it. Literally.  

She was standing by the gate, her mind drifting 
away when two cars pulled up at her gate. One she 
knew belonged to Mason and the other, she had no 

idea who was in it.  
The other car was a Range Rover Evoque driven by 
Ginger. She hasn't seen the man since the night 

she stole his house keys from Mason to go kill her 
father. He looked good though in his ginger hair. It 
suited his tanned complexion. Usually ginger heads 
had pale skin, but Ginger wasn't a natural ginger.  

"Les." Ginger stepped out of the car, which was 
parked next to the gate, Mason tailing behind.  
"Ginger."  

"Good to see you."  
"I guess." Lesedi wasn't a fan of small talk. It 
made her uneasy. Like she had to think of 

something to say back, or something cool to say so 
people wouldn't think she was boring.  
Ginger chuckled, "Is it not good to see me too?" he 
teased her.  

Lesedi looked into his playful eyes and smiled, 
"Oh! She can smile. One point for you G-man." 



Ginger hooted. Causing Lesedi to now roll her 
eyes.  

"Hey Firecracker." Mason approached them; his 
eyes were covered by the dark sunglasses he 
wore.  
"People call before going to other people's houses 

you know. You don't just rock up unannounced!" 
She directed the words towards Mason.  
Mason looked at her shorter frame, well Tracy and 

Lesedi were tall women, but they were nothing 
compared to him or his brothers. "I thought of 
doing that, but why would I? Where is the fun int 

that?"  
"Common courtesy? What if we were not here?"  
"But you are, and if you weren't... I was going to 
show up where you would be. Cause I know where 

you always are." Mason was so smug about it.  
Lesedi opened and closed her mouth, eyebrows 
scrunching in confusion, "You didn't bug my phone 

did you?"  
Mason laughed and dismissed her, "Look I bought 
you a gift. You don't even need to thank me..."  

Ginger passed Lesedi the keys to the car he drove 
in. "What's this?"  
"Your car dummy."  
"You got me a car?"  

"Lending you a car..." Mason smiled, his smile was 
deadly. Those teeth man. And that little one that 
stole the spotlight. It's as if he was aware that his 



smile shone brighter than then sun. She hated 
that. How come he get to look this good and have 

such an amazing smile.  
"You're lending me a car... this car?" Lesedi was 
dumbfounded.  
Mason rolled his eyes, "For a firecracker you sure 

are disappointing me. Yes I am lending you a car... 
Kyle mentioned Tracy going to help them out at 
Greymont while they try and find a replacement 

assistant for Grey... so I knew getting by for you 
would be hard."  
"Why would getting by be hard Mason? I have 

been doing it all my life." She just couldn't tell her 
heart and mind to accept this nice gesture. Sure, 
having this car would make it so easier to move 
around but... she didn't work hard for it. She didn't 

think she deserved it. 
"Geez, just fucking say thank you." Mason was 
losing his patience. 

Ginger who was by Lesedi's side chuckled, "Man I 
need to go. I need to sort out something for my 
other boss... I will bring your car later." Mason 

gave Ginger his car keys.  
"You wreck it, you buy it." Mason told him as he 
gave him the keys.  
Once Ginger left, Lesedi looked at Mason, "Why?"  

"What do you mean why?"  
"Why are you being nice?"  



"Oh, is this is what it is? Me being nice scares you? 
I mean... you have money that you can't access 

yet but that doesn't mean you shouldn't be living it 
up now. Besides, we are ready to start with our 
mission and I need you to have the correct tools."  
Lesedi almost sighed in relief. For a moment she 

thought Mason was going to be all soft on her, 
being sentimental and all. She was glad the car 
wasn't hers; she was only borrowing it even 

though she technically didn't, it was his decision to 
lend her that car. She was also glad that it was for 
a good use.  

"In that case, thanks." She smiled. "How are you 
getting home?"  
"You will take me, do you have your license with 
you?" he asked, seeing that she wore leggings, a 

light sweater and sneakers, he didn't see any 
pockets... so he just needed to be sure.  
She showed him the back of her phone cover, "It's 

right here."  
"Are you not feeling hot?" Mason asked. Her attire 
bothered him. It was hot, the blazing January sun 

was not playing games. 
"No, and no I am not driving you home."  
"You are because my new home is your new 
home."  

"What?" Lesedi was confused. "What does that 
mean?"  



"The apartment I got you? Well, I moved in too. 
Let's go and see it." He smiled, but this time 

around Lesedi didn't appreciate his pretty smile. 
She was freaking out inside. No way near hot hell 
will she live with Mason. No fucking way.  
"Come on let's go."  

"I am not moving in with you." She deadpanned.  
"With me? Oh no, I meant that I got a separate 
unit, at the same building." He clarified.  

"Why?"  
"I am going to be here for longer so I can't put my 
family in danger should anyone find me out. Even 

though I am a beast at what I do, I am not that 
arrogant to think I am the only incredible hacker 
there is. Also, it makes sense to live closer to you, 
so we can work properly and discreetly."  

It made sense. That she could accept.  
"Okay... Okay let me just go tell Tracy I'll be back 
in a few."  

 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#Twenty  

Mason drove them to Fourways where they 
entered the lavish estate that she's only ever seen 
on pictures on the internet.  
Her dream.  

The reception area was as gorgeous and friendly, 
security was very secure. They were welcomed by 
the building manager who had with him a set of 

https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/recklessbehavior?__eep__=6&__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVy_H5MGGJt_EQTZEGxeuASmi2FmUNXL8dzxzArMMJrfYtTefr8p5U0BP1ApYPx1g35X893SD2esEbMVqTuCM0hydVXVYqdYvDzGI2dPifz3wpz3CqykB02FrZw7FVOzqPBep2eYZ_orb1nLN31u3Ga&__tn__=*NK-R
https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/matshidisobella?__eep__=6&__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVy_H5MGGJt_EQTZEGxeuASmi2FmUNXL8dzxzArMMJrfYtTefr8p5U0BP1ApYPx1g35X893SD2esEbMVqTuCM0hydVXVYqdYvDzGI2dPifz3wpz3CqykB02FrZw7FVOzqPBep2eYZ_orb1nLN31u3Ga&__tn__=*NK-R
https://www.facebook.com/hashtag/twenty?__eep__=6&__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVy_H5MGGJt_EQTZEGxeuASmi2FmUNXL8dzxzArMMJrfYtTefr8p5U0BP1ApYPx1g35X893SD2esEbMVqTuCM0hydVXVYqdYvDzGI2dPifz3wpz3CqykB02FrZw7FVOzqPBep2eYZ_orb1nLN31u3Ga&__tn__=*NK-R


keys. "Mr Pierce, lovely to see you again." The 
man had on a thick accent, if Lesedi had to guess 

she'd say he was Zimbabwean.  
Living in Joburg and working with different 
customers daily, she was able to distinguish 
between the accents of fellow Africans. She was 

very good at it.  
Naison, was his name. He took them to the fifth 
floor to a corner unit. "We have furnished units but 

if you aren't too happy about the colours or some 
of the furniture, you can let us know and we will 
see how to fix it up for you miss Phiri."  

Naison unlocked the door and Lesedi went in first. 
She was taken by everything. The simple art on 
the walls, the lavish huge grey couch in the living 
room. The plasma mounted on the wall, the fact 

that all she had to do was roll her suitcases in was 
a huge win for her.  
It was a two-bedroom apartment, and the main 

bedroom had a balcony that overlooked the city. It 
had its own bathroom which was nicely spacious. 
The bed looked so comfortable, there was enough 

cupboard space. She was in love.  
She checked the secondary bedroom, she liked it 
as well but not how she liked the master.  
She looked around; the kitchen was open 

overlooking the lounge. There was a small eating 
table with four chairs just next to the lounge... 



there was a sliding door that opened into a 
beautiful private balcony.  

She could already see herself working out on the 
balcony, enjoying her privacy. She was beaming, 
she never thought she'd be smiling this much so 
soon. Maybe killing her father was just a blessing.  

"You like?" Mason asked as she returned back 
inside.  
"I love! When can I move in?" She asked.  

Naison smiled, "Mr Pierce already took care of 
everything. It would have been a bummer if she 
didn't like this unit because then we will have to go 

back to the head office."  
Lesedi was confused but she'd talk with Mason 
afterwards, she was happy that she now had a 
place.  

There was a couple of documents she needed to 
sign before moving in, so they went to Naison's 
office which was on the top floor.  

Once she got her set of keys including getting her 
fingerprints for the fingerprint scanner to access 
the gate and the main doors of the building, Lesedi 

rushed back to her unit.  
"It's so beautiful Mason, is this all for me?" She 
gushed. 
Mason couldn't help but to stare at her wonder-

filled face. She had a beautiful smile. She scowled 
a lot, but when she smiled... it was so 
breathtakingly beautiful. He had to snap himself 



out of that daze, Lesedi would kick his balls if she 
so much had a snip of his thoughts.  

"All yours. I had Ginger work on it... I had a copy 
of your ID, so it was so easy to do."  
"The rent though..." 
"Don't worry about rent. You have bigger things to 

worry about." Mason went to sit on the grey couch. 
Naison was right, it was fucking comfortable.  
Lesedi joined him, but she sat on the other end. 

"Naison said the couch could turn into a bed..." she 
spoke while feeling the material. She couldn't wait 
for Mason to leave so she could explore it all. She 

was far too excited.  
"Yeah, well imma leave you soon to explore that. 
Listen... about Singo." Mason called Mateo Molao 
by his original name most of the time. Singo came 

almost naturally to his tongue. "I can't get much 
about him online, so we need to do some ground 
work."  

"Okay... what does that mean?"  
"It means I need an inside person at the hotel. I 
need someone working there or can access his 

office to plant some bugs." He informed her.  
She rested her back on the couch, crossing her leg 
over the other, "We can't pay someone?"  
"No, because we don't want to jeopardize this. The 

less people we involve the better."  
"Mhm he offered me a job yesterday."  
"What job? What do you mean?"  



Lesedi went on to tell him about the elevator scene 
with the culprit himself. "Okay, you're still staying 

at the hotel right? Follow up on the job and maybe 
you can be the inside person we need."  
"I don't know Mason... I might lose my cool. It 
took a lot out of me yesterday to not pull out my 

knife and stab him in the neck. I don't trust myself 
to work for him and be level headed."  
"Well, you're gonna have to train yourself harder. 

You are getting a job at that hotel Les if we are 
gonna do this... What I don't understand though, is 
that even after you tried to beat him with stones, 

embarrassing him online, he offered you a job? 
Even after he wrecked your place?"  
"I know right? It's like he is insane. Apparently me 
blaming my father for going broke got to him. He 

somehow sympathises with me." Lesedi grew 
angry at the memory of that man. Oh, how she 
loathed him.  

"Mhm, he does sound crazy and strange... " Mason 
wanted to ask how come this man doesn't even 
remember raping her but that was not a can of 

worms he wanted to open this early.  
"Okay, I mean if he sympathizes with you... then 
get that job. It will be easier for me to get inside. 
So, chat him up on that offer and listen... if you 

want to do this, and you want to see him fall to his 
knees, you will have to control your temper. Learn 
to control your temper." Mason was all business-



like and Lesedi knew she couldn't even fuck with 
that or argue with him. He was dead serious.  

She sighed, "Fine, I will see what I can do." She 
rolled her eyes. Just when she thought she and 
Mason were getting along well, he had to dictate to 
her what she should do. Leaving her with little 

choice to nothing.  
"Okay and by the way, my unit is right above 
yours, in case you need me. I have to go. You 

enjoy your new place and your new car." He 
winked at her before leaving.  
As soon as he shut the door, Lesedi took off her 

shoes, socks and walked barefooted around the 
house. There was dark wood flooring, some plush, 
thick rugs... it also smelled great.  
The place went for eight thousand, five hundred 

rand (R8500) a month and it was worth it. Totally 
worth it. She didn't want to change a single thing, 
she just wanted to put up pictures of her family 

instead, next to the other paintings on the walls.  
She jumped on the couches like a happy little girl, 
jumped on the bed in the guest bedroom and 

ended up throwing herself on the master bed.  
She folded her arms behind her head and stared at 
the ceiling, wiggling her toes a little.  
She could get used to this. For so long she 

dreamed of living in such spaces and it was finally 
happening... she must be doing something right to 
deserve all of this.  



She snorted immediately after that thought, 
"Lesedi, you think killing your father is why you 

are deserving of nice things." She giggled to 
herself as she got up from the bed.  
She looked around and all that was missing was 
her clothes, some more towels and maybe some 

blankets, some throws. She will need to go 
shopping. But first, she needed to secure a job.  
Tracy texted her, telling her that she was going to 

drop off Sofia and their mother at the hotel and 
she was leaving to Pretoria.  
They had left Lucas and the rest of the gang at the 

house in Soweto. No one really cared about that 
house anymore, now that Daisy expressed how she 
loathed it, they just needed to move her out of 
there.  

Lesedi picked up her keys and took one look at the 
apartment as she stood by the door. "Welcome 
home baby girl." She said to herself before locking.  

She took the stairs instead of the lift as she 
needed to work out and also because she had 
since been spooked about elevators after the 

incident with Mateo. Stairs were such a nice 
workout considering how she hasn't been working 
out for a while.  
She couldn't help chuckling at the car waiting for 

her in the basement parking lot. Mason was such a 
nice person, she was grateful. She jumped in the 
car and drove to the hotel.  



They used a code to enter the parking lot, she had 
forgotten that Tracy had their key card. She hoped 

that she'd left with Sofia at least.  
Jumping out of the car into the lobby, she was 
warmly greeted by the doorman who took a liking 
to her. "Hi," she greeted him back. "Is my sister 

here?" she asked him.  
"She was here but she left. She came with your 
mother and that lovely aunt of yours." The man 

must have been taken by Sofia as his eyes 
twinkled at the mention of her.  
"That's good, and is Mate- Mr Molao available? 

Yesterday we met in the lift, and he asked me to 
ask to ask the hotel manager if they maybe have a 
job for me..." 
"Ah! Okay, go and ask for Gregory at reception. He 

will know how best to help you." The old man 
smiled warmly at her. His smile tugged at her 
heart strings. How she wished he was her father.  

How come they had such a terrible father? It was 
not fair.  
The lady behind the reception desk called Gregory 

for Lesedi and she was told to go up to the last 
floor as offices were situated up there.  
It didn't take her long to find Gregory's office, it 
was written in gold letters outside one of the 

brown oak doors.  



Gregory was a balding white man who sat behind a 
usual brown oak office desk. He was typing away 

on his laptop when he welcomed her in.  
"Sit and I will be with you just now." He told her as 
he furiously hit the buttons on the keyboard.  
Lesedi looked at him, he was married, guessing 

with the gold band on his ring finger. He wore 
formal, a scowl on his thin lips. She couldn't make 
him out but one thing she knew, he was stressed.  

"I am just typing this message to our wine 
supplier. He bailed out this morning and I need to 
know why." He informed her. She couldn't care 

any less. She needed to know if she could get a 
job or not. She was running on time here.  
Once Gregory finished typing the lengthy email, in 
the most dramatic way, he turned his body 

towards Lesedi. His eyes swept all over her frame, 
making her feel uncomfortable.  
"Hi there, Mr Molao told me he may have offered 

one of our guests a job, I am guessing that's 
you..." Gregory spoke in a monotone voice. She 
was even surprised the man was working on a 

Sunday.  
"Yes." Lesedi politely responded.  
"And your name is...?" 
"Lesedi, Lesedi Phiri."  

"Ohh! Is it your father's funeral that Mr Molao just 
came back from yesterday?"  



Lesedi could only nod. Clearly Mateo had informed 
him of every little detail. 

"My condolences." He passed a closed mouth 
smile. Lesedi returned the gesture. Because what 
was can she say, the fucker had it coming. It's 
good riddance.  

"And how old are you Lesedi?"  
"Forty."  
His jaw dropped, "No kidding. You don't look a day 

over thirty." Gregory was stunned and awed. 
Lesedi shrugged. She'd heard that almost her life. 
Taking after her mother's petite body frame, they 

never looked their age. It was both a curse and a 
blessing.  
"Okay as I have said to him that unfortunately I 
don't have anything for you. I am sorted with 

cleaners... waiters... bellboys... kitchen staff and 
drivers. I have nothing for you sweetheart."  
She was bummed. Now how in the hell would they 

gain access to these offices? 
"Oh!" That's all she could say. She had no better 
words.  

"But... we are having a cocktail do at the end of 
this month, welcoming the new year. I will need 
waiters. It will be a huge party in our ballroom, so 
how's that?" He made a suggestion that she loved.  

"I will take it!" She enthused.  
His eyes narrowed in concentration though, "But I 
am not sure if I will keep you as a waiter or have 



you help wash dishes in the kitchen. Mr Molao 
doesn't really like seeing people that look like you 

around a lot. He prefers them at the back."  
"People who look like me?" Lesedi asked, forehead 
scrunched in confusion. Now what the hell did that 
mean? Did it mean black people? "Black people?"  

"No... not black people, just dark-skinned black 
people."  
"Oh!" again, she was left stunned. This has been a 

norm in her life. Being dark skinned, she was 
always told she shouldn't walk so much in the sun, 
or she should try certain creams so she could look 

'beautiful' like her baby sister.  
"I am sorry, it's not you. It's definitely him. All the 
dark-skinned people who work for us are hidden in 
the back. They cook, work in the kitchen or clean 

the rooms."  
"I see." She was boiling inside. Who does that bald 
headed man with a big belly think he is?  

Gregory sensed the girl was upset, but he just had 
to be honest. If she was going to work for them, 
she should know how the big boss rolled. Mateo 

reminded them at every chance that they should 
keep them hidden from his guests. 
"Look, email me your CV, and contact details... 
when the party time arrives, I will give you a call 

and let you know what the plan is. He did tell me 
you needed the money, so I will give you a call."  



She didn't have anything else to say to Gregory, so 
she took his business card and left.  

She was supposed to be excited that somehow she 
still managed to get a job, but that darkskin 
comment left her feeling raw.  
She didn't want to go to her mother's suite and 

dampen their moods, but she needed to access her 
room. So, she sucked it up and went their room.  
Luckily she found her mother asleep, Sofia was 

watching Nigerian movies on TV when she 
knocked.  
"Hey sesi, are you okay?" Sofia asked when she 

opened the door.  
"I am just tired, did Mohau leave our key cards in 
here?" she asked.  
Sofia responded by giving her the key cards, "She 

said she left your stuff in your room."  
"Okay, I will see you two later or tomorrow." She 
didn't wait for Sofia's reply, she just stalked off. 

Sofia knew when Lesedi wanted to be alone and 
when she wanted to talk. She never pushed.  
Getting to her room, she packed up her bags, 

checked out of the hotel and loaded her bags in 
the car and drove to Fourways mall. It was Sunday 
so most shops were closed while some were still 
open.  

She managed to get some shoes, some clothes, 
some toiletries and some groceries then left to her 
new place. It still felt very odd when she pressed 



her finger on the finger print scanner and the gate 
opened, parking in her designated parking spot... 

going up to her room... it all felt like a very nice 
dream.  
She dropped all the bags in a corner by the door, 
took off her shoes and sat on the couch.  

Her heart was heavy... she needed to vent. She 
needed to scream. She needed to yell... she felt 
like crying.  

Picking her phone to call Mason, he answered on a 
third ring, "Hey... what's up?"  
"Are you at your place?" she asked.  

"Yeah... wanna come over or should I come 
there?"  
"Can you come?"  
"On my way."  

She didn't know why she decided to call Mason, 
but he has been a very sensible part of her the 
past week. He understood her before she could 

even speak. It was as if he could read her mind 
and knew what she needed.  
She hoped that even today, he'd be able to make 

her laugh or forget. Maybe talking in great detail of 
what they were going to do to that bald headed 
man will help cheer her up.  
"You don't look as happy as I left you, what 

happened?" Mason asked as soon as she opened 
the door.  



She sighed and closed the door behind him, he 
was holding a six pack of beer which he put in the 

fridge returning with one bottle to the lounge.  
"I went back to the hotel... spoke to the manager."  
"And you didn't get any job? Were you mean to 
him?"  

Lesedi cast him an angry glare and Mason 
shrugged. The girl was a mean fireball. Who's to 
say she didn't burn bridges before crossing over? 

"I did get some job..."  
"Okay but why do you look so... so morose?"  
"Am I ugly?" now that's the question he did not 

expect to get from this woman. Lesedi oozed 
confidence with a dash of arrogance. She walked 
like she knew she was fucking gorgeous... but to 
hear her voice that question in that sad, unsure 

tone tugged his heart strings.  
"Where is that coming from?"  
"Answer me... am I ugly? Is my complexion that 

terrible?"  
Mason moved from his seat and sat next to her, 
"Look at me Les..."  

One thing Mason liked about this girl, was her 
ability to look a person straight in their eyes 
without wavering or cowering away. Her brown 
eyes were a lot sadder than the other days.  

Something in him wanted him to wrap his arms 
around her and squeeze the sadness out, but this 
was Lesedi, she'd eat him alive for touching her.  



"Your complexion is perfect, you are gorgeous. Did 
someone call you ugly?" he was getting hot and 

angry at the thought of someone calling her ugly.  
She shrugged. "It doesn't matter does it, I've 
heard it all my life."  
"Don't believe what other people are saying about 

you. What is it that you see when you look in the 
mirror? Do you not see a beautiful girl with a 
stupid cute dimple on her chin? Do you not see 

how radiating and glowing your skin is?"  
Lesedi couldn't keep looking into Mason's green 
eyes. His eyes made her feel hot all over a sudden. 

She looked at the black screen of the TV that was 
still wrapped and covered up. 
"Apparently Singo does not like dark-skinned 
people, so he gives them jobs that aren't high 

rated. Like cleaning...or washing dishes in the 
kitchen just away from his lovely guests."  
"It doesn't matter what he says or what he does... 

this dark-skinned woman is going to be the end of 
his stupid pride. So don't take to head what that 
bastard says about you. You're beautiful. You're 

pretty as fuck! A little mean, a little rude, a little 
dangerous... a little scary... but definitely 
gorgeous."  
Her face cracked into a smile. Her head swung 

back in his direction, "Oh yeah..." she breathed... 
Mason was too close now. She could feel his body 
heat radiating to hers.  



"You like being dangerous and mean... Don't you 
firecracker?" whatever pull was between them, he 

felt it too. He couldn't stop looking into her eyes 
and looking at her lips as she kept biting them...  
Their voices dropped to breathy sounds. Chests 
heaving, eyelids heavy. Eyes staring at each 

other's lips...  
He had cute pouty full lips, they were pink... and 
she had this crazy feeling of wanting to taste 

them.  
Their lips softly met each other halfway...  
It was just a greeting of the lips, just a mere 

featherlight kiss... but it spoke volumes. It burned.  
Lesedi was the first to pull back. She couldn't go 
on with it. She didn't want to go through with it 
because... Well she didn't want to complicate 

things.  
"That shouldn't have happened." Mason spoke 
first.  

"Agreed." She nodded, looking away.  
"Shouldn't happen again." He continued. 
"No complaints from me," She conquered. 

"Good." He left it at that... but deep in his being, 
he was scared. Scared of what he felt. It was not 
normal; it was damn unusual.  
"I am working on some encryption... I will check 

you later." He almost, almost ran out of the room. 
His long and hurried strides may as well be 
assumed as running.  



Lesedi looked at the spot he was once sitting on 
and sighed. There goes him making her feel better. 

Instead he awakened something in her... 
something she was not sure she was ready to deal 
with.  
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  

#TwentyOne  
Daisy was taken to the hospice, Tracy and Lesedi 
drove to the place and loved it for their mother. 

The pictures online did the facility no justice. There 
were a lot of activities to be done in a day and so 
much care that they were very happy about the 

decision.  
Once Sofia and their mother were settled the two 
ladies met at the restaurant Tracy owned to meet 
with a lawyer who was going to help with 

transferring the salon's title deed to Lesedi's name. 
Even though they had told the Phiri family that the 
businesses were sold, they still carried on life as 

usual. Mason cooked the pots, and they sent notice 
letters to Lucas to show him when the businesses 
were taken so that they can get off their backs.  

Lesedi however wasn't ready to accept such a 
great gift from her baby sister, so she took the 
papers to go read them at home. It was a lie; she 
wasn't going to read them. She was just stalling.  

It had been almost a week since all of that took 
place, their mother and Sofia leaving, their uncles 
calling them non-stop to wanting to talk about the 
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house and how they could help each other because 
somehow Lucas was convinced Tracy was a 

millionaire and could sponsor their lives. Those 
greedy hypocrites.  
Also, it has been almost a week since they buried 
their father and a week of no action since she and 

Mason had the kissing moment.  
She told her salon crew that she won't be returning 
for a while, they should instead attend to her 

clients.  
It was Friday and Mason had texted her to come 
over to his place. She has never been in there yet 

and didn't know what to expect as she took the 
stairs up to the sixth floor where Mason's pad was.  
She knocked on his door and almost sighed in 
relief when Ginger opened the door. Had it been 

only her and Mason, she was going to be on the 
edge. And Lesedi being on the edge meant Lesedi 
either being snappy and rude, or a mute.  

"Yo Les." Ginger greeted her and she walked in to 
find one more guy sitting with Mason on his black 
couch. Their apartments were almost the same 

except Mason's one had more black deco than 
hers.  
"Hey Les... uhh this is Milo, one of the guys I work 
with, Milo meet Lesedi," Mason got the 

introductions out of the way. Milo was a black man 
with a nice fade, sharp eyes and a bored 
expression.  



He greeted Lesedi and went back to looking at the 
screen of Mason's most trusted PC.  

"Milo here is our PI, he does the ground work. 
Follows whoever we need followed and comes back 
to report. So, he has some intel that I think we can 
use."  

"Okay..." Lesedi sat on the one-seater couch and 
looked at the direction of the three men.  
"I still don't have access to the hotel's system 

but... I can get you a decent job than waiting for 
the stupid party where you will probably be a one-
day waiter and not even get a break to sneak out." 

Mason carried on.  
"Okay... uh what is the job?"  
Mason looked at Milo whose brown eyes travelled 
to where Lesedi was sitting, "Okay, I have been 

tailing Gregory, the hotel manager. He makes 
executive decisions, Singo trusts him."  
"That tells me nothing..." Lesedi said to him.  

"He's a uhh... a fan of dark-skinned women, there 
was a case against him for sexually harassing his 
previous assistant, so he has vowed to not get any 

female assistants, but he needs an assistant. He 
bitches about it a lot to anyone with an ear and he 
doesn't want to get a male assistant." Milo said a 
mouthful.  

Lesedi wasn't sure how she was going to feature in 
that, but now it made total sense of how Gregory 
was looking at her. He was just too nice at her. 



Very welcoming and seemed like he really wanted 
her to work at the hotel.  

"I need you to seduce him, and blackmail him into 
giving you a job as his assistant." Milo told her.  
Lesedi felt dizzy for a hot second. "Are you hearing 
yourself?"  

Milo looked at Mason and Ginger before looking 
back at the woman whose eyes have turned sharp 
and angry. They did tell him that she had a very 

short temper. She was had a short fuse. "It's how 
we can actually get our foot inside the bloody 
hotel. Do you not want this?" he probed. 

"Do I not want this? Do you even fucking know 
what is it that I went through? Why the hell would 
I want to do this? You want me to be vulnerable 
with yet another man? Are you insane? Have you 

lost your fucking mind? Who the fuck are you 
anyway?" she stood up.  
"If this... is your great idea Mason, forget it. I don't 

want to be a part of it. Leave me out of it." She 
marched to the door with Mason hot on her tail.  
He knew how she'd react to it, but he thought if 

maybe Milo could suggest it, it would be better. 
Clearly he didn't think things through.  
"Les..."  
"Leave me alone." Lesedi snapped as she marched 

to the direction of the stairs.  
"Wait, this could work..."  



"Nothing is going to work Mason. Leave me alone." 
She went down the stairs and the man was right 

behind her.  
He didn't want them to have a screaming 
competition in the hallways, so he followed her all 
the way to her apartment.  

"How did that make sense to you Mason? I can't 
believe that even after you know what happened, 
you still want to put me in a similar situation."  

"I did think about it... I did, I just thought that 
considering what this Greg guy did to another 
woman, you'd want to make him pay too." Mason 

closed the door behind him.  
"Why me? Why must I fight my own battles and 
someone else's? Huh?"  
"Because you are a fighter. Because not everyone 

is like you. Not everyone can stand up and say I 
want to fight these monsters. That girl... she's 
booked into a mental asylum. She's going off the 

rails. She can't accept the situation, she blames 
herself... and she can't gather her thoughts. He did 
that to her."  

Hearing about the woman Gregory abused calmed 
her down but still made her angry. What was it 
with men and thinking they can do whatever they 
wanted to do to women? 

"Listen Les, I know you can do this. You have me 
and Ginger behind you, and Milo. You're not doing 



this alone. I will always be by your side during this 
mission. I promise you that."  

Lesedi looked at him, biting her bottom lip while 
anxiously tapping her booted foot on the floor. 
Mason took notice of her attire today, skinny black 
jeans, a black micky mouse t-shirt and combat 

boots. Well at least she didn't fucking wear a 
sweater today, it was hot for heaven sake. Boots 
he could take.  

He was wearing Vanz for a change, swore to the 
gods that they were the most comfortable shoes, 
ever.  

"Come on...what do you say?"  
"I hate men... I don't like being touched by men." 
Tears welled up in her eyes, so she looked up at 
the ceiling, hating how vulnerable she felt. Having 

to talk about how she felt, ten years later... It still 
affected her.  
Mason could have shot himself in the foot when he 

watched her repeatedly blink the tears away. But 
he had to remind himself, he was doing it for her.  
He walked over to her...  

"Don't come near me." She warned him...  
But he didn't listen, he stalked towards her, she 
started backing up and slammed into a wall. 
"Mason..."  

"I just want to hug you... I can't shake this feeling 
off that I need to hug you."  



Lesedi needed the hug, she felt like she wanted to 
be hugged, someone to hold her and tell her that it 

will all be okay. But having that someone means 
opening up herself... opening herself to possible 
betrayal. Possible heartache. Possible judgment.  
She sniffed, feeling that the tears cleared from her 

eyes but the lump on her throat was still choking 
her.  
"I am okay, some days I am not, but I will be 

okay."  
Mason reached her, his arms stretched out, he 
grabbed both Lesedi's arms and brought them 

around his waist.  
He rested his chin on her head. He let go of her 
arms and she willingly secured them around his 
waist, hugging him tight.  

His strong and large arms covered her upper body. 
He felt so fucking warm. She could hear his heart 
beat and the sound of it calmed her down.  

A few seconds passed maybe only a minute passed 
and Lesedi harshly pushed Mason away. She 
wasn't about to start feeling a certain way about 

him. No. 
If she wanted hugs and kisses, she'd start 
responding to her Facebook inbox. Or smiling at 
men in the damn streets and grocery stores.  

"Don't do that." She warned him and walked over 
to her kitchen. "I won't be nice next time."  



Mason's jaw dropped. Just when he thought they 
were getting somewhere she pulled back. Lesedi 

was a damn maze.  
"So, I can't even hug you when you are feeling 
sad?" he asked.  
Lesedi took out a bottle of water in the fridge and 

uncapped it, "No."  
"Why not? It doesn't mean anything; it doesn't 
mean what happened the other day could happen 

again. We agreed that we weren't going to cross 
that line. It was just a friendly hug."  
"Yeah well take your friendliness and shove it."  

Mason chuckled, not out of amusement no. Nope, 
out of annoyance. Lesedi really had a knack for 
riling people up and killing any spark of hope.  
"Okay..." Mason accepted defeat, "but will you 

think about this?"  
"Seducing another man... letting him get too close, 
let him touch me, let him feel my butt, possibly my 

boobs?" there was sheer irritation and disgust in 
her tone. Mason winced.  
"Okay, okay, I get it... I get it. I guess we will just 

wait for the stupid party, and have you bug the 
offices, if they will be unlocked."  
"In Cape Town.. you managed to unlock the gate 
and the freaking doors of that house; would you 

not be able to unlock the hotel's offices?"  



Mason sighed, "If the doors require a key I can't 
but if they are using biometric security, then I can 

bypass my way in." 
Lesedi thought back to Gregory's door, a key was 
sure hanging from the door when she was exiting 
the office. "Damn it. Gregory's office uses a key..."  

"And Mateo has his own office as well... that's why 
I need you this close to Greg. Once you blackmail 
him into giving you a job, he won't harass you on 

the job, he will most likely overload you with work 
to force you to quit."  
"You have thought about this haven't you?" she 

asked, then took a sip of water before placing the 
bottle on the kitchen counter. So many times, she 
wished she could go back to drinking. She missed 
her drunken moments where she'd get sloshed and 

pass out.  
"Not in great detail. Look you don't have to do it. I 
am sure I can think of something else."  

"Mason...."  
"Talk to me..." he walked over to the kitchen 
counter, she stood on the other side while the 

counter separated them.  
"If I am to do this... please be where I always am? 
I don't know what will happen... if he tries 
something I might kill him, so I am going to need 

you... okay?"  



Her voice cracked a little at the end, and he vowed 
to himself that he will bloody make sure, she was 

well taken care off.  
"That's the one promise I can fucking keep." He 
assured her.  
"Okay, then bring me up to speed."  

"Greg... there is this club that he likes to frequent 
and there, he is always aiming at women who look 
a certain way. Showing some skin, a little bold, 

clubbing alone, dark skinned and very pretty." He 
explained to her.  
"The trick tonight since he knows you, is to seduce 

him instead of him coming to you, you go to him. 
Make him eat out of your hand... chances are he 
will ask you to retire for the night at a motel just 
down the club, he loves it..."  

"All of this you found out in a week? How many 
women does he take to bed?" Lesedi asked, 
disgust showing on her face.  

"A lot. He's a sick motherfucker." Mason grimaced, 
"But yes, he takes you to the motel... that's when 
you will plant a camera in there, we will use the 

footage to blackmail him into giving you a job... 
and take it from there."  
Lesedi mulled it over and nodded in understanding, 
"Okay. We start tonight?"  

"We start when you're ready."  



She looked at the time on her phone and it was 
half past five in the afternoon, "Okay, pick me up 

at seven?"  
Mason agreed and went back to his apartment.  
Lesedi ran some errands, then came back and took 
a nice hot bath, applied her body with shea coco 

butter, sprinkled some apple body spritzer that she 
loved so much and locked it with the coconut oil.  
She let her skin soak up the body lotions before 

moving to apply makeup on her face. Once she 
was done, she combed her weave, parting it in the 
middle and letting is cascade down her back.  

She wore a satin dress with draw strings on the 
side. She pulled the string, revealing a glowing 
thigh while the other side was little bit longer, 
covering the left thigh to the knee. She paired the 

red dress with gold four-inch sandals 
complimenting her height and giving her that edgy 
and sexy look.  

She stood back and observed her reflection and 
might she just say, she looked pretty. This was 
once upon a time her life. She used to dress up to 

go and party with friends.  
She took a few pictures on her phone... something 
she didn't do regularly. 
A knock on the door caused her to check the time 

on her phone, it was five minutes to seven... she 
took her purse that housed her necessities and left 
her bedroom.  



She opened the door to reveal a dashing Mason 
who was clad in black jeans and a black button 

shirt which had a couple of top buttons undone.  
He looked so sexy, and those green eyes darkened 
at the sight of her.  
"Fuck!" he cursed... "Fuck!"  

"What?" Lesedi looked down at her attire then up 
at Mason... "Mason..." she saw the hungry look in 
his eyes.  

If it was any other guy, she'd be pulling the knife 
she had secure on her thigh under the dress and 
threatening him with it... but this was Mason, and 

he has been making her feel funky a couple of 
times.  
And right about now... just the dazed look in his 
eyes made her feel hot.  

"I need you to forgive me..." he told her, "And I 
don't care if you pull your fucking knife on me..."  
"Wh- what do you -" mean was swallowed by 

Mason's lips crashing on hers.  
He had tried, God knows he tried really, really hard 
to control himself against her but she fucking kept 

pulling him in.  
She pulled him in when she was in just jeans and 
boots... now she looked like a fucking goddess in a 
red number... he was rendered powerless.  

She smelled heavenly...  
This time, the kiss wasn't featherlight, it wasn't a 
tease, it was intentional.  



Lesedi moaned in his mouth, dropping her purse to 
the floor, her hands going up to tangle in his soft 

and silky hair.  
Kissing Mason felt like she was going on an 
exciting high school trip. It felt so good, his lips 
were so plumb, his mouth was so hot and tasted 

like cherries...  
When they pulled back for air, Mason was hard as 
hell and her nipples were poking the dress she 

wore...  
She looked him in the eyes, chest heaving... and 
Mason just knew... from the look in her eyes... 

He had screwed up.  
𝗛𝗮𝗽𝗽혆 𝗠𝗼𝗻𝗱𝗮혆!!  

𝗜 𝗵𝗼𝗽𝗲 혆𝗼혂 𝗵𝗮혃𝗲 𝗲𝗻𝗷𝗼혆𝗲𝗱 혁𝗵𝗮혁. 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#TwentyTwo  

"Mason?" Lesedi snapped her fingers in Mason's 
face, snapping him into the land of the living. He 
has since been stuck on the doorway, staring at 

her. He went from staring at her, to having a 
dazed 'far-away' look.  
"Earth to Mason?" Lesedi was confused by his 

reaction. "You just zoned out on me there..."  
Mason laughed, he laughed at the joke that was 
him. How on earth did he manage to imagine all of 
that in such a short space of time? Lesedi was 

pulling a number on him that's for sure.  
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"Shit, sorry love." He shook his head as if trying to 
clear it from the crazy thoughts he just had. 

Kissing Lesedi... God he wanted to. He wished to.  
The woman cleaned up so good. She did his head 
in when she wore skinny jeans and boots, but 
when she put on a dress and heels... she was the 

eighth wonder of the world... a total stunner.  
He was definitely going to have a hard time 
keeping his hands to himself when all he wanted to 

do was caress her flesh.  
"Are you ready?" He asked, and she nodded.  
"As ready as I can be... a little nervous though." 

She admitted once she locked her apartment door 
behind her.  
They fell into easy steps as they walked to the 
elevator. "You know for the past few days I have 

been taking stairs instead of the lift." She admitted 
as they waited for the car to come up.  
"Yeah? Why is that?" Mason still couldn't believe he 

had imagined all of that. He had some stupid 
active imagination and it was pissing him off. How 
he even imagined her growing pissed at him? 

Walter Mitty has absolutely nothing on him. 
Nothing at all.  
"Ever since I met Singo in the lift at the hotel... I 
have been avoiding them."  

"You know what I think?" Mason asked her, turning 
to look at her, "I think you give that man too much 
power over you. What happens when you're too 



tired to take on the stairs?" he asked. At least they 
were talking about something different other than 

how he zoned out while staring at her... Thinking 
filthy things he wanted to do to her.  
She bit her bottom lip and shrugged. She knew 
that she gave that man too much power over her, 

but to hear someone else say it irked her.  
"I don't give him that much power." She snapped.  
"You do and you need to stop. Get inside the lift 

and tell yourself that should you bump into him in 
the lift, and he tries something... you will have his 
heart beating out of your hand." Mason smirked as 

they stepped into the lift.  
He couldn't stop but to notice how good they 
looked together through the lift mirror. A smile on 
Lesedi's face made him grin, "You're insane you 

know that? When someone talks about you 
inflicting pain on someone else you smile... you're 
a sadist."  

"Whatever you say... is this what you do with your 
life Mason? Plan crazy ass missions as means of 
vengeance?"  

"Yup!" He responded, popping the 'p' with a smirk 
on his lips, "It pays really, really good."  
"What's the most you made out of this job at one 
go?" She just had to ask.  

"Uhh... well I got ten million rands from you and 
Tracy... that's a lot but besides this... I made like a 



one point three million dollars... that's like twenty 
million rands."  

Lesedi's jaw dropped as they reached the parking 
lot in the basement. "Twenty million? What was 
the mission?"  
"This rich couple in LA were having a nasty ass 

divorce and the husband who was a serial cheater 
did not want to grant his wife the divorce because 
she was going to walk away with their cash cow, 

their biggest business." Mason explained to her as 
they walked to his car.  
He couldn't help but to love how this woman 

walked. She walked with poise, she walked with 
intent... and the sound of her heels clicking on the 
ground caused him to internally groan. He wanted 
her.  

He was admitting to himself that he truly wanted 
to bang her.  
"So, you helped the woman steal the money?"  

"Well... she didn't exactly come to me initially... 
only when he plotted to have her murdered. That 
woman should forever thank her lucky stars, God 

or whatever because the killer her husband hired 
couldn't go through with it. Instead, he kidnapped 
her and told her what her husband had hired him 
to do."  

"Wow." Lesedi was stunned. They were now 
standing just behind Mason's car, "that was one 



greedy husband. To even kill his wife for wanting a 
divorce?"  

"Yup. So, through the right channels, they found 
me and asked for my help... and well, I love fixing 
things." He grinned.  
Lesedi narrowed her eyes, "Mason... how much did 

you steal from him?"  
"Take a wild guess... I mean wild..."  
Lesedi narrowed her eyes, putting her guessing 

cap... "Everything they owned together?"  
Mason couldn't contain his grin, "Everything they 
owned together... and everything he owned. 

Emptied his bank accounts and left him with three 
dollars." He laughed.  
Lesedi couldn't help but joining him in laughter, 
"Three dollars? You're terrible. No, o botlhoko 

Mason." (You're lethal.)  
"The best part about it is that he didn't know who 
it was because we faked his wife's death. So, she 

took everything and dipped. He went off the rails 
last I checked."  
"But is his wife okay? Is she safe?"  

"Yeah, she skipped the country, new identity, new 
everything... she was actually excited about all 
that." Mason unlocked the car and opened the door 
for Lesedi who shyly thanked him.  

Sometimes she forgot how Mason was big on 
chivalry.  



Once they settled in his car, she had on an amazed 
smile on her face, "You are... I don't know, 

incredible? A genius?"  
Mason blushed and turned the car on and in a beat 
they drove out of the parking lot into the busy 
streets of Johannesburg.  

Light conversation kept them occupied, mostly 
talking about the mission on hand. Lesedi was less 
tense and nervous than she was before, she was 

more determined to get justice for herself and the 
supposed girl Gregory had abused.  
She walked up into the club alone and within a 

minute, hungry, lust filled eyes zeroed in on her. 
That part she didn't anticipate, growing up being 
called the ugly sister because of her complexion 
didn't really give her a confidence boost.  

The sudden interest in dark skinned women by 
men startled her, made her nervous. Made her feel 
like if she wasn't too careful, history might repeat 

itself. Which was what she had told Mason before 
they left the car.  
"You have a knife wrapped around your thigh, you 

trained hard as a fighter, if history threatens to 
repeat itself, I have no shadow of doubt that you 
will take care of yourself... if you can't I will be just 
right there..." with that he proceeded to give her 

an ear piece which was hidden by her long hair.  
Milo who was on duty as well had one and she was 
told that she only ever had to tap on it once and 



they will be able to hear her and if they tap on 
theirs, she will hear them too.  

That gave her comfort...  
She scanned the area; a few men nodded her way, 
and she passed a very congested smile that wasn't 
pleasant or welcoming.  

She saw the man she was looking for; he already 
had a woman sitting dangerously close to him.  
She walked over to them, he saw her approaching, 

the club was not jam packed, it was one of those 
expensive members only clubs and Mason being 
Mason pulled some cards and got himself a 

membership card and brought her as his plus one.  
Gregory's mouth was dry at the sight of Lesedi, of 
course he recognized her, but she looked way 
better than when they met. She looked hotter. Her 

skin was calling for him... her beauty rendered him 
speechless.  
And when she smiled.  

He grew hard.  
He harshly turned to the woman who was sitting 
next to him and dismissed her. "You can go now." 

He rudely dismissed the other woman who only 
rolled her eyes and stomped her foot as she left 
the table.  
The man was sitting on a purple couch, maybe it 

was black and looked purple because of the purple 
lights flashing in the club...  



"My, my... aren't you a goddess miss Phiri." He 
complimented her. Lesedi smiled coolly... putting 

her game face on.  
"Mind if I join you?"  
"Not at all, I will be delighted if a goddess like you 
joined me."  

"Les, I wanna hear what he says." Mason's voice 
startled her but she played it cool. She sat down 
on the couch leaving much needed space between 

herself and the man, then looked around the club 
and saw Mason sitting by the bar, a beer in front of 
him.  

She rolled her eyes... but didn't turn on her mic. 
"Why are you sitting so far away... I don't bite, 
unless you want me to." Gregory then laughed at 
his own silly joke.  

Lesedi was annoyed, she inwardly groaned but 
plastered a smile on her face, "Buy a lady a drink 
first... and we shall see where the night takes us."  

On cue, Gregory signalled for a waiter who took 
Lesedi's drink order. With the loud music booming 
in the club, Gregory couldn't hear what it was she 

ordered. Of course, she didn't drink alcohol, but he 
didn't need to know that. She ordered a virgin 
cocktail, making sure only the waiter could hear 
her.  

"Fancy meeting you here..." she made small talk. 
Something she hated.  



"Indeed, how did you get inside? This is a very 
exclusive club you know?" He asked, since he was 

told that she and her family were having financial 
problems and the girl was desperately looking for a 
job. 
"Oh, no I know the owner." She went with the lie 

Mason fed her, "Yeah Thomas, great guy. He asked 
me to come check his place out... and I was bored. 
Then I saw you here, I crossed my fingers that 

you'd keep me company." She crossed her legs, 
making sure the side where the thigh was exposed 
was very visible to him.  

Mason was going to pay for this. He was so going 
to pay for this.  
The way this man was staring at her thigh... when 
she looked up to see what Mason was doing, the 

man was entertaining himself with a blonde busty 
girl who was now laughing at something he said. 
The blonde girl had placed her hand on his ripped 

arm... and Lesedi wanted to cut it off.  
Noticing her train of thought, she looked back at 
her date for the night and summoned courage 

from the universe and scooted over to him.  
One drink turned to three and the man asked her if 
she wanted to leave the 'noisy club'. The plan was 
coming together, placing her hand on his chest, 

she batted her eyelashes at him, "Lead the way."  
She had made sure to turn on the speaker of her 
ear piece so Mason can know it was time to go. 



The man placed his hand on top of her thigh, 
feeling her up... "Let me get the bill."  

He paid their bill and took his hand and led them 
out of the semi-dark place.  
"Can you walk in those shoes? The hotel is just at 
the next robot." He asked. (robot = traffic light)  

"I can." She smiled at him. They didn't walk much 
longer before they arrived at his preferred hotel... 
if she could call it that. It was more of a motel than 

anything else.  
Cheap, raggedy and she could swear the carpet 
had bugs on it. They went to his reserved room 

and the man was already grabbing her boobs... 
"Hold on tiger... I'm a lady. Drink first... you made 
me walk half a mile in heels." She scolded him.  
"You said you didn't mind." Gregory sounded like a 

baby, whining.  
"I didn't, but that doesn't mean I don't need a 
break to get in the mood. How's about I pour us 

some drinks... before I strip for you... daddy." She 
almost puked in her mouth when she called him 
'daddy'.  

Milo, in his genius findings, found out the man had 
a daddy-kink. So, she had to use that, and it 
disgusted her.  
The man excused himself to go the bathroom and 

that's when Lesedi poured them two glasses of 
whiskey.  



When Greg returned from the bathroom Lesedi 
passed him the drink, he gulped it down... "Are 

you not going to drink yours?" he asked, already 
taking off his shirt. What an eager beaver.  
This man had sex almost everyday with different 
women and yet he was acting like it was the first 

time a woman ever graced his room. He looked 
pathetic.  
"Not a whiskey girl actually... you can have mine. I 

am still good." She gave him her glass and he 
gulped it down.  
"Let's play some music... we have music?" she 

asked, and he turned on the TV and shuffled the 
channels to a music channel. Some crazy hip-hop 
song was playing, and she wasn't complaining.  
Grabbing the chair... she started erotically dancing 

for him... and he was dazed...  
His movements started to get sloppier, his words 
incoherent... he stood up and took off his pants...  

Lesedi pulled out the camera Milo gave her from 
her purse, "Are you gonna dance for me daddy?" 
she teased him. He smiled, his eyes were almost 

shutting down but when she called him daddy, he 
became alert.  
He took off all his clothes and started dancing 
naked for her. He was well aware of the camera, 

but it made things all the more exciting.  
"Play with it papi..."  



"Play with it? Les what are you doing?" once again, 
Mason's voice rang in her ear but she ignored him.  

"You like that?" Gregory asked, holding his dick in 
his hand and stroking himself. It was the most 
disgusting thing Lesedi could ever witness but she 
needed to see the mission through.  

"Oh yeah I like that." Lesedi moaned.  
"Uhh Lesedi o shup?" Milo's voice joined the party. 
(Lesedi are you okay?) 

"Come all over my tits Greg... just keep playing 
with it like that." Lesedi teased the man whose 
hand was moving dangerously fast. And she was 

catching every moment on the camera.  
"Come all over your tits? What in the fuck?" Mason 
asked, his voice was on the edge. Like he was 
about to come in and fetch her.  

She was starting to like the attention a little too 
much from the two men outside, this will serve 
them right for making her do this and for Mason 

flirting with that blonde girl in front of her. Doesn't 
matter if she's said a number of times she wasn't 
interested in him like that but fuck it... the man 

was handsome, and he smelt great. He made her 
feel things.  
"I am gonna come baby..."  
Milo and Mason could hear Gregory perfectly well.  

"No, you're not." Mason kicked the door open, and 
Gregory's head turned to him.  



"Who are you?" He slurred, still holding his dick in 
his hand. He was truly on the verge of coming, 

Lesedi had planned to jump off the seat before he 
could ejaculate all over her... but turns out she 
didn't even need to be a ninja warrior. Mason 
saved the day. 

"Her boyfriend!" Mason hauled Lesedi off the seat 
and dragged her out of the room. "Wank off and 
get some sleep motherfucker, you ever look at my 

girl again, I will gouge your fucking eyes out." 
Mason angrily spat before dragging Lesedi all the 
way down the stairs, through the lobby and out on 

the streets to his car.  
"Let go of me you beast!" Lesedi tried shrugging 
her hand out of the man's tight grasp to no avail. 
She couldn't use her other hand as it clutched her 

purse tightly. The purse that had their golden 
ticket in.  
"What in the fuck was that? That was not part of 

the fucking plan." Mason was outraged.  
"Your plan sucked okay? So, I made another plan 
on top of your plan... and might I add, it was 

working."  
"It was working? Working?" Mason let go of her 
hand to run his hands through his hair. He couldn't 
help but to remember her breathy sounds, her 

moans, calling that fucker daddy... "What is wrong 
with you!!"  



"No, what is wrong with you? I was just being a 
team player and doing my part okay? If you didn't 

fucking barge in there like some alpha wolf... I 
would have been –" 
"You would have been what? Covered by that 
lunatic's semen?"  

"No, I was going to move out of the way."  
"Oh, you think he was going to give you a warning 
in time?" Mason asked, his eyes were burning with 

anger. Lesedi didn't quite understand why he was 
so angry.  
She shrugged. She didn't like being scolded, 

especially when the person was making valid 
points. Chances are Greg wasn't going to warn her 
in time, but the way he was so vocal about 
whatever he was feeling, she could bet that he was 

going to warn her.  
But she knew... what she did was hectic.  
"I don't understand why you're so mad though." 

She mumbled.  
Mason sighed and walked over to her. He touched 
her ear and brought the ear piece out and turned it 

off then turned his off too. "Get in the car before I 
do something I might regret."  
He was looking intently in her eyes. The flames 
burning in those eyes caused her stomach to flip. 

Her thoughts took a new direction. How he barged 
in that room, how he pulled her out just in time 



and how he threatened Gregory... Mason was a 
man... a sexy man... a gorgeous man...  

"Yeah? And what's that?" She was tormenting him, 
she just had to be tormenting him because 
suddenly her voice dropped. It was huskier... more 
flirtatious.  

"You don't wanna find out." He opened the 
passenger door of his car.  
"Maybe I do." She defied him.  

Mason looked at her... and chuckled. Before Lesedi 
could even ask what was funny, his lips were on 
hers, his large hands cupping the sides of her face.  

The kiss was a slow burn. It confused Lesedi. His 
lips were so plumb, he tasted like cherries and 
beer. A wild combination.  
What confused her was her own body moulding 

into his, giving into the kiss... feeling his tongue 
sweep up in her mouth and tasting her... the 
foreign moan that escaped her throat...  

Then he bit her bottom lip, "What the fuck!" she 
was shocked. She touched her lip, excepting to 
find blood but there was nothing. "What the fuck? 

You - You bit me!!"  
"You try that shit again..." Mason warned her. "Get 
in the car."  
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#TwentyThree  
"She did a great job... this is... this is good yet 

disgusting, his dick is... I wouldn't want the world 
to see that." Milo commented on the video footage 
that Lesedi recorded on the camera.  
After the incident outside the motel, they drove to 

Mason's place. And she gave Milo the camera and 
the men had a look at what exactly it was she 
recorded.  

She was fuming. Now Lesedi was not the type to 
let things slide easily... and what Mason did to her, 
not only did it render her speechless but she didn't 

know what to fucking say or do to him.  
She allowed him to kiss her.  
He kissed her.  
It was so good that even when he bit her, she felt 

herself get wet.  
She was scared.  
She has been with maybe two men in the last ten 

years since the whole ordeal and none of those 
men actually made her feel what she felt when 
Mason kissed her, or when Mason touched her.  

She was sitting in his kitchen, drinking water... 
watching the two men work through the footage 
with disgusted looks on their faces. Well, they 
should join the club, she was sitting front row to 

that freaking show.  
She looked at Mason, how his stupid hair fell into 
his eyes... how he was trying hard not to look at 
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the footage, but had to cause they had to edit it 
and transfer it to Lesedi's phone so she can be able 

to use it against Greg. 
"Okay, our plan could have backfired... this plan is 
good. This is good. Well done Lesedi." Milo was full 
of praises, and she was just annoyed and wanted 

to go to bed. It was after midnight, and they were 
busy plotting on how to ruin someone's life. Yay.  
"So, he was really that drunk huh?" Milo 

commented, a smile on his face.  
She passed a smile that disappeared as quickly as 
it came. 

Mason's eyes swept over to where she was 
standing, and he found her looking at him. He held 
her gaze for maybe five seconds before turning his 
attention to Milo.  

His damned eyes. Lesedi wished she could tell 
what was on his mind. What was he thinking 
kissing her? They almost did the other day and 

they promised to not ever cross that line, but they 
did. He did. And she allowed it.  
Milo worked on whatever he worked on and sent 

the edited footage to Lesedi's phone and bid them 
goodnight.  
Once Milo closed the door, Mason closed his laptop 
and looked towards his kitchen where the bloody 

vixen that made him lose his cool stood.  
She didn't know why she was still in his apartment. 
She couldn't bring herself to leave. She wanted to 



scream at him for manhandling her earlier on and 
for talking to her the way he did.  

But words just couldn't form. So, she just stared at 
him, and Mason being Mason... he stared back.  
Lesedi didn't know what to say so she rounded the 
kitchen counter, swiped up her purse and made a 

beeline to the door.  
"Don't go." Mason called out to her.  
He stood up from the couch and walked over to 

her. "I have to... go." She turned to look at him. 
Now finding her voice. "If I stay here, I might say 
things I will regret."  

"Say them then. You wanna lash out at me for 
what I did? Go for it." Mason couldn't say he was 
scared but if he was really good what reading 
people... Lesedi had wanted him to do just that... 

minus the biting.  
The look in Mason's eyes was strange. She couldn't 
read it. Was he playing with her? Was he trying to 

push her buttons on purpose?  
"Why the hell did you do that?"  
"Do what? Kiss you... or bite you?"  

"Both... but why did you bite me? Why did you 
scold me off like I am some kid with no sense?" 
she lashed.  
"Because of what you did Les! You went completely 

off script!" he matched her tone now.  
"I did that because your plan was crazy to me. You 
wanted me to seduce that man, get to the stupid 



hotel and then fake him trying to rape me! That is 
sick and twisted. I know he did it to someone 

else... but what about what I have gone through? 
Did you really want me to relive that moment?"  
"Of course not, that's why I was waiting outside 
the door, so it could be just a few minutes thing. 

We talked about this; we went through this." 
Mason was frustrated.  
"It doesn't matter, the psychological part of it was 

weighing down on me so I made another plan 
okay? You had no right to talk to me the way you 
did and to handle me the way you did and to 

fucking bite me!" Although she liked it. But he 
didn't need to know that, and she was going to 
deny liking it as well so she could forget about it.  
"Lesedi... what you did was fucking reckless. That 

was some reckless crazy shit, and I was not going 
to sit idle and let that man fucking wank over you. 
Yeah, it turned out to be a smart idea but to 

freaking ejaculate on you?" Mason was now seeing 
red. The thought of that man wanking himself to 
the sight of her while she waved the camera in 

front of him angered him.  
"Reckless shit that paid off, besides... I had 
drugged him. One hit to the head and he was 
going to be out of it. And I was going to do that. I 

was fucking going to punch him and knock him 
out."  
Mason blinked.  



"You did what?"  
"I did what I had to do, okay? You put me in 

harm's way, and I made sure that I'd come out 
unscathed." She hoisted the string of her purse 
over her shoulder and folded her arms.  
Mason just blinked again, maybe three times, 

opening his mouth and closing it. "What?"  
Lesedi rolled her eyes and sighed. She had 
drugged Gregory, poured the drug in both the 

glasses of whiskey he had which was why he was 
acting out of character. She made sure the drug 
worked by stalling... dancing, making him dance. 

He was getting sloppier by each passing second...  
He was probably going to ejaculate while playing 
with himself or pass out before he could, she was 
going to move out of the way... and then punch his 

head and leave him to rest for the night or for 
however long the drug will be in his system.  
There was no way in hell, she was going to let that 

man touch her and film the supposed 'rape' that 
Milo and Mason hoped would happen.  
"You need to admit that your plan wasn't solid. So, 

when you left my place earlier on I went to the 
drug store in CBD. I know someone who sells some 
things... and I got it." She shrugged.  
Mason was at loss for words. This woman 

continued to shock him every single time. "I am 
not sure if I should be proud of you or be freaked 
out." Mason said.  



"Be glad it worked out the way it did because I 
won't be putting myself in such a position ever 

again where a man can just look at me and weigh 
me up and down like a piece of meat."  
That point made him snap. Mason was so used to 
being a part of a team that took risks to get 

results. Often times his team mates had to go 
undercover for months in order to get the missions 
completed.  

Often times, his team mates had to do whatever 
was necessary to get the job done and that was 
the mindset he had about the whole situation. For 

a minute he had forgotten what Singo did to 
Lesedi.  
For a minute he had forgotten that Lesedi was 
forever angry because she has been harbouring 

this hurt and hatred withing her that now she was 
just bitter and spewed venom and threatened to 
kill anyone that dare tries to hurt her.  

But the points she made now, standing in his living 
room... the measures she took in making sure she 
will not come out of this hurt but with the needed 

results... were an eye opener.  
"I am sorry." He approached her.  
Lesedi arched an eyebrow, confused at the change 
of tone and the apology. "Sorry for what?" She 

questioned him.  
"I am sorry I put you in that position. It wasn't 
right, we should have thought of plan b, hell even 



plan c and d." He unfolded her arms and held her 
hands in his.  

"It's done. It's whatever." She felt her temperature 
rise. The apology sounded sincere, but it was him 
touching her that was working a number on her. 
She needed to run out of this place before she did 

something she wouldn't be able to explain.  
"Still... I am glad you did what you did. You 
thought of a more perfect plan. Even so, you 

shouldn't have been bait considering what you 
went through. I just... I don't want you to have 
this victim mentality, that's why in most cases I 

rope you in so you can be at the forefront with me. 
So, you can claim your power back. I shouldn't 
have accepted Milo's suggestion."  
He was looking intently into her eyes, this time she 

couldn't keep looking at him. Flashbacks of the kiss 
attacked her, and she bit the inside of her bottom 
lip so she wouldn't moan. That would be 

embarrassing.  
What the hell was this man doing to her? She was 
fucking forty years old man. Not a bloody 

hormonal teen.  
She was hearing him, and he was making sense, 
but she was no longer listening... she watched his 
Adam's apple bop up and down... and she wanted 

to run her tongue over it....  
"Look at me..." he placed his hand on her chin and 
tilted her head up so she could look him in the eye. 



"I am also sorry for biting you. I just... the thought 
of that man... the thought that you put yourself in 

harm's way... but I take full responsibility. I put 
you in harm's way. "  
"Mhm okay." She replied. She no longer wanted to 
be in the same room alone with him. He was 

getting way too dangerous for her. "I need to go."  
"Okay... can I get a hug before you go?"  
That was new, he went from kissing the living 

daylights out of her without asking to now asking 
for a hug? What game was this man playing? 
Because she wasn't keeping up. She wasn't.  

"Uhh..."  
Mason looked her dead in the eyes... he could tell 
she was confused but no other emotion reflected in 
those hazel eyes... she was such a mystery. Very 

good at hiding emotions, sometimes.  
The first time he saw was when he chased her 
down in Pretoria thinking she was Punch, and when 

she stepped out of the car, he was taken aback. 
Her beauty was striking. But it was her driving 
skills that made him swoon, she was fearless and 

fierce, a firecracker. Her body, her beauty was just 
a major plus.  
"I wanna do it again..." he whispered, still holding 
her hands.  

She opened her mouth but only to breathe... She 
knew what he meant by that. Her stomach flipped, 



nervous fairies errupted into a chorus at the pit of 
her belly. 

He moved towards her, placed her hands over his 
shoulders... and pelvic to pelvic they touched.  
"Do you want me to kiss you?" He asked, his voice 
so low and husky, she was melting inside.  

What in the hell... why was he asking, why couldn't 
he just do it like he did earlier on? She wondered. 
Her thoughts were jumbled, she wanted to, no she 

didn't want to, she wanted to...  
"Yes..." no, her mind was not corresponding with 
her lips.  

Mason smiled, his smile was very brief, it was a 
'thank fuck' kind of smile or 'of course you do' kind 
of smile.  
This time, the kiss wasn't hurried. It was so slow, 

it was like he wanted to savour every moment, like 
he wanted to embed the feel and taste of her lips 
to his mind.  

He kissed her like he was drinking from a fountain 
after spending long hours in the desert with not a 
single drop of water.  

When his tongue slipped into her mouth Lesedi 
held onto his biceps, loving the feel of them but 
also holding on as her mind had gone on a trip and 
her legs felt wobbly.  

Mason backed them up until her back hit the door.  
Lesedi moaned into his mouth when she felt his 
hands cup her boobs. They felt so heavy and so 



perfect in the palms of his hands. He loved the feel 
of them, he was after all a boob man.  

He found himself in the crook of her neck, smelling 
her in. She smelled like apples... and coconut... 
her scent was beautiful. He wanted to eat her 
up...but not as much as he wanted to kiss her.  

His lips found hers again and this time, their 
tongues wrestled each other... it was a war... but 
neither wanting to win. They just didn't want it to 

end.  
Lesedi couldn't believe after swearing she'd never 
be with a white man let alone her sister's 

boyfriend's brother... she now had her tongue 
down the man's throat. 
Mason's sneaky hand travelled up the exposed 
thigh. His hand was too hot, making her feel 

warmer than before, she wanted him to go 
higher...  
He parted her legs with his knee and with an 

angle, his hard member rubbed against her pelvis. 
His hand seeped between their bodies, and he 
rubbed her clothed coochie.  

Lesedi lost her mind at that moment.  
When last did a man touch her like this? So 
attentive, so intentional and soo good?! The series 
of moans that left her throat were music to 

Mason's ears. 
"Mace..." She couldn't even say his full name now. 
She was hiking to cloud nine.  



"Yeah baby..." oh he responded. She loved that, 
she loved that a little too much. She loved a vocal 

man in bed. Stuff her fantasies were made of.  
Mason shut her moans with lethal kisses and that 
bloody thumb was rubbing her clit all so nice, the 
pace was not too fast, not too slow, just fucking 

perfect.  
She felt her orgasm build at the pit of her belly. 
Her toes curling and wiggling, her nails digging into 

his arms, her kisses turning to sloppy and fucking 
hot...  
He knew she was about to cum, and he'd give up 

his last cent to see her fall apart. To see the high 
and mighty Lesedi Phiri lose her shit right there 
and then...  
He increased pleasure, listening to the sound of 

her moans, knowing when to slow down or to 
increase pressure. Knowing what she liked and 
what she didn't based on her moans...  

Lesedi couldn't believe that she was allowing this 
man to do this to her, to make her feel this good...  
The sudden vibration of Mason's thigh shocked 

them apart. "What the fuck?" He cursed, pulling 
his vibrating cell phone out of his pocket. It was 
Milo.  
"It better fucking be good Milo." He answered the 

phone, his eyes trained on Lesedi who couldn't for 
the life of God look at him. Her purse had fallen to 
the floor, so she picked it up.  



"What are you busy with?" Milo asked on the other 
side of the line. "I wanted to tell you I forgot my 

PC charger there..."  
Lesedi took that opportunity to dash out of Mason's 
apartment. "Lesedi!" Mason called after her, but 
the woman ran, she ran as fast as her heels 

allowed her.  
Mason cursed before closing the door of his 
apartment with Milo still on the line.  

"Aw shit, you two were getting it on? I knew 
something was going to happen. I saw those - 
nope - I felt those sparks man. They were burning 

me." Milo sounded proud of himself.  
"Man fuck you." Mason then cut the call. He looked 
down at his jeans and he was bloody fucking hard.  
"Guess we taking a cold one now buddy." He 

mumbled as he locked the door.  
𝗛𝗼𝗽𝗲 혆𝗼혂 𝗲𝗻𝗷𝗼혆𝗲𝗱!!  
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#TwentyFour  
The following morning, Lesedi was dancing on the 
edge. She was so edgy and so agitated.  

How in the world did she and Mason get to this 
point?  
She was very clear to him that he shouldn't hit on 

her. Well, he didn't exactly hit on her but still, 
kissing her? What the fuck was that? And why did 
she allow him?  
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And most importantly, why on God's green earth 
did it feel so good?  

Now she was skiing on the edge, she couldn't even 
bring herself to touch herself last night to get off. 
Nope she tossed in bed until her body finally gave 
in and she passed out.  

She hadn't masturbated in a while. She has been 
basking in celibacy.  
She went from riding a man's dick almost daily to 

quitting altogether. The last man she was with, 
Nico, he was rough around the edges, not a perfect 
lay but when she rode him, that orgasm was 

almost guaranteed. She got tired of always having 
to ride him in order to get off, so she dumped him.  
Not that they were exclusively dating, they were 
just exclusively fucking, the perfect setup for her.  

There was no need for her to be vulnerable with 
him and vice versa. They'd watch movies at his 
place, then fuck and then call it a night.  

She'd gotten bored of that. Gotten bored of having 
to always finish the job herself so she stopped. 
Stopped fucking and stopped making herself come.  

It was working well, minus the occasional mood 
swings that she knew a good orgasm could fix, 
otherwise she was thriving.  
Then this fucking gorgeous sex-on-legs comes into 

her life, pretending that he wants to help her get 
her revenge but no, he had other plans... plans of 
fucking seducing her.  



Making her lose herself and possibly her mind 
because how did she lose control in a matter of 

few minutes like that?  
"Okay easy now..." Jamie, her trainer for the day 
held the boxing bag and stopped her from going 
overboard. Clearly the woman wanted to blow off 

some steam.  
"Take a breather and we will move onto the mat in 
a few." The estate had a gym downstairs as well as 

a coffeeshop. They were keeping their tenants 
inside rather than have them going out which was 
a win for her.  

The gym was spacious, offered self defence classes 
that she loved so much and Jamie. Jamie offered 
to personally train her after she joined her self-
defence class and wowed her.  

She loved the fact that Jamie was a woman, and 
she was strong as hell and her self-defence classes 
were kickass. So, when she offered to train her, 

Lesedi couldn't say no.  
She took her bottle of water and gulped down to 
quench her thirst. Her mind still on Mason fucking 

Pierce.  
How did her life turn over so quickly? One day she 
was hustling at the salon, trying to make ends 
meet, the next she wished she could wake up dead 

and now she was living in her dream apartment, 
trained at a very clean gym where people minded 



their own businesses and she let some white man 
play with her clit while kissing her? 

What was happening to her!!  
"Do you want to talk about whatever it is that's 
eating you up?" Jamie asked. She was a little taller 
than Lesedi, more muscle on her body, her posture 

and physique were great, slightly intimidating if 
you weren't Lesedi.  
She was mixed race, coloured as they are called in 

South Africa, had curly short hair and was a sight 
to sore eyes.  
"Nope!" Lesedi answered her then screw back the 

cap of her water bottle. "I just want to punch that 
stupid bag." The bag had Mason's face on it. Well 
in her mind it did.  
Mason with his stupid soft lips. His stupid cherry 

breath. What man ate cherry sweets anyway! 
"Arg." She groaned.  
Jamie couldn't help but to laugh. The woman was a 

closed book and she was clearly going through the 
most. "Talking might help cause at this rate you're 
going; you might hurt yourself. I am not even sure 

I want you to continue training."  
That snapped her attention back to Jamie full 
force, "I pay you to train me Jamie. Not to be my 
therapist. I want to train."  

"You are not in the right frame of mind today 
sweetheart, and I am saying if you don't wanna 
talk and deal with the problem, then no session 



today. The bag was all you got." Jamie 
deadpanned. She wasn't afraid of Lesedi's 

murderous looks or sharp tongue or even her 
impressive fighting skills.  
"You're forcing me to talk? It's none of your 
business."  

"I am not forcing you talk; I am saying if you don't 
wanna deal with it so you can get your mind in the 
game then you can't train. I won't have you hurt 

yourself in my gym, no thanks." Jamie was co-
owner of the gym.  
"I let a boy kiss me." Lesedi mumbled. She 

reckoned if Jamie wanted to play a free, 
unqualified therapist, she'd let her. Maybe she'd 
allow her to get in the ring and have a boxing 
match.  

Lesedi loved the gym.  
She was so invested in the beauty market for so 
long, wishing to own her own salon one day but 

when it all changed after that fateful day, she 
found love and pleasure in the gym. She found 
peace in the thrill of beating people up. Felt more 

alive on the treadmill, in the boxing ring or on the 
self defence mat where they got to beat each other 
up.  
Mason was right when he said she'd enjoy the type 

of life he was living. Glimpse by glimpse he opened 
up to her and she found herself very excited to be 
a part of his operations.  



"I don't understand." Jamie did not expect that. 
"You let a boy kiss you... oh are you lesbian?" She 

whispered the last part.  
"No, I am not a lesbian, I date men... I fuck men. I 
am attracted to men... was attracted to men.. 
arg." Lesedi regretted opening her stupid mouth 

cause now she'd have to tell Jamie why she hated 
men and she couldn't do it. She wasn't going to.  
"Girl, you sound like you have too much going on. 

So, I am just gonna pick an angle to work with 
here," Jamie had a sheepish smile on her face, "so 
you let a boy kiss you because you are done with 

men. You swore to yourself that you're done with 
men, and here comes this boy who kisses you and 
you let him... and you enjoyed it, now you are 
angry because you went against your vow?"  

Lesedi stared at Jamie, blinking. The woman 
summed it up very nicely even without knowing all 
the jazz. "Sounds about right. And I told him, I 

told him he mustn't flirt with me, or ask me out or 
to even kiss me." She needed the punching bag. 
"Jamie I need to punch that bag please. I don't 

drink alcohol and I need to blow off some –" 
"You don't drink alcohol? Girl how in the fuck are 
you doing this life thing sober?" Jamie couldn't 
believe her ears. She was one gym instructor that 

believed in the supremacy of vodka.  
"That's why I need the bag." Lesedi pouted.  



Jamie laughed, "Sorry babe, no. But on the real 
though, you don't want to have fun with this guy? I 

mean if he has riled you up this much, the kiss 
must have been magical."  
Magical.  
Magical my ass, that kiss was everything and 

beyond.  
She groaned, further entertaining Jamie. "Girl, do 
you want him?"  

"No, look I am not... I don't want a relationship 
and I know he doesn't either because he doesn't 
live here, he just wants to fuck... and I am done 

fucking around."  
"So, you are done fucking around and also you 
don't want a relationship. So, what you are telling 
me is you're waiting for the day you die, and you 

are not going to try and get some orgasms while at 
it?"  
The things Jamie said did not suit her physical 

appearance. She seemed tough as nails, like she 
was vegan and drank water all day every day, 
even at parties. She looked like she'd beat up a 

man for looking at her wrong... Lesedi wasn't 
coping. She thought Jamie would back her up.  
"Those orgasms you have to work for them. It's 
not like they care about you enjoying yourself." 

She rolled her eyes.  
Jamie snorted, "Well that was some bad sex you 
had, but how sure are you that this guy won't care 



about you getting your orgasms? What if he's 
those men that are attentive, mhm?"  

Lesedi thought back to how deliberate Mason's 
touch was. It felt calculated, like he was gauging 
her reaction and doing more of what she loved. 
Had Milo not called him and disturbed their fucking 

make out session, she'd have creamed and soaked 
her fucking panties. That orgasm, she felt it from 
the pit of her belly, and it was going to trickle 

down her fucking thighs.  
"Mhm you're thinking about it aren't you?" Jamie 
teased her.  

"No, there is nothing to think about. Men are 
terrible... and they should stay away from me." 
Lesedi looked around the gym, people were 
coming in while others are going out. She no 

longer had the desire to do anything. Jamie was 
right, she wasn't in the right frame of mind to do 
anything. She was too pissed.  

"Babe, you are already doing this life thing sober, 
go get some orgasms..." Jamie patted her on the 
shoulder and checked her rubber wrist watch. "I 

have to go check some supplies since our session 
is officially over. See you Monday?" Jamie offered a 
smile and Lesedi couldn't help but to roll her eyes 
but flashed a small smile.  

She picked up her water bottle and short towel and 
left the gym.  



She arrived at her place and took a shower. 
Draped her body with the fluffy black towel and sat 

on her bed. She took her phone from the charger 
and found two missed calls from Mason and a voice 
message.  
'Hey Les, uhh shit I came by, and you didn't 

answer the door. I don't know if you're mad at me, 
I'd understand if you are. I want to apologize but 
say what? That I am sorry for kissing you? I am 

not, I probably should be sorry cause I know we 
said not to go there... anyway I hope we can put 
this behind us because I need you to be ready for 

the big meeting with Gregory tomorrow. He is off 
today, so you can attack him tomorrow and 
hopefully be employed by Monday.  
And by the way, those fucking lips are too damn 

soft, I apologize if I am gonna fantasize about 
them for a while. But I'm kidding, I can be a good 
boy.' He chuckled before cutting the voice 

message.  
When he said he could be a good boy Lesedi 
groaned. Mason was a bloody fucking tease.  

She opened her WhatsApp and shot him a quick 'I 
was at the gym, and I will come over to discuss 
next move later' text. 
She thought back to that moment when she was in 

the hospital and he helped her to drink water, all 
the problems started there...  



How he looked into her eyes, how he caught the 
water that trickled down her chin... the root of her 

problems sprouted that day.  
Now she didn't know what to fucking do, but one 
thing is for sure, she was never to be alone in 
Mason's presence.  

So, she called Mbali.  
"Can I finally come to see your new place?" that's 
how Mbali answered her phone.  

Lesedi smiled, even though she was inviting Mbali 
over for her selfish reasons, talking to the girl and 
seeing her will just be as nice.  

"Yes."  
𝗛𝗮𝗽𝗽혆 𝗧𝗵혂𝗿혀𝗱𝗮혆!  
𝗜𝗻혀𝗲𝗿혁 혀𝗽𝗼𝗻혀𝗼𝗿𝗲𝗱 𝗯혆 𝗦𝗶혁𝗵𝗲𝗺𝗯𝗲𝗹𝗲 혁𝗵𝗮𝗻𝗸 혆𝗼혂 혀𝗼 𝗺혂𝗰𝗵 

𝗹𝗼혃𝗲!!!  
𝗜 𝗺혂혀혁 혀𝗮혆... 𝗜 𝗹𝗼혃𝗲𝗱 혆𝗲혀혁𝗲𝗿𝗱𝗮혆'혀 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗺𝗲𝗻혁혀! 𝗟𝗠𝗔𝗢  

𝗬𝗼혂 𝗵𝗼𝗿𝗻-𝗯𝗮𝗹𝗹혀  

#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  

#TwentyFive  
Sunday came by and Lesedi found herself in the 
driver seat of her car, journeying to Soweto, 
Pimville.  

She played soft music on her way there to calm 
herself down. 
She kept thinking of the plan she and Mason came 

with. And as she had hoped last night, Mbali 
served as the perfect barrier between the two of 
them. She took Mbali with to Mason's place and by 
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luck she found Milo there who couldn't help but to 
give her knowing, stupid looks.  

She was irritated but managed to contain herself. 
She was cold towards Mason though. Responding 
where necessary and keeping quiet most of the 
time while Milo entertained Mbali in the lounge.  

Now the actual work commences.  
She wondered how long it would take for them to 
be able to have their hands on the stupid hotel and 

Mason told her it could take about three months. 
She didn't know if she'd be able to work for that 
pig for three months.  

She just wished she could sleep, and all of this 
would be over.  
Arriving to the hotel, she asked to see Gregory and 
he asked for the receptionist to bring her up. The 

nice doorman wasn't on duty that Sunday, another 
stoic one was.  
Every time she came to this hotel, she couldn't 

believe its beauty. It was so refreshing and to 
think it was operating in the middle of a 
township... Mateo did something here. Even 

though she hated to pass him any compliments. 
That fucktard.  
"Ms Phiri." Gregory welcomed her in his office. He 
had very vivid memory of seeing this woman 

Friday night but nothing about how the night 
ended.  



He woke up alone with a killer hangover yesterday 
that he nursed the whole day.  

"On last names now... come on Greg, you and I 
are way passed that." She smirked in his direction, 
a very sexy smirk. She was dressed in simple 
jeans and button-down shirt and her boots. She 

didn't feel like dressing up to see the man. She 
came here to fight and threaten him.  
"I am not sure I am following..." Gregory was 

trying so hard to remember what happened 
between the two of them. He just hoped and 
prayed that she wasn't here to accuse him of 

anything. He was once down that road, never 
again.  
Lesedi sat down and smiled sweetly at him. "I 
mean after the fun we had, I thought you'd call 

me..."  
"Yes we met at the club... had a few drinks..." 
Greg recalled. "We left to my hotel isn't it? I didn't 

do anything stupid did I?" He asked.  
Lesedi giggled, "No silly. You were the perfect 
host. You promised me a job though, said you will 

call me yesterday, but you didn't, so seeing that I 
was in the neighbourhood..."  
"A job... yes, yes but the job I have for you is only 
for month end."  

"Oh no. You mentioned needing an assistant. You 
said I will be perfect for it." She lied. She knew he 



had forgotten all about what happened at the hotel 
thanks to her drug.  

Gregory was surprised he actually offered this girl 
the job of being his assistant. He had sworn off 
female assistants after the last one. And why 
would he do that when it was clear as they sky 

that Mateo Molao did not like dark-skinned 
women... 
"Ms Phiri –" 

"Lesedi, call me Lesedi please. It's not hard to 
pronounce is it?" she asked.  
"Uh sure, Lesedi, I am sorry that I made you that 

promise, clearly I was too drunk. I had a killer 
headache yesterday; I obviously drank more than I 
should have. I can't give you that job."  
"Oh, but I think you can."  

"I can't. I'm sorry, I will just make sure that we 
pay you well at the event just to apologize. It will 
come out of my own pocket." It was cute how 

sincere the man sounded, but unfortunately she 
wasn't here for the sincerity party. She had a 
vendetta she needed to see through.  

"Greg... you can do better than that. I work hard, I 
mean I really want this job, I will be a fantastic 
assistant you will ever have." Those words did 
nothing to him. He did have the best assistant who 

seduced him then cried sexual harassment after. 
She had wanted him damn it.  



"I am sorry the best I can do is the waiting job at 
the new year function."  

She stood up and walked around the man's desk 
with her phone in her hand, "See Gregory... I think 
you want to give me the job..." she told him.  
"Yeah... why...why's that?" he asked. He hoped to 

God that this girl had nothing on him. He couldn't 
go through another scandal; Mateo gave him one 
last chance after the last incident. He couldn't ruin 

things now.  
Lesedi leaned over his desk and showed him the 
video. It was in HD. You could clearly see him and 

somehow his dick appeared smaller than before. 
The charming works of Milo.  
Gregory was at loss for words. "Turn it off, please." 
To say he was embarrassed would be an 

understatement. He couldn't bear to look at his 
drunken self-act in that manner. To a total 
stranger. How sloshed was he? Why in the hell did 

he drink so much?  
"I mean that was fun though don't you agree?" 
Lesedi was enjoying this a little more than 

necessary. She was grinning like a Cheshire cat 
while Gregory Muller was red and seemed to be 
losing more hair.  
"How... why... I was drunk!" he argued.  

"I mean I know that... I do. Which is why I did 
what I did. I need the job." Lesedi moved back to 
her seat. "And you promised me a job. I asked you 



how will I be certain that you will give me the 
job... and you said, 'take a picture of my cock!' 

and so I did." Lesedi was a smooth criminal. The 
lies were so smooth because she and Mason went 
over them over and over again. And the green-
eyed man told her to say cock instead of a dick.  

"I don't know why white people lean more towards 
cock than dick, so I think a man like Muller would 
call his junk a cock, so go with that." Mason had 

said to her, and she wanted to laugh but only did 
so when she got to her apartment. She wasn't 
going to relax around that man anytime soon. He 

was a kisser.  
That man was training her on how to tell a lie while 
looking like the most innocent woman ever.  
"You sneaky little bitch!" Muller hissed. He couldn't 

delete the video out of his mind, and he wished to. 
It was embarrassing, no one should see him like 
that, not even the person who took the damned 

video.  
"Desperate, desperate bitch Mr Muller. I need that 
job and you're going to make sure I get it." Lesedi 

pocketed her cell phone.  
Muller wiped the beads of sweat that had formed 
on his forehead. He couldn't possibly imagine what 
Lesedi would do with that video. He didn't even 

want to think about it. It was clear that she'd share 
it on social media, oh Facebook! His family and 
relatives were all over Facebook, they'd see it and 



see him for the bum they think he was. The 
cheating bastard they all call him behind his back.  

"Look, I can pay you good money if it's money you 
need. Mr Molao wouldn't agree to me bringing you 
as my assistant."  
"You make a plan about that. You're the 

operational manager around here, he trusts you, 
he trusts your judgement and you want to impress 
him but lately you can't because you are doing a 

two people's job."  
Just how much did he blurb to this woman on 
Friday night? What he didn't know was that Milo 

had that information ready for Lesedi. He didn't 
even have to say a thing.  
"He won't be impressed." He mumbled to himself. 
"How much do you need?"  

"I am a woman of principle Mr Muller; you can't 
buy me off. I work for my money. So, I want to 
work." It was amazing how Mason knew he might 

try to pay her off and he told her what exactly to 
say. Clearly that man had a lot more experience in 
deceiving people than she gave him credit for.  

"Principle..." Muller scoffed, "could have fooled me. 
Ten thousand rand... that's my offer."  
Lesedi giggled, "Ten thousand rand? When you say 
you want to pay me off you meant that? You can't 

be serious."  
"Well, that's how much as my assistant you will be 
earning."  



"A month! Unless you're saying you will give me 
ten thousand a month..."  

"No of course not. I am not that rich." Gregory was 
seething inside. This woman badly needed the job 
it seemed. He knew Mateo would only have an 
issue for a while, but he will soon forget. It's this 

woman's desperation that made him not to want to 
go through with this.  
What was her agenda?  

"Look, you have my CV, all my details are on it, if 
you don't want this video being sent to your wife 
and all your family members and all your staff, you 

will make sure I get the job and not just any job, 
the job of being your assistant and pay me a little 
better than ten thousand a month, are assistants a 
joke to you?" She asked, clearly displeased with 

the pay grade.  
If the assistant to the operational manager earned 
ten thousand rand, just how much did they pay the 

cleaners and the waiting staff?  
"I will give you a call." Gregory wanted the woman 
out of his office so he could think. She did look like 

a desperate woman. Her outfit was unappealing, 
not like the stunning dress she wore on Friday...  
"Wait... did you set me up on Friday? Was that a 
ploy to get me drunk and alone?" He asked, his 

suspicions made sense.  
Lesedi laughed, she stood up and looked at 
Gregory like he lost his damn mind, "Please, I was 



out clubbing, saw a familiar face and what do you 
know... fate happened. Call me with good news 

Muller you have until close of business tomorrow. I 
won't even negotiate with you if you don't come 
through, you will just get a call from Teressa."  
When she called his wife by name, he knew that 

this girl... would stop at nothing to get what she 
wanted.  
"Okay and you will delete the video?" he asked.  

"Absolutely, I have no reason to keep it once I sign 
the contract moes? Bathong." Lesedi opened the 
door and looked back, "this isn't personal by the 

way." Then she winked and left him stunned.  

 
𝗡𝗲혅혁 𝗼𝗻𝗲 𝗰𝗼𝗺𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗶𝗻 𝗮 𝗳𝗲현....  

𝗜 𝗵𝗼𝗽𝗲 혆𝗼혂 𝗲𝗻𝗷𝗼혆𝗲𝗱.... 

#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  

#TwentySix  
"We invested fifty million in this business of yours 
Mateo. You told us this man will double it, indeed 

he did, so we re-invested it back so we can grow 
the hotel business... so we can set up for the 
future of our families so they never lack... hundred 

million. It all went up in flames?"  
Thami Masoga, or the "The General" as everyone 
called him was sitting in Mateo Molao's home 
office, drinking coffee with his legs propped on the 

man's desk like it was his office. His physique and 
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his stance in the police department gave him that 
power and of course his pockets.  

He was The General commissioner of the police 
and also Mateo's partner in all sorts of crimes.  
They were having one of their meetings that were 
always unscheduled. "I have done you so many 

favours that cost me a lot of money and now I 
have nothing to show for it. You tell me your guy is 
dead, he's being eaten by worms underground, his 

house burned down, and my money is gone?" The 
man laughed. He had a boisterous laugh. Fair 
complexion, tall, big belly, great physique... he 

looked important.  
Mateo scratched his eyebrow, not knowing what to 
say to the man that has pulled all kinds of strings 
so he and Morris Phiri can thrive in the drug 

business and make money. Sure, the hotel brought 
in a lot of money, but they needed to acquire more 
hotels. That was always the plan.  

There were too many shareholders to the hotel and 
neither he nor The General liked that. They needed 
to make more money and Mateo promised to do 

just that.  
They had met during Lekau Singo's first political 
affiliations and from there, an illegal bromance was 
born.  

The commissioner, Thami, gave Singo a life line. 
He was the one that assisted in his name change 
and laying low for almost eight years.  



"I am sorry General." He had nothing to say for 
himself.  

Thami laughed, "Sorry is not going to bring my 
money back and I want my money back." He was a 
very calm and yet a deadly man.  
He had all kinds of ammunition, all kinds of 

resources to make a person disappear without a 
trace. Mateo did not want to be at the receiving 
end of the big man's wrath.  

"I have my boys investigating the Tiger Six, as you 
have said that they are the ones who killed your 
man. I will make sure they dance to my music."  

"I had a lead with some boy, but he was moved to 
the Eastern Cape. He used to work for Morris." 
Mateo remembered how he couldn't get his hands 
on the boy, but maybe The General could. He was 

a resourceful man and if anyone didn't know yet, 
Thami had the other police officials eating out of 
his hand as he was ranking higher than them.  

Thami waved his hand off, dismissing him like he 
would dismiss many, "I don't want more problems, 
let's follow up with these boys and if they did take 

my money, they will bring it back. I don't care 
what they have to do but I want it back." Thami 
was not the least interested in whatever else 
Mateo wanted to say. He didn't even want to hear 

about the supposed lead. 
"Have you started looking into new hotels we can 
acquire? Either by crook or book, make it happen. 



The new year has started, let's end it off with 
opening of another paradise." The man stood up, 

placed the now empty cup of coffee on the desk.  
"I will be in touch. In the meantime, find another 
way to make some of my money back. I don't care 
what is it that you do." He then buttoned up his 

blazer and left Mateo's office.  
He didn't need anyone to walk him out anywhere, 
he knew this house like the back of his hand 

because he bought it for Mateo when he was 
running for a ward councillor in Soweto.  
**  

"We have our offices up here, mine, Mr Molao's, 
the security room, the boardroom where we hold 
our meetings. We don't have HR office, however, 
we outsource the services. We also have our own 

accountant, he has his office right here, he also 
lives here at the hotel so most of the time he won't 
be in his office." Gregory was giving Lesedi a tour 

of their offices and also letting her know what her 
duties were.  
She was officially hired. Mateo did not have any 

issues with Gregory hiring the girl that 
embarrassed him just a couple of weeks back. In 
fact, he couldn't even care less that Gregory had a 
new assistant, he just told him to keep his hands 

to himself this time around and moved on about 
his day.  



"Does Mr Molao come here every day?" Lesedi 
asked. She was dressed in a loose fitting, long 

sleeved black pencil dress and white tennis shoes. 
She couldn't for the life of her bring herself to wear 
heels. She was not going to torture herself on her 
first day at a new job.  

"No, he doesn't. If he did, there would be no need 
for me and no need for you." Gregory was a little 
snappy, but Lesedi didn't give a damn that he 

didn't want to hire her. He will come around 
eventually.  
"His office is at the corner, has his names outside 

you won't miss it, and under no circumstance will 
you even go in there in his or mine's absence. You 
will have the key in case of emergency but only if 
the hotel is on fire or anything of that nature 

occurring will you go in there. Understood?"  
That sparked her interest, now she was more 
eager to work for these stupid people. What were 

they hiding in there? Did they sell drugs, and the 
hotel was a legal front? She was more than curious 
now.  

"Why? Y'all hiding dead bodies in there?" Lesedi 
half joked as she leaned back on the chair in front 
of Gregory's desk.  
The man cast her a bored look and opened his 

laptop, "I don't know what you think this place is, 
but since you're so blind, we are running a luxury 



establishment, we are not the mafia." He rolled his 
eyes.  

"Oh, lighten up Greg... I was just... joking."  
"Ha-ha." The man was moody as hell. "I have sent 
your contract to HR, and you're officially employed, 
they will process everything and will send you a 

link to your email with everything you will need to 
equip yourself to be able to work. Let's start off 
with introducing your duties shall we?"  

And just like that Lesedi was thrown into the deep 
ends of employment with a moody ass boss that 
didn't even spare her. Gregory was clearly still 

angry at her as he dumped all work upon her.  
She was in charge of making sure the cleaning 
ladies were following schedules, the restaurant was 
running well, she was basically doing his job while 

he sat behind his desk and made calls to source 
out new suppliers.  
By the time knock off time rolled over, she was 

ready to shut down.  
She had her own office which 'lucky' for her was 
right next door to Gregory's one. The man called 

her through the intercom the whole day, sending 
her to do useless things.  
She realized that the useless things she did, were 
in fact necessary in making sure the running of the 

hotel was smooth sailing.  
She closed off her laptop and took her bag, locked 
her office and went to Gregory's office. "I am off." 



She gave him the laptop bag, she was not allowed 
to take the laptop home, it was company property, 

and it shall remain at work.  
"How did you find your first day?" Gregory asked, 
smiling inside as he looked at her solemn face.  
Lesedi looked at him, contemplated on telling him 

the truth but she wouldn't give him the 
satisfaction, "I must say... as tiring as I thought I'd 
find it, it was actually great. I will see you 

tomorrow at nine." She grinned. Faking it for the 
gods.  
Gregory pursed his lips together and took the 

laptop from her and locked it in his drawer, 
"Tomorrow then."  
Lesedi picked up takeaways on her way back 
home, it was quite a drive but luckily for her, she 

drove against traffic. While most were coming from 
the city back to Soweto she was driving out.  
She received a call from her sister on her way up 

to her apartment. "Hey... I have been meaning to 
call but I am helping out Kyle at the office and 
since they were off for Christmas ... I am hardly 

touching ground." Tracy informed her sister.  
"Mhm, so are you officially back as his assistant or 
just until he finds someone?" Lesedi asked.  
"By the looks of things, I might stay on for a while. 

Loraine is pregnant, she gets sick randomly, 
Greyson suggested she takes indefinite leave, so I 



am barely coping, even now, we are still at the 
office. I am fucking tired."  

Lesedi felt for her baby sister, "Did you think about 
the salon thing? Not that you have to think about 
anything because I have made up my mind." Tracy 
asked.  

Lesedi sighed as she reached her door and 
searched her bag for her key, "I haven't gotten a 
chance to go over the papers yet. But I will, soon 

as a I get a chance."  
She fiddled for a while with her keys before finding 
the correct one, "I also have a job you know, and I 

am so busy with other things." Lesedi finished.  
She walked in her house and felt a presence 
behind her, she quickly turned and found Mason 
The fucking Lord Pierce, texting on his phone. He 

looked up and found Lesedi staring at him. He 
smiled. She scowled, the dimple on her chin 
deepening. Just what he liked to see. 

"Okay but you need to hurry up with it okay? So, 
you can take over salon, so I don't have to stress a 
lot." Tracy said to her as she still had her phone 

pressed to her ear.  
"Yes, I know. I will. I have to go, will chat?"  
"Okay, love ya."  
"Love you too." Lesedi then cut the call and walked 

inside her house, knowing Mason was following 
her.  



"I am very curious as to how you fucking knew I'd 
be home. You're such a creep." Lesedi placed her 

bags on the kitchen.  
Mason followed her all the way to the kitchen, 
texting furiously on his phone, "I am coming here 
for the second time actually. So, a lucky guess." 

He answered, typed something on his phone then 
put it in the front pocket of his cargos. "How was 
your first day at work?"  

"Goodness gracious!" Lesedi exasperated, "Mason, 
I just came back home, I haven't even taken off 
my shoes or this goddamn dress and you already 

want an update?"  
She was however glad that he was here to discuss 
their operations and not what happened between 
them Friday night. She has been making sure to 

stay clear of the man by going to the gym and just 
driving out when she was waiting for Gregory to 
get back to her.  

"Geez, someone had a bad day." Mason looked at 
her, his lips were in their pouty natural form. She 
has seen Kyle look like that, she wondered who 

they took after.  
"I am okay, I had a fucking rough day. That man... 
that man is a fucking slave driver." Lesedi took 
only her handbag and went to her bedroom, took 

off her shoes and the dress and wore her 
tracksuits.  



Something Mason never understood. It was 
January, the weather was not even warm, it was 

hot as hell, but she was always covered up. Even 
the dress she wore today, it did not tightly hug her 
body and it was long sleeved.  
"Is he still mad about the video?"  

"I think so. Anyway, can I please have just a 
couple of minutes before we talk about Gregory 
and his mood swings? I am hungry." She mumbled 

as she walked back into the kitchen and fiddled 
with the takeaway bag.  
"I brought some veggies and some lamb shank; 

didn't think I'd have the energy to cook. Joining 
me?" she asked.  
"Uhh no, I don't eat lamb thanks."  
"Veggies? I won't feel right if I am eating and 

you're not."  
"I actually had a snack after gym and I'm still 
alright."  

"Then go back to your place then so I can eat in 
peace." She exploded as she plated her food so 
she could warm them up.  

Mason chuckled, "I left my beer here sometime, if 
you didn't chuck it out, I will have some thanks."  
Lesedi rolled her eyes but pulled out a beer from 
the fridge and passed it to him. "I last ate 

breakfast you know..." Lesedi mumbled as she 
kept checking the timer on the microwave. Those 
two minutes seemed like freaking eternity.  



"Why didn't you have lunch? He doesn't allow you 
to have lunch?" Mason asked concern marring his 

face.  
"Mhm-mhm, I was very busy." Lesedi cut the 
microwave when forty seconds were remaining, 
she was that hungry. She went to sit on the couch 

and felt all her bones relax. "Ahh! Man. I never 
slaved like this at the salon damn."  
"You want to tell me that being an assistant at a 

luxury hotel is a worse job than being a 
hairdresser in the busiest parts of Joburg?"  
"Okay, maybe I'm being a little dramatic." She 

smiled as she dug into her food. As she dug in, 
Mason drank his beer while watching her from the 
side.  
She felt his eyes on her and wanted to scream at 

him, but she was too hungry and needed energy. 
But as she carried on eating and he carried on 
watching, she couldn't take it anymore.  

"Get out."  
He was startled by that. He was just about to sip 
his beer when she blurted those words out, "What 

do you mean?" 
"I can't eat with you staring at me like that. And I 
don't want to argue with anyone today, I am 
tired."  

"I don't wanna argue..."  
"Then what do you want?" She didn't mean to ask 
him that, hell she didn't even want to know why he 



was staring because chances are, he'd want to talk 
about the damn kiss.  

"Are you not feeling hot?" He asked.  
"What?"  
"Yeah... you're always wearing tracksuits or 
sweatshirts and long pants and boots... and long 

sleeved dresses and now you're in the comfort of 
your own home, after a long day and you are 
wearing tracksuits... why?"  

Lesedi could have taken him talking about the kiss 
instead of what he just asked her. Mason was too 
observant, and she found that trait annoying. The 

people she worked with at the salon stopped 
asking her the first summer she spent with them 
because her answer had been 'mind ya fucking 
business' but this was Mason, he made everything 

about her his business.  
Lesedi looked at him briefly and found those pair of 
green eyes staring at her. She focused on eating 

her lamb shank with mashed potatoes and green 
salad, ignoring him.  
"Are you gonna tell me?"  

"No."  
"Why not?"  
"It's none of your damn business."  
"So, you aren't feeling hot?"  

"Why did you kiss me on Friday night?" She turned 
to look at him, eyes scorching, and eyebrows 
knitted together.  



Mason's brows shot up; he didn't think she'd 
wanna talk about that. Ever since it happened, she 

had been avoiding him and even bringing strangers 
to their meetings. He figured he had overstepped 
the mark once again and she was not going to talk 
about it, and he wouldn't either.  

But clearly talking about why she wore long stuff in 
the hot weather was way crucial than the kiss.  
"I was... curious." He responded after a thought. 

What could he possibly say? That he had been 
dying to do that for a while? That'd be a lie.  
He seldom thought of Lesedi in that way, maybe 

the first time they met and when they worked 
together during the Christmas operation he wanted 
to fuck the stubbornness out of her, but as time 
went on, he realized that she was a ticking time 

bomb that could slit his throat open in a blink of an 
eye... and he was better off. 
Then to seeing her vulnerable side, even if it was 

just a glimpse... he started to have those crazy 
thoughts again, but now instead of fucking the 
stubbornness out of her, he wanted to kiss her and 

caress her. Only for a little while.  
"Okay, I know that you and I are going to be 
working very closely together, but let this be a fair 
and last warning to you Mason, you dare kiss me 

again or touch me inappropriately... I will slice off 
one of your balls."  



She proceeded to shove a huge piece of meat in 
her mouth, chewing slowly while her eyes were 

trained back on the switched off TV.  
Mason looked at her and smiled, he took a sip of 
his beer and rearranged the front of his pants 
because damn if that didn't arouse him.  

"Got it. Eat up so you can fill me in about your 
day..."  
𝗛𝗮혃𝗲 𝗮 𝗹𝗼혃𝗲𝗹혆 현𝗲𝗲𝗸𝗲𝗻𝗱  

#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  

#TwentySeven  
Two weeks lapsed since Lesedi was employed at 
the hotel and everyday her curiosity peaked. Mateo 
came to the hotel, had hush-hush meetings with 

Gregory and Samuel, the accountant, and she was 
not included in any of those meetings, nor did she 
ever get to see the minutes or know what the 

meetings were about.  
The meetings were held in the Mateo's office and 
even when she tried her luck by bringing them 

coffee in order to snoop, Gregory had opened the 
door and sent her back to the kitchen with her 
coffee.  
She was so frustrated, annoyed but curious as to 

what was going on in the hotel that she wasn't 
supposed to know.  
Friday rolled in and instead of knocking off earlier, 

she still needed to finalize things as she was now 
assisting with the planning of the year end function 
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and judging by the pictures of the last function, 
the event was one for the books.  

This hotel was big on attracting tourists, the 
services and extra activities they offered were the 
very best. So, every year end function, they 
celebrated the hotel staff, celebrated the hotel 

milestones in terms of finances and introduced 
maybe new activities they will be offering the 
guests.  

At the moment they were renovating the pool to 
give an imaginary beach and that was taking too 
long, and it made Mateo anxious. He was forever 

complaining about the renovations and in turn 
made Gregory snappy and that made Lesedi's job 
a little hard.  
She has never worked as an administrator before, 

but she did take computer lessons sometime back 
which was why she was not doing all too bad 
except her excel skills were very poor.  

And Gregory made her life living hell for it since 
she forced his hand at hiring her.  
When she finally decided to leave, it was seven at 

night and Gregory was still in the office. "Do you 
ever go home to your wife and kids?" She asked as 
she walked into the man's office to give back the 
laptop.  

"I don't see how that is a concern of yours" He 
responded by opening his palm for her to place the 
laptop in. "Please avail yourself tomorrow to 



oversee the pool renovations, I won't be here and 
Sunday too."  

Lesedi wanted to protest but thought against it. 
The more she complained about certain things, the 
more Gregory made things worse for her at work.  
She was dressed in casual wear on Friday. She 

wore an olive overall with white sneakers and was 
happy to go home to sleep. Not that she will be 
enjoying a weekend off since she will be working 

but going back to her apartment was always the 
highlight of her days. She still couldn't believe she 
was living in Fourways with her own apartment.  

She arrived at her place to a text from Tracy 
saying that she was in Mason's apartment with 
Kyle, and she should pop by when she returns 
from work.  

So much for wanting to get home to sleep.  
She dropped off her handbag in her house, took a 
quick shower to smell fresh at least. She wore 

another overall, this time a sunset orange in 
colour. She loved these overalls; they were so chic 
and gave her comfort in how they covered her up 

but still left her feeling great.  
Her hair was parted in the middle, she couldn't 
believe that the weave was still in such great 
condition weeks later. She indeed knew how to 

take care of hair but also the hair dressers at 
Tracy's salon were fantastic.  



She popped some mint in her mouth from her 
sweets bowl that she kept in her kitchen and took 

the stairs to Mason's apartment.  
She had just taken her last stair up when she 
looked up to find one of the tenants throwing 
garbage. The man was good looking, he had a fair 

complexion, nice and big eyes, big lips...and he 
was smiling at her.  
She pursed her lips and passed him a nervous 

smile.  
"Hi..." He decided to talk to her.  
"Hey..." Lesedi wanted to sprint but didn't want to 

seem weird, so she walked in slow motion. 
"I have been seeing you around hoping that one 
day I'd catch a moment with you alone." He 
started walking towards her.  

She was getting uncomfortable, strange men that 
wanted to talk to her alone made her anxious. She 
looked between him and Mason's apartment. She 

couldn't even see the damn unit because she had 
to round a corner first.  
"Are you okay? My name is Sipho by the way." The 

man introduced himself and offered his hand for a 
handshake. Lesedi looked at it. He was not armed, 
he was alone, if he tried anything she could easily 
push him against the wall and strangle the living 

daylights out of him.  
"What do you want?" She was almost breathless. 
She was trying to control her emotions. She was 



trying to calm down. "I'm not in a tight spot. I'm 
not in a tight spot." She chanted slowly to herself.  

Sipho looked at her like she had lost her mind. He 
had been seeing her run up and down these stairs, 
saw her at the gym and he just wished to have a 
moment alone with her. She was a beauty. A 

stunner of note.  
But at that moment he was starting to wonder if all 
pretty girls behaved in such a strange manner.  

The lift dinged and Mason walked out of the lift 
with Greyson and Loraine in tow. He saw Lesedi 
breathing strangely while looking at the man he's 

frequently met in the lift and at the gym.  
"Hey Les... hey man..." Mason walked over to 
them and touched her shoulder. That's when she 
snapped out of her trance and looked into Mason's 

familiar eyes.  
"Mason!" She grabbed Mason's hand tightly and 
looked at the man and started dragging Mason 

away.  
Greyson and Loraine looked at each other with 
questioning eyes. They followed Mason and Lesedi 

to what they hoped was Mason's apartment. They 
left the man hanging next to the lift. He didn't 
know what the hell had just happened either.  
The second Lesedi opened Mason's apartment and 

Tracy came into view with her cute face, smiling at 
Kyle who was in the kitchen chopping up some 
lettuce she relaxed.  



She relaxed the minute her eyes met Mason's 
outside but seeing her baby sister made her feel all 

calm and sound.  
The group was soon joined by some of their other 
close friends. Some they had met at the New Year 
crossover. "So, how's work sis? How is it working 

at the hotel?" Tracy was aware of Lesedi's new job. 
The two sisters were in the kitchen making 
cocktails for the others.  

Virgin cocktails for Loraine and Lesedi and alcoholic 
cocktails for the rest. "It's boring for the most 
part." She answered.  

"Mhm, and working with that man?"  
"I hardly see him but when I do, my blood still 
boils I won't lie. But I keep cool cause he doesn't 
know what's about to hit him." She smiled.  

Tracy loved seeing her sister smile, but it quite 
often bothered her that Lesedi smiled a lot when 
she spoke of this revenge trip she and Mason were 

embarking on.  
Earlier when they entered the apartment, Loraine 
told her of the situation they witnessed outside, 

and Tracy didn't want to ruin their Friday night by 
asking her why she had seemed freaked out. What 
did the other guy do to her? But that was the 
question none of them dared asked.  

"Are you off this weekend? I was thinking of 
visiting mama and Sofia."  



"I am working unfortunately. They are making big 
renovations at the hotel and apparently I have to 

oversee the whole thing." She rolled her eyes while 
taking a sip of her cocktail. It wasn't so bad, tasted 
nice and gave the illusion that they were part of 
the alcohol drinking crew.  

They were playing some music, mostly South 
African house music to lighten up the mood and 
everyone was in favour including the pregnant 

Loraine who was dancing while her husband kept 
his eyes glued on her. If she wasn't already 
pregnant, Lesedi would say the man was going to 

knock her up that night.  
It was so beautiful to watch. How Greyson looked 
at her with stars in his eyes, and how he took care 
of her as pregnant as she was. It was cute. Maybe 

when she was their age she would have loved that, 
but that ship sailed a long time ago, she didn't 
care about such things anymore.  

Tracy took the drinks to others and Mason stood 
up and signalled for Lesedi to follow him.  
She sighed, wondering what he wanted now. She 

wasn't making a lot of progress at work and Mason 
told her to be aware of patterns which could come 
in handy one day.  
She followed the man to his bedroom, "Close the 

door behind you please." He told her.  
"Now why did you want me to come in your 
bedroom?" if Mason was anyone else, her guard 



would be fucking up. But a part of her trusted this 
man.  

Mason ignored her and opened the curtain that hid 
the sliding door of his bedroom balcony. He didn't 
switch on the light, and it was dark, she couldn't 
see how his bedroom looked like but one thing she 

could say was that it smelled like him. And that 
smell was just too damn nice.  
She followed him to the balcony, and he had two 

seats around a table. He sat down and she 
followed him. He had a glass of whiskey in hand 
while she had her mocktail. She placed it on the 

table to give him attention.  
"This is sending out a wrong message." She said to 
him. "They probably think we are in here doing 
only God knows what." She was not impressed.  

"Who was that guy outside the lift?" Mason cut to 
the chase.  
Lesedi sighed, she had forgotten about that little 

incident already. "I don't know him."  
"I worry about you okay; you were spacing out. 
Two things could or would have happened if I 

didn't show up," he was looking into her eyes. 
"One, either you would have ran like a crazy 
woman who isn't being chased or two, you would 
have beat the crap out of that guy and I think I 

know you well enough to know that had he took a 
step closer, you would have beaten his ass."  



Lesedi smirked, well as annoying as Mason was, 
the man was right.  

"Don't fucking smile, you're dangerous Les. Not 
every man is out to get you."  
"I can't help it okay? I just... he moved in on me 
and I started overthinking. I could have walked 

past but I didn't want to be rude. Every time I 
ignore people who greet me I get told that I am 
rude or that someday I might need their help and 

they will refuse to help me because I was once 
rude to them... but when I stop to talk to them I 
just..."  

Mason felt for her. It must not easy being her right 
now. He so wished they could trade places. "Don't 
you want to see a therapist?"  
"No."  

"No? They might help."  
"I am okay, you're right... if I just remind myself 
that not every man is out to get me, I might not 

beat them up."  
Mason chuckled; this woman was damn stubborn. 
"What did he want?"  

"I don't know... all I know is that he looked happy 
to see me and he walked closer to me."  
That irritated Mason. For some reason, knowing 
that the guy was interested in her annoyed him. 

"And that bothers you? When a man looks at you 
like he wants you?"  



She nodded, "See I am trying okay? I am working 
for the devil that hurt me in the worst way 

possible. I don't see much of him but every time I 
think of him, I want to hurt him, and then I start 
to hate men all over again." She confessed.  
Mason pulled his chair in front of her and opened 

his hands so she could put hers in them, "Do you 
want out? I can get Milo to get someone to work 
for us at the hotel. I don't want you to live in fear 

of every man. Yes I know, men are fucking lunatics 
and not every man you will meet is a danger as 
much as not every man you will meet will be a 

saint."  
"No, I don't want out. I just... I don't want to fear 
men."  
"I honestly don't know why... because you took 

down two men by yourself, you lived in the 
craziest part of Joburg. You can protect yourself if 
a man tries to be smart with you."  

The feeling of his warm hands over hers calmed 
her down. She was in such a peace bubble and did 
not want to get out.  

"I did, didn't I?" She smiled. Thinking back to her 
first physical fight brought a joyful smile on her 
face.  
"You are sadist, I can't deal with you." Mason 

joked, "But really, just don't lose yourself in your 
head like that. It could give someone power to hurt 
you. Just know that should a man try anything.... 



It's their fucking heart beating out of your hand, 
and you call me to clean it up okay?"  

She couldn't help but to laugh and nod, "Okay."  
"Good, now... what's happening? Do we have 
anything? Any access to the security room or 
Singo's office?" He asked, leaning back in his chair, 

letting go of her hands.  
One thing about Mason was that he was a care-
bear. Doesn't matter if he never wanted to get 

married or be in an exclusive romantical 
relationship, he will still care about your well-
being.  

"Nothing, I am not allowed to even bring them 
coffee in the stupid office when he's there." She 
felt great that their conversation didn't take an 
awkward route but still, the warmth she felt when 

the man held her hands brought an indescribable 
feeling within.  
"But tomorrow I'm working alone, Gregory says 

he's off...Sunday too. Maybe it will give me time to 
snoop around." She smiled.  
"Yeah... check if he also leaves the 'company 

property at work', if he does, let me know." Mason 
referred to how Gregory told her the laptop was 
company property and wasn't allowed out of the 
hotel.  

"Even if he does leave it at work, I don't know the 
password." She shrugged.  



"As long as it's there... I can work my magic." He 
smiled.  

His smile was infectious, Lesedi found herself 
smiling back.  
"Orange is a nice colour on you... also I dig the 
fit." He rolled his bottom lip in his mouth and 

Lesedi swear she felt herself clench.  
What was happening to her right now? Simple 
compliments made her horny? She'd be damned.  

"Thanks..." She knew she had to leave and go join 
the others, but she couldn't bring herself to. She 
didn't want to seem obvious that his careless 

compliment was affecting her.  
"Does that bother you? Me complimenting you?"  
"No..." she lied, "yes." then she decided to be 
honest in the same breath. Arg this guy was doing 

her head in.  
Mason laughed, he loved toying with her. Yes her 
mental state sometimes worried him, but he kind 

of enjoyed how she wasn't so guarded around him. 
She tried but after a few minutes, she'd give up 
and let loose.  

Mason looked at her, they were sitting in the dark, 
the outside lights of the building around 
illuminating them and he was just observing how 
really gorgeous the girl was.  

She looked up at him and found him staring. His 
eyes were so dark, but man, the way he was 
leaning back in the chair, his big thighs, the shirt 



that clung to his body, how he held the glass... the 
hair on his forearms, his five o'clock shadow... his 

damn bushy brows, his plump pouty lips...  
Why was she now seeing this man how Sofia saw 
him?  
They were staring at each other, each having 

down-right dirty thoughts about one another.  
Lesedi was thinking about the kiss they had once 
shared, how he held her, how her body moulded 

into his. Thinking back to the guys she's been 
with; she was always in charge. The only time she 
let them lead things, she wasn't satisfied, she 

never was.  
She'd be angry that she let her guard down only to 
be left even more frustrated.  
The guy she met earlier... it always started like 

that for her. She'd be wary of them, think of the 
different ways she could beat them up if they tried 
to hurt her, gauge how they react to her before 

she lowers her guard and let them chat her up.  
She thought she was getting better but clearly she 
wasn't. Working for the man that she loathed sent 

her back to the dark place she often found herself 
in but Mason, Mason had the ability to pull her 
right out...  
And now she couldn't help but to admire him. 

Forget that she's never been with a white person 
before, or that she said she was only attracted to 
black men, forget that she said she was done to 



the finish with men... this man right here... this 
man right in front of him...  

...was moving in on her. 
She realized that he had gotten up from his seat 
and was slowly moving in towards her. He had 
crouched so his face was almost level with hers...  

"Mason..."  
"Tell me to fucking stop." He whispered, his breath 
fanning her face. She wanted to taste that. "Tell 

me you don't want to kiss me."  
That would be a damn lie. And she didn't feel like 
lying...  

When he didn't hear her object, he leaned in and 
captured her lips in a sensual kiss. She sighed 
against his lips as if she had been working in the 
field all day long and only getting a chance to relax 

now.  
His tongue found its way into her mouth, and she 
seemed to be appreciating that. The kiss was... 

Lesedi couldn't explain how the kiss was but she 
could explain how warm it made her feel. How wet 
she started to feel.  

She was forty goddamn it but her body, her body 
was acting in a strange way. She didn't even feel 
like she need a chance to breathe, she'd breathe 
though the kiss because it was that good.  

A knock resounded on Mason's bedroom door, 
"Uhhh not hearing any weird sounds so imma take 
it you guys aren't fucking, food is ready."  



That was Kyle outside the door.  
Mason pulled away and Lesedi whimpered at the 

loss of his warm presence. "You wanna head out?" 
His voice was husky as hell and if she wasn't 
turned on during the kiss, she was hella turned on 
right now.  

"Uhh yeah... I think that's best." She stood up and 
he stood straight...  
Their bodies were touching, the heat between 

them was scorching. She looked into his eyes, then 
at his lips... And their lips found each other again, 
Lesedi tangled her hands in his hair, loving the 

silky feeling of it. Series of moans escaped her 
throat as Mason played with her boobs... His hands 
moving from her boobs to her ass. He was 
caressing but with so much pressure. 

He was pulling her hard against his body. Wanting 
to feel all of her. And she enjoyed that. She 
enjoyed how his body felt against hers.  

The kiss was taking a dangerous route and she had 
to stop it. So, she pulled away. "Let's go." She was 
almost breathless... Probably dizzy too.  

"Uhh you go ahead, I'll be right there." He had a 
dazed look and Lesedi looked at him with curious 
eyes.  
Mason held her gaze and then looked down his 

crotch... Lesedi followed and damn...  



"Oh! Uhm...okay...uhh... okay..." she bolted off 
the balcony, into his bedroom and out the door to 

join others and left Mason chuckling to himself.  
𝗛𝗮𝗽𝗽혆 𝗠𝗼𝗻𝗱𝗮혆 𝗹𝗼혃𝗲 𝗯혂𝗴혀  
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The group had a great time together even though 

it was hard to get Lesedi to engage but she did 
engage here and there. Sitting next to her sister, 
Tracy, she spoke more with her in low voices and 

only ever gave one worded answers to anyone else 
that spoke to her. In reality people were afraid to 
talk to her, she had a permanent resting bitch 
face. But it worked for her.  

"So, is there a thing between you and Mace?" 
Tracy asked, she was far too curious and wondered 
if she and her sister were going to officially date 

brothers. It would be so weird but somehow she 
was excited about it.  
"No, no." Lesedi couldn't answer fast enough, "and 

we were not fucking or anything, he has appointed 
himself my therapist." She rolled her eyes.  
Tracy couldn't help but to giggle, trust her sister to 
say that. "So, you were just talking... in his 

bedroom?"  
"Yeah, on the balcony actually, he wanted to know 
what happened earlier on and arg he's annoying to 

be honest. And he also wanted to an update on 
work." There was no way in hell she was going to 
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admit that she kissed the man and felt alive. Nope. 
That fact was even shocking to her. Every single 

time they kissed or almost did, she'd threaten to 
harm him physically but this time around... she 
couldn't.  
She had wanted the kiss, badly.  

"Well, that's a good thing isn't it? I am seeing a 
therapist too, three times a week during my lunch 
hour, you can join me if you want."  

"I am fine, Mohau. If I want help I'll go to church 
or something." She sighed with a roll of eyes.  
Tracy giggled some more. With the alcohol she had 

consumed, she couldn't help but to find her sister 
strange and hilarious. "Well, I think maybe you 
should ride that gorgeous stallion once again and 
maybe, just maybe he will be this church you 

need."  
Lesedi kept quiet because when she realized that 
Mason was hard ealier on and that's why he came 

out of his room a couple of minutes later, she had 
wished they were alone... 
She rarely felt this way, well she never allowed 

herself to feel this way but now here was a sexy 
man, who was helping her in more ways than one 
and found her gorgeous, maybe, just maybe...she 
could have her cake and eat it too.  

Some of Mason's friends left, Loraine and Greyson 
too... they all lived in Pretoria and didn't want to 
drive back too late in the night.  



Kyle and Tracy had remained behind because at 
some point Tracy wanted to see her sister's place 

with a promise that she'd come for a sleepover.  
They were now gearing up to leave. "I don't 
understand though, how are you two living in the 
same building after this crazy one threatened to 

slice you up with a knife?" Kyle asked his brother.  
"She did what? Why? When?" Tracy couldn't 
believe what she was hearing, it was the first time 

she heard of the story.  
Lesedi rolled her eyes, trust Kyle to be this kind of 
person. "It was nothing."  

"Nothing? This guy refused to come with to your 
house because of that. Is that what y'all do? 
Threaten to kill each other and then fuck?"  
Mason chuckled, "Hey, that's water under the 

bridge."  
"Lesedi you carry a knife around?" Tracy asked. 
She was a little disturbed by that new knowledge. 

Something Lesedi didn't want to happen.  
"Akere wa bona..." (Do you now see...) She was 
annoyed with Kyle. "It was Mason's knife." She 

smiled coolly.  
Mason looked at her but backed her lie up.  
"Yeah... It was mine and we were... role playing." 
He smiled.  

"Strange but I love you anyway." Tracy said before 
pulling her sister into a bear hug, then hugged 



Mason and took Kyle's awaiting hand as they left 
Mason's place with Lesedi right behind them.  

She was not going to stay behind. Not after what 
happened. She might do something crazy like strip 
for the man.  
** 

Saturday rolled up and Lesedi found herself 
clocking in at work. She was dressed in jeans, 
combat boots and a short sleeved yellow 

SpongeBob t-shirt. She had tied her hair at the 
back and her face was out in the open for all to 
see.  

She felt confident, she felt pretty.  
And it was because of a certain someone who kept 
telling her how gorgeous she was and how she 
must look in the mirror and see the beauty he saw.  

Mason was just too good for her. Even though 
sometimes she was a little harsh on him, it was 
because she couldn't allow herself to loosen up. 

She wasn't ready to.  
She walked into Gregory's office through the 
adjoining door as she didn't have the key to his 

main office door, not that it was necessary, as long 
as she could access her office, she could access 
his.  
She walked over to his credenza where he kept her 

laptop and noticed his laptop was also there... she 
thought back to the conversation she had with 
Mason. She took both the laptops to her office, 



luckily the cameras were only outside and not 
inside the offices.  

She sat down on her desk and texted Mason that 
she had Gregory's laptop. And Mason responded by 
saying he will be dropping by during lunch time.  
She didn't know what else the man did while she 

was trying to gain access into the security system 
of the hotel.  
A knock resounded on her door and Samuel walked 

in. He was dressed in sweat pants and an 
oversized t-shirt. The man was scrawny and didn't 
look like he was well. 

"Sam..." this was one man Lesedi was never afraid 
of from the get-go. She just took one look at him 
and pity overwhelmed her.  
"Hi, uhh Greg is not here?" He asked, he must 

have tried his door first.  
"Nope, it's only me, how can I help?"  
"I don't think you can help. He was supposed to 

send me an email yesterday and I didn't get it, so I 
wanted to him to resend it." Sam looked stressed 
out. He didn't look like he slept well.  

"Uhh I have his laptop, you can check.."  
Relief washed over the man; she could see it in his 
eyes. "Do you know his password?" She asked, 
testing the waters.  

"Yeah, yeah... I know how they are big on privacy 
and security here. So, if you have his password 
then he trusts you, bla, bla..." Samuel rambled, 



and she could thank her lucky stars because he 
just gave her what she wanted.  

"It's also not smart to put your child's name as 
password in any case... but at least he leaves it 
here so no one can access it but us." Samuel 
smiled as he took the laptop and punched in the 

password, "Alissa Muller, with a capital A...and 
double S..." he spoke to himself as he did.  
Lesedi wanted to climb on top of the table and 

blast 'sister Bettina' by Mgarimbe. Samuel was... 
she wanted to say stupid but nope, he was 
godsent. He was those type of people that said 

things out loud, so they don't forget and that to 
her... was jackpot.  
"I know right?" She responded him, sounding like 
she also knew the man's password. Initially she 

was going to ask him not to lock the PC but turned 
out she didn't have to. She took out her phone and 
opened her notes and texted the password before 

she'd forget it.  
"Ahh, see it was stuck in the outbox. These people 
are misusing the hotel funds with the pool 

renovations, I just hope that Mr Molao won't be 
screaming at us at the next meeting because it's 
his fault." Samuel thought Lesedi was in the loop 
of things but shame, poor man, how would he 

know she wasn't.  
Samuel was a light skinned black man with a bald 
haircut. He had big curious eyes, a cute bubble 



nose and medium sized lips. She wondered if he 
was that skinny by nature or he was stressed out 

about his job.  
"Are you on duty Sam?" She asked, typing 
gibberish on her laptop as to seem busy.  
"Yeah, I have to be. Things are going crazy here... 

financially we aren't doing too well as you know, 
and it's my job to make sure that we stay afloat."  
"Right, right... but are you not stressed out? I 

mean I don't envy you at all."  
Samuel laughed, as he gave back the laptop, "How 
could I not? I don't even eat well. My girl even 

dumped me because apparently I am more loyal 
and committed to my job than her." He looked sad 
when he said that.  
Lesedi felt sorry for him, but she couldn't do 

anything about it. "Sorry.."  
"It's okay, I'm just gonna go back to my room and 
see if I can cut costs on anything..." He smiled 

before ducking out.  
Lesedi leaned back on her chair, thinking of what 
Samuel revealed. So, the hotel was facing some 

financial crisis because of the renovations? This 
was a big hotel, and they just came out of the 
festive season, it should have been swimming with 
guests.  

But she couldn't dwell much on that as she actually 
had to go out of her office and oversee the 
renovations, check progress and check the 



restaurant and everything else that made part of 
her duties.  

By the time lunch time rolled in, she was annoyed 
and exhausted. She had to deal with a difficult 
hotel guest that was complaining about the 
cleaning and the room services. The man wasn't 

pleased with anything, Lesedi told him to pack up 
his shit and leave then.  
If Gregory ever catches a wind of this, he will 

surely have a stroke and fire her on the spot, but 
the damn guest was near impossible to please.  
She ordered her lunch to be sent up to the office 

and soon after reception called and told her she 
had a guest. Mason was screened at the door just 
like every hotel guest and he was led up to her 
office.  

"Mhm! Look at you having your own office." He 
teased as he entered, closing the door behind him.  
"What can I say? I roll with the best." He loved it 

when she joked around.  
He sat down and made himself comfortable, "I 
haven't had lunch yet, can I also place an order 

from the hotel kitchen?" He asked. And Lesedi 
ordered for him.  
They had their lunch causally talking about the 
difficult guest she dealt with earlier on.  

"Guess what?" She was smiling.  
"Whenever you smile it's nothing good."  



She rolled her eyes, "Well it's good for us. Sam 
was here earlier on... and he mentioned how the 

hotel was facing some financial crisis. He has been 
working hard on trying to cut costs to keep the 
ship afloat but somehow Mateo keeps on taking 
money." She was so excited that finally, they were 

getting somewhere.  
"Mhm.. So they are having financial issues... 
Where is that laptop?" Mason was now also having 

hope that things will start to move in the right 
direction. The thing about their operation was that 
there was no need to go out and fight, they just 

had to be strategic about it, have patience and pull 
it off.  
Lesedi gave him the laptop, she hadn't noticed that 
Mason had brought his own in a brown leather 

sling bag.  
He started connecting his laptop with Gregory's 
one. "Okay so, any chance that you might know 

his password? That might save me a trip."  
Lesedi broke into a grin, "What's my name baby!" 
She texted Mason the password whose grin 

matched hers.  
"I like your work ma'am." He complimented her, 
after she told him how she got the password.  
"So, I am just going to install a rootkit on his 

laptop, and I will be able to access his files on my 
PC."  
"What's a rootkit?" She asked,  



"Err just...uhh how do I put this in simpler terms... 
it's a programme sort of a virus that gives me 

access to this computer without me being 
detected. If they have an IT team that often 
checks for malware, and they are as good as I am 
then they can find me, but only if they are looking 

for me... otherwise, I am just going to be invisible 
while I have knowledge of whatever it is Gregory 
does on this PC."  

Lesedi was blown away. She liked Mason's mind. 
He was a smooth criminal, a numbers guy, a tech 
guy with a very sharp and dangerous mind. And he 

was fucking good looking.  
"You're staring..." He commented without looking 
up.  
Lesedi cleared her throat and looked at her plate 

and picked up a riblet that was left, feeling a blush 
creep up her neck. She didn't mean to stare but 
damn it... she was taken by his brains.  

Growing up as a teenager she found herself 
attracted to the street-smart guys. She loved how 
they hustled, how they manoeuvred through life in 

the township. In the hood.  
That has never actually changed until she met 
Mason. Now Mason was street aware but book 
smart. He was an intellectual that was also rough 

in the streets, a mean combination. The man was 
never afraid to get his hands dirty, but he needed 
a good reason to.  



She was charmed. And she was fidgeting in her 
seat because with that conclusion of how she 

viewed this man, she started to wonder how he 
was like in bed.  
Was he dominant, or was he relaxed and went with 
the wind or was he the type to let the woman be in 

charge...? 
Mason couldn't help but to feel the woman's eyes 
on him again, so he looked up. And their eyes 

locked. Now he was no fool, he could read people 
very, very well... and right now, Lesedi was 
fucking undressing him with her eyes...  

He could tell when someone wanted him, well 
when someone wanted to fuck him and this girl 
right here... she was having downright dirty 
thoughts about him, and her breathing had 

changed, and she kept shifting in her chair.  
"When are you gonna be done?" She asked, she 
sounded pissed, she sounded irritated, and Mason 

caught the gist.  
Baby girl was horny, and she was getting 
frustrated.  

Mason stood up and walked to the door and turned 
the key, locking the door. He turned back to find 
Lesedi looking at him with confusion in her eyes.  
She found herself standing up and in Mason's arms 

with his lips on hers. She couldn't think rationally. 
Forget this was her place of work, she was down 



for whatever Mason had in mind because sitting 
there with him in the room was torture.  

Their lips locked in a very demanding kiss. Lesedi 
wasn't afraid, she wasn't holding back, she was 
giving it back as hard as he gave her.  
His hands moved from her waist to her boobs, to 

her her ass... Then to the front of her jeans. He 
popped the button open, let the zip down and 
received no protest from her.  

His lips moved to her neck, he couldn't help but to 
inhale her scent... she smelled so good, he loved 
her apple scent... 

Her moans filled his ears as he sucked and soothed 
the skin on her neck with his tongue. She was 
getting wet, and the man was only just kissing her.  
When she felt the button of her jeans pop, she 

didn't stop him, she wanted to see where he was 
going with this.  
She felt his hand sneak into her pants, over her 

panties. He didn't shoot for her pussy that she 
definitely sure was wet.  
Mason made an approving sound from the back of 

his throat and it fuelled the fire brewing between 
them. Their lips locked again, and Mason rubbed 
her clit over her panties.  
She was losing her mind. She grinded against his 

fingers, needing more of that friction, dying for 
more of that. "Touch me please..." She begged 
him.  



Lesedi was totally out of her mind, she begging for 
a man to pleasure her? A first!! No one has ever 

been this attentive or kissed her for this long while 
toying with her.  
Those two guys always kissed for five seconds 
before clothes were off, condom on and then they 

were huffing and puffing on top of her for twenty 
seconds.  
Mason moved his hand up and went inside her 

panties. The woman was bare and fucking wet. He 
sucked in breath and continued kissing her, coming 
up for air by kissing her neck to allow her a chance 

to breath too before getting lost in the kiss again.  
They were both lost in the heat of moment. It was 
so hot, where Mason touched her she burned, she 
loved his hands touching her.  

When she felt his hand touch her bare mound, 
rubbing her clit in slow, tantalizing motions, she 
lost herself.  

Her moans were getting more frequent and louder, 
so Mason swallowed them with a lethal kiss.  
He inserted a finger inside her hot channel while 

his thumb was rubbing her clit, he slowly thrusted 
inside of her, feeling her clench around his fingers. 
He made pleasing sound in the back of his throat, 
loving the feeling of her around his fingers.  

Her hands tightened around his arms as he 
increased pace, going in and out of her, listening 
to her pussy make wet sounds. That was such a 



beautiful sound accompanied by her glorious 
moans.  

He increased the pace of his thrusts, going a little 
bit faster than before... and she fell apart, she 
came undone on his hand.  
Her eyes rolled back, and her fingers dug into his 

forearms, and she rocked the wave with Mason's 
fingers still inside of her, still fingering her.  
Her moans were mushed in his mouth. As he 

kissed her to quiten her. But Lord, he wished they 
were at their place... So he could hear her cries of 
pleasure hit off the walls.  

The office phone had been ringing for a while now 
and just as she opened her eyes, coming down her 
high... it stopped. They were in such a zone, that 
they both didn't allow to be disturbed, not even by 

a ringing work phone.  
Mason smirked while looking at her, he pulled his 
hand out of her pants, noticing his handywork on 

his hand. It was wet!! "You might wanna call 
someone back." He whispere, his forehead pressed 
against hers and Lesedi didn't move a single 

muscle.  
She couldn't believe what she allowed to happen, 
but most importantly couldn't believe how freaking 
good she felt.  

And that was a problem.  
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#TwentyNine  
Wrong day to be absent from work. Lesedi was 

super annoyed that Gregory took a day's leave, 
leaving her to oversee everything like she has 
been doing during the weekend. Well, everything 
except the exclusives. The Monday meetings he 

always had with Samuel and Mateo; she was not 
invited to.  
Mateo held the meeting with his brother, Zacharia 

Singo and Samuel alone. And once again, she was 
instructed not to come into the office unless she 
was called in.  

It annoyed her that Gregory wasn't available so 
Mason couldn't spy on what it was that they will be 
talking about, because as always, Greg typed the 
minutes which she never got to see. And Mason 

now had access to Greg's laptop which was sitting 
perfectly in his office, waiting for its owner to get 
back. 

After her early morning routine, checking the 
cleaners, the restaurant and the pool renovations, 
she went back to her office to check hotel guests 

queries.  
She had just closed the door when Samuel came in 
knocking. "Mr Molao is asking for you in his office." 
He said and walked out.  

Her heart skipped a beat. Where the hell was 
Gregory and why was he off? Mateo never asked 
for her when Gregory was present at work which 
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made her working days bearable. She hated the 
man. She hated the man with all she had.  

She did her breathing exercises and then walked to 
the man's office. Luckily he only found his brother, 
Zakes. She soon learned that Zakes was Mateo's 
right-hand man. He was always where Mateo was, 

or out doing what Mateo wanted.  
He clashed a lot with Gregory which was why she 
knew he was his brother's lackey.  

"You called for me?" Lesedi walked inside the 
office. Noticing how spacious it was. It even 
housed a rectangular table with eight chairs 

surrounding it at the corner. Probably where they 
held their meetings.  
"Yes, uhh please organise breakfast for us. Full 
English breakfast with coffee. The milk must be hot 

too."  
Lesedi was glad that's all they wanted. So, she 
rushed out of the office and back to her desk. She 

made the phone call to the kitchen and told them 
to bring the food to her instead.  
She had an idea.  

Once the food arrived, she pushed the cart to the 
man's office. Mateo was now back, sitting on his 
chair. Look at him with his big belly, he can't even 
button the suit jacket he was wearing. Lesedi was 

seething inside but seemed calm on the outside.  
"Breakfast." She said to them, she didn't know 
what else to say. 



Mateo didn't even look at her twice, just once 
when she came in. Zakes thanked her and took the 

cart from her. "We will call you when we are 
done." She was dismissed.  
She walked out the door, tested her earpiece and 
smiled when she could hear the conversation. 

Mason's handy gadgets were a life saver.  
When she realized she was never going to be 
invited to the exclusive meetings, she asked Mason 

to hook her up with his listening devices. They 
were so small, barely noticeable and she put on in 
a cute sunflower pot that she placed on the food 

cart. She was going to drop it inside Greg's jacket 
or something but since he didn't come to work, she 
had to improvise. 
She went back to her office, locked the door and 

sat on her chair to listen in.  
"This looks good." Zakes was talking, he loved the 
hotel food, loved it better than home cooked 

meals. If he could, he'd live in the hotel and live 
off room service until the day he dies.  
"I hired the best, of course the food will always be 

nice." Mateo snapped.  
"And then? What's wrong now? What did I say 
wrong?" Zakes asked as he sat back down with his 
breakfast, digging in without even praying.  

"Eish... General is on my case." Mateo sounded 
very stressed, hell he even looked stressed. After 



the morning meeting with Samuel, his mood was 
deteriorating fast.  

"Is it the money issue?"  
"Isn't it always the money issue? Don't ask me 
stupid questions."  
"Hey, I just want to know what's wrong, is there 

something I can help with?"  
"Do you have twenty million lying around for me?"  
Zakes's jaw slagged, "twenty million?" he spoke 

with food in his mouth. He doesn't even have a 
mere million in his account and now his brother is 
asking for twenty. He must be high; he doesn't pay 

him that much.  
"Phiri fucked me over, I wish I could wake him 
from the dead and beat the shit out of him."  
Zakes laughed, "What's worse is that you even 

hired his daughter to work for you. Isn't she the 
girl who was accusing you of silly things? The one 
whose place I had to trash?"  

Mateo sighed and leaned back on his chair. He 
didn't have an appetite. "Don't get me wrong, I 
don't hate Phiri, besides his kids lost the 

businesses he gave them. So, they are in the 
similar situation as me."  
"I didn't know you can have a heart."  
Mateo scoffed, "neither did I. I was just so taken 

by her that's why I offered her the job, besides, 
Phiri made me some good money. The least I can 



do is make sure his daughter doesn't go around 
accusing people for her family being broke."  

Zakes nodded in understanding. Initially he 
thought Lesedi was here to cause problems, but 
ever since she joined them, there hasn't been a 
single complain about her, not even from Gregory.  

"So, what's this twenty million story?"  
"Eish, so... we gave Phiri money, to get the 
product, sell it, clean the money and repeat. So, 

he has been doing well until we got fifty million 
rand, so the cycle continued and the last time we 
spoke, and I visited him, we had a hundred million 

in profits plus his cut. So, the deal was to clean 
that money and invest it back in the hotel..."  
"So, you can get another hotel." Zakes finished for 
him, and he nodded.  

"Yes, but we never got to see that money and Phiri 
is my guy, well was my guy. And the money is 
missing. Now General wants his fifty million back 

because the deal was that we would split it."  
Zakes whistled, one thing was for sure, you never 
ever double-cross The General. Not Thami, the 

man was brutal.  
"So, he wants his money?"  
"Yes, I have already taken five million from the 
hotel, Samuel says he can't help me again because 

the hotel can't afford to loan me some more 
cash... it's a fucking mess."  



"And you don't have this money? Savings? 
Investments?"  

"No, the drug business was my investment. A 
lucrative one. Now my kingpin is dead, the money 
we made gone with him... General is investigating 
the Tiger Six, if they did kill Morris then they 

should know where the money is... and they will 
work for it. But until then, he wants twenty million 
as an apology."  

"Apology? Twenty million rands for apology?"  
"Hemuhn, he says we wasted state resources with 
transporting the product in and out of the country. 

We have to compensate him. He was supposed to 
get seventy million rands... and I get thirty."  
Zakes whistled again in disbelief, "So we can't find 
another dealer to work for us?"  

"We need start up capital. I gave the general five 
million the other day, I don't know where I will get 
the fifteen. Zama doesn't want me cashing out the 

twins' trust fund... so I am just here hoping for a 
good month with the hotel, so I can loan more 
money."  

Lesedi was listening attentively until she was called 
to come and clean up their mess. She put the 
flower pot back in her office and took the cart back 
to the kitchen. She needed to make a phone call 

anyway, so she didn't mind playing waiter.  
She had to call Mason, another problem in her life. 
Ever since he made her orgasm in her office on 



Saturday, she has been super freaking horny. That 
man pleasured her with two fingers, brought her a 

nice, drool-causing orgasm and she hadn't been 
able to keep him off her mind any chance she was 
alone and relaxed.  
She didn't know what to do with herself or what all 

of this meant. Were they going to fuck each other? 
Did she want to fuck him, well yes but afterwards, 
then what?  

A relationship wasn't on the cards, she was too old 
now for them and he lived in another continent, it 
just wouldn't even work.  

"Les..." his voice, his sexy voice brought her out of 
her head. She lived there quite a lot.  
"Hey... so finally I got to place an ear in that 
office... and don't I have news for you." 

Lesedi couldn't fill him in as the moment she 
started talking, one of the cleaners came to her, 
there was a bathroom situation in the restaurant 

that she needed to check. "Sometimes I hate this 
job." She mumbled as she cut Mason's call.  
Mateo and Zakes left a while ago and she couldn't 

wait for knock off time. She was far too excited 
about what she heard. Clearly the man was having 
problems, but who the fuck was 'The General' the 
man sounded like he didn't play any games and 

they were afraid of him.  
She finally knocked off and was happy to leave. 
She instead drove to her mother's house just to 



check if it was still standing and no nyaope boys 
making it their new lair.  

She was surprised to see a car in the yard. They 
left their grandmother, Tapiwa and Lucas there 
after the funeral and couldn't care what they were 
going to do with the house.  

She walked in to a nice beef stew smell. Tapiwa 
was in the kitchen, cooking while Yvonne was 
drinking wine on the kitchen table.  

"You guys live here now?" She asked, 
Tapiwa looked her up and down and clicked her 
tongue. "What are you doing here Lesedi? Didn't 

you and your mother and sister turn your backs on 
us?"  
Lesedi narrowed her eyes questioningly, finding 
that question ironic. "I am not following." She 

didn't sit down as yet; she wanted to check every 
room and assess the situation.  
"Hi to you too Lesedi, and yes they are staying 

here now. Who's going to look after my uncle's 
house when you and your family left it without a 
care?" Yvonne snapped.  

Lesedi wasn't really following, these people have 
been gone for so many years and now suddenly 
they care? "Koko okae?" (Where's my 
grandmother?) 

"Watching the news... why do you suddenly care?" 
Tapiwa asked.  
"Y'all haven't left?" Lesedi was very confused.  



"No, we didn't, this is still a Phiri home in case you 
forgot, so we will leave when we are ready."  

"You don't have a job to get back to?" she was 
very confused. Tapiwa couldn't talk enough about 
how she wanted to go back to their mansion in 
North West and now they were staying in the four-

roomed house?  
"I don't know owe you any explanation, but my job 
has been to take care of rakgadi, so I am doing 

just that."  
"Mhmm I see." Lesedi went to check her mother's 
room, they had taken out everything Daisy owned 

before shipping her off to the hospice, so now the 
wardrobe in the bedroom housed her grandmother 
and Tapiwa's things.  
Lesedi & Tracy's bedroom had some kids' clothes 

and a lot of other things she had no idea what they 
were. She greeted her grandmother who was 
falling asleep on the couch. She didn't even stay 

long. After talking to her grandmother, she said 
bye to Yvonne and walked out and drove to her 
place.  

She called Tracy on the way to inform her of the 
situation. "Hai wena, do you think they are broke?" 
Tracy asked.  
"I don't know, maybe? Koko didn't say much 

except that they will be living there until rangwane 
Lucas comes to get them."  



"Yoh, things must be rough moes. Shuu, I kind of 
feel for koko though."  

"Hai why, she didn't raise that man called our 
father well... she must bear the cross." 
"Yooh, I keep forgetting how rude you can be. 
She's an old woman man, have some heart."  

Lesedi did have a heart but what was she going to 
do for her grandmother? The woman was old, and 
she seemed comfortable where she was. Tapiwa 

was taking care of her, so what did Tracy want her 
to do?  
She pulled up to her place and went up to her 

apartment and once again, Mason was just coming 
down the stairs, phone in his hand.  
"Seriously... are you tracking me?" She asked. Not 
at all buying his whole 'coincidence' story.  

Mason smirked, "Dude I hack stuff for a living, of 
course I am tracking you."  
Lesedi opened her mouth for a smart come back 

but she decided to choose her battles wisely, "You 
don't have cameras in my house... right?"  
"Nope, I am not a creep. Open up."  

Lesedi unlocked the doors and they walked in. She 
brought Mason up to speed with everything she's 
heard.  
"Mhm who is The General? Any idea?" He asked, 

drinking a beer from the pack he had left in her 
fridge.  



"Nope, nothing at all. But all I know is that my dad 
was selling drugs for them and that this man called 

The General uses state resources to make it 
happen."  
Mason chewed on his bottom lips, his fingers 
tapping on the bottle in his hand, thoughts racing 

in his head. "I have checked the emails between 
Greg, Samuel and Singo... there is something 
shady going on there. Funds being transferred but 

Samuel cooking the books to make it look legit... 
I'm thinking that ever since Morris dipped, Mateo 
has been taking money from his own hotel to try 

and pay some people off."  
Lesedi couldn't believe that their plan was throwing 
them into the deep end. She didn't even know how 
they were going to steal the hotel, but Mason was 

convinced if he could tap into Mateo and Samuel's 
files, it will be all over for them.  
"Mason..." Lesedi called out to him, she was in the 

kitchen taking out ingredients to make dinner.  
"Yeah.." he was still sitting on the couch. He 
couldn't be next to her. Not after what happened. 

He was hanging on by a thread. He wanted nothing 
but to grab her neck and kiss the shit out of her. 
Then bend her over that kitchen counter and make 
her a moaning mess.  

"Do you think... do you think that we will succeed 
in this?"  



He stood up and walked over to her, "I promised 
you, didn't I?"  

"Yeah but this is one promise you can't guarantee. 
It's getting weird and sounds messy. State 
resources are being mentioned, what if the cops 
are involved?"  

He rounded the counter and she wished she had 
kept her mouth shut because now the look in his 
eyes was super intense. "This is one promise I am 

going to fucking keep. I will bring the whole 
country down if I have to. But that man... that 
man is fucking going to pay for what he did." By 

the time he finished talking, his hands were around 
her waist and her eyes were locked with his. "You 
got that?"  
She looked at his lips when she nodded. And he 

got the message.  
He dipped his head and stole a kiss. The sigh that 
left her mouth propelled him to go in for a serious 

adult kiss...  

 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  

#Thirty  
Finally, she had an off day and Gregory was back 
in the office at the hotel and that means Mason 
was live with snooping in people's businesses.  

Lesedi was having a crazy day, being on her 
periods and suffering mild period pains, she wasn't 
really in a good mood, but Mason didn't know that 
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when he called her and told her to come up to his 
place.  

Once again, like the Saturday they spent in her 
office at the hotel, and their little kissing in her 
place didn't go any further than that. She had 
pulled back and told Mason she needed to take a 

shower and start cooking; told him they will talk. 
But she knew, she was afraid that if she didn't stop 
kissing him, it will go further.  

Now Mason wasn't going to push her to do 
anything else that she didn't want. So he left.  
He left her alone and she regretted kicking him 

out. But when she realized that her menstrual 
cycle was starting, she was relived but it also 
made sense as to why her horniness felt unreal.  
She was frustrated and it was all his fault. She 

hadn't felt like this in a while. There was no man 
who evoked the feelings she had buried. She didn't 
even allow men to come that close anymore but 

this one, this one who was supposed to just help 
her get her revenge made her horny.  
If she could just stab one of his cute eyes, damn it.  

"Hi again." Lesedi almost jumped a mile into the 
air as a voice boomed behind her.  
"Jesus Christ, are you trying to kill me?" She was 
hella annoyed.  

The man was coming out of the lift she had just 
passed as she always took stairs up to Mason's 
floor. She didn't think anyone would be coming 



behind her, so she was a little relaxed until the 
fucker that spooked her the other day called from 

behind.  
The man smiled, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to."  
"Whatever." Lesedi turned to walk away but he 
called her out again, causing her to roll her eyes.  

"What is it? What do you want?" 
"I want to know you; I'd like to know you." He 
said. He was a little too cheesy for her liking to be 

honest. The way he smiled, showing off his nice 
teeth, his nice smile. She was annoyed.  
"Why?"  

He chuckled, pocketed his hands in his jean 
pockets and walked slowly towards her, 
maintaining eye-contact. "I find you beautiful, I am 
single man... so this single man would like to know 

you, hoping that you're single yourself."  
Lesedi groaned. Every time the guy walked 
towards her, she moved back too. "I am not single, 

thanks." She turned around to walk away but the 
man grabbed her arm.  
"Come on, I have been watching you..." he had 

this look in his eyes, that he wasn't going to let go 
until she agreed. And that look, she did not like. 
Not at all.  
"If you know what's best for you, you will let me 

go." She had done so well into making sure she 
didn't disappear inside her head again. Mason 
warned her that if she allowed fear or past trauma 



to take control over her, she'd be in a vulnerable 
position and risk being to be hurt.  

"Feisty I like that."  
In one swift moment, Lesedi had turned around 
and twisted the man's arms behind his back 
locking one arm. It was probably one in the 

afternoon and Lesedi was busy snapping arms.  
"What the fuck!" Sipho was thrashing around 
trying to free himself from a possible arm 

dislocation. But his cries of help fell on deaf ears, 
so he screamed, he screamed very loud and two 
people opened their doors to find Lesedi looking 

murderous wanting to break the man's arm.  
Some tenants were at work, and some were home, 
so they came out to see what the hell was going 
on. Mason too heard the scream and people 

screaming for someone to let someone go, so he 
went to see what the hell was going on and what 
do you know... miss firecracker was angry at 

someone.  
Mason ran to where Lesedi was, wrapped his arms 
around her and pulled her back. The four other 

tenants were just screaming, pleading for her to let 
him go but none of them thought to actually pry 
her off the poor man. Maybe because they were 
women... he thought.  

"Are you okay there champ?" Mason asked Sipho, 
still holding the angry woman in his hold. Sipho 



turned to look at Lesedi, tears in his eyes, he 
almost, almost lost his fucking arm.  

"You crazy bitch." He spat angrily. "I am going to 
get you arrested for this."  
"Now-now pal, I don't think it should get to that. I 
am sure she was defending herself." Mason told 

him.  
"Defending herself from what? All I did was just 
grab her arm so she can hear me out..." Sipho was 

livid. He kept stretching his arm, trying to make it 
feel better.  
"Yeah... Uhm... Don't ever do that again. If she 

was walking away you had no right to grab her, 
now you almost lost your fucking arm cause you 
couldn't take no for an answer. Let that be a 
warning that next time, she will break your fucking 

arm and maybe your neck too." Mason then 
pushed Lesedi in the direction of his apartment.  
He still had his arms wrapped around her waist 

and she was just walking, her mind miles away. 
She was doing so well; she was doing so well until 
he touched her. How dare he touches her.  

Mason made her sit down and noticed she wasn't 
herself. He wasn't well equipped to deal with this.  
She looked dazed, her body was present, but her 
mind was not there. This girl fucking needed to see 

a therapist. This, this couldnt carry on this way.  



Mason sat on the coffee table and stared into her 
eyes. She looked at him, the green eyes... green 

eyes... "Mason..." she breathed.  
He cracked a smile, "Hey gorgeous." He broke into 
a grin when she rolled her eyes. And Lesedi was 
now in the room. "You okay?" he asked.  

She sighed, "Did I break his arm?"  
"Nope, he's just going to feel some discomfort for 
a bit, but he will live."  

"I should have broken it. I should have dislocated 
it."  
Mason chuckled, what was he going to do with this 

girl? Like Kyle said, she is a fucking ticking time 
bomb that goes off at weird times. "Tell me, what 
made you snap?"  
"He touched me." Lesedi today was wearing a 

short-sleeved Garfield printed t-shirt with jeans 
and all-stars and that man touched her bare skin. 
"I told him I am not interested in what he had to 

say, I walked away and he grabbed my arm. He 
touched my skin."  
Mason nodded, "where did your mind go when he 

touched you?" 
"I was... I saw Singo's face... I could swear I was 
breaking Singo's arm."  
He heaved a sigh. "What that guy did was stupid, 

dangerous for him... but not every man is out to 
hurt you. It's broad daylight in a safe building, you 
scream, someone will come out."  



"It was broad daylight then too. Did that help? No, 
it fucking didn't! There were people there, it was a 

fucking day party, it was supposed to be safe, but 
he was there and he still..." she stood up from the 
couch, shaking with anger. Remembering the dark 
day that stole her joy.  

Mason realized what she was talking about. Maybe 
her working at the hotel with Singo wasn't such a 
great plan. Even though she insisted that she 

would do it, even though he wanted her to do it so 
she could get some of her power back, 
psychologically it didn't seem to be such a great 

idea.  
"You need to resign, I will step in. I will find a way. 
I will. You need to get away from that man 
because it seems to be doing more harm than 

good."  
Lesedi looked at him, "You don't understand 
Mason... I am starting to feel again..."  

Mason corked an eyebrow, maybe he should have 
gone to school and majored in psychology or 
something. At this point he was so confused.  

"I have anger issues okay?" She chuckled sadly, "I 
do, and I know this. But now, now that I have 
found that man... now that I can be in the same 
building as him, I am starting feel more than just 

anger. And sometimes I find myself getting 
familiar with the old me."  
"And that's good...?"  



"I don't know, but I feel like it is."  
"But... you hurt someone today."  

"I know, and I will keep hurting men who touch me 
without my permission... I don't want you to pull 
me out of this job. I want to keep working there 
until we win. I know I lost it; I know I thought of 

him... but I can be better."  
Mason knew Lesedi will never go and see therapist. 
So, he will have to think of another way to help her 

out.  
"Are you sure? Are you sure this isn't hurting you?"  
She looked at him and nodded. "I am sure."  

Mason nodded, "okay then... I have something for 
you."  
"Yeah..."  
"Mhm, I found the minutes of the meetings they 

have, and you won't believe. Mateo is borrowing 
money from the hotel, Gregory is there to make 
sure they always have cheaper suppliers of 

whatever it is that they need supplied for the 
hotel, and Samuel fixes the numbers."  
Lesedi sat down and looked at the pages Mason 

had printed out, "I don't understand..."  
"So, he borrows money from the hotel, Greg finds 
cheaper suppliers so they can put higher prices on 
their side to make sure the hotel makes more 

money than it spends. Samuel then cooks the 
numbers so the board members will think they are 
using high end products for their luxurious hotel. 



So that way, when they make more money, Singo 
can dip into the accounts and use the money for 

whatever. 
"Now these board members are legit, they are 
people Mateo needed when he bought the hotel. 
So, they can never find out what is going on and 

they only get dividends once a year."  
"Okay... is he managing to pay off the dividends?"  
"Yes, in December they got paid off... but that left 

the hotel shaking. The hotel is soon going to go 
under. The guests that are coming in aren't as 
many because it's beginning of the year but they 

are hoping that they can recuperate the money to 
at least pay staff, keep the hotel running and also 
pay shareholders."  
This was music to Lesedi's ears. "So, he has hope 

that they will be able to get by if they get guests 
during the course of the year which is why they 
are doing pool renovations in order to attract more 

customers..."  
Mason nodded, "But I need to make sure they 
never do recover from this."  

"Okay, how?"  
"If I can get into Samuel's laptop... it's game over. 
I will milk that cow dry and force them to sell."  
Lesedi looked at Mason, a small smile on her lips... 

"You want to buy the hotel?"  
Mason chuckled, "Not with my money gorgeous." 
He winked.  



Lesedi tilted her head to the side, thinking what 
Mason was saying, "No..." she gasped. When she 

realized what Mason's plan was.  
"Yes!" Mason grinned when he saw that Lesedi 
caught on to what he was saying.  
"No way!"  

"Yes way."  
"If you pull that off... if you do that and we come 
home scot-free, I will lick your feet."  

Mason burst out laughing, he really enjoyed seeing 
Lesedi being playful and free. He loved all sides to 
her but this one, this one got him good.  

"Imma hold you to that." He winked, "Hungry?"  
"Starving..." she leaned back on the couch. She 
loved his food. Mason was a fantastic cook.  
𝗛𝗮𝗽𝗽혆 𝗦𝗮혁혂𝗿𝗱𝗮혆! 𝗧𝗵𝗲 현𝗲𝗮혁𝗵𝗲𝗿 𝗶혀 혀𝗼 𝗻𝗶𝗰𝗲 𝗮𝗻𝗱 𝗜 𝗳𝗲𝗹혁 𝗹𝗶𝗸𝗲 
𝗯𝗲𝗶𝗻𝗴 𝗻𝗶𝗰𝗲 혁𝗼𝗼  

 
 

The hotel 'beginning of the year' function was 

almost here, and it was chaotic!! To the hotel 
guests all was well but to the staff it was hell.  
Gregory was driving Lesedi insane and she may 

have said some few colourful words to him, and he 
promised to fire her which made her to snap her 
mouth shut.  
"I am going to kill this man." She chanted to 

herself as she walked into her office to sort out the 



guest queries on top of finalizing things for the 
party.  

Her cell phone rang, and it was Mason, a smile 
graced her face. She has been smiling a lot where 
this man was concerned, and it wasn't freaking her 
out as much as it used to.  

"Mason..."  
"Firecracker." 
"Why do you keep calling me that?"  

"Because you are a firecracker Les..." he chuckled, 
"look I need a favour."  
"Yoh, I have run out of favours to spare."  

"Crazy day?"  
"You have no idea, I am barely touching ground 
and if Greg walks in here and find me on my 
personal phone and not running up and down this 

bloody hotel, I might just get fired."  
Mason chuckled, he sounded so relaxed but as 
always the man was always relaxed. Even when he 

was stressed, he appeared and sounded relaxed. "I 
need you to get me on the guest list at the party."  
"What?"  

"Yup, I need to be there."  
"For what?"  
"I'll fill you in later... Just get me in there." He 
then hung up. Lesedi looked at her phone, 

surprised at how he abruptly cut the call. He 
clearly didn't want to hear any excuses.  



Luckily Gregory trusted her with the guest list, so 
she just had to make a new one to give to security 

with Mason's name on it.  
Why the sudden interest in coming to a party, she 
had no idea.  
When knock off time arrived, Lesedi rushed out to 

go to her salon appointment, she needed to get a 
new weave same as before, long straight black 
hair, get waxed and prep herself for the stupid 

party. She also had to pick up a dress, Tracy 
hooked her up with an expensive yet elegant 
evening wear boutique in Joburg.  

When she arrived back to her place, Mason was 
right at the door the second she took a seat on her 
couch, just as she kicked off her shoes.  
She groaned and opened up for him. "Grab your 

shoes and let's go."  
"What?" She was confused.  
"Put on your shoes and let's go." He walked out.  

Lesedi looked at the opened door, then back at her 
shoes. What the hell was wrong with this man. She 
put on her shoes and locked the door behind her. 

She found him waiting by the lift, tapping on his 
phone.  
She even forgot hers. The only thing she had was 
just her house keys.  

Mason was rather quiet; he didn't even say 
anything when they got to the basement, he 



opened the passenger door of his car and waited 
for her to enter.  

"Where are we going?" She asked, not entering the 
car.  
"Out for a drive." Came his curt response. Lesedi 
couldn't locate her feelings about this. Something 

was off, but she trusted Mason. She just had to 
trust him... right?  
She got in the car with him, and they drove out. It 

was late at night, and she didn't know where the 
hell he was taking her.  
"Can I borrow your phone?" She asked.  

"No, I am expecting a call." Mason's eyes were 
trained on the road ahead.  
She looked out the window, reading road signs, 
trying to see where they were going in case 

something happens. She also wanted to text Tracy 
to let her know, should she go missing, Mason was 
the last person to see her. 

They drove a little out of town and her nerves were 
running short. Mason was like a stranger now. "We 
meeting Ginger."  

She started to relax. "Is there something wrong?"  
"Yes."  
She realized that she wasn't going to get answers 
right away, so she kept quiet. Mason drove into 

some forest if she could call it that, it was so dark, 
there were no lights except the car lights. But she 



wasn't as jittery as before, but she still wasn't all 
relaxed.  

They pulled to a house surrounded by the trees, it 
was made of wood and there were two cars parked 
outside.  
"Let's go." He opened his door and she followed 

him close. The house was dark, there were no 
lights coming from inside.  
She looked behind her and could only see the car 

and make out the silhouette of the trees. At least 
there was a full moon providing some light. "Where 
are we?" She whispered.  

"I don't know... let's go inside. We chose this life 
didn't we?"  
Lesedi looked at him, looked at her surroundings 
and then followed Mason through the door.  

The minute she walked in, she wanted to grab 
Mason, but two figures just appeared out of 
nowhere and attacked Mason.  

She let out a scream, but a hand covered her 
mouth. "Shut up!" It was a man; he had a deep 
angry voice. He held both her hands behind her 

back with one hand while the other hand covered 
her mouth.  
Her eyes were enlarged, she watched as two men 
dragged Mason away. Three figures walked over to 

her. The place smelled like paint and oil, a very 
nauseating combo. Her heart was beating wild.  
Her mind was racing wild.  



This couldn't happen, not again.  
She felt one man approach her, touching her 

breast. "So, he came with a woman." The man 
who was touching her sneered. He had a hoarse 
voice, like he has been chewing razor blades all his 
life.  

She was thrashing, she wasn't going down this 
road again. History will not repeat itself; she will 
be damned.  

The man who was touching moved his hand to her 
stomach. Her t-shirt had risen up, exposing her 
stomach. "He wasn't supposed to come with you... 

but maybe he wanted us to have some souvenir." 
He snarled.  
She was wondering who that is, was it Mason or 
Ginger. Who the fuck were these people?  

She felt his hand travel down to the top of her 
jeans... her blood ran cold. Her mind... she was 
fighting not to think about the night Mateo took 

her up in a dark room and had a way with her.  
The night he pinned her down with his body and 
had a way with her while her mind and body were 

fighting for dear life at what he was doing to her.  
She was not going to allow that to happen again. 
She felt the button of her jeans pop. That, that 
was enough to fill her body with rage and strength.  

She was beginning to see these people, even 
though they wore balaclavas, but she could make 
them out. The moonlight was shining into the 



room. It was spacious and there was a little door 
which was where they took Mason.  

"Don't fight us... we will be just quick. Need to 
teach your little boyfriend a lesson to not mess 
with us."  
Her boyfriend who, what the fuck was going on!  

But she didn't have time, she didn't have time to 
waste by thinking about what the hell was going 
on, she was about to be raped by probably four 

men and she wasn't going to have that.  
She started with the one who was touching her, a 
kick to his balls sent him crouching and yelping in 

pain. She hit the one behind her with her head, 
she felt mild pain but the adrenalin coursing 
through her body fuelled her on.  
The two other men charged at her, and she ducked 

before one could grab her and she pulled him back 
by his neck, dragged the other with her other hand 
and clashed their heads together. Her gym and self 

defence skills were coming in handy. Jamie was 
better than her last instructor. Jamie's self defence 
classes were more realistic. She was now used to 

the pain of fighting. Unlike that first time.  
The men were groaning but she had not time for 
that. She snapped the button of her jeans closed 
again and dealt with the men.  

She picked up a half empty tin of paint and 
knocked one of the men on his head with it and he 



collapsed to the ground. One grabbed her from 
behind and threw her against the table.  

She felt pain on her abdomen, but she wasn't 
stopping now. She jumped over the table and 
grabbed a metal rod that was leaning against the 
wall and started whipping every person that came 

into her view with it.  
There was blood, there were grunts of pain. Two 
men were now down, two more left. The other one 

was badly bleeding, and one was still a little 
stronger.  
She swirled around and sent the bleeding one 

flying into the wall with a kick. Three men down, 
one more to go.  
She positioned herself like a karate ninja, fists 
coiled, eyes trained on the man, "Come get 

these..."  
The man charged at her, but she ducked and the 
second he passed her she turned around and 

kicked his back and sent him to the floor. He was 
the one that tried to touch her... that wanted to 
rape her first.  

She kicked his head while he was down, turned 
him over and started stomping on his genitals. The 
man was crying in pain, and she only stopped 
when he was defenceless.  

She looked around, there was blood and four 
fucking men down.  



She heard noise coming from the room they 
dragged Mason in and next thing she heard a gun 

go off and then Mason walked out, his gun in his 
hand, holding a bleeding nose.  
He looked around, "what the fuck happened?" He 
asked.  

"You fucking tell me, what the fuck? Who are these 
fucking people Mason?" She asked. Adrenaline was 
still pumping through her veins, and she was hella 

happy, hella excited.  
"I don't know but we have to go." Mason grabbed 
her hand and walked towards the door in a rush.  

She was... happy!!  
Mason couldn't even fucking believe this, but 
Lesedi was excited about what had just transpired. 
"Four men... and I didn't black out?" She was so 

thrilled. Mason was stunned.  
"Are you okay?" He asked.  
"I am better than okay. I am... I will probably have 

nightmares... or beat myself up about not killing 
them, but I am okay." And she wasn't lying.  
The adrenaline wore off on their way back to 

Fourways and she was reciting what she did to 
those men to Mason. She even shocked him when 
she asked if they could do a McDonalds drive thru. 
That she was hungry.  

He bought them food and has since been quiet all 
the way to her flat. "Les... are you sure you're 



good?" He asked, after they cleaned up and were 
eating. 

"I am Mason, I am. I am not that scared anymore. 
I feel free... I feel like if any man would come near 
me, I'd eat them alive."  
Mason gobbled up his two burgers and fries, didn't 

touch the drink though, opted for water instead. 
"We just got ambushed by God knows who. I don't 
even fucking know what the hell happened, and 

you feel free?"  
"You're the one who took us there okay... it's not 
my fault it freed me from the shackles of my past 

traumatic experience."  
Mason just blinked. "We were supposed to meet 
Milo and Ginger there... I need to find out what's 
going on. Are you sure you're fine? That's not 

normal."  
Lesedi just giggled. She felt free. Those men 
touched her, and she reigned herself in. She was 

alert, she was alive, and she took charge. She 
didn't give up her power. She had power, she was 
strong, she was fearless.  

She has been working towards this day for so 
many years... and it finally happened. And it didn't 
happen how she thought it would. She came out a 
fucking warrior. She beat them at their own game.  

She beat them, she was in a dangerous place, with 
men she didn't know, the man who was supposed 



to be by her side was also taken... and she fended 
herself. She defended herself and did it so well.  

She was giddy. She couldn't stop grinning, "I did a 
spin kick Mason, I kicked that fucker and he 
collapsed into the wall. Jamie is going to freak out 
when I tell her what happened." She was grinning, 

couldn't stop raving about her fighting skills.  
Mason looked at her hands and they weren't that 
bruised, she'll live. It was amazing how she didn't 

even suffer much pain.  
"Okay... look I need to find those two assholes so 
they can fucking explain to me what the fuck 

happened." Mason stood up, his eyes never leaving 
Lesedi. She was like a fucking kid, all excited about 
Christmas. 
"Okay... I have work tomorrow anyway. The party 

is happening tomorrow, and I got you on the guest 
list by the way."  
Mason nodded, "Sweet, goodnight."  

"Goodnight Mason."  
"Wanna give me a kiss?" He took a chance... and 
she looked at him, bit her bottom lip and nodded. 

They met halfway.  
The kiss was... it blew his mind. she was into it. 
She was touching him, she relaxed when he 
grabbed her ass and brought her closer.  

When he pulled back, she was dazed. He saw it in 
her eyes. This little minx was happy. She was 
alive.  



And it was all because she fucked up four men by 
herself in a warehouse in the middle of nowhere.  

"I'll see you at the function right?" His voice was 
hoarse. And his dick hard as fuck.  
Lesedi grinned, "Yes you will." She locked the door 
after him.  

Mason took a chance when he asked for the kiss, 
he was gauging her reaction. She was far too 
happy for him, she didn't even kick him out right 

away. She didn't tense up, she moulded herself 
against his body and God, didn't that feel great.  
He took the stairs up to his floor two at a time. He 

arrived at his apartment, opened it and found Milo 
and Ginger playing FIFA.  
"How did it go?" Milo asked.  
"She whooped their fucking arses." Mason was still 

in disbelief.  
"Pay up homeboy." Ginger was grinning, his palm 
opened for Milo to pay him. They had made a bet.  

"You made a bet out of this?" Mason was annoyed 
as he walked over to his fridge and took out a 
beer. 

"Yup! Homeboy here said she can take out maybe 
one or two, but you'd have to help her out with the 
rest, but I told him Les is a fighter at heart. She 
got this." Ginger spoke as Milo slapped five 

hundred rand in his palm, clicking his tongue while 
he did so.  



They paused the game and looked at Mason. 
"What?" He asked them. 

"Are you straight?" Ginger asked.  
Mason sighed, "It could have gone wrong."  
"But it didn't..." Ginger said. 
"Those people were going to hurt her."  

"But they didn't..." Milo offered too.  
"It was dangerous." Mason was feeling a little 
guilty.  

"Okay, okay... how is she?" Ginger asked, "Is she 
rattled? Did we make things worse?"  
Mason sat on the barstool and faced the guys, 

"She's fucking happy bro. She says she feels 'free'. 
I don't even know what that means. She even 
kissed me..." he angrily took a swig of his beer.  
Milo looked at Ginger, "Boss man, you said we 

needed to do this for her. We did, she's happy. It 
worked. It always works... so what's wrong with 
that? You even got a kiss!" Ginger shrugged.  

"I guess..."  
"You helped her out, she wasn't going to see a 
therapist, so we needed to put her in a tight spot 

so she can start believing that she can fucking beat 
anyone who will try her. You helped her out, don't 
feel bad about it. If she's happy then why worry 
about it? And if it will make you feel better, watch 

how she is tomorrow... Then you'll know for sure if 
you fucked up or not." Milo said to him.  



Ginger cracked a smile, "Yeah I agree with Oprah 
Winfrey over here. This is one of the best things 

you could have done for her."  
Mason chuckled at the name calling and when Milo 
jabbed Ginger in the ribs.  
Yeah maybe hiring a group of thugs to hurt her so 

she could be able to defend herself was a bad idea, 
but it was fucking very necessary.  
And it worked... He thought.  
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𝗛𝗮𝗽𝗽혆 𝗦혂𝗻𝗱𝗮혆! 
#RecklessBehavior by #MatshidisoBella  
#ThirtyTwo  

The pool renovations were completed, and the pool 
area was magnificent, even if Lesedi had to say so 
herself. The party planners went wild with the 
decorations, and she was excited that she pulled 

all of this off with Gregory a little of no help.  
She hasn't seen Zakes or Mateo in a while and she 
was happy with that. She was also a little nervous 

about tonight. Mason was coming to the party as a 
guest, and he said he was going to need her help 
later on. She wasn't sure if she will be able to, as 

she still had to be on duty, while in a dress and 
heels.  
The whole thing about Mateo not liking dark 
skinned women at the forefront wasn't a lie. Every 
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waiter hired for the event and those from the hotel 
restaurant were light skinned. The dark skinned 

people were behind the scenes, scrubbing and 
cleaning toilets and washing pots in the kitchen.  
It wasn't so hard to miss, so much so... they 
talked about her. They wondered how she was an 

assistant to the manager, countless times she was 
asked, and she didn't even know what lie to sell. 
After doing her rounds, she went to change as the 

night had fallen upon them and guests started 
arriving. She did her makeup, at least she knew 
how to, dressed in the orange evening dress that 

hugged her torso, it was long sleeved with a daring 
open back. She was not afraid anymore, if any 
man so much as looked at her the wrong way, she 
will cut out his tongue.  

The dress had a slit but only visible if she raised 
her leg. The slit was perfect for her thigh knife 
holster on the thigh that wasn't exposed. She had 

a thing for knives.  
A knock resounded on her office door just as she 
finished putting everything away. She had done 

her makeup in the bathroom and got dressed in 
her office.  
She opened the door, and it was Gregory. "I need 
your laptop please." The man was in a grey suit. 

He still didn't look the least bit attractive. Just a 
bored man who doesn't know what else to do in 
this life.  



"Okay..."  
"Yeah, whenever there is a party of this calibre, we 

put all our laptops in Mr Molao's office. He only has 
the access, that way we won't lose anything 
valuable. You just never know who is lurking." 
Gregory was very generous with information 

sometimes. 
Lesedi nodded, walked around her desk and 
packed up her PC. "You look nice by the way." He 

took the laptop and left without waiting for a 
response from her.  
She smiled, that meant she looked good. That man 

would rather mop the N1 than to compliment her, 
not after what happened between them. 
Sometimes he grew a little shy or embarrassed 
whenever he catches her looking at him during 

their meetings. He'd be so uncomfortable 
wondering if she was thinking about him dancing 
for her naked that night...  

The pool didn't look like any ordinary pool, it 
mimicked an ocean. A lagoon they now call it. With 
white sand around, palm trees and just an exotic 

feel to it. It was beautiful. It should attract more 
guests.  
Lesedi was walking around the ballroom, making 
sure everything was running smoothly. She didn't 

talk to anyone except the staff cause the guests 
didn't know who she was and she didn't even know 
them and quite frankly, she didn't care. She was a 



nobody in a room filled with investors, CEO of this 
and that company, politicians and just people with 

deep pockets who were mingling, enjoying the 
finger foods.  
"That colour... my, my aren't you looking daring 
Miss Phiri." She felt fairies erupt in her belly.  

She turned around and saw Mason looking dashing 
in a navy suit and a crisp white shirt, no tie. He 
had trimmed his beard, and gotten a fresh hair cut 

with a nice fade. He always had a boyish haircut, 
with the hair falling into his eyes but now he styled 
it back and damn if he didn't look like a GQ model.  

"You're checking me out, have some shame." He 
teased her.  
She playfully punched his arm and couldn't stop 
smiling at him. She didn't lie when she said she 

now felt free. After what happened at the cabin in 
the middle of nowhere, she felt powerful. "They 
didn't hassle you at the door?"  

He shook his head, "Not at all. I went to see the 
pool renovations... I am impressed. I can't wait to 
vacation there when you're the owner." He winked.  

Lesedi grinned, "what are you doing here, 
exactly?" She was looking into his eyes, and he 
grew serious.  
"I need to have a word with Singo. Where is he? I 

want to introduce myself." He asked, looking 
around the ballroom, but he couldn't see anyone 
he knew.  



"At the bar last I checked..."  
"I need him to introduce myself to him... Get the 

ball rolling, let's hope he'll buy whatever I'm 
selling." He kissed her cheek and left.  
She didn't know what to do with herself, so she 
went at the dark corner in the room, dragged a 

chair and sat there, looking at people have fun.  
This was once her life, going to parties with 
friends, drinking, mingling with strangers without a 

care and really just enjoying her youth.  
She missed that time. She never thought about 
having kids or getting married, just having a 

partner who will always be there, enjoying life, 
experiencing new things together and traveling 
together. That was the dream, while she had 
people run her salons.  

But there she was, working at a hotel she was 
plotting to steal because the owner of it raped her. 
He sexually assaulted her and made sure the case 

disappeared while using her father's money to 
climb up social ladders.  
She was not going to allow him to keep flourishing. 

She had to put an end to that and maybe, she will 
use the money to now travel and see the world. 
Maybe meet someone with green eyes and fuck 
them in every city.  

Her train of thought disturbed her. Green eyes?  
Mason?  



Of course, she'd imagine Mason because she has 
been thinking how good he was in bed. He looked 

like he could pleasure a woman until she was 
sated. She wanted a taste of that.  
Mason found her in her little corner and gave a her 
a task to do. She was nervous but she had to do it.  

Mason was a very smart man, he met Mateo, 
introduced himself as Mason Lombardi, CEO of 
Lombardi accounting consultants. When Mateo 

searched him as it was the first time he heard of 
the company he was impressed. The man's 
company was doing great and of course Mason 

dropped of how he actually makes his money, and 
how helps others to make money... left a card with 
him and walked away.  
Not only did Mason manage to do that, but he 

managed to steal the man's office key as well.  
Lesedi was now in the possession of the said key 
and was walking towards his office to plant 

Mason's rootkit in Samuel's laptop. She had briefed 
Mason ealier on where their laptops were kept, 
hence he had to steal the key.  

Mason had a plan, that man's plans were always 
crazy but brilliant. Every camera in the hotel had 
to catch her that night, she made sure to walk in 
the direction of the cameras all the time, except 

when she went to change her outfit in a hotel suite 
under a Jessica Mayor's name.  



She opened Samuel's laptop, she didn't need 
password for it this time, the USB was encrypted 

and would copy every single thing that was on that 
laptop in five minutes.  
Time was moving slow. Only a minute had passed, 
and she was pacing up and down the room.  

Three minutes, it was now at sixty percent.  
"What are you doing in here?" It was a security 
guard, "No one should be in here." He walked 

inside the office.  
Lesedi thought by the time anyone realizes 
someone else was inside the office, she'd be long 

done but no. "I just needed to get something." She 
didn't anticipate this. But she kept her face hidden 
with the blonde long wig that had a very ugly and 
long fringe. Mateo had hired a new team of 

security guards and they were clearly briefed on 
how no one was allowed in the man's office.  
"And what is that?"  

She couldn't think fast enough, her eyes darted to 
the computer screen, seventy percent. Damn it. 
The man's eyes followed hers and noticed she was 

working on one of the laptops, they were not 
briefed about this.  
He took out his radio so he could call for other 
security guards to come. "You don't want to do 

that pal." She warned him.  
But he ignored her and next thing, a fight broke 
out between them. She broke his radio by 



throwing it against the wall, then grabbed his head 
and smashed it against the wall. He fainted. This 

was not how this was supposed to go but she had 
to do that.  
She looked at the computer screen, eighty percent. 
She could tell more security guards were coming 

and the damn thing was not moving fast enough.  
Two more guards walked in and found their 
colleague on the floor, so she took care of them 

too, but one managed to call others as well before 
collapsing to the ground.  
She looked at the screen, ninety nine... hundred... 

finished... she unplugged the USB in a hurry put it 
in her bra, took off her shoes and bolted out of the 
office.  
More security guards chased after her, but she was 

a runner, she was a fucking track star.  
She still had her access card tied around her wrist 
as she needed it to access main doors. She took 

the fire exit and was rushing down the stairs, got 
to the second floor, entered the lift with her hair in 
all kinds of directions, her shoes in her hand, 

panting.  
She ran towards the cold room, which was in the 
basement there, she knew they wouldn't find her. 
She tapped the card there and walked in. She was 

supposed to go back to Jessica's room, but she had 
to run. 



Luckily Mason had disabled the lobby cameras 
because he didn't her want to be seen on any of 

the cameras after she entered Mateo's office. The 
only cameras he had no access to was Mateo's 
office. They used different monitors and Lesedi 
knew then that Mateo was a criminal, he thought 

and acted like a criminal.  
What was in his office that was so important?  
The cold room was where they stocked their 

beverages and meat. And it was cold. She was 
freezing.  
She tapped on her earpiece but couldn't talk as 

there was a commotion outside.  
"She probably went inside the cold room." 
"No, she went outside through the exit, check the 
cameras."  

"I will wait here in case she comes out of 
nowhere."  
"Who is she!"  

She heard male voices outside. They were 
definitely looking for her, and she was definitely 
screwed if they opened the door to the room. She 

just hoped none of the old security guards were 
called.  
Leaving the unconscious men inside Mateo's office 
was not an issue, they wouldn't be able to know it 

was her. The issue was that she was now locked 
inside the cold room. How was she going to get out 
of this one?  



Will Mason be able to finish the job? How was she 
going to dress back in her orange dress?  

Mason started calling for her through the earpiece. 
His voice was frantic. "Les, where are you? Talk to 
me. Singo and Gregory just bolted out of the 
ballroom." He was whispering. Music sounded a 

little far away which told her, he moved away from 
the guests.  
"Mace... I'm in the cold room." She whispered 

back. She went at that far back, behind the alcohol 
stacks. She was cold, she was numb. Her teeth 
were clenching. She couldn't feel her toes.  

"Cold room?"  
"Yes."  
"Did anyone see you?" He asked.  
"Mhm." She couldn't open her mouth anymore.  

"Fuck! Did you fight anyone?"  
"Mhm."  
"Fuck! Did you leave anything in the office? 

Anyone?"  
"Mhm-mhm."  
"Fuck! Okay, okay... I'll fix this." Mason then 

disconnected.  
After a while, Lesedi couldn't keep still anymore, 
she was shivering, teeth clashing. She was cold. 
Too fucking cold.  

Mason came back again through the earpiece and 
told her to open for him. He had to subtly look for 



the damn cold room. It also took her a while to 
walk to the door. She was frozen.  

"Fucking hell!" Mason was shocked at the state she 
was in, but he had no time, he had her orange 
dress in his hand. "Let's get you changed."  
"I am going to touch you okay?"  

She nodded, she didn't care, she wanted to be 
warm. Mason worked fast, he changed her into the 
orange dress she wore before, admiring the knife 

secured on her thigh, this girl was a wonder. He 
also removed the blonde wig off her head. 
After he changed the dress, he bunched up her the 

blue one she wore as a disguise and threw it in the 
plastic bag and threw it in the bin, picked up 
Lesedi and went with her back inside.  
He had wrapped her up with his jacket. "Just hold 

on okay, things are fucked up and I don't want 
that man to know it was you or suspect you."  
Milo who was also a part of the charade and came 

in as a waiter, joined them in the lift going up. He 
was Lesedi's pretend boyfriend. She didn't even 
care anymore. She wanted to be warm. Mason 

didn't want to be associated with Lesedi incase 
Mateo proved to be a smart man, so he let Milo 
take the lead on this one.  
So Milo & Lesedi went to her office, there was 

more security guards going in and out of Mateo's 
office. "Mr Molao!" Milo called Mateo. Milo loved his 
job. He loved pretending to be someone he wasn't 



just to see an operation through. Imagine calling 
this bloody rapist "Mr" with so much respect.  

Mateo was confused as to who was calling him, but 
when he saw Lesedi in the man's arm he went 
forward. "Someone locked her up in a fridge 
downstairs. I was having a smoke and heard her 

yelling." He was in character. As a waiter surely 
that was believable. He had scored this job 
through Gregory who he met at his favourite bar. 

It has been the plan all along.  
Mateo looked the frozen woman over, she didn't 
maintain eye contact, she just needed to feel 

warm, and Milo's body was just a little warm. She 
didn't want to let go of Mason's jacket or Milo.  
"Who did this to my men? I need the security 
footage. What did they want because nothing 

seems to be stolen? I have unconscious men on 
my bloody office floor, and nothing is missing..."  
"She needs to be in a warm place..." Milo ignored 

whatever else the man said.  
"Of course, take her home or something if you 
don't mind, I have a crisis on my hands." Mateo 

dismissed him.  
Firstly, how does he just ask a strange man to take 
his employee home? Does he care that little?  
But Milo didn't care, as long as they didn't think it 

was Lesedi, then all was good. Mason had dealt 
with the cameras but even if they somehow 
manage to recover the footage of her walking in 



here, they wouldn't be able to tell. She hid herself 
very well while walking down the corridor. 

Once they were out of the hotel, Mason met them 
outside, took Lesedi from Milo then called Ginger. 
"Bring the car and deal with the security on the top 
floor."  

Mason had hired a driver for the night as he 
wanted to look like an important guest. Ginger and 
the rest of the gang were waiting outside for 

anything. And now they had to work.  
The minute Mason and Lesedi settled in the 
backseat of his Range Rover, the hotel lights 

switched off, courtesy of Ginger and his handiwork. 
They were going to deal with the security footage 
of the hotel.  
"Turn up the heat please." Mason instructed his 

driver. The car was hot, the driver was sweating, 
Mason was also hot but Lesedi... she was super, 
super cold.  

Mason took off his shirt remaining with just a bare 
tattooed chest, "come here, let me warm you up 
with my body heat." He didn't know what else to 

do. Even with the heat turned up, she was still 
shivering.  
He helped the woman straddle his lap and Jesus, 
for a split second his mind switched off. This was a 

very intimate position; he knew they were heading 
there but he didn't think it would be this soon. But 
there was no time for his perverted thoughts, he 



wrapped his arms around her, and she wrapped 
hers around his naked chest.  

He was warm, Lesedi snuggled into him, her head 
resting on the crook of his neck. She was seeking 
warmth, couldn't think about anything else except 
being warm.  

Mason cradled her head with his large hand and 
involuntarily kissed her forehead.  
She sighed, and he knew she was comfortable.  

He couldn't believe he put her through that. How 
did she get caught, five minutes wasn't that 
long...?  

But at least he thought of bringing his team over, 
just in case something happened.  
When they got to their building, they went to his 
place because she forgot her bags in her office. 

And there was nothing they could do until 
tomorrow.  
He took her to the guest bathroom, ran her a hot 

shower, placed a black bathroom gown on the 
toilet seat, lotion, and his size ten sleepers, 
unzipped the back of her dress and left her alone.  

Lesedi covered her head with the shower cap and 
stepped under the hot spray and felt her body 
begin to melt.  
Mason was in the kitchen, making a quick chicken 

noodle soup with some hearty spices to give it 
much, much desired flavour. His kitchen was 
smelling good, he was enjoying himself.  



While the soup was busy cooking on low heat, he 
turned his couch into a mini bed, put on some 

pillows, a thick grey comforter and switched on the 
TV and went on Netflix to check out some movies. 
He wanted her to relax and enjoy her dinner when 
she was done with her shower.  

She didn't come out of the shower even when the 
soup was ready. So he decided to take a quick 
shower himself. Wore grey sweats, a grey shirt 

and walked barefooted to the lounge.  
He found her settling on the couch, watching TV.  
"You're done... how you feeling?"  

"At least warm. Thank you for this." She patted the 
comforter on the couch. He made a fortress for her 
on the couch, and she loved it.  
He dished up for them with garlic rolls because the 

little miss said she was really hungry. "This soup is 
soo good. I didn't picture you as the cooking type."  
"Yeah... what you picture me as?" He asked. He 

was sitting a little further away from her.  
"Mhm... like you just order food and don't even 
know how to boil an egg." She said to him and 

Mason chuckled.  
"I thought the same about you, actually I am still 
thinking the same. Every time I am at your place 
you kick me out before you start cooking. Who 

knows, maybe you order food as soon as I leave."  
Lesedi picked up a toss pillow and threw it at him. 
"Fuck off."  



Mason wanted so bad to share that blanket with 
her, to have her lean her head against his chest 

but he wasn't going to push. Not yet anyway. That 
moment in the car had fucked him over and he 
wanted her.  
Lesedi shared the same turmoil.  

Why wasn't he sitting next to her?  
Didn't he want her like she did? She wondered.  
"Are you good? You want more?" He asked, 

breaking the silence.  
"Yes please..."  
Mason placed his bowl on the side and went to 

take hers, "I don't want more food." Her voice was 
just above a whisper. 
Mason quirked an eyebrow, "Okay, what do you 
want?"  

"I want more heat..."  
"More heat... okay I can turn up the aircon..." He 
was about to go when she reached for his hand.  

"Body... body heat will be perfect."  
Mason was lost for a hot second until he realized 
what she meant... "Oh!"  
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