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Life has a way of knocking you down a couple of sizes right 

when you think you’re too big. See that moment when you feel 

like you’re on top of the world? Enjoy it because it doesn’t 

usually last long. I never would’ve believed you six months ago 

if you told me I’d be in my father’s house today using cow dung 

on his newly built rondavel. I was on top of the world. A lot of 

African books available on www.Todaynovels.com I had a 



fiancé I had a successful business and I had a promising future. I 

had done everything my father was against and succeeded. I 

was the family’s black sheep still but at least I had everything I 

wanted. Mom walks in the room she smiles at me and I can tell 

just because she’s my mother that she wishes she could help 

me but because she’s married to the man who fathered me she 

can’t. “Usakwazi ngempela ukusinda mntanami.” She says still 

with that smile of pity. Ukusinda is the process of using cow 

dung on the floor you basically smear it using your hands and 

try to follow a pattern and when it dries it leaves the floor hard 

and I know it sounds gross but the smell goes away . “Yebo 

mama.” That’s all I can come up with to say to her. Don’t get 

me wrong I’ve always been rebellious but I rebel in silence and 

in ways my father doesn’t expect. However since being 

humbled right back to this place I have even less words. “Well 

the queen is here to see you I don’t know why but your father 

is stalling her so you can bathe and get dressed.” A lot of 

African books available on www.Todaynovels.com “Did he do 

it?” I don’t expect an answer but I have to ask. “Please just 

don’t keep her majesty waiting mntanami.” She says simply and 

goes out the door. That means he did it. My father has enough 

money for me to live here and just be his daughter but no he 

decided it’s best to disgrace me further and apply for me to be 

the queen’s personal assistant I told him I don’t want that job 

besides he’s a member of the council I’m not eligible. A little 

fact I’ll just have to politely remind the queen of. I don’t 

understand why she’s even here. She could’ve sent anyone 



really or asked me to come to the palace. I head out fo the staff 

quarters and ask Luna to finish up the roundavel for me while I 

get ready It takes an offer to give her fifty rands for me to get a 

yes but I expected it.  

She’s like my one best friend here yet she’s only eighteen years 

old. I’m fourteen years her senior but you wouldn’t tell when 

we’re chilling together and chatting away. I shower in the cold 

water I literally have no time because I’ve also already seen one 

of the Royal AMG’s by the big house meaning the queen is 

really here and waiting just for me. I brush my teeth – for the 

second time today. Then I wear a simple t-shirt dress with 

pumps and tie my faux locks back before walking to the main 

house. I still won’t accept the job yet I can’t help but feel 

nervous. I’ve actually met the queen before I was with my 

parents a few months back at a Charity event she was doing. 

She’s gorgeous and you’d only guess she was thirty-five at most 

not forty-seven.  

Her and her doppelgänger of a sister in law can’t seem to age. 

All her sisters and family seem to be the same case too. Well 

maybe I follow them that’s why I know all this. 26 26 0.3); -

webkit-text-size-adjust: auto;">I walk in to the house and she’s 

sitting where dad usually sits mom and dad are opposite her 

looking like they’re totally fanning out. Dad gives me one strong 

stern look and I almost roll my eyes. I know better than to do 

that though hence I find other ways to get back at him. In a way 

I blame him for not loving me enough. I blame him for choosing 



my ex even when I always knew I loved him more. I grew up 

with so much love for my father all I ever wanted to do was 

make him proud. Which I managed with my grades and being 

the best daughter I could’ve been.  

Me and my two sisters we all tried our best to make him happy. 

We all knew he could be very mean and just decide to hit us for 

the smallest things but we kept going back to him. When he’d 

hit mom we’d hate him for less than a day because he would 

bribe us so easily with chocolates and chips. Love became 

tolerance for us. At least that’s what my psychologist said when 

I went to see her because I thought I was losing my mind. I had 

terrible nightmares of my mother screaming regularly and even 

felt like I was still that little girl every once in a while. I’d curl up 

on the bed or sit with my knees up in the bathroom whenever I 

heard the screams. Well according to my then fiancé I would 

sleep walk into the wardrobe or bathroom and do this.  

The ex said he didn’t notice till I did it after sleeping on the 

couch that I actually would be sleepwalking. Something that 

luckily stopped after sessions with my psychologist and of 

course sleeping pills.  

I honestly didn’t move into the big house when I came back 

home because I don’t know if my father still hits my mother. I 

don’t want to hear it either because she won’t even admit it 

and lock him up. She’s very good at hiding it and has never ever 

addressed it with me not even when I started seeing the 

psychologist and wanted to help her get out. She’s never 



spoken about any of the abuse to me or my sisters. I smile and 

greet the queen as politely as I can and then wait for her to 

address me so I can tell her I’m not eligible for this post then 

she can let me go back to my cow dung while I disrespect my 

father once more and rebel against him. I’m a far cry from the 

daughters of his who married into wealth and elevated him. My 

older sister Hlengiwe married a doctor and my younger sister 

Sbahle married a Chartered Accountant.  

I’m the only unmarried and disgraced daughter. I know he 

expects it but I also know he knows how much I respect my 

queen so he thinks I’ll take the job. “Nonhle I’m here to ask you 

to come to the palace this Saturday. I know it’s already 

Wednesday but I didn’t know how to find you and if it wasn’t 

for your application to become my assistant I wouldn’t have 

found you since I didn’t know your father was Mr Jele from our 

council.” The queen says and smiles at me. Side note - she’s a 

gorgeous woman. To tell the truth if this was before my rise 

and fall from grace I’d have said yes already. “Apologies my 

queen but as you’ve said my father is a member of the council 

I’m not eligible to work as your assistant unfortunately.” I can 

feel the back of my skull burning from my parents’ eyes. I’m 

sure my father would’ve thrown something at me already if it 

wasn’t for the queen being here. “Oh no you’re not hired 

Nonhle I know I can’t give you a job. I will explain what I need 

from you on Saturday please just arrive at nine in the morning if 

you want to know. It’s something I’d rather not discuss 

publicly.” The queen.  



I’m confused but I say yes and with that she’s out. I think she 

took only one cookie from the ones my mom brought out. 

Actually as poised and gorgeous as she was she looked a little 

nervous. Of course my dad walked her out and I clear out the 

table so long while waiting for him to come back and yell at me 

about the “stunt” I pulled. Father walks in a few minutes later 

and just shakes his head at me and walks away towards his 

bedroom. My mom gives me a look and goes after him. “Get 

out Nonhle.” My mother. Those words are exactly what I 

needed to hear to bolt out of here and go find Luna. I’m sure 

she’s done and probably reading one of my books in my room 

already. Indeed I find her nose buried in The Alchemist. I lay on 

the bed next to her and take out my phone. 02 Nonhle “So 

what was the queen like?” Luna. I knew she wasn’t really 

reading this book for the fifth time she just wants gossip. “Ah 

aren’t you reading missy?” She closes the book quickly and flips 

over on her stomach and rests her chin on her palm. “Definitely 

not. Now what was she like and when are you working at the 

palace?” “Only because it’s you I’ll budge. Well… She just 

invited me to the palace no real explanations why. She was nice 

as always. However I have a feeling she doesn’t like my father 

much.” “Why would she face an issue with him?... Wait! What 

if….” She takes too long a pause for my liking so I end up hitting 

her with one of the pillows. “What if what wena?” She giggles “ 

What if she wants you to represent this family as a member of 

the council now?”  



I sit up straight and look at her. “Wait can she do that? That 

would be epic!” “I mean I don’t know but she’s the queen 

surely she knows how to get her way.” Luna This girl might just 

be on to something and I might just be taking away something 

that man loves and cherishes a lot. I mean what Luna is saying 

is completely unfounded but I can’t help get excited over it. 

She’s just made me think about it and now I want it. I want to 

take it away from my father. Saturday could not have come 

sooner. Early morning and I’ve had breakfast and ate then got 

dressed in the most appropriate dress I own. It’s one of the 

ones my ex bought for me from Zara. It’s long chiffon and white 

with yellow polka dots. I choose to wear flat sandals once more 

because I don’t want to seem like I’m trying too hard. I then put 

on a necklace… From the ex too and do very light makeup that’s 

from being influenced by the queen I won’t lie. My father 

would normally let me drive myself there but I can tell he 

doesn’t want me to fuck up with the royals so he’s taking me 

there myself.  

 

Well he basically told me he’s taking me there without even 

asking if I needed him to do that. Since I moved back here 

there’s never been a day when I was ever offered a ride 

anywhere or help with petrol even though he knows I’m living 

with my last savings. Him providing a roof over my head is said 

to be enough. I get in the car put on my seatbelt and look out 

the window. He doesn’t start the radio when he gets in 



meaning I’m getting a lecture the whole way to not embarrass 

him or my family name. Surprisingly he doesn’t say anything. I 

look at him we actually look like him. We took our mother’s 

more brown skin yes but we look more like this light skinned 

old man than her. All three of us. Prettier versions I’d say. I look 

back out the window and unfortunately the silence doesn’t last. 

“Nonhle I know we don’t see eye to eye and you think I hate 

you but that’s not true MaGasa. You’re my daughter my second 

born daughter and you remind me so much of myself. I could 

never hate you. I just need you to understand that no matter 

what the queen summoned you for you’re there representing 

the whole family...” Of course that speech was just so the 

lecture would be camouflaged. I won’t listen beyond this point 

nor will I reply and he knows it too.  

When we reach the palace at least twenty minutes later he’s 

finally stopped trying to lecture me and we’re both silent. We 

drive in and park where we’re pointed to by security. I can 

never get over how beautiful this old mansion is. The flowers 

near the entrance are so beautiful too. The door is opened for 

us and behind it the queen is already waiting. She looks so 

gorgeous all the damn time. She’s in a very casual Adidas dress 

and sneakers. Nowhere near the woman who came to my 

home the other day looking for me. We greet her and she asks 

to take me with her while my father goes to e the council 

meeting. Is that why he’s here? There’s also a council meeting 

today? I follow her while dad walks to another direction. I guess 

he knows his way around this place or at least to wherever the 



meetings are held. She takes me to an indoor outdoor garden in 

the middle of the four wings of the house. There’s a pool here 

and she sits me on a bench with her. “This place is gorgeous. 

Everything about it really. You too my queen you’re gorgeous.” 

I blurt out before I can stop myself. She smiles and takes my 

hand “Please call me Banele.” I smile and nod “Yes Banele your 

palace is gorgeous.” “Well it’s the Ngubo palace really. I just did 

some remodeling and interior decoration here and there.” I 

know she called me here for a reason not just to hold my hand 

and look pretty while staring at me so I have to ask. “Your 

majesty… I mean Banele why am I here?” She sighs deeply with 

her eyes closed before speaking “Almost twenty three years 

ago I sat here with a young girl who was promised she’d marry 

my husband. At that time I knew there was no way she could 

possibly marry him because I wasn’t going to allow it. I know 

Khulekani would choose me over his people any day. Today I sit 

here with a young woman and I’m the one in need of her in my 

marriage to save my son’s life. My husband the king he needs a 

wife. His great grandfather demands that he marries another 

woman and if Khulekani doesn’t marry we might lose our son.” 

Wait a damn minute… “Are you asking me to marry your 

husband?” “Please Nonhle. I have to save my baby.” I’m 

puzzled. How am I saving her baby and why me? “I’m sorry but I 

don’t understand.” “I have been pregnant for six months now 

and no one can see it in this entire palace but the royal 

traditional healer who Khule and I consult with. As you know 

Khule is a doctor too but he’s also never found anything. 



Pregnancy tests come out negative but I’ve started feeling him 

move. I’ve felt his kicks and seen him move only when I’m 

alone. The healer told me I’d know who the family wants when 

I saw her and as soon as I saw you at the charity event I knew. 

Please Nonhle I know you don’t understand but please help me 

save my son.” I don’t know if the room is spinning or it’s my 

head. I don’t know what to say to her. This woman has a child 

in her belly and yet I can’t see the belly. She said six months 

meaning when I met her she was three months pregnant. I 

don’t understand how this happens but I can’t believe it’s 

because I should become the king’s second wife. How is that 

even possible? Also why me? Why would they choose me? “I 

don’t want to know what happens if my due date arrives and 

this isn’t sorted. So please Nonhle please help me.” The queen 

again. I look at her and I swear I didn’t plan on opening my 

mouth and saying yes but somehow an okay slips out and next 

thing I know she’s hugging me tightly and thanking me. She 

takes my hand and leads me out to some room and seemingly 

we interrupted something from the looks we get. My father 

looks mortified at me. The king is looking at his wife with 

confusion and she leads me her hand still pulling mine to the 

middle of the room with all the people in here looking at us. 

“MaVezi is something wrong?” The king. He’s older. Older than 

her and way older than me. He still looks like a whole meal 

though I won’t even lie. His muscles seem to be fighting with 

his shirt to get out. Some of his hair is grey and damnit his 

brown eyes are the sexiest set I’ve ever seen. Marrying him 



wouldn’t be that bad I’m sure. Nah… Scratch that thought 

Nonhle. The way this man looks at his wife just tells me there’s 

no space for anyone in his heart. “My king members of the jury. 

After years of fighting about it and not agreeing I’ve found the 

second wife we’ve all been arguing about. I personally asked 

Nonhle Jele to help save the kingdom and my family by 

marrying the king. She agreed.” Holy fucking shit! This woman 

just told everyone in here I said yes to marrying the king! How 

the fuck am I supposed to decline this now? I can see the veins 

almost pop out of the king’s forehead. “MaVezi a word please.” 

The king. She looks at me still smiling and points me to a 

grandma here before letting my hand go and walking out with 

her husband pulling her hand. I go straight to the old lady. I 

don’t even look at my dad as the room is left in complete 

silence before becoming noisy just as I sit next to the old lady. 

“MaJele I’m MaCele Ngubo the queen mother.” The old lady. 

Holy fuck. What am I doing here?! 03 Banele Khulekani is the 

love of my life and though I knew I would one day have to share 

him I never thought I would be the one making it happen. In 

fact I was happy living in the world the two of us created. A 

world where I would be his only wife and no one else. We 

agreed on it together and were supposed to fight till the finish. 

Unfortunately though in this world whether you believe them 

or not there are supernatural forces. Supernatural forces who 

once took away my son from me leaving my triplets as twins. 

It’s been many years but I still wish they had taken me and not 

Sbongakonke. I will be damned if I allow any supernatural force 



great grandfather or not to take away another child from me. 

To think I thought I was done with babies after having four and 

Manelisi still being just eight years old. To be my age and 

pregnant is actually rare and I honestly didn’t plan for this baby. 

When my periods stopped I thought I just had early menopause 

actually Khule still thinks it’s that. I don’t blame him anyway 

he’s a doctor and wouldn’t believe I’m pregnant just because 

some healer says so and I can feel something move in my belly. 

If I hadn’t seen Nonhle on the day of the Charity event one day 

after I was told I would know when I meet the woman the 

ancestors want then maybe I’d also still not believe. 

Unfortunately I couldn’t find her after the event and I didn’t 

know she had came with Mr and Mrs Jele or I would’ve went to 

get her the next day. It’s just my luck that when I was looking 

for an assistant her application was among the others. Her CV 

luckily had her photo on it too so everything just fell into my 

lap. I know it wasn’t the proper way but it was the one way that 

would’ve made sure Nonhle doesn’t get jitters and bolts from 

doing this so I stormed a council meeting with her and 

presented her as a future fellow queen of Magobeni. To say 

Khulekani is angry would be an understatement but I will do 

anything for my children and he knows that by now so there’s 

no way I’m backing down from this. “Banele what was that?” “I 

found her. Khule I found the woman you can marry to appease 

the ancestors and maybe even yourself.” “Who said I need 

another woman to be appeased? I’m happy with the wife I 

have. Why can’t people understand that? I thought you 



understood that.” “Khulekani Hakeem Ngubo I will do anything 

for my children. Anything in the world and so would you I know 

you don’t believe he’s in here but do it for me then. Agree to 

prove me wrong. Divorces happen all the time and if she isn’t 

the woman you can love…” His face changes. “Of course she 

isn’t! You are.” “If Khulekani she isn’t the woman you can love 

maybe not like you love me if that’ll make you happy but at 

least still love her to an extent that you can be happy when 

you’re with her and she can be happy too then you can divorce 

her. However I’ll take every chance even the one that maybe I’ll 

lose you to her over sacrificing a child of mine. Sbonga was hard 

enough to lose.” He hates this. All of it and I can see it in his 

face. He can’t even hide it. He’s disgusted. I’m just praying he 

loves me enough to listen to me. We walk back into the 

boardroom and he goes back to his seat I take Nonhle’s hand 

and we walk out leaving them to discuss whatever they were 

discussing. She stops in the middle of the passage as I’m leading 

her to the garden again. “I don’t think the king likes me let 

alone believe he’d marry me. Why don’t we just forget this?” I 

can’t come up with any words to dispute her thoughts on 

Khule’s reaction but I need her the family needs her and I can’t 

let her go so I pull her to another direction. The gallery. “Come 

with me.” When we get there I show her the pictures of the 

royals that are up on these walls the sad ultrasound scans of 

the boys MaCele lost and then I stop at Sbonga’s picture. Taken 

just a few moments after his birth and before his untimely 

death. It’s next to Nobuhle’s picture. She passed on at eighteen 



years old already and was MaCele’s first born daughter. “He 

was yours wasn’t he?” She says looking at Sbonga’s picture. 

“Yes I was never going to have twins but triplets.” “He looks like 

his father.” “Losing him has hurt me all these years. You might 

think since I have Kai Namiko and Naoko and Mane I’d be 

content and his space wouldn’t be there. It’s still in my heart. 

It’s still right there and I can’t imagine losing another baby.” I 

turn to her “I need you Nonhle. I know it’s selfish of me but I 

beg you to please marry my husband and save my unborn son.” 

“I’ve never lost a child. I’ve never been pregnant before. My 

gynecologist told me I can have children and everything is fine 

with me but I still couldn’t conceive for my ex fiancé. He started 

to resent me for it too. In fact until he married and 

impregnated someone else behind my back I was still trying for 

us. I wanted a child in my arms so bad every time my period 

came I’d literally cry my eyes out. It’s not the same but it’s the 

only way I can understand why your children matter so much to 

you… I’ll do it.” I give her a tight hug. Whether this works or not 

but it’s the only way I can understand why your children matter 

so much to you… I’ll do it.” I give her a tight hug. Whether this 

works or not I will never take her sacrifice lightly. It’s not easy 

agreeing to marry a stranger who happens to be a king and 

happens to show that he doesn’t want to marry you. I’m also 

hoping that Khulekani will open up his heart. Even if he doesn’t 

necessarily feel like she’s the love of his life he can still love her 

in another way. The old me would never say this but I guess 

hearing that healer speak about how it’s inevitable and 



dangerous for my family not to become polygamous I’ve gained 

perspective. “Thank you Nonhle. I promise if you need me or 

my help I’ll be here however I have a feeling you’ll be great all 

on your own. Thank you for saving my family.” I know Khule is 

mad at me when he’s late for dinner and still not in bed by ten. 

He’ll be here though soon enough and we’ll talk. That’s not his 

thing expressing himself with words. It’s mine though and I 

want us to talk. I stand in front of the mirror and look at my 

body. There’s absolutely no signs of a pregnancy. Which is 

funny because I used to want that for myself because my sister 

in law Thandi has never had a pregnancy that shows. Now that 

I’m here… I want nothing more than to see a big belly with an 

ugly black line going down. I want nothing more than for my 

husband to see him. I feel my baby move and smile. I wish you 

would appear my baby. Just appear for mommy. Khule walks in 

the room and doesn’t even look my way. He gets in the shower 

and I wear my nightie then get in bed and wait for him. Dark or 

blue we need to talk. When he walks back out I was already half 

asleep but I get up and sit on my ass with my head resting on 

the headboard. He still won’t face me as he gets in bed. He 

doesn’t turn off the light so I know he knows we’re doing this 

right now. He just lays on his back and stares at the ceiling. 

“Why MaVezi. Did we not agree we’d never allow them to get 

to us? Why then did you betray me?” “I already explained to 

you why. I just need you to trust me. Not the healer but me. 

Trust your wife. We need Nonhle.” He sighs and sits up to look 

at me. “Fine. I’ll marry her. For you. You can’t make me touch 



her though. I won’t.” “I don’t know what you and her will do 

but you owe her a good marriage at least if you won’t let 

yourself love her.” “You’re getting the wedding I don’t know 

about a marriage.” I know this I can’t help him with. I trust 

Nonhle and I believe it’s her but he doesn’t have any reason to 

do that so I understand that is a journey their marriage will 

have to endure. I can only be grateful he’s trusting me with this 

even though at this moment I wouldn’t be surprised if he 

decided to step down. Which unfortunately wouldn’t work 

because being the king here is his birth right. My back aches as 

soon as I open my eyes in the morning. I wonder what’s wrong. 

I use my hand to wake up Khule who’s spooning me from sleep. 

He is a doctor so he better fix my damn back. “Khulekani man! 

It hurts!” He mumbles and gets up quickly. One thing about my 

husband he hates it when I’m in pain. He removes the cover 

from me. “Oh my fucking God. What the hell?” He says and I sit 

up on my ass quickly then I see it. My belly just popped out of 

nowhere! My pregnancy shows! I look at him and he seems 

deeply disturbed and interested at the same time. I touch my 

belly and he kicks. Tears threaten my eyes and I pull his hand so 

he can feel it. The look he gives me is priceless. “He’s here. I 

told you he’s here.” “I’m so sorry I ever doubted you my love. 

I’m so so sorry I didn’t believe any of this would happen. We’re 

having another baby?! Me and the woman of my dreams just 

like it’s supposed to be.” I smile and give him a kiss on the 

cheek. I’m so excited and happy I whip out my phone and call 

Nonhle. He looks at me weirdly. “Hey! Nonhle! Good news! The 



belly is showing all thanks to you and Khule for agreeing.” She 

sniffs “I’m very happy for you.” “What’s going on? You’re not 

okay I can tell.” “I am.. I am I just had a disagreement with my 

father.” “So you’re crying? Okay no I’m coming there.” “I…” I 

don’t wait for her to finish to end the call and get up. “You’re 

not going anywhere MaVezi. Not when you’re pregnant and 

haven’t even had one checkup. Send someone there.” “Send 

someone? I literally told her I was coming. I’m not going to drop 

her. Don’t you realize she’s the reason for this pregnancy finally 

appearing? How many times did we see doctors? How many 

times did you do ultrasounds yourself and still nothing?” “Okay 

fine I’ll go. I’ll go if you promise you’re not going out of this 

room till I come back. The staff and even the family will not 

understand this.” “If you hurry and I don’t go hungry before 

then I promise I won’t go out.” He gets out of the bed quickly 

and walks to the bathroom. To this day since I met this man he 

sleeps naked. I always see his morning boner first thing in the 

morning. Still a sight for sore eyes might I add. I hear the 

shower run and literally five minutes later he’s done and 

brushing his teeth. He walks in still naked and puts on drawers 

and black jeans. Then he puts on a white t-shirt. My man is fine 

fine! “Okay I’ll go check out what’s going on there and send 

someone to give you food to the door. Mane might just run in 

here in a few minutes and he’s the only one allowed inside.” 

“You know he’ll do just that. He loves coming to us as soon as 

he wakes up.” He gives me a kiss and walks out of our 

bedroom. A few minutes later Mane runs in and jumps on his 



daddy’s side of the bed. “Morning mama.” He says giving me a 

kiss and hug. I hold him tightly right back before giving him a 

kiss on the top of his head. I never realized till Khule pointed it 

out but I always hold Mane a little longer and smother him a 

little more than I should because I haven’t forgiven myself for 

going through postpartum depression after I had him. It was 

hard for me to hold him nurture him and be a mother to him. I 

struggled and when I finally got myself out of that dark place I 

started feeling guilty and doing just a little too much. Khule 

practically forced me to get Mane to sleep in his own bed. I had 

him on our bed for almost an entire year when he had spent his 

first few months in his own nursery. I just felt like I had time to 

make up for. I never realized that it was smothering. Must be 

true though because all my kids love me but if it was any of 

them here instead of Mane they would’ve asked where their 

father was already. “Morning my boy. How did you sleep?” “I 

had a dream mama. Want me to tell you about it?” “Of course 

my boy what did you dream about?” “Mkhulu he came to me 

when I was in my treehouse and he gave me fruits! Then he 

said to always share with Thami before he left. Mama who is 

Thami?” I’m frozen. I don’t know what to say to him so I take 

out his iPad from my bedside table so he can do these puzzles 

while I call the traditional healer. My baby might’ve eaten fruits 

in a dream meaning someone may be trying to kill my child. I 

can’t have that! She has to come here and help him as soon as 

possible. After I tell her what Mane told me she laughs and says 

“They’ve released the boy that’s all. They also named him 



Thami. I don’t know why.” “Wait so the dream Mane had has to 

do with why my belly grew overnight?” I can only imagine my 

mother looking down at me and wondering since when has her 

daughter been so superstitious and calling traditional healers 

for stupid dreams. “It did? Well yes they gave you your baby 

because you found her.” Again Nonhle will never know how 

thankful I am that she chose to help my family. Speaking of 

family only my best friend knows about this I need to tell them 

all. Starting with telling my kids their father is marrying another 

woman because I asked him to do it. I don’t know how they’ll 

react but I’m most afraid of Namiko’s reaction. She’s a bit 

dramatic and temperamental if she wants to be. She might just 

make Nonhle uncomfortable the most out of them. 04 Nonhle: 

Yesterday was a whole trip on my emotions. I don’t know what 

I agreed to but I do know from what I remember I’m marrying 

someone’s husband to save an unborn baby. I’m marrying 

someone who clearly is deeply in love with his wife. Honestly I 

don’t quite understand how I said yes not saying I want the 

unborn prince’s death on my hands but I don’t understand 

exactly how the words came out of my mouth especially the 

first time. Yes I agreed to marry the king my king twice to his 

wife’s face. Well she was asking me to do it but still. Who does 

that? Not the asking many women have done that for different 

reasons it’s me saying yes that I don’t understand fully. I came 

back home in a silent ride with my father because I told him I 

don’t want to become a queen he got pissed. I mean it’s true 

though. I don’t want to become a queen. I like money and all 



the nice things sure but having strangers poke into my life and 

think they know who I am because they see me on Instagram 

isn’t a part of my life plans. I love being low key. I love being 

able to drive myself wherever I want to go I mean sure money 

is a little tight right now but I loved eating at restaurants alone 

chilling with a book or going to café’s just to quietly get myself 

coffee and drink it by myself.  

I love walking barefoot or in socks when indoors. I love my 

pants I love wearing comfortable joggers at home. As a queen 

there’s no way I can wear pants in that palace and it’s supposed 

to be my home. I walk into the main house for breakfast and 

mom made waffles. I love waffles. With any and everything. I 

already know this is about the queen thing. I sit on the table 

next to mom and we say a little prayer before eating. “My 

daughter you should really think about agreeing to what the 

queen asked. You know if you did that I would be directly 

related to the king and at a better chance to become his advisor 

and not that Michael man who knows nothing about our 

people.” I am honestly tired of this man. I can’t believe him 

right now. I should marry the king just for him? How selfish 

could one be? He’s not asked me even once how I feel about it. 

I mean sure I’ve said yes already but he thinks I declined 

afterwards. Why is it so hard for him to just care? Care about 

how I feel. What I want. It’s always about him. His way.  

“Well dad you should save your breath that’s not happening…” 

“You useless child! Get out of my sight before I do something 



I’ll regret to you! Right now damnit!” I get up slowly and he 

throws his cup of tea at me. It burns some of my arm and back 

so bad I cry instantly. It fucking hurts! I run out of the house to 

the outdoor cold ass shower and without undressing I open the 

water so I can cool the burning. The tears are still coming. I 

can’t believe he did it. He literally could’ve burnt my face. I 

guess he doesn’t care. Anyway it wasn’t too hot so nothing will 

be permanent at least. I close the taps and walk out now 

sniffing from both crying and being cold from the water. I walk 

into my room to find Luna. She realizes immediately that I’m 

going through something and so she gives me a towel to dry my 

hair I guess. I take it and undress then wrap the towel around 

my body. I go sit on the bed. Hair still dripping. Luna is looking 

through my wardrobe for an outfit when I get a call from the 

queen. I take a deep breath and take it. “Hey! Nonhle! Good 

news! The belly is showing all thanks to you and Khule for 

agreeing.” The queen. I sniff once and force myself to smile I 

don’t know why because she’s not here. “I’m very happy for 

you.” That didn’t sound convincing at all Nonhle what the fuck? 

“What’s going on? You’re not okay I can tell.” Well fuck me. I 

don’t know what to say so I say the truth. Well part of it. “I am.. 

I am I just had a disagreement with my father.” “So you’re 

crying? Okay no I’m coming there.” “I…” She ends the call 

before I can even finish my sentence of lies and trying to 

convince her not to come here. I look at Luna who has blue 

jeans and a black t-shirt with her. “Well the queen is coming 

here.” She looks a little confused then I guess she remembers 



because she screams. I already filled her in last night before bed 

on what’s up. Sometimes we sleep on the same bed talking and 

cuddling. She’s literally like my best friend in the world right 

now. “Okay I need to go get dressed. I’m not a Jele and could 

definitely be her PA while you join her as queen.” “As if I’d 

leave you here. I promised MaMnguni I’d take care of you. 

There’s no way I’m leaving you in this home.” “Thank you 

Nonhle. Since having you here I can’t imagine living here 

without you.” “I got you for life trust me.” Luna’s mother was 

our nanny growing up. She’s one of the only people who knew 

about my father’s abuse towards not just mom but us too 

sometimes. She always protected us whenever it was possible. 

She unfortunately fell sick a few years ago and passed on 

leaving Luna with no other family but us. She moved into her 

mom’s old room here and stays there for a few minimal tasks 

around the house here and there. She’s actually never faced 

any abuse from my father and I’m thankful because she’s just 

an orphan child. I’d hope he wasn’t that crazy to hit her. Her 

mother told me before she passed on that she conceived Luna 

through rape and she asked me not to ever tell her so all 

everyone but me knows is that Luna is her love child with a 

foreign man. Luna is light skinned like her mother with 

extremely curly hair so the lie works. I really wanted to take 

Luna to university or college but I unfortunately couldn’t after 

losing everything. My arm has a little bump filled with water 

and I know now this is as worse as the tea burn will go. I am not 

about to use a needle on this to cut it open and let the water 



out because needles scare the crap out of me. I get dressed in 

the jeans and t-shirt picked by this one who’s decided to just 

stare at me and ask me questions about the queen. I hear a car 

outside so I hurry up because if the queen finds out I sleep in 

the staff quarters all this regard for me will come to an end. 

Who sleeps in staff quarters in her own home really? I walk out 

feeling more confident and praying she won’t notice the tiny 

water bubble trapped under my skin or the redness of my skin 

that’s apparently there according to Luna. I can believe her 

because if I shower with water that’s too hot parts of my skin 

does become red rather than brown. I walk out my door and 

towards the house when the biggest shock walks right out the 

house and looks straight at me. That’s not Banele. It’s the king. 

Why is he here? I don’t know what to do should I turn back and 

go chill with Luna in my room? Oh but it’s too late he’s seen 

me. I walk towards the house and he just waits right by the 

door and looking straight at me. I spot some of his security 

around the yard too. “Where were you?” The King. The 

question surprises me especially because according to his tone 

he’s angry but according to his facial expression he’s annoyed. 

Something about fine older men tickles my bean I swear. Most 

kings have pot bellies and look like they only eat braai meat and 

drink beers. This one… Well all I can say is damn! “My bedroom. 

I went to change thinking the queen was coming here.” I reply 

simply. “Where exactly is your room?” I want to try look inside 

the house but this man has his muscles flexed by the door plus 

he’s tall so I don’t even know if my father can hear me or not. 



“It’s the first room there by the staff quarters.” I point at it. He 

turns and goes back inside the house. I follow him in and my 

parents are sitting on their own couches looking like naughty 

school kids. I didn’t notice this yesterday but the king walks like 

calculates his steps hands besides him posture right and 

everything. “Mr Jele how did you say you don’t know where 

she is if she sleeps in the staff quarters?” The king. I don’t know 

what I’m doing. This man scares me but for this issue I chose to 

stay there. His tone is accusatory towards my father who is the 

reason I’m there but not in the way the king thinks. I stand 

between them and look at my father the king is behind me. 

“Your majesty that’s not his fault. I chose to sleep there myself. 

My father just probably didn’t think I’d be in my room right 

now.” I turn back to the king. Fuck me! He’s staring at my arm. I 

know he can see the water that’s under skin but I’m just 

praying my skin is no longer red. “Why is there a burn blister on 

your arm Nonhle? Your arm is clearly water burnt.” The king. 

Shivers go down my spine. I don’t know what to say so I turn 

back to my father. He must get me out of this I don’t want to lie 

to the king so he better say something real quick. “With all due 

respect my king this is my house and she is my daughter. You 

haven’t paid a single cent and therefore can’t question me 

about my daughter.” My father. The king taps my shoulder 

“Let’s go.” He says simply and walks out the house first. I stay 

and sit on the couch opposite them. “Mom are you going to be 

okay?” She looks at me like I’m crazy. “Of course I’m going to 

be okay. Why not Nonhle?” Mom. This is how she always reacts 



when we tried to find out about how she was doing after dad 

hit her. She’d lash out like this at us. I don’t know how to help 

her when she’s so damn focused on saving her husband. “You 

better move back to your old room as soon as today and stop 

asking silly questions.” Father. The king’s car hoots twice and 

you know what? I’m going. Whether dad gets mad or what 

that’s up to him. I go out and he yells my name but I ignore 

him. There’s no way I’m spending the whole day moving from 

the room I actually like to my old one. I get to the car and the 

security guard opens the passenger door for me. I get in and 

find the king already inside. The car drives out following 

another one with security. I don’t know what kind of king this 

one is because he should know he’s really not creating good 

relations with my father by taking me from this yard. However 

I’m okay with pissing my father off so I don’t mind. We drive 

into the royal palace in less than fifteen minutes trust me I’m 

not surprised with the way the car was flying. I need to try out 

driving like these people. The king said nothing to me but kept 

to his phone. When we park I try to open the door but it’s 

locked the king’s side opens and when I try to follow he stands 

by the door “Sorry but you’re going elsewhere. MaVezi will talk 

to you on the phone later.” He says. “I can’t leave the whole 

area. What about Luna?” “Who is Luna?” “My goddaughter. 

She’s back home.” “Fine I’ll send a car for her. You must wait in 

here. My children can’t meet you today.” With that he closes 

the door and walks away. I hear them lock. The key is in the car 

and the air conditioner is on. I could literally steal this vehicle 



right now. I mean I wouldn’t get far but still. Someone gets in 

the car and drives “Where are we going? Luna isn’t here yet.” 

“I’m taking you to her MaMthiyane..” The driver. I hate that 

shit! My dad calls me by my clan names when trying to act 

decent. I hate being called MaJele or MaGasa or any of my clan 

names. “My name is Nonhle.” “Unfortunately the king asked 

me to address you as MaMthiyane.” “Unfortunately I’m asking 

you to call me by my name.” “You can discuss this with the king 

MaMthiyane.” What an annoying guy! What the fuck man?! 

“Oh fuck you.” I can see him looking at me through the mirror 

and I know he’s thinking this one can’t be queen. However I 

don’t give a flying fuck. If I was queen he’d listen to me and 

there’d be no need to curse him out. When we get to my house 

I’m again locked in this bloody car while the driver goes to 

knock on Luna’s door. I see my father go out the door and 

follow the driver. I can’t see further from here but I’m not 

surprised when he appears once more behind the driver and 

Luna yelling at them. “Where is my daughter? Ngubo can’t take 

my daughter without paying so much as a chicken for her! Who 

does he think he is? I’m a respected man …” Luna gets in on my 

side with my bag and hers I wonder when she packed whatever 

is in here. She gives me a tight hug. The driver closes the door 

with my father yelling at me now since he saw me. Apparently 

I’m the disgrace that I’ve always been and I’m disgusting and 

he’s disappointed. All the old shit he says to me. We drive out 

from the yard and I’m not sure I’m fully with this plan but I’m 

already in this car already have my Luna and already on the way 



to wherever we’re going since we’re not even going toward the 

palace now. “Why are we leaving? What happened?” Luna. 

“Honestly? I’m not sure exactly why I’m being sent wherever 

we’re going.” I say a bit loudly so the man driving this car hears 

me “Does the king know your dad hurt you?” As much as I’d 

like to think he cares that much for me I doubt it’s that. “He 

couldn’t possibly know that. Speculate maybe but he won’t 

know because I’m not talking about that with him neither 

should you. Or you big head.” I say that looking at the driver 

through the rearview. “Why not? Weren’t you against your 

mom protecting your dad? You’re doing the same thing.” This 

child will just make sense randomly. I hate it. “Just… I don’t 

want to have someone fight him for me you know?” I can 

handle my dad. In other ways like how I’m doing now. Getting 

under his skin is my best revenge almost always. “Then what’s 

the use of having a husband if he won’t fight your battles?” 

“That man doesn’t love me. It’s going to be a cold marriage of 

sacrifice not love so no I don’t want him in my business.” “Says 

the woman halfway to wherever in his car with his driver and 

no idea why.” Luna. Mxm. This girl is annoying at times really. 

Too smart for her own damn good. I hate it. “Okay you need 

food in your system. Did you bring my purse?” I’m diverting our 

attention because she’s right. I know nothing of where I’m 

going or exactly why I was taken from my home yet I’m now 

halfway to wherever I’m going and without a damn clue where 

it is. “Yes it’s in your bag.” I look through this bag that clearly 

Luna was told she has ten seconds to pack. Honestly everything 



was just shoved in. “Driver please drive into the next petrol 

station. I want to get this smart little missy food okay?” “Yes 

MaMthiyane.” He replies and I want to strangle him. Ghraaa! 

When we get to the petrol station he parks and gets out of the 

car. Our doors are still locked because when we try to get out 

they don’t open. I used to love an AMG A45 S. Now I think 

every time I see one I’ll be frustrated. I see the driver on the 

phone. I’m guessing asking his boss if we’re allowed to eat. He 

walks back to his door and opens it “MaMthiyane it’s the king 

for you.” I don’t understand why I can’t just be let out of a car 

so I grab the phone and answer as politely as possible given my 

current mood. “King Ngubo sir how may I be of assistance?” My 

tone wasn’t exactly polite but I’m hoping he doesn’t catch that. 

“Don’t be cheeky. You’re going to be behind schedule if you 

take too long you don’t have much clothes and there’s still 

groceries to be bought where you’re going I advise you to tell 

Vumani whatever he must buy and he’ll get it for you.” “You do 

realize I don’t even…” He ends the call before I can finish my 

sentence. I don’t know where I’m going or even who the driver 

was till like a second ago. I don’t understand why I’m being 

dictated to yet it’s being made to sound like I have a choice. 

Why didn’t he call me? Or Banele at least? She’s far nicer than 

her man. I know he’s old enough to be my dad. I mean twenty 

years isn’t pap and vleis but I’m not his child. I sigh and give the 

driver who I know now is Vumani his phone back. “I’m no 

longer hungry. What do you want baby?” “Uh Steers a burger.” 

Luna. I look at Vumani and he nods then he closes the door and 



walks towards the Steers. “Are you okay?” Luna. “I think I’m 

marrying a dictator.” “He’s such a fair king though. Everyone 

loves him in Magobeni and…” “Lunathi if you’re going to be on 

that man’s side rather not say anything.” “Shu! Okay I’m sorry 

ke.” I roll my eyes. She’s not sorry at all and she thinks she’s 

right. We stay in silence till Vumani gets back. He has food for 

us both. I roll my eyes he doesn’t know me if he thinks I’ll eat 

that. I’m a size thirty-six woman but I eat like a size thirty or 

thirty-two. I’m not going to eat this food since I’ve told myself 

I’m no longer hungry. This one can enjoy it himself. Luna on the 

other hand doesn’t give a fuck and she indulges as soon as it 

arrives. We get back on the road in silence. My sister Hlengiwe 

of all people is calling me. I wonder what her father has said to 

her. “Hey Hle.” “Hey stranger. How are you doing mntakama.” 

“I’m fine how are you?” “I’m okay I was just checking if you’re 

home I’m thinking of coming there to see you.” “Hle I know you 

know I’m not there. He’s told you I left and he wants you to talk 

me into coming back.” “You don’t sound surprised at that. I 

mean I was. Dad actually wants you back home? After he talked 

so much shit about you coming back?” I guess dad didn’t tell 

her why he suddenly wants me to stay at home. He didn’t tell 

her he wants use me to elevate himself. “That man is 

something else I’m not going back there yet. Maybe tomorrow 

or something.” My eyes are on Vumani as I say this and he 

glances at me. I think he’ll tell his king I said I’m going home 

tomorrow. “Well he’s breathing fire and even called my 

husband to bother him with this can you imagine?” “Definitely! 



Your dad is weird.” We both laugh and I ask about her kids 

before we say our goodbyes. Sbahle sends a text and she’s 

shocked that dad wants me to go home. We text back and forth 

for a while and by the time I raise my head to take in my 

surroundings we’re at the Umvoti Ultra City getting petrol. 

Where exactly we’re going is still a mystery to me but I don’t 

want to ask Vumani because I’m as angry at him as I am at both 

the king and my father. Men ruin everything! 05 Nonhle: The 

next time I raise my head we’re driving into Lifestyle in Ballito. 

He finds a parking and gets out then he gets my door “Please 

leave your belongings in the car MaMthiyane.” Vumani says 

when I grab my purse. I roll my eyes and leave it. Luna opens 

her own door and gets out while Vumani closes mine and leads 

the way towards the shops. He takes one of the Woolworths 

trolleys and we go into the shop. “The king would like you to 

get whatever groceries you think you’d need for at least a 

week. However if you need anything more I’ll be available to 

drive you anywhere you wish MaMthiyane.” I don’t answer him 

but instead I lead the way putting whatever I feel like I want in 

the trolley. Luna who currently has my phone is busy snapping 

and walking behind us. I buy a full chicken because there’s no 

way I’m cooking and a salad. That’ll be dinner. If Vumani 

doesn’t like that he’ll be strong. One thing I know now is that 

I’m going to a house. I’m guessing it’s the King’s house 

somewhere. Maybe here in Ballito? I mean that would be 

awesome. When we get to the cashier Vumani gives me a card 

“Then pin was sent to you by the king.” I look at him weirdly 



and ask for my phone from Luna. There really is an unopened 

sms with a message. It’s four numbers. I’m guessing this is the 

king’s number that sent this. I shake my head and wait for the 

cashier to finish scanning everything before paying. After that 

we go to the car and put everything in the boot. “We’ll come 

back tomorrow to shop for now you’ve been asked to buy 

cosmetic products you think you need most.” “We? Haha. Quite 

funny.” I say to him as I walk away towards the Clicks with them 

following me. Honestly if Luna wasn’t here I’d run with this card 

and show Vumani and his king flames. I’m not crazy. I’m 

actually quite reasonable but if you don’t tell me what the fuck 

is going on how am I supposed to feel? Who operates that way? 

Mxm. “Luna don’t annoy me! Stop taking selfies and pick a 

damn toothbrush!” She doesn’t do her normal smart mouth 

shit. I guess she can tell I’m really not in the mood so she 

quietly gets a toothbrush. I pick a towel set and she does the 

same. I take a couple of packs of pads because I have a heavy 

flow and so does Luna. I get toothpaste shower gels and 

skincare products. The last thing I grab is a pack of gum and we 

go pay. To be quite honest I love the faux locks on my head but 

I want to do braids so tomorrow maybe I can buy extensions so 

Luna can braid on my hair. I did the ones she has on now and 

that’s our thing. We braid each other. After paying we go to the 

car climb back in and drive out. I’m getting hungry now and the 

car still smells like Steers. I’ve already told myself I’m not 

touching it though so I ignore it. Luna has given me my phone 

and I now have a text from Banele. My mood gets instantly 



lifted. I can’t wait to tell her what her husband did today and 

I’m hoping she tells him to have manners. He’s so disrespectful 

really. As we text I can tell she’s not going to tell him anything 

about this talk. Even if she does she won’t tell him to stop 

treating me this way because she keeps saying she can’t get 

involved in “our personal relationship.” I mean what 

relationship sis? Her man is dictating to me. There’s no 

relationship there. I guess she just knows him better and maybe 

this dictator shit is who he is. Maybe that’s why she’s clearly 

not taking sides and telling me to talk to him. After everything 

he’s done today she’s asking me to talk to him. We drive into an 

estate in Zimbali and park in a big and beautiful home. Luna 

looks at me and I can tell she’s excited. I partly am too I mean is 

this where I’m spending the night?! I still don’t show my 

excitement though because I don’t want this one to tell his boss 

I was excited. We get out and I take some of the Clicks bags 

with Luna while Vumani gets some of the groceries. Before we 

even reach the door from the garage to the inside someone 

opens for us. It’s an older lady with a smile on her face. 

“Sanibona ninjani kodwa?” The lady. “Sis Florence unjani? Has 

her majesty said anything to you?” Vumani. “Yes me and the 

ladies have cleaned up this old place for the future queen and 

her goddaughter.” She’s looking at us smiling when she says the 

last part. I smile back just to be polite. Luna is just looking at the 

gorgeous place and probably hasn’t heard anything since 

getting here. “Let me help you with that MaMthiyane. I’ll set 

these up in your room. Follow me young girl I’ll show you your 



room too.” Florence. She’s already taking the bags before I can 

reply and so I agree and they walk upstairs. “I’ll get the rest and 

go to the granny flat to rest. I’ll see you tomorrow when we’re 

scheduled to go shopping. There is security all around the 

house and you’re safe okay?” Vumani. With that he’s out the 

door and I’m left here standing alone. I walk toward the large 

lounge and look around then I continue on to the large kitchen 

and dining area. It’s open plan so if I turn around I can see 

Vumani walking in with the groceries walking towards the 

kitchen to leave them on the counter before walking all the way 

back towards the lounge and out. The stairs are on the side of 

the house with massive windows that probably show them 

from outside. The large sunken lounge has steps going down to 

the seating area with the television. I walk back towards the 

lounge area and check out what’s behind the only wall here. It’s 

a pantry. I mean with the size of the house it feels a bit far from 

the kitchen however at the same time it’s literally also a chef’s 

kitchen I guess to be away from guests. I check behind a door 

not too far from the pantry and it’s a laundry room. The other 

door is a half bathroom. Well the great thing about this house is 

that it’s not that close to the ocean. I can see it but it looks like 

this house is on a hill and far from it. I’m definitely afraid of the 

ocean. How do you sleep knowing if a Tsunami started you 

don’t even have five minutes to try and run away? This is better 

and still has an ocean view so I’m not complaining. Vumani is 

done with the groceries I guess because I hear the door lock 

after his third trip into the house with bags of food. Luna runs 



downstairs and comes to hug me. I giggle because of how giddy 

she is even though I’m not sure why. “This is the best thing 

that’s ever happened to me! I love this whole house! Thank you 

so much for taking me with you Nonhle!” She squeezes me until 

we’re both giggling. “I’d never leave you. Even though I didn’t 

even know where we were going I was never going to let you 

stay there without me there for you.” “This house is awesome! 

Mam’ Florence says I can do whatever I want and there’s 

people who clean here. We literally just have to live.” I smile at 

her and watch her talk about everything she wants to do here 

include go into the pool and spa because she can. She wants to 

start learning how to swim at eighteen. I don’t even understand 

why because I personally would never but hey apparently she’s 

been told she can do whatever she likes. Long as she doesn’t 

drown I don’t mind. Sis Florence walks back downstairs and 

starts putting away the groceries and I ask to help her since I’m 

new here and want to know where things are. “You can always 

change whatever you’d like to change MaMthiyane. This house 

will soon be yours too.” I don’t know how much employees like 

her who don’t stay at the palace or close to the royals know so I 

don’t tell her I’m probably not going to marry that dictating 

jerk. The only good thing about that man is that he’s attractive 

because honestly that’s the only way others don’t realize how 

controlling he is. They’re all mesmerized into not seeing him 

how I do. After packing away the groceries and being told I can 

press a button for help at any hour I can get a chef and I can 

literally have anything done for me but have any of the staff in 



the bedroom anymore. That’s the only room the king doesn’t 

allow staff in and Banele cleans that herself. The same goes for 

Luna’s room because she’s the king’s goddaughter too now. 

Meaning the rules that apply to the other children apply to her. 

I wonder how she’ll feel about that. I’m not sure it’s wise for Sis 

Florence to say such things given I’m not even yet a queen or 

married to the man of this house. I don’t want Luna to think 

that man will love her or care about her because he won’t. You 

can just tell he isn’t planning on having a relationship with me 

and that’s okay but I don’t want Luna mixed up in that. She’s 

been through enough. Florence takes me to my room upstairs 

and tells me if I need help finding anything I can call her. I thank 

her and walk in. It’s beautiful in here. The bed is sunken like 

that lounge. There’s a closet in here. I say closet because it’s big 

enough to fit three rooms in here. It’s empty so there’s only 

open shelves and rails with hangers. The shoe section even has 

LED lights like the stairs that come up here. I’ve seen stuff like 

this only in movies and Instagram. I’ve never thought I’d even 

have such. Sure I hoped I’d be rich just not this rich. I walk back 

out and the other door leads to the large bathroom. This could 

literally be another bedroom. The three shower heads are a bit 

much. The largest square one is in the middle and I can see the 

stars on the glass above it. Now that’s a cool feature. The tub is 

black and large with jets. I can’t believe this honestly. Huge 

double sinks and my new towels and stuff is all here. I guess Sis 

Florence came in here for the last time to drop these. I walk out 

and sit one of the two couches here. There’s a small table with 



two books. I get up to see if there’s a balcony behind the 

curtains and there is one a huge one at that. I can see the 

backyard garden sunken pool and sunken fire pit. I go back 

inside through the stacking doors and lock. The key was already 

hanging here so I take it from the door and put it on the table. 

I’ve seen enough of this room and I don’t want Luna wandering 

off in this big ass house so I go back downstairs and find her 

talking to Vumani. They’re sitting on the kitchen high chairs 

laughing about something. Heh I know Vumani is younger than 

me but he’s definitely way older than Luna so I hope he’s not 

going to try it. “Oh hey Nonhle isn’t your room sick?! I love it! 

Vumani came in because he forgot to bring in our bags from 

home.” Luna says as I walk towards them. I nod and stop a few 

feet away from them near the counter “Yeah it’s nice. Please 

reheat the chicken baby we put it in the microwave already and 

then take the salad from the fridge and plate for us three. 

Vumani a word please.” I say this and walk all the way back out 

the open garage door. This house is too big for a dramatic 

entrance. There needs to be a way to not speak and then have 

your words entirely processed and understood by a third party 

by the time you get out. A few seconds later Vumani walks out 

and closes the door behind him. “MaMthiyane?” I can’t help 

but roll my eyes but I don’t have time to stop these people 

now. Clearly they’ve all been told to call me that because even 

Sis Florence did it. “Vumani I hope you’re not thinking of trying 

anything with Luna. She’s a child.” I don’t understand the look 

on his face. He looks rather surprised then he smiles “I wouldn’t 



dream of it MaMthiyane.” “Good. Thank you let’s go eat.” 

“Don’t worry about me the drivers and the security eat with the 

staff.” I nod and walk past him then into the door. I close it 

behind me and walk back to Luna. She’s cut the chicken and put 

it on a plate with the salad then she took out the dressing and 

other sauces from the fridge so we can use whatever we want. 

“I almost didn’t find the fridge. Everything looks like cabinets.” I 

laugh because without Sis Florence I never would’ve found it 

either. Probably would’ve used the one in the chef’s 

kitchen/pantry. “Yeah this house is going to take some getting 

used to.” “Tell me about it! I’m so excited though. If only I had a 

phone again I’d post all of this.” “You can use my phone for 

your social media for now mos.” “I know I already did. Just 

wanted to see if you’d say I’m allowed to or not.” “Only after 

you’ve done it? I have a feeling uMaMnguni stole my DNA to 

make you.” We both laugh because her mom always used to 

say we’re alike in so many ways and at sixteen years old I was 

sure she was just grasping at straws. Luna was only two years 

old then there was no way. Even after she was fourteen and I 

was twenty-eight years old at the time of her mother’s death I 

didn’t see it. Yet now now both Luna and I agree her mom was 

onto something. Difference is the smart mouth from Luna. I 

don’t really do that. “Well I’ve been getting notifications so 

much today! Followers friend requests the works. Even DMs 

from those who know me from high school asking if I’m back 

online and saying I’ve become a city girl. Isn’t it cool?” I shrug 

and frown. I don’t understand how city girl is cool. From how 



they use it on Twitter I don’t want her being called that. 

Anyway I’ll let the teen be a teen. “City girl doesn’t sound very 

nice from how I’ve heard and seen it being used. Also I know 

you’re ranting about social media because you miss having a 

phone so I’ll look for something tomorrow for you to use.” She 

literally jumps from where she’s sitting to come hug and thank 

me. I shake my head and giggle. She thinks she’s so slick! I love 

her for it though. We have to wash these dishes and get to bed. 

I personally am tired however I can tell the city girl wants to 

watch television and luckily for her I know how to operate a 

remote better so I find her something on Netflix and tell her to 

try it out by herself to switch to Showmax or another film. It’s 

the only way she’ll learn. I head upstairs and into the bedroom. 

As soon as I step in about to go shower I get a call from Banele. 

I wonder if she’s finally on my side or still standing by not 

getting involved or taking sides. “Hey Nonhle. How is Zimbali 

treating you so far?” “I guess it’s okay. I do need to leave 

tomorrow though dad despite being a prick is right I can’t be 

kipiting so to say at my big age.” “Ugh girl from what Khule said 

to me you’re going to have to stay there till this coming 

Thursday. Saturday the negotiations happen and then Sunday 

you travel back.” “Banele what are you talking about? 

Negotiations where? For what? Don’t tell me I’m the last to 

hear that someone is paying Lobola for me.” “Hau the letter 

arrived at your dad’s doorstep a few hours ago.” “Now see 

there’s no way because he would’ve made even more noise 

about me having to be home and probably would’ve told my 



sisters by now who would’ve called to ask me who I’m marrying 

if he doesn’t tell them himself.” “Well I don’t know everything I 

told you I wasn’t getting involved in your marriage with Khule 

so maybe you should ask him why there’s no more noise from 

your father.” “You do understand that this can’t happen 

anymore right? The king has only spoken to me once otherwise 

he’s talking at me. He told his driver to not let me pay and he 

took me here without telling me where I was going or why. Also 

the man doesn’t even look at me. He’s all about you which is 

fine but how do I marry a man who doesn’t even understand 

me?” “Look there’s a reason you’re supposed to be with him 

and you’re supposed to be a part of our family. You’ve already 

helped me with my son and as happy as I am I’m afraid if you 

two don’t marry things could still go wrong. It’s selfish of me to 

want you here just for that but I’d rather be selfish than not 

even try to save him.” “I hear you Banele and I don’t blame you. 

I just wish to be seen. Otherwise tell him I want an open 

marriage.” She laughs loudly “I know I said I wasn’t getting 

involved but that I’ll definitely tell him.” She’s still laughing 

when we say our goodbyes and I don’t understand if it’s that 

funny or there’s an inside joke between them about open 

marriages. Maybe they tried it before. I mean you never know 

with rich people. I go take a long hot shower and wear only 

panties to bed. Why is this so? Because when Luna took her ten 

seconds of packing our bags she left my pjs. I don’t blame her 

though Vumani didn’t give her much time. I’m praying for a 

clearer mind tomorrow. Honestly I need to plan either a 



rebellion or how to convince the king I need a side bae because 

he clearly wouldn’t touch me even if you paid him to. 06 Banele 

When my children came home unexpectedly a day after I 

stormed a council meeting with their father’s future wife I 

knew they heard somehow about it and came to find out 

what’s going on. In a royal family few things that happen 

publicly can be hidden especially if there was some family 

members present. MaCele for one is known for talking about 

things so I wouldn’t be surprised if they say they were told by 

grandma. The moment Kai walked in then her brother and 

sister followed in the bedroom I knew they knew so I secretly 

sent their father a text while they were looking for the courage 

to ask me what’s going on. I could just tell with the small talk. 

Or maybe they just wanted Mane to go out of the room before 

asking. I surprised them first before they could say anything by 

removing the pillow from my belly and getting up. I was no 

longer in the night dress anyway and Mane is a kid so he didn’t 

notice anything different with his mother he was buried in the 

iPad when I came out the closet. All three of my older babies 

looked shocked to say the least. Kind of like their dad had been 

that’s before they changed from that to being excited for 

another sibling. That’s when Mane heard them and got angry 

then he stormed out the room. I still have to have a talk with 

him about how it’ll be great for him to be a big brother like 

Musa is to him. Anyway Kai being a doctor was first to ask why 

it hadn’t shown for so long and that’s when I explained why we 

need a second wife in the family and the ancestors demand 



their polygamous marriage. Surprisingly they actually 

understood even though they don’t like the idea of having a 

step mom at twenty-three and twenty-two years old. Of them 

three though the one who clearly seemed to think the hardest 

about it wasn’t my usual diva Nami but her brother. As the 

future king I understand why he just seemed to go into a shell 

after I told him everything. His father tried to resist but even for 

the mighty Khulekani Ngubo something had to give. That could 

only mean if he resists something similar might happen or 

maybe with him even worse. These things don’t come the same 

way. We’re having a family dinner just us and the children 

before they go back to Durban and Cape Town respectively. The 

twins live in Cape Town both studying. Musa will be working in 

the family company NMV holdings while Nami is studying and 

practicing photography. She’s a great writer but I guess she just 

chose to do something else for now. Being born into royalty 

and not just that the wealth her father accumulated by himself 

– she can literally study for the rest of her life if she wanted. 

“So dad I know how you feel about mom but do you like love 

Nonhle too?” Musa. “No son. Unfortunately I do not love her.” 

Khule. “Yet he doesn’t love her yet. I’m hoping he’ll at least 

learn to care for her because at the end of the day she’s 

important to our family.” “You’re okay with that mom? I’m a 

little uncomfortable with that.” Nami. “Yeah me too. I don’t 

really like it.” Kai. “Well the old me would’ve felt like you two 

and maybe even worse but I’ve learnt so much since having 

Mane and being helped by the royal traditional healer.” “So 



basically the past eight years you’ve relearnt yourself while 

understanding more about the family?” Musa. “Yes 

Bongumusa. I’ve grown to understand where the tradition of 

polygamy in this particular royal family comes from and that 

sometimes the ancestors just want something. Whether you do 

or not.” I can just tell Khulekani is over all this talk from his face 

and it’s so beautiful to see because it’s proof he loves me and 

even when I let him be with someone else he doesn’t want it. I 

do however need him to see the bigger picture like me and well 

from what I understand I’m the only woman who can get him 

to do anything for now. “Well Naoko has no issues being 

polygamous don’t you bro?” Nami. We all laugh except Musa. 

He pinches her and the ever dramatic princess screams. “Not at 

the dinner table Namiko.” Khulekani. Nobody dares call Nami 

by her first name Abongiwe why? She forbid us all and if you 

know her wrath you listen. Well of us except her big sister. Kai 

doesn’t care about her sister’s anger because they’re literally 

similar and have the same temper just that Kai isn’t as loud 

with hers as her sister. I’d say Kai is like Khulekani. Quiet but 

still as deadly. Both my boys are sweethearts though. Musa and 

Mane are just gentlemen and though I know Musa is a playboy 

Sponsored I’m still certain he treats ladies well. Mane is way 

too young for girls but I’ve heard him talk about one girl from 

class since kindergarten. He says she’s not his girlfriend because 

they’re too young but when they’re big like Musa’s age then 

he’ll ask her out. It’s the cutest thing but I know just five years 

from now he’ll change his tune. They always outgrow being 



cute and start having girls attach themselves to them. We enjoy 

the rest of the dinner laughing about other things and 

genuinely I feel this couldn’t have been a better time to do this. 

Sure Mane is young but he’s old enough to understand if I 

explain things properly to him. Getting him to like Nonhle won’t 

be too hard. It’s accepting more siblings I’m hoping Nonhle can 

have kids with Khule that might be the issue. Mane’s been the 

last born for eight years already. He’s bound to get jealous. 

After dinner we get drivers to take the twins to the airport and 

Kai back to Durban. I called Nonhle on my way to the bedroom 

while Khule was making calls to the pilot at the airport who’ll 

take the jet to Cape Town. She asked me to ask Khule for an 

open marriage on her behalf and it was the funniest thing ever. 

Why? I don’t care how much he doesn’t care for now Khule is 

not sharing a wife. Not even if he doesn’t love her yet. It will 

never ever happen and it’s actually such a brilliant way for me 

to get him to make an effort. I’m sure Nonhle thinks I’m taking 

his side on things but for the most part I don’t want to discuss 

their relationship much with Khule because I don’t want him to 

feel coerced into loving her should that happen. I’m definitely 

on her side about him moving her from her father’s house 

disrespectfully and not even discussing with her where she was 

going. Or at least telling her but that’s Khule. I love him exactly 

as crazy as he is and I know she’ll learn to love him like this too. 

He’s not hard to fall in love with. I would know. When he walks 

in the bedroom I’m waiting for him under the covers with my 

back against the headboard. “Khule Nonhle asked that you 



agree to an open marriage.” I say simply when he joins me in 

bed. The look he gives me is enough for me to burst out 

laughing. “Is she mad?!” I keep laughing and trying to talk 

through it “Well she reckons that’s fair since you don’t love her 

she can get love elsewhere and attention.” “Who’s giving her 

love right now? Which man? Isn’t she single? Now that she’ll 

marry me she’s in need of a man?” I have tears forming already 

in the corners of my eyes and I can’t help but laugh my damn 

ass off. Nonhle is definitely not getting this wish. “Well I’ll let 

her know you’ll think about it.” “You should’ve told her she’s 

crazy the moment she said it. Nx.” He’s so worked up and as 

sexy as an angry Khule is I kind of want him to show that side to 

Nonhle so I won’t even initiate sex. He’s already angry I’ll let it 

build up. “Go to Zimbali in the morning and talk to the woman. 

She’ll see that you see her.” He doesn’t answer immediately 

but eventually sighs and says alright. I know how to win without 

fighting with this man and tonight I’m proud of myself for being 

able to set this up for Nonhle and him. In the morning I’m 

planning a family lunch in my restaurant with all my NMV 

holdings family. NMV is Ngubo Micheal Vezi holdings. Mike said 

he wants to take the power away from his dad and not make 

the company a part of his father’s legacy so he opted for his 

name not his surname Boateng. Originally before the company 

was formed we called ourselves the NBV families. Vezi is my 

family surname but represented by my brother and the one 

who came out of the toughest situation out of all three of 

them. If I hadn’t met and married Khulekani my brother 



would’ve still been successful but not as much as he is now. He 

didn’t have trust funds like Khule and Mike. Our father wasn’t 

rich just middle class. We dreamt of money but not the billions 

we now have access to. Honestly if and when God favors you 

nothing can stop Him. Other people involved in NMV include 

Khule’s little brothers Mfundo and Khulani plus all our children. 

Well Khulani doesn’t have children yet he’s only twenty-three 

while Mfundo is married to my sister. Mike of course is with my 

best friend Lwazi and their kids. Then my brother and his wife 

plus kids. Lastly without a stake but still an honorary mention 

my sister Fanele and her husband Matthew they also have one 

biological child and a newly adopted daughter. Also Khule’s 

only sister Zendaya and her husband Connor with their two 

children. The company hires family based on qualifications and 

work ethic only though. One of the princesses who is Khule’s 

little sister Nosigcino also works there. She keeps an eye on the 

boys for us too because she’s on their floor. We also hire the 

general public. Well I say we but Mike is more hands on that 

side. He’s also retiring soon and the best option for who takes 

over from him right now is someone who doesn’t even have 

shares there but has experience and till the boys grow up a bit 

Gcino will take over. Anyway the lunch is so that I can show 

them my pregnancy and we can explain to them about the 

polygamy and how I ended being the one who pushes for it to 

happen while asking that they accept Nonhle. I’m hoping like 

with the kids it’s easier than I currently expect. The family will 

be together for my niece Owami’s wedding so it’s the best time 



to get everyone together. The negotiations will actually be 

happening during my niece’s wedding. Yes the wedding must 

happen quickly because I’m being extra cautious for my baby. 

I’m distracting myself with this lunch business really because I 

don’t want to call Khule to ask him how things are going with 

Nonhle. I’m sure he’s in Zimbali by now and either charming the 

panties off her or frustrating her entire being. There’s no in 

between. 07 Nonhle You know something? I wish he didn’t 

come here. I don’t understand why he’s here if he won’t say 

anything. He arrived way too early for one and just opened my 

curtains without warning. I almost ran out of the room opening 

my eyes to a man sitting on one of the couches in my room 

staring out the glass doors. I still haven’t gotten out of bed 

because I’m only wearing panties and I don’t know how I’m 

supposed to carry this heavy ass cover to the bathroom. I 

choose to use the sheet but before I can even move he speaks 

for the first time since we said good morning then just stared at 

each other. His voice is a baritone and too loud for the damn 

morning too. “Just get up. You’re wearing a red lacy thong and 

nothing else. You sleep like a six year old so I already saw 

everything the moment I walked in the room.” I choke on my 

spit and cough. What the fuck man?! Is this guy nuts? Firstly 

how dare he say I sleep like a six year old?! That’s insulting! 

Secondly why is he describing my underwear in detail? I know 

what I’m wearing. I still get the sheet off the bed and cover 

myself then I walk to the bathroom. He takes out his phone 

when I do this and seems to be on it. Today I buy sleepwear. 



That’s if I’ll still get to go shopping with Vumani since this man 

is here. I take a quick shower and brush my teeth then I do my 

minimalistic makeup tie my faux locks in a high ponytail and 

wrap a towel around me when I walk back into the room. He’s 

still sitting where I left him. Like he’s a portrait for Vogue or 

some shit. How does he find the time to be in perfect lighting 

the perfect place and move the perfect way all the time? Must 

be exhausting! “Wear something casual like me.” I don’t 

understand. He knows I don’t have clothes here yet right? Also 

how is an outfit that could pay the deposit for a Ferrari casual? 

The brands aren’t flashy but I know these clothes. It’s clothes 

even my ex has saved on his Instagram as part of his wishlist. 

I’m talking Nike x Dior sneakers Nike sweatpants and t-shirt 

with a Nocta collection jacket and the “icing” I can tell is a real 

diamond chain and that watch is blinding me so it also has to be 

Patek or Rolex or whatever. I don’t want to talk so I shut my 

damn mouth and go look for something from what Luna could 

pack. Heck I don’t even have a change of shoes so if he has 

issues with my flats he’ll be strong. I find a good pair of jeans 

from The Fix and and a plain white t-shirt. This is the best he 

gets really. My stuff is back home but even if I was there there 

wouldn’t be much of a change to this outfit maybe the shoes 

would be sneakers and a branded tee. I walk out of the closet 

and avoid his eyes. I don’t want to see him judging me because 

I’ll curse him out with my last breath I swear. “You have to do 

the bed sweep the floor then mop and take the sheet in the 

bathroom to the laundry room where you’ll iron that t-shirt so 



I’ll go wait for you downstairs. Do you like porridge? I do. I’ll ask 

Florence to make the three of us some while you do that.” Oh 

my fucking God he’s a fucking terrorist! Dictator isn’t it it’s 

terrorist! I want to curse him out as he walks out the room but 

I’m defeated so I watch him with my mouth open till he walks 

out the door. I jump on the sunken bed no time for steps grab 

the pillow and scream into it. Is he fucking kidding me?! When I 

finally calm down and take it off my face it has some of my 

make up on it which annoys me further so I throw the damn 

pillow towards the door. Fuck him! I’m not doing all that shit! A 

few seconds later I get up take the cover and the sheet from 

the bathroom then I grab the pillow on my way out. I take out 

the pillowcase and throw the pillow back on the bed then walk 

out. Tears are threatening my eyes. I’m so fucking pissed. When 

I get to the laundry room on the far end of the passage there’s 

a lady here. She smiles and me and takes it from me. Then she 

asks for my t-shirt. I’m confused so I ask as I take it off and give 

it to her. “How do you know?” “The boss said you’re going 

somewhere today. I’ve worked for him long enough to know no 

one goes out with him wrinkly.” I shake my head. “Is he a cruel 

boss? You can tell me I won’t tell.” She laughs and shakes her 

head. “The only people who have it tough from him are the 

security. That’s only because he wants his family safe all the 

time.” I don’t believe that but I shut my mouth. She’s just being 

nice because she’s afraid of losing her job. I never would’ve 

snitched. She takes out one of those irons I’ve only seen on 

television on those Verimark adverts. It irons clothes on the 



hanger. “You’ll knock on my door when you’re done please. I 

have to go sweep.” She opens a door with cleaning supplies and 

hands me a fancy Verimark broom and one of those fancy 

Verimark mops too. I thank her and take in her instructions for 

the mop. Then I go back to my room with this shit and start by 

sweeping the large ass room after a while I mop the floors 

including the bathroom and walk out taking the supplies back. 

The lady who helped me gives me the t-shirt and lets me know 

when I come back the bedding will be dry if I want to use it 

again or I can get some on the bottom closed shelves in the 

closet of my bedroom. I’m not going back in there for the damn 

bed. I’m going downstairs but I don’t tell her that I just thank 

her and walk out with the t-shirt and walk downstairs with just 

my bra and jeans on. I put the t-shirt on in the middle of the 

steps when I see the crazy look the king is giving me. I don’t 

understand he said he already saw everything already and I 

didn’t even have a bra on while in bed. I don’t ask though when 

I reach him and Luna. I greet Luna and she greets back. 

“Morning Nonhle your porridge is in the pot.” Luna. She’s 

almost done with hers and the king is done with his but I don’t 

see the bowl he used unless he didn’t even have any which 

would piss me right off. “How are you here so early? You slept 

late.” “Baba woke me up and told me to clean my room and get 

dressed so I did.” Luna. I look at him. He did not tell Luna to call 

him dad. Honestly. What is wrong with him?! “I woke her up 

first she chose to clean the room before showering.” The king. 

I’m guessing he thinks I’m looking at him because I didn’t see 



Luna cleaning at all. I don’t even care about that. “I see. How 

was your night Luna?” I’m angry at him. I don’t actually want to 

see him nor address him because I’ll be disrespectful I know it. 

“I was just telling baba that it was awesome. My room has this 

cool lamp that makes it look like the sky is on my roof. I love it!” 

Luna. “Well I’m glad you like it here Lunathi. It’s your new home 

you can stay here as long as you want. However I’m going to 

have to ask you to move next year because you have to start 

school.” The king. I look at him. Directly at him for the first time 

since I came downstairs. He’s not even looking at me but at 

Lunathi who’s next to him. She’s already hugging him and 

thanking him. “Thank you so much baba! I’ve been wishing I 

could go to school as study but I had no luck with bursaries.” 

Luna. “Don’t worry about all that. You’re getting an apartment 

in one of our buildings and going to whichever University or 

College you want.” The king. She’s already in tears and hugging 

him constantly. The smile on her face is priceless and his looks 

so genuine too. I can’t help but catch a lone tear too when she 

comes to hug me. “Can you believe it Nonhle?! I’m going to 

school!” Luna. I nod and hug her back. Nothing makes me 

happier than seeing her so excited. She’s so giddy and though I 

was angry at him just a minute ago I can’t help but be thankful 

for this so I say an audio less thank you to him while he’s 

looking at us hug. He nods. Luna spends the next five minutes 

while I eat talking about how happy she is and how she can’t 

wait to move out and be a city girl that earns her a look from 

her newly found “baba” and she shuts up immediately. “Seems 



you’ll have to share with Khanya. She’s one of your sisters. 

You’ll love her. By the way you can’t call Nonhle by her name 

anymore. She’s going to become a queen. I’m taking both of 

you from Jele’s care and you’ll both be introduced to our 

ancestors. You’re going to be our daughter fully so you have to 

get used to calling her mom.” The king. I don’t think Luna is 

hearing this for the first time because she doesn’t look 

surprised just excited. As for me I don’t know how to react 

because as beautiful as it all is he’s only showing affection to 

Lunathi. He’s really a father with her but I don’t think he can be 

a husband with me. Not from his words and body language thus 

far. All I know is he cares for Luna and right now that seems 

enough to make me want to give this thing a shot. Lunathi 

washes both my bowl and hers after we finish then the king 

stands up and says let’s go. I swear Lunathi is the force that 

pulls me out of the thought of rebellion because she’s quick to 

follow this man to the front entrance. For the first time we’re 

going out through this large ass door. He opens and holds it for 

us before following us out. The only car parked by the fountain 

nearest to the door is a Ford Ranger. It’s matte black and I can 

tell he customized it because the windows dimmed too. He gets 

the door for me then Luna before going to the driver’s side and 

starting the engine. Okay – maybe he’s a terrorist but he’s a 

damn sexy one. The way he handles a steering wheel is… 

Perfect. Calculated. Just like every other movement he makes. 

We drive out and within minutes we’re at the Ballito Junction. 

“A round of shopping then breakfast or breakfast first?” He asks 



looking at me. I’m still full and I think Luna is too so I look away 

and pretend to wipe something off my face before answering 

him. He puts on a cap and sunglasses. Hiding from paparazzi I 

see. “A round of shopping we just ate.” He nods and gets out of 

the car first. Then he gets my door but Luna is out before he 

even gets to hers. She’s so eager my goodness! I’m afraid the 

king will get annoyed with it but he doesn’t seem to mind more 

than that he’s first to offer her his hand and she takes it. He 

offers me his free hand to help me jump off the car and I take 

it. I want to break our hands free after that but he does it first 

and closes the car door. Then unexpectedly he does take my 

hand again and we walk together towards the entrance. I don’t 

know how to feel about this. We go straight to the iStore and 

he tells us to buy whatever phones we want. While Luna is off 

to choose I decide to address this now. “Please don’t spoil her. I 

want her to be happy but I don’t want her to be some brat or 

think she’ll just ask daddy for anything. Which by the way you 

did not tell me you’re asking Luna to call you dad.” “I’m a father 

to four other children. I spoil my children and I also teach them 

the value of the things they are afforded. As for Luna deciding 

to call me her father it was completely her decision after a 

conversation she and I had. I did not ask anything.” “You don’t 

know how hard life has been for her. I’ve tried to give her a 

good life for four years now but I had to do it in secret because 

my ex did not want me doing it. So to see her get all this I 

should be happy but instead I don’t want her to crash in case 

we don’t work.” “MaMthiyane go choose a new phone please I 



don’t have time for your insecurities about this marriage. 

Which even if it doesn’t work out and you divorce me Lunathi is 

still going to be our daughter. She’s going to be a Ngubo.” I’m 

at a loss for words. I really am because I want to understand 

what he means if the marriage doesn’t work I’ll divorce him? 

How is it already me filing for divorce and not him? Also Lunathi 

is ours? Uphambene yazi. He’s gone loco. Lunathi is my 

goddaughter. I don’t want to fight at an iStore so I zip my 

mouth and go join Lunathi. We end up buying the same phone 

models different colors. Hers is red mine is grey. Well by buying 

I mean the king buys the phones for us. I don’t even know 

where my cards are because when I checked my purse this 

morning there wasn’t any just the hundred rands cash I had left 

in there plus the two rands. After getting the phones we go sit 

down at a restaurant and order breakfast while I back up the 

phone and Luna basically starts afresh. She’s already taken so 

many selfies with us and alone I already know she’ll have a field 

day posting. Regardless of not being able to post her new 

“baba” yet because he’s not your average joe and he’s not yet 

married to her new mom. Now that I think about it Luna has yet 

to call me mom but already refers to the king as dad. Wonders 

shall never end in this world. She’s only spent this morning with 

this man by the way. “What exactly am I supposed to call you?” 

I ask a little unexpectedly even for myself. “To you I’m 

Khulekani. I’m sure you’ll be able to gauge situations where 

you’re supposed to call me the king or his majesty and all the 

other crap.” Won’t lie I’m surprised he is willing to let me call 



him by name. I’m even more surprised he curses. “Alright 

Khulekani did Banele tell you about my request?” “Forget about 

that. If you’re my wife you’re my wife. There’s no open what 

what here.” “You do understand it would take some of the 

strain of keeping two women happy off you. I mean not that 

you plan on making me happy.” He stares at me like he wants 

me to shut my mouth. “Did I tell you I’m strained?” Now how 

do I answer that because clearly he did not. “No but…” “Then 

don’t speak for me.” I shut the hell up and thank the waiter for 

my food when it arrives. We all get our orders and begin 

digging in silently. Well silently for me. Khulekani yes I’ll 

definitely call him by his name and his daughter because that’s 

what he called her are talking about her high school experience 

at the newer King Khulekani High School she attended at the 

school he built basically. “Yeah it was both good and bad I 

won’t lie. I mean the education and facilities are top notch 

especially for no fees but then some of the male staff just… I’ll 

say weren’t ethical.” Luna. I see Khulekani’s whole demeanor 

change. I know this story I wanted to fight but as I said before I 

let my ex made me feel I shouldn’t be doing anything for Luna 

in the past. He said I must focus on business and that if I left 

he’d take over the business in my absence. I mean he did do 

that while I was right there but that’s a story for another day. 

“What did they do?” The king. She sighs. I can tell she’s already 

ready to cry and she hasn’t even started talking her voice 

breaks from the first sentence “One of them he’s probably just 

a little younger than you dad and he groped me in his 



classroom.” Luna. “Okay sweetie listen you don’t have to tell 

the story now in public just give me his name for now.” The 

king. She nods tells him the name and he goes to hug her and 

give her a kiss on her forehead before walking out. I go sit next 

to her and hug her. I feel so guilty that I didn’t fight that pig till 

today. We continue eating after she’s calmed down fully and 

Khulekani comes back. He doesn’t even sit down “I’ve paid for 

this when you’re done here go to any of the salons do whatever 

hair you two want do your nails everything. Then you can go 

shopping. Use this card. I’ll be back to fetch you guys when 

you’re done.” He gives me his card briefly side hugs Luna and 

walks away. I check my phone when a text comes in from his 

number with a different pin from yesterday. I just save his 

number and send a simple thank you. I don’t know what else to 

say to him. He’s so complicated and mysterious. I think he’s 

supposed to be some sort of movie character. A black James 

Bond maybe? I don’t know. I wonder what it is he’s going to do. 

I wonder a lot of things including why he was here with us this 

morning because really he hasn’t said anything about that. 

When Luna finishes her food we go out in search for the salon. 

Not really sure I know where it is so I use the mall search thing 

and find one then we go so we can get our hair done and do 

Luna’s nails for the first time ever. It’s such an awesome 

experience that I try my best to document her. By the time 

we’ve gotten glammed up here I got to get braids as per my 

wish and Luna got a cute twelve inch straight weave she looks 

so good! I love it on her so much especially with the nude and 



short stiletto nails. She’s almost really a city girl. Not sure how 

Khulekani will feel after his reaction to her saying she’ll be a city 

girl this morning. We didn’t go crazy with the hair and 

everything because we don’t want to take advantage of 

Khulekani’s kindness. We go back to shopping for clothes now. 

We’re at Mr Price when Khulekani calls me. He’s probably back. 

“You looked at the Sportscene but didn’t take anything not 

even a few sneakers for Luna why?” Now how they hell did he 

know that? I look around but I can’t see him anywhere. “How 

do you know that? Plus that stuff is expensive and we’re not 

trying to take advantage…” He cuts me off “You can stop 

shopping if you don’t want to but give Luna everything she 

wants. Did I not say you two can get whatever? You can fucking 

buy a plot of land if you want.” I don’t believe what I just heard 

so I take the phone off my ear stare at it and put it back. “Fine 

no more limits if that’s what you want.” I end the call first this 

time and it feels damn good. I go find Luna tap her and tell her 

we’re going back for sneakers and tracksuits and whatever else 

we want. I’ll even go as far as getting us some real jewelry at 

Sterns or Browns for icing on the cake. He’ll probably take away 

the card after I’m done with him today. We’re walking around 

with two trolleys filled with just clothes and getting stares from 

others. I don’t really care. I bought my first designer bags and 

shoes today plus Luna got to experience the same. They can 

stare at us it’s a free country after all. I’m pretty sure though 

it’s weird to them how we dressed like we aren’t really loaded 

but buying like we are. Luna’s fit is even better than mine since 



she has Chuck Taylor’s on with black jeans and a black tshirt. 

Khulekani calls me and tells me he’s outside where he was 

parked before so we go to find him. He looks far less tensed 

than he was earlier. He’s helping us out the bags in the car but 

only asking Luna about the shopping experience. He’s really 

good with her. He even compliments her new hair and all. I love 

this for Luna however I can’t help but worry what happens if his 

kids reject her as a sister? The truth is his older three are in 

their twenties they don’t even have to accept her but still it 

would hurt if they didn’t. We get in the car and drive out. I 

guess it’s time to go back to the house. “Are you cooking 

tonight or asking the chef to cook?” He’s asking me that 

question and it’s so weird how he expects me to know I have 

such options. I choose the chef though. Cooking isn’t something 

I love doing. I’m good don’t get me wrong mom made us cook 

since we were nine years old. I just don’t like to do it and jobs 

are scarce let the chef work. “Do I have certain duties in the 

house? I mean it’s seeming like you expect me to know things 

I’ve never been told about.” “It’s your house. You can do 

whatever you like except have employees in my bedroom.” We 

park in the garage and I turn to Luna “Go in baby I have to talk 

to this man.” I regret the words after I’ve said them but it’s too 

late now he’s already mad and I already said them. Soon as 

Luna gets out I turn to him “You do not! I repeat you do not call 

me ‘this man’. Not when the child is present not when she isn’t. 

I swear to God if you test me you’ll regret it.” He roars at me. I 

don’t understand if I’m supposed to be scared. He’ll only go as 



far as roaring mos. I grew up getting a slap across my face. I 

don’t care for rants. “Whatever look you can’t expect me to 

know things if you don’t communicate with me. How the hell 

are you going to say I can do whatever then put an exception 

plus say it’s your bedroom when I sleep in it?!” “That 

cheekiness will be checked real quick keep disrespecting me. 

You’re told what you need to know only because you cannot be 

trusted. You still haven’t told me your father threw a cup of tea 

at you. Why not?” I’m confused so I lean back. He couldn’t 

possibly know that… “Who told you that? Also you never 

asked!” “So in front of your parents in your living room I did not 

ask you why you had a blister?” I open my mouth but no words 

come out so I close it right away. I’m done with this 

conversation so I try to open the door but it’s locked. Okay this 

shit of locking me in cars ain’t it man. “You and I are here 

because according to Banele my family needs you to be a part 

of us. I don’t know why you but we’re here. I’m here getting 

you out of that house and speeding up the process of our 

marriage because I can tell if we let it linger on it will never 

happen. You think being disrespectful is some cute shit but it’s 

not. I suggest you learn to respect me and if you tell me what 

you’re going through trust me I’ll start talking to you too. For 

now learn manners. There’s something in the cubby hole for 

your blister.” With those words he opens the door and gets out. 

He goes to the back grabs some of the bags and walks into the 

house. I’m left in the passenger seat wondering why my pussy 

moist and I’m angry at the same time. He said I think being 



disrespectful is cute. Me. The woman who’s kept her mouth 

shut through so much bullshit going on around me in the name 

of that man. Also why do I forget things when he’s here? 

There’s no way that’s normal. I haven’t even asked about my 

cards. He walks back into the garage with Luna. They’re talking 

about something as they grab more bags. They make about 

three more trips before they’re done. I’m still in the car 

wondering what the fuck my life has become. All because I let 

Banele convince me I should marry her husband. I decide to call 

Banele. Maybe I’ll get somewhere with her today. Right off the 

bat she asks about the open marriage concept. “He told me no. 

I don’t understand why not because it’s literally the best 

solution.” “What about if you want kids or at least one kid?” “I 

haven’t thought that far. Besides God doesn’t want me to have 

kids because as much as I was told everything is okay down 

there I never fell pregnant in two years.” “Well whatever the 

plan is you can’t be married to him having someone else’s kids. 

We’re royalty the ancestors would be so angry. I mean I know 

lately I sound like their spokesperson but maybe you can meet 

the traditional healer yourself and hear from her.” Dad has a 

traditional healer. He creeps me the fuck out so I’ll just take her 

word for it because meeting with one isn’t in my plans. “Don’t 

worry. I understand I just also want someone to love me.” She 

tries to make me feel better even says that things might change 

but I know she’s just saying that to make me happy. Honestly I 

still don’t know how I put myself in this mess. I said yes to 

something I planned on saying no to. How?! 08 Nonhle I’ve 



been in this house for three days now tomorrow I’m going 

home for the Lobola negotiations. I knew about that before my 

own future husband told me. He actually dropped by today to 

tell me that I’m going home and I should pack appropriately if I 

don’t have a nice dress he can take me shopping now I told him 

I’m okay. I think he knows what he did wrong but he still hasn’t 

apologized for not telling me himself sooner. I think it’s either 

not in him to apologize or he doesn’t care much how I feel. I’m 

sitting by the tanning chairs watching him and Luna talk by the 

pool. They both have their feet dipped in and seem deeply 

focused on whatever it is they’re talking about. I’m still 

surprised my sisters haven’t been told what’s going on. I know 

they don’t know because they would’ve called to tell me not to 

marry the king because I’m sure they know there’s no love 

here. I also might just listen to them so I won’t say it. I get up to 

prepare them lunch because clearly Khulekani isn’t leaving yet 

and I hadn’t asked the chef to make anything for lunch since it 

was just going to be Luna and I. When it’s just us two we make 

food whenever we feel like it and don’t bother anyone about 

making us anything really. I don’t know if he’d be happy with 

sandwiches but I guess I’ll find out. I decide on club sandwiches. 

Banele walks in just as I’m getting all my ingredients. Wow! She 

wasn’t joking. Her belly got big. I’m so intrigued that I stare at it 

as we greet each other. There are no hugs but she squeezes my 

hand. I can tell in a way she’s thanking me for saying yes for the 

hundredth time. Or it’s pity because her husband doesn’t even 

like me? I’m not sure. “Where is he?” “They’re outside. Him 



and his daughter.” I air quote daughter. She laughs at me. “He’s 

told me about her. Says she’s a brilliant young girl.” “She is I 

guess I’m just a bit jealous he tries so much with her but barely 

anything with me.” “He’ll come around I promise you. What are 

we making?” She asks already washing her hands. I’ve read 

somewhere that she’s a qualified chef so I’m sure she’s not 

going to be impressed with this. “Club sandwiches.” “Okay I’ll 

make you a sauce for that trust me you’ll love it.” I guess it’s an 

okay choice then. “So are you here to check up on him?” “Him? 

Why would I do that? He does the checking up in this marriage. 

The man knows if I step out of the palace immediately. As for 

me trying to do that it would be a waste of time.” “You know 

the other day when we were shopping he said some stuff he 

wouldn’t know unless he was in the mall which I know he 

wasn’t.” “You’ll know sooner rather than later that he has 

security for you and Luna because you’re now a part of the 

family.” I roll my eyes. That’s dramatic. I’m barely in the family 

for now so why the excessiveness? “The drama!” She laughs at 

me and I can tell there’s more but she doesn’t say anything. I 

hope he doesn’t have cameras in here because I masturbate in 

the bedroom sometimes. I don’t want anyone seeing that. 

When we’re done with the sandwiches I call the bonding duo 

inside. Banele wasn’t lying about her sauce. It slaps on these 

sandwiches. “Oh hey love. You’re finally here.” The king. He 

goes over to her and kisses her forehead then he sits next to 

her while Luna and I sit opposite them in the dining area. 

Khulekani introduces Luna to Banele and tells her to call Banele 



mom instead of her majesty. Honestly it must be nice. He 

barely even acknowledges me in this table. Even when he eats 

he talks about Banele’s sauce and even Luna compliments it. I 

don’t know am I here to be wallpaper and give this man Luna as 

a daughter only? It’s all so strange how he acts. Banele wants to 

talk to Luna so they go outside leaving me and this man to stare 

at each other. I just get up first and get the plates so I can put 

them in the washer and wipe down the dining table. “There’s 

no turning back after Saturday.” I look at him he’s looking 

straight at me so I go back to what I was doing to distract 

myself from his face. The man is very fine even if I have to 

admit it to myself. “Women have turned back at the alter 

before.” I reply. “Yeah but you won’t. Look I can’t give you the 

love you desire. I love my wife and I’ve been with her for 

twenty five years now. I’m not saying I can’t learn to love you 

eventually I’m saying it can never compare to what my wife and 

I share.” I know all this. Well not the part about him possibly 

learning to love me someday but I know that he has Banele. To 

be honest they’re good. Their marriage is the last one to need 

another person involved. The only thing screwing them over is 

stupid royal traditions and ancestors. “I’m never going to be 

Banele to you. Ever. I know that. I am however hoping to be 

Nonhle to you. Myself.” sans-serif; -webkit-tap-highlight-color: 

rgba(26 26 26 0.3); -webkit-text-size-adjust: auto;"> “Alright I 

can promise to give myself time to know who Nonhle is. We 

have to rush the wedding though because Banele doesn’t want 

to take risks with the three months of her pregnancy that are 



left. After we’ve gotten married we’ll go away just us and 

hopefully we can become friends.” Friends. Sounds far better 

than whatever this is. “I’d like that.” The silence starts once 

more. This time however less awkward. I don’t feel there’s 

much more to say. That conversation was all we needed for us 

to calm down and just do what we have to do. Well at least it’s 

what I needed. He seemed to already be on the mission. I was 

just not sure. Heck I don’t think I’ll ever really be sure even 

after I walk down the isle but I know now I’ll see this through. 

It’s stupid of me but no matter how much I think of an escape 

plan I still see this ending in me being the wife who goes to the 

palace only when she’s needed. Less than a week ago I left my 

home in a man’s car completely aware of what I was doing to 

my father but purposely choosing oblivion. Today I enter the 

yard with the very same car I left in but looking so different 

from the woman who left. I have Luna right by my side and I 

hold her hand as Vumani gets the door for us. I should be more 

confident with a security guard here just for me right? 

Khulekani said he doesn’t trust my father so he let me come 

here with a female security guard posing as my personal 

assistant. “Don’t worry MaMthiyane I’ll be with you.” Siza says 

from behind us. She’s quite petite and you wouldn’t know she’s 

a trained fighter just by looking at her. She has a toned body 

but you wouldn’t really think she can fight. According to 

Khulekani though she’s really good at her job. What I don’t 

understand is what exactly she’ll do if my father throws burning 

oil at me? How is she protecting me from that? I nod take a 



deep breath and knock. Mom opens the door almost 

immediately. “You’re back! I’m so happy to see you my children 

come in.” Mom says hugging me and Luna. We look at each 

other. I don’t trust this niceness at all. Not saying mom is evil 

but she’d never betray my father by being nice to me if he’s 

furious. Speaking of father he appears from the passage and 

smiles at us okay this house is weird. He greets us and calls us 

his children. He even greets Siza and says she should feel at 

home. I’m so confused so I haven’t said anything. Luna who has 

the ability to reply to almost anything also has just been 

nodding and fake grinning. Mom takes us to my old bedroom 

where I’m supposed to spend the next two nights with Luna. 

They offer Siza my younger sister’s old room and she only takes 

it because it’s closest to mine. As soon as mom walks out of my 

room Luna and I look at each other. “Okay who are those 

people?” Luna. “I honestly wish I knew hey.” We burst out 

laughing. This cannot be right. Khulekani replaced my parents 

with robots because really there’s no way. “My children? Did 

you hear that? Mr Jele has never not even once referred to me 

by anything other than my name.” “At least he’s never insulted 

you how many times have I been called useless? A disgrace? 

What happened to all that?” “Let’s just do what we have to do 

for the next few days and get out of this place.” I don’t answer 

her. I don’t know why but every time I realize more and more 

that she is really into the idea of going something makes me 

nervous. What if we’re not accepted? I mean I can take it but 

she can’t. She’ll be miserable in that family and it’ll be my fault 



for putting her through it. My mother walks in and shares the 

most interesting information about a teacher at Khulekani’s 

school the same one Luna went to. “Did you hear about Mr 

Smamane’s death Lunathi? He was on the way home 

apparently and he crashed.” I look at Luna. She doesn’t really 

seem to care but entertains the conversation. I mean I don’t 

blame her not caring he’s the one who groped her but what I 

find interesting is that he died just a day after Luna told 

Khulekani about the incident. I have never been an idiot. 

There’s no way this is coincidental and I want to confront him 

as soon as possible so I send him a text asking if he heard. He 

says he heard a teacher crashed but he doesn’t know which 

one. I don’t believe that but I don’t ask anything further 

because I won’t get the truth. I know it. I just choose to push it 

back and I’ll ask in person. If my theory that he did something 

to the man’s car is correct I’ll know from how he reacts. For 

some reason I’m bothered that it doesn’t bother me that the 

man I’m about to marry might just have hired someone to kill a 

man for Luna. The next day goes by quickly maybe because it’s 

not really a day and I’m stuck in a dream. I mean that might 

explain how my parents have been so nice throughout. Luna 

and I have been laughing about it the whole time while feeling 

like it’s weird. Dad should be furious I left. He isn’t. Mom as 

always should be on his side. Saturday morning comes and I 

think I go on autopilot. I know exactly what to do. I’ve seen my 

sisters do it twice. The difference is they’re also paying Lobola 

for Luna not for marriage but so she can become a Ngubo 



traditionally. She’s even changing her surname with new 

documentation and the works according to what she says her 

“baba” told her. For me the information is news. When 

everything is done and we’ve served the Ngubo delegates they 

leave and dad brags about how they paid everything in full for 

us both. He’s more excited than I’ve ever seen him before. I 

wonder if he even remembers there’s things we have to pay for 

that are part of the wedding. The family is royal so of course 

the wedding will be big whether people are told with short 

notice or not. Luna Siza and I are in the kitchen cleaning up so I 

personally can go to bed and wake up tomorrow. I can’t believe 

what happened here today. Even more crazy it’s not like how 

the novels say it is. There’s no love of my life calling me to 

check up on how everything went or that I could’ve sneaked 

out to see and have a mini celebration that we’re about to 

become one. The man I’m marrying is watching his niece get 

married today from what he and Banele have posted today. 

They’re with their family having the time of their lives. I’m the 

only one who had any stress today. Anyway at least it’s done I 

will be known as the king’s fiancé from now on. I wonder if I’ll 

get any neighbors and people I grew up with here try to 

become friends with me now so they can gossip about my 

marriage. The following day the driver gets here early morning 

and waits for us. Mom and dad insisted on breakfast so we 

have a meal before leaving. Dad doesn’t even ask why I’m not 

staying at home or when I’m coming back. He just says he’ll see 

me before the wedding and that’s it. No words of 



disappointment nothing. It’s all strange and new. 09 Nonhle I 

deserve to be on Real Housewives now it’s the only thing that 

makes sense. When I came back to this house I found some 

new appliances and more clothing for myself and Luna. I swear 

Khulekani hired a personal shopper who just went out and 

bought all these things because there’s no way he did it. I’m 

very appreciative of the clothes and jewelry and everything but 

I kind of wish he would have said something first. Luna on the 

other hand is just happy to post and dodge questions from her 

ex classmates on how she’s affording the phone she has the 

clothes she casually takes pictures in etc. I open my Instagram 

for the first time today and to my shock I’ve gained hundreds of 

new followers and have lots of DM’s. When I open them I 

immediately regret it. I don’t know how it got out but clearly 

people know about my wedding because I’m getting messages 

calling me a home wrecker and side chick. Some are comments 

on my posts and I panic so I delete the whole app. Then it starts 

my sisters calling me and I ignore them I don’t know what to 

say. I didn’t even inform them about last weekend and the 

negotiations. Khulekani and Banele call too but I don’t answer. I 

don’t know what to do really do I ignore all those comments? 

Do I say something? I don’t know how to handle this thing 

especially since it’s online. I’m just thankful I no longer use 

Twitter because that app is worse. I don’t even want to know 

what they’re doing to my name. I switch off the phone when 

Banele calls for the fourth time. Luna runs downstairs and I can 

tell she’s kind of nervous. She must’ve seen it by now. I sigh “I’ll 



be okay baby.” “Are you sure?” She asks giving me a hug. I nod 

and just as I’m trying to cuddle my only best friend in this world 

her father calls. I roll my eyes cause I know he’s going to tell her 

to give me the phone and indeed he doesn’t disappoint. “I’m so 

sorry Nonhle I didn’t know it would be like this.” Banele. I’m 

confused. I was ready not to reply back to Khulekani but I didn’t 

expect to speak to Banele. “It’s okay. People love you two 

they’re bound to be some unhappy fans.” “Still I thought if I 

announced it myself and told everyone how excited I was to 

welcome you they’d get it and back off.” I sit up. This makes 

more sense. There was a public post by Banele talking about 

the upcoming wedding hence the sudden influx of messages. 

“You have over a million followers. No wonder it’s so many 

people harassing me. I mean I don’t blame you you didn’t 

expect things to go that way I guess it’s okay. I’ll have to deal 

with it sometime I guess.” “Don’t let them get to you. I have 

asked people to stop it but obviously some think they know 

better than me about my own life.” “Yeah it’s cool. I’ll just stay 

off my phone for a while.” We talk a bit more with her telling 

me these people won’t do anything to me and their opinions 

don’t matter before we get off the call and I give Luna her 

phone back. “They’re defending you. Her kids especially the 

doctor one Kai.” I look up at her. How does she know this? As if 

she’s reading my mind she answers my unasked question. “It’s 

on Twitter. People were asking them why they’re allowing you 

into their parents marriage and they all defended you and 

stated that it’s culture. Kai went as far as saying they need to 



leave you alone and focus on their lives.” I half smile. That’s 

nice of them especially since they haven’t even met me. “So 

what about you? Any fire clap backs from you?” She laughs. “I 

don’t know why you say I have a smart mouth but yes I have 

been telling them to stop judging from outside the club they 

can’t even get in. Earned myself a follow from my siblings 

except Nami and they don’t even know it’s me.” “That’s my 

warrior! Let’s go look for something to eat baby I’m hungry 

now.” We get to make ourselves something when I get the 

shock of my life as Raina Mthembu walks in with a little baby on 

her arms. This must be the little one her and her husband 

haven’t even posted online yet. Just little feet here and there. 

“Mom pinch me! That’s Raina.” I look at Luna. Did she say 

mom? I know Khule said she should but she’s never actually 

called me mom till today. In fact she avoided both my name 

and calling me mom. “Hey guys so sorry to just burst in here 

like this I’ve just gotten used to it when it’s family. How are you 

guys? I came here to check up on you. Trolls are the absolute 

worst!” Raina. We greet her back and Luna takes the baby from 

her then goes upstairs. I guess to give us privacy. I’m actually 

shocked she let her take him or her I don’t know what gender 

this one is. “Wait so Banele asked you to come here?” “She 

didn’t have to. You’re a few blocks from me. I want to be here.” 

“Who would’ve thought Raina Mthembu would be in my house 

someday?” I honesty love her. Heck who would’ve thought I’d 

have a “house” a few blocks from hers. “Little me? You’re 

about to become a queen miss! You’ll know actual celebrities 



not just us with fake fame just because people want to follow 

our lifestyle. Without money or the relation to royalty my 

husband would just be another man.” Yeah but he’s not just 

another man nor is she little. “We were just about to make 

lunch I don’t know if you mind a pulled chicken sandwich? We 

don’t really get anything prepared for lunch cause it’s always 

just us two.” “Looks like mayo and chicken I love it!” She gets 

up and helps me prepare the rest of it. We call Luna downstairs 

and she comes back with the baby asleep. Raina puts him on 

the couch and we eat out sandwiches. “You know the best way 

to maximize having a private chef is asking him to do meal 

preps for you and then put them in the refrigerator. That way 

even if he doesn’t cook and you do everything is right there. 

You just have to tell him what to prep and that’s it.” “Oh great 

idea thank you. I’ll try that out. We’ve just been having 

sandwiches for lunch and preparing easy meals for dinner.” 

“Trust me your chef will make even the most daunting meals 

easy.” “Thanks hey. You’re really nice to come here.” “Don’t 

sweat it. You’re family now. Both of you. I see Luna’s face light 

up and it makes me even happier. We spend about two hours 

just talking with her advising me on the royals what to never do 

when I’m there. Apparently the royals take pride in doing work 

themselves. Which means when I’m there I should never live 

the city mom life. Well it’s not like I mind work they just have to 

be less bossy about it than Khulekani. When she leaves she says 

Thabiso her husband can be a bit of a baby when she leaves for 

long but she promises to see me soon. I’m honestly happy to 



have made a friend in that family already. I mean maybe we’re 

not friends yet but you know what I mean. Having her in my 

corner means a lot to me. “Oh my goodness she’s a goddess in 

person!” Luna. That’s the first she says when I come back from 

walking Raina to her car. Which speaking of cars Khulekani 

promised to get mine from my house. He hasn’t come to collect 

the keys yet though or at least sent Vumani. “Honestly I still 

can’t believe she came to see me plus she took a picture with 

me by the car.” “Will you post it?” “I said I don’t think I should 

post it yet she airdropped it to herself and said she will.” “Some 

trolls still call her trailer trash and second option to this day. I’m 

sure she hates them and doesn’t give a fuck anymore.” “Don’t 

swear please. I don’t want Khulekani saying it’s my influence on 

you.” “It is though is it not?” “Okay keep talking and you’re 

losing your phone for a week.” “I would’ve bet you’d be the fun 

parent.” This child! I playfully run after her and we chase each 

other all the way to the pool and we end up saving each other 

from falling in and laughing on the floor. I honestly don’t know 

how my life would be without her in it and I don’t want to 

know. Later I take my sisters’ calls finally. They’re both shocked 

and worried about me. I completely understand why. I don’t 

know this man and no matter how many times they ask me why 

I said yes I can’t give them a reason other than that Banele 

asked me. According to Sbahle I’m being bullied. I mean maybe 

she’s right but it’s late now. I’ve taken so much and even 

involved Luna. It’s hard to stop anything now. After talking to 

my sisters I downloaded Instagram again. Raina already posted 



us so I share it on my story. As for all the noise by people who 

don’t know me I’m ignoring it. I don’t even want to block them. 

This routine of starting by cleaning this large ass room before 

breakfast is getting easier. I grew up in a household where we’d 

wash our faces get breakfast cereal and then go back to 

cleaning our rooms. If we were going to school mom would 

clean for us but we’d have to make our beds. Well at that time I 

was just a kid and I loved what I thought was a normal life up 

until I got older and my mother’s screams kept me up at night. 

It then made sense why our rooms were always locked at night 

with little buckets in case we needed to pee. I won’t lie and say 

mom was being abused every night however my memory 

must’ve suppressed any “good” or rather “better” nights that 

were quiet. Today I’m cleaning all the way to the walk-in closet. 

I woke up a little earlier because I got a call from Khulekani that 

one of his children was coming to give me and Luna some 

papers to sign. I’m not up for the papers I’m up because he 

decided seven in the Goddamn morning was the best time to 

call me. I honestly hope to set some ground rules here. There’s 

no way I’m being tested like this just for marrying someone 

who doesn’t even love me. I’m sweeping and unpacking my 

new clothes and shoes and bags properly in the closet before 

coming back to mop. If the child arrives I know Luna will come 

and get me. By the time I walk downstairs about three hours 

later because that was more work than I thought I find Luna 

and a handsome young man eating sushi. I’m so confused that I 

pause for a bit before walking down the rest of the steps. 



“Lunathi?” “Oh hey mom this is Kofi.” I think I recognize him 

from social media I’ve seen this blue-eyed boy. I don’t follow 

the kids but I’ve seen this one. Though I know he’s not a Ngubo 

so I can’t quite put my finger on who he is. “Athi aunt Nonhle 

my name is Athenkosi. Uncle Khule sent me here to give you 

the paperwork to sign.” I see Luna roll her eyes a bit when he 

corrects his name. “Oh I thought Luna would come get me 

when you arrive.” “I’ve been here for about two and a half 

hours already even got time to convince this one to try sushi 

she’s still not sure if she likes it or not.” I can hear the chef in 

the kitchen behind the wall. He must’ve made this. Didn’t even 

know he had the ingredients for it. “Don’t worry we didn’t 

bother the chef with that he came in to make you breakfast.” 

Luna. I guess she saw me looking at the kitchen side. I’m 

seriously not sure what to do because these two… There’s 

something suspicious about all this friendliness. “Well nice to 

meet you Athi. Where are the papers?” “Right here.” Athi. He 

gets up and gives them to me his eyes must be his way of 

getting the girls. How many black boys have actual blue eyes? I 

notice his pinky ring has a B on it and I think I remember seeing 

something similar on Nolwazi Boateng’s page. He’s Mike and 

Nolwazi’s son then. They’re basically a couple that’s best 

friends to Khulekani and Banele. I’ve always found his dad to be 

a little suspicious after all the times he’s been investigated by 

the police but they’ve never found anything. He’s either really 

good at hiding or really innocent. One thing is for sure though 

he’s always been really hot. I thank Athi for the papers and go 



sit by the kitchen eating area. I don’t think I’m very welcome 

next to him and Luna. They seem… Cosy. She’s laughing louder 

than I’ve heard her before and clearly she has no issues 

randomly touching this guy. I don’t know about this. I think this 

guy is what? Twentyone or twenty-two? She’s only eighteen. Or 

I’m just being overprotective? Hopefully that’s all it is. 09 

Banele I forget how annoying and vile human beings can be 

from time to time but they remind me and I remember why I’ve 

never liked humans all over again. I posted Nonhle called her 

my sister wife and expressed my excitement for her joining my 

family. Mostly because I thought if it came from me they 

wouldn’t bother her. Boy was I wrong. People out there really 

believe they’re fighting my battles when they don’t know a 

thing about me! It’s so weird and confusing. After we had 

announced Nonhle to the family at a family lunch the day after 

Owami’s wedding I felt the rest of the world had to hear it from 

me too to accept. My sisters couldn’t stop asking me if I was 

sure about it. Even way after the lunch they were both still 

checking up on me. I’m sure by now they’re the most convinced 

because of how many times I had to repeat that I even saw her 

fit for the family. I’ve had a checkup already and Thami as I’ve 

grown to call my unborn son is doing good. He’s apparently 

healthy and everything. I just had a lot of medication to catch 

up on plus my husband is making sure I take it easy because he 

doesn’t want any mistakes with this pregnancy. I mean it kind 

of explains my need to have sex with my husband so much 

more than normal because it’s even worse now with the belly 



showing. He doesn’t mind that at all. MaCele walks to me 

sitting by the garden in my swimsuit. I felt too hot so I decided 

I’d go swimming today. I haven’t went inside the pool yet 

though. “MaVezi how are you and the little Ngubo doing?” 

“We’re okay Ma how are you?” “I’m okay too. My child I know 

you understand that it’s necessary for Khulekani to marry the 

young girl but are you ready? She’s younger she’s new and your 

husband is…” “Ma I don’t think like that. I know my husband is 

only a man and being allowed to be with another woman he’ll 

definitely at some point be aroused and have sex with her. 

She’s going to be his wife. I can’t stop that from happening and 

if I start to think about how she’s younger and everything I’ll 

have resentment for her and I don’t want that. Unless she is 

unkind to me I will never be unkind to her.” I know where she’s 

coming from. I know the similarities between her and MaSodi 

and me and Nonhle. I know how MaSodi’s arrival made her feel 

insecure and until Ngxabi passed on she never really even tried 

to get along with her. She felt MaSodi was younger therefore 

didn’t know anything. I saw them I know about it and I don’t 

plan on being in such a toxic environment. “You don’t want to 

lose him to her.” “Ma I can never lose Khule to another woman. 

I am his first wife. His only choice of a wife and I will never be 

shaken by the possibilities between him and Nonhle.” I can tell 

from her face she’s offended. Which I quite frankly don’t care 

about because she decided to come bother me with this. She 

honestly forgets she was a second wife to Ngxabi too. There’s 

no need to be nasty about Nonhle. “I hear you my child. I guess 



men will always love their first wives a little more.” I almost say 

exactly but I bite my tongue and smile at her. A pressed lipped 

smile as she gets up and leaves me alone. I’ve never had to feel 

like anyone or anything could threaten my marriage. That’s why 

I don’t like to think of Nonhle as competition. She’s here to 

fulfill a certain purpose just like mine was loving Khulekani. 

Maybe she’ll be better equipped at helping him with 

connecting even more with the people since she’s from here. 

Her own purpose in this family. I get in the water and swim a 

few minutes later Mane runs to me he’s back from school. I 

used to fetch him most days but now it’s part of the things 

Khule wants me to let go of. “Mommy I also want to swim! 

Please mommy.” “Okay my boy ask auntie to change you into 

your swimwear and come join mommy.” He knows he can ask 

any of his aunts all around the house so no need to specify. I 

love how much this little boy loves me and I no longer even feel 

like I don’t deserve it. I’ve forgiven myself for the postpartum 

depression. It was a journey and a half to just getting rid of the 

guilt. He runs back out a few minutes later and jumps in. I made 

sure he takes swimming lessons at school like his siblings so I 

don’t worry about him in water at all however being a mom I 

still keep an eye on him. Later at dinner with my husband and 

son I get to tell him about the talk with MaCele. “She probably 

just thinks it’s the same situation that she faced. I’m sure she 

didn’t mean you should be unnecessarily rude to her.” Khule. “I 

know she thinks it’s the same but it’s not. Ngxabi chose MaSodi 

because he loved her. Same as he did for MaCele herself. 



Nobody had to make him take any wife. This journey is hard 

enough for all three of us. It’s an adjustment and I’ve decided 

to not make it any harder on anyone.” “Yes but if you look at it 

she thought she was helping you but she didn’t understand that 

absolutely no other woman would ever take your place in my 

heart.” That’s a fact and exactly why I’m not shaken. I’m the 

love of his life at the end of the day. I’ve seen many young girls 

throw themselves at him I’ve equally seen him reject them each 

time. I’ve been told about instances where I wasn’t even 

present. I’ve been sent literal proof straight to my DMs from 

eager followers praising him. Nonhle I want him to love or at 

least care for her enough to just give her a good marriage. 

Those I’m afraid don’t always come from love. Sometimes 

there’s a surplus of love between a couple but they don’t work 

out because the love isn’t enough to make them good together. 

So a good marriage can come from them regardless of how 

little love if any there is. Am I worried about losing my husband 

to her? Absolutely not. Maybe before I saw her and something 

just told me she’s it. Maybe when I thought I couldn’t handle 

him with someone else. In any case it’s selfish of me but the 

one thing I know and find comfort in the most is that when 

push comes to shove Khulekani will always choose me before 

her always. He might love her someday but he will never love 

her like he loves me. This much I can bet everything on. “I love 

and appreciate her but I think I know exactly who I am in my 

marriage and that’s queen.” Khule just smiles and shakes his 

head before giving me a kiss prompting the child that wasn’t 



even attentive a minute ago to close his eyes and laugh. So 

funny how just two years back he hated it when his father 

kissed me he’d want to hit him even and come hug and kiss me. 

It’s the best thing because Kai and the twins were always more 

of daddy’s kids and I used to get the looks for kissing him. I get 

a call from Nonhle very early the following day she’s going a 

little crazy and if Khule wasn’t busy today I’d send him there 

because he wouldn’t want me going. He’s only let me go there 

once to meet Lunathi she’s basically my new daughter since 

she’ll be traditionally adopted and become a Ngubo. She’s a 

great young girl who was Nonhle’s goddaughter originally. She’s 

quite smart attentive and kind of similar to Nami with regards 

to her style. Hopefully they get along. She’s only four years 

younger than the twins anyway. “How am I expected to do 

this? Three weeks Banele? How?!” I’m guessing Khule told her 

their Umembeso is in three weeks time. “Honestly? Hire 

someone. I have people I can get you in touch with but if you’d 

rather find new people that’s okay.” I’d have freaked out like 

her too twenty-four years ago. Now things that other people 

can do for me are easy. I’ve always been the lazy type and my 

husband accepts it. 26 26 0.3); -webkit-text-size-adjust: auto;"> 

“I don’t even have the time I know you trust your people so 

please give me their contacts.” “Sweet. They’ll do everything 

you want for that day I promise you.” “Thank you so much! 

When I got that text my head just spun and I didn’t know what 

to do.” “Don’t worry about a thing sweetheart you can even let 

them do whatever they see fit and never have to worry about it 



again. They’ll deliver.” “You’re heavenly sent because I don’t 

know what I was going to do really. What about the blankets 

and reed mats though?” “Personal shopper. I’ll give you her 

number too. You literally just have to sit pretty for three weeks 

and take care of your skin so your makeup will be flawless.” 

“Damn I feel like I’m on Real Housewives.” I laugh at her “Well 

just minus the melodrama you kind of are living that life.” “I 

don’t know hey there is some drama here so I’m not sure if I 

should subtract it really.” “Oh please don’t tell me you’re 

counting overly eager strangers who think they are members of 

our family just because they see us online. Unless you’re talking 

about Khule and Luna then you guys will strike a balance 

eventually.” We end the call after discussing what Lunathi 

wants to study and where it’s best for her to get in next 

semester. Plus when the kids are coming to meet her. I’m in my 

Ballito home a day before the kids and I go visit Nonhle I 

wanted the Cape Town two to have time to rest and also so I 

can fill them in about Lunathi’s existence. “So mom are you and 

her getting along?” Kai. She’s the only one here because she’s 

closest and got some days off work. “Yes we are baby. She’s not 

my friend yet or anything but we’re working towards that.” “I 

commend you for sacrificing your happiness with your husband 

for his family and all but I don’t wish to find a prince ever.” 

“You do know not every kingdom has polygamy as a 

requirement right my baby?” “Yeah but I still choose to play it 

safe.” “Unfortunately love doesn’t give you a choice. You’ll 

know that when you meet the man you’ll marry.” “Yeah well so 



far love for me is my work.” “It won’t always be that way.” The 

twins walk in with their father following them. He went to fetch 

them from the airport himself. He wouldn’t say it but he just 

misses them a little more since they moved. “Mommy!” Nami 

shouts running to me. I think she forgets she’s no longer the 

last born. Even further from it now with Thami in my belly. 

Speaking of last borns Mane is doing his homework in his 

father’s study. Apparently we’re too noisy for him to do it in the 

dining or living room. “Hey my baby girl!” I reply hugging her 

when she gets to me. “Hey sis.” Nami goes over to sit next to 

her sister. They have the weirdest relationship. They get along 

for the most part till they fight but then you can’t get in 

between their arguments because they’ll fix things really 

quickly and you’ll be left out. My boy comes to give me a kiss 

on the cheek “Hey mom looking gorgeous.” Oh he’s such a 

sweetheart! “Thanks baby. Your dad’s taking care of me.” I 

reply and Khule walks over to give me a wet kiss. “Where’s 

Mane to ask you to stop kissing his mom?” Nami. Khule and I 

laugh “You three should be used to this by now. This is my wife 

and I’ll kiss her wherever I want.” I smile and look up at him I 

want him right now and I know exactly how I show him that. A 

hand in his pocket and he knows to make up an excuse to 

follow me after I go to the bedroom. 11 Nonhle Today Luna and 

I meet the kids Banele and Khule’s kids. I don’t think so much 

nerves are normal. I mean I am nervous to meet the kids yes 

but even more nervous for Luna to meet them. She’s never 

even had a sibling at all before so four is a huge transition. Also 



I don’t know if she’s strong enough to accept it if they just don’t 

like her. Today I made use of “Ok Google” and well of course 

Luna overtook my choice of music for her own music so I don’t 

even know the songs playing but I’ll give her one thing it sounds 

so nice. She said something about it being called Neo Soul. The 

chef will be making us lunch and I got some company Raina 

referred me to that does decorations for intimate lunches to 

help with setting up for us outside. I had to put in extra effort 

for this. I’m definitely hoping that the kids don’t hate me. I hear 

a car drive into the garage and I take a deep breath. Lunathi 

better come downstairs immediately. Indeed she runs 

downstairs. The door opens and first in is a tall boy who looks 

more like the king than the king himself. “Sanibona.” Lunathi 

and I greet back as she helps him with the groceries but he 

kindly declines and takes them to the chef’s kitchen. A female 

beautiful version of the king walks in followed by another one. 

They should’ve been the twins. They also greet and make their 

way into the chef’s kitchen as their brother walks out to come 

to me and Luna who’s now holding my hand. The queen and 

king are last to emerge with a light skinned little one asleep in 

the king’s arms. He walks upstairs with the boy while Banele 

comes to give me a hug for I think only the second time ever 

then she goes on to hug Luna. “Well kids this is Nonhle she’s 

technically going to become a mom to you guys too in a few 

weeks and this cutie is your new sister Lunathi… Guys these are 

the kids Kai Nami and Musa. The sleeping prince upstairs is 

Mane.” Banele. “There’s no pressure to refer to us as mom or 



sister. I’ve never been a mom to anyone before myself and till 

last week even Luna called me by my name…” Khule interrupts 

me as he walks towards us “There is actually. I’m king and you 

all know you’re royalty yourselves. My family should always be 

united so there will be no calling anyone by name. Lunathi is 

your sister… Nonhle is mom.” “We wouldn’t be disrespectful 

dad we know the importance of this to the family.” Musa. “I 

just want you guys to accept me and Luna because you want to 

not because it’s expected of you.” “Don’t worry about me I like 

you already!” Nami. Banele and the other kids suppress laughs 

while the king shakes his head. I think there’s an inside joke 

why it’s funny. Nami takes my hand and leads us outside saying 

she wants to sit next to me. The others follow us and we all sit 

at the outside eating area that I got decorated. Luna seems to 

be talking to Kai and Musa. That’s a good sign. I text the chef so 

he can go do his thing while we talk out here. “So mom who is 

your photographer for the events? I mean you can’t have just 

one it’ll be such a big deal but can I recommend the company I 

did my internship with? They’re pricey but worth it.” Nami. 

Mom. I’m actually mom to five children? They’re actually adults 

really except one. “I really don’t know much about what’ll even 

be happening but if that company is in this province I can ask 

the planner?” “You know something? I like how bold you are 

honestly. Unfortunately they aren’t around but I know good 

people around here too so that’s okay.” Nami. I want to ask 

how I’m bold when Mane runs out to us and goes straight to his 

mother. Nami is first to tease him about being a mama’s boy 



before the others join in. “Leave my baby alone nina. 

Nibadala.” Banele. Looking at him Mane looks like both his 

parents unlike the three copies of Khule. He’s also lighter in 

complexion than all of them. “What are you going to study 

Lunathi?” Kai. “Definitely not sure yet. I aced Economics in high 

school though maybe something there?” “That works. You can 

maybe work for NMV dad would love that.” Kai. “And you know 

this how?” Khule. “Come on dad you’d love to have more of 

your own in the company. We know.” Nami. “Well that’s not a 

bad thing Namiko.” Khule. “I’m thinking of specializing too next 

year so maybe we can stay together.” Kai. From what I 

remember Kai – I don’t know her name in full just that she’s 

also Nokwanda is a doctor. “Really?! I’d love that!” Luna. I’m 

happy they’re trying with her. I don’t know what I’d do if they 

hated her or something. “That’s a good idea Kai you both can 

stay at home that way.” Banele. “Yeah well I’m thinking of 

moving in with Leano rather so that’s where Luna and I can be.” 

Kai. “No way. I can’t trust Leano with her. He’ll be told she’s 

family but I have a feeling he doesn’t have much restraint on 

women in general.” Khule. “I agree with you dad maybe 

Khanya? She’s alone since Owami got hitched.” Musa. “Okay 

relax guys you’re bashing my boy already and next year isn’t 

here yet. Lunathi can stay with whomever she’s comfortable 

with.” Banele. Her boy? Who is this guy they’re talking about? 

“Who is Leano? He sounds fun.” Nami nods I guess she’s 

agreeing with me. “He’s my sister’s son. Tad bit of a Casanova.” 

Banele. “Tad bit?” Khule. They all laugh before Sis Florence and 



two other helpers I’ve never even seen in this house come out 

carrying the food I did not plan that but I thank Florence and 

her team. After the lunch we all move back into the house just 

me Banele and Khule on the couches the kids went to the 

cinema in this house one I and even Luna hadn’t discovered yet. 

Banele is sitting between me and her husband. “Umembeso I 

wish could be a small thing but I know that won’t be possible so 

can I get a small wedding for the white one? I mean way after 

the traditional and necessary wedding.” “You should discuss 

this with your fiancé I’ll go check on the kids.” Banele says and 

gets up. She’s throwing me under the bus but that’s okay I 

honestly want a small wedding for the white one no need for 

anything big. Before I can even talk again this man comes for 

me “I don’t know where to start with you. Firstly you went 

against me in front of the kids when I told them they have to 

call you mom then you went on to display in front of said kids 

your nonchalant attitude towards the upcoming wedding. I 

don’t know if it’s in you to just say anything but I don’t have the 

time to help you watch your mouth for now.” I have probably 

been looking at him like he’s lost his mind since he started 

talking. I swear I don’t understand why I should’ve kept quiet 

about thinking the kids can call me mom if and when they’ve 

accepted me. As for the apparent nonchalant attitude he has it 

too so I see no reason to hide that I don’t know what’s 

happening with the preparations for our union. “Well I said that 

because I don’t want the kids to feel forced. Also we both 

aren’t excited to be getting married so why must I lie to the 



kids?” “We both aren’t excited but we both are doing this and 

our family is involved. If we show that we aren’t united to them 

how do we expect them to accept the blended family? From 

the first day I met Lunathi I treated her and took her as my 

daughter. You granted are new to parenting but try not to let 

the kids be your friends but your kids.” “Okay smart man what 

should I have done? Said I know what’s being planned? I don’t!” 

I see rage in his eyes. His face has veins popping out and his 

fists are clenched exposing more veins in his arms. I swallow 

and immediately regret opening my mouth. “I’m going to enjoy 

watching you squirm and beg and learn to respect me so much! 

It’s the only thing I can finally look forward to marrying you for. 

Till then keep adding to your own punishment.” He gets up 

walks to the stairs and up the stairs without me moving. I don’t 

know how to move really. My mind is still trying to process 

what this man is talking about and I’m almost certain that this 

man just told me he’ll fuck me hard after we get married. 

Right? I only move when I hear Musa running downstairs. “Ma 

come join us we’re watching Lupin together.” Musa. He goes to 

the pantry. Snacks I’m guessing. I get up and help him carry the 

snacks then he gets the cold drinks and juice for everyone. We 

walk upstairs together. “You know I didn’t know what to expect 

with a new sister and step mom but I don’t know if I’m wrong 

maybe you seem pretty chilled and so does Luna.” I’m glad he 

thinks so. I really am. “Thanks Musa I don’t want to lie I was 

nervous as hell too but you and your siblings have been so 

great. Though I’m not sure Mane even understands what’s 



happening.” “He’s a smart kid mom and dad explained things to 

him especially yesterday and I trust he gets it even if it’s in the 

reasoning capacity of a child.” We get to the cinema and I get 

the door for him because he’s holding more stuff before I give 

everyone whatever snack they want and go sit next to Kai. It’s 

the only space I feel comfortable sitting in. “Announcement no 

spoilers if you’ve watched! Especially directed to Musa.” Nami. 

We all laugh and Musa asks how many times he’ll apologize for 

one Blood & Water episode slip up. Nami says forever and we 

laugh again. They’re really twins alright. They’re so different yet 

so alike in a way. Banele is blessed with good kids. I don’t know 

if I can even be a good mom. Mane is just sitting next to his dad 

and on his iPad. I’m pretty sure he lost when they voted on 

what to watch because his suggestions are probably kids 

shows. I don’t think Khule and I have been alone in a room 

together since that day he threatened me with his dick. Well 

maybe that’s not what it was but I’m pretty sure he was talking 

about punishing me with sex. Which is pretty dumb considering 

I love sex too. Now he’s called to say he’s fetching me we’re 

going somewhere. Luna will be taken to Banele’s house and 

stay there till we get back. It’s funny he just barks orders at me. 

You know what? I blame myself for actually listening to them. A 

lot of African books available on www.Todaynovels.com I don’t 

know where we’re going but one thing I know I’m not changing 

my clothes for shit! I’m wearing leggings and a t-shirt plus 

sneakers. My ass isn’t crazy big but it’s got a nice shape and I 

have hips. Nothing crazy nice like Banele’s or anything but they 



look good and my ass is bigger than hers. Does that matter? I 

think not because honestly that woman’s body is a perfect 

hourglass. I don’t have much boobs. I wear a watch and that’s 

about all the bling. I tie up my braids and walk downstairs after 

his call saying he’s here. He closes his eyes for a brief second 

when he sees me. I don’t know if he likes what he sees or he’s 

just not surprised he’s disappointed at what I’m wearing. 

Probably the latter. Well he’s also casual so he better not say 

shit. A lot of African books available on www.Todaynovels.com 

“Let’s just get in the car and go. Where’s Lunathi?” I call her 

downstairs and he hugs her before walking out. I tell her to 

behave and she promises to then I follow the king. When we 

drive out Musa drives in. I guess to collect Luna. “Where are we 

going?” “To your house Lunathi’s paternal family is there.” A lot 

of African books available on www.Todaynovels.com 


