

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LOVE IS NOT SUPPOSE TO HURT

    

    
      First edition. October 13, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Safiah F kantwela.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215393628

    

    
    
      Written by Safiah F kantwela.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Safiah F kantwela

	    

      
	    
          
	      Book 1

          
        
          
	          Bahumi

          
        
          
	          Love, live and laugh

          
        
          
	          The struggle

          
        
          
	          Nkululeko

          
        
          
	          The Legend of Zai

          
        
          
	          Blue roses

          
        
          
	          Asiphe

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book 1 of Palesa

          
        
          
	          Palesa

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book:2

          
        
          
	          Avela

          
        
          
	          Us against the world

          
        
          
	          The Ndlovu house hold

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book 2: continuation of the Struggle

          
        
          
	          The khuzwayo’s

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book 2 of Nkululeko

          
        
          
	          Busisiwe

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book 2 of The legend of Zai

          
        
          
	          Beyond the wall

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book 3 of 2

          
        
          
	          Khethiwe

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book one of 3

          
        
          
	          Game on

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Book two of love, live and laugh

          
        
          
	          Forbidden love

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Palesa series

          
        
          
	          I am Palesa

          
        
          
	          Grief

          
        
          
	          New chapter

          
        
          
	          Meet the parents

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Indlovukazi

          
        
          
	          Love is not Suppose to Hurt

          
        
          
	          Solomon

          
        
          
	          The epitome of life

          
        
          
	          Married to a stranger

          
        
          
	          Love letters

          
        
          
	          The Ndlovu household part one

          
        
          
	          The life of Nailaa

          
        
          
	          In Deep Waters

          
        
          
	          The Curse

          
        
          
	          Love makes us family

          
        
          
	          Love serendipity

          
        
          
	          Second chance

          
        
          
	          Alpha

          
        
          
	          Fits like a puzzle

          
        
          
	          Fezeka

          
        
          
	          Mend my heart

          
        
          
	          My mystery man

          
        
          
	          Kailani

          
        
          
	          Nomthandazo

          
        
          
	          The curse

          
        
          
	          Dairy of Rainbow

          
        
          
	          Sibindi Sendoda

          
        
          
	          Isipho the gift

          
        
          
	          Identity

          
        
          
	          The policeman wife

          
        
          
	          My wife brother

          
        
          
	          Rion

          
        
          
	          My brothers wife

          
        
          
	          Game on : Kwa Mbatha

          
        
          
	          Mail Order Bride

          
        
          
	          Umfelokazi

          
        
          
	          Revenge

          
        
          
	          The Basement girl

          
        
          
	          The pastors wife

          
        
          
	          Finding myself married

          
        
          
	          My step mother Broke me

          
        
          
	          Lisabella

          
        
          
	          Our little apartment

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Also By Safiah F kantwela

Dedication

Love isnt suppose to hurt

Zobuhle

Kea

Kabelo

Ntombi

Zobuhle

Kea

Mothlagodi

Zobuhle

Kabelo

Mothlagodi

Kea

Mothlagodi

Zobuhle

Mothlagodi

Kea

Mothlagodi

Yamihle

Mothlagodi

Zobuhle

Mothlagodi

Zobuhle

Kabelo

Kea

Zobuhle

Mothlagodi

Kea

Zobuhle

Yamihle

Zobuhle

Kabelo

Kea

Mothlagodi

Hlelo

Nyakallo

Zobuhle

Zobuhle

Hlelo

Somewhere eSwazini

Motlahgodi

Zobuhle

Nyakallo

Motlahgodi

Zobuhle

Yamihle

Kea

Zobuhle

Tsakha

Hlelo

Hlelo

Lucia

Nyakallo

Nyakallo

Lucia

Nyakallo

Hlelo

Nyakallo

Motlahgodi

Hlelo

Tsakha

Motlahgodi

Hlelo

Yamihle

Motlahgodi

Zobuhle

Motlahgodi

Nyakallo

Zobuhle

Motlahgodi

Zobuhle

Zobuhle

Kabelo

Nyakallo

Zobuhle

Zobuhle

Motlahgodi

Hlelo

Hlelo

Kea

Hlelo

Kea

Kea

Motlahgodi:

Hlelo

Kabelo

Kabelo

Zobuhle

Motlahgodi

Kabelo

2 and half years later | Zobuhle

Kabelo

Zobuhle

Motlahgodi

Zobuhle

Motlahgodi

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to all those who have given up on love after a bad love experience ♥️
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Introdution
I drove in our drive through and saw my husband car. That puzzled me as he was suppose to come back tomorrow from a business trip. I slowly walked towards the house and the door was not locked. I got in and i was greeted by sex screams and groans and i followed the clothes right into my bedroom where I pushed the door and stood there as I watched my husband fucking the hell out of my sister. I stood there taking it all in. They even had a our sex camera that we use to improve on our sex life on recording them in my bed and she had on one of my red lingeries. When he flipped her over they both saw me and they froze. 

Kabelo: Zobuhle????

Kea: Zoe!!!!

I slowly moved to my camera, ejected they sex tape and walked out without saying a word as they were getting dressed and running after me with my sister crying. I got in my car and locked it as Kabelo kept punching my window begging me to talk. I said nothing as I backed out of the yard and drove off as fast as I could.

My name is Zobuhle Majola and this is my story!!!

––––––––
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Chapter1

Zobuhle

I drove for what seemed like hours and finally found a spot where I can sit and think. All my life iv been with Kabelo. Iv helped him grow the company that I work at, helped him get where he is and all he has done is cheat on me girl, after girl. Iv lost two kids because of his tendencies and now he fucks my sister. My own flesh and blood? I sat there with the tape held to my chest and I screamed out of pain, anger and agony.

Somewhere on a private property

Lately iv been restless and I couldn’t pinpoint it as to what has been causing this. Today I took a day off from all the business world that I run and focused on myself. I was walking with the guard behind me when we i saw someone sitting by my pond screaming her lungs out. My first thought was that she will jump into the pond so I ran towards her and stopped giving her space while she cried. I signalled for my guard to leave us alone for awhile and he did. I stood there with my hands in my pocket waiting for her to finish her grieve.
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Zobuhle
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I saw the shadow behind me and I slowly wiped my tears and turned as the sun blinded me and I moved and there he was. To say he was handsome is an understatement. You know those rich brown skin guys. Muscles up and tall with an adam apple? The Jeremy meek type with light green and greyish eyes like a crystal. That kind of handsome men with brush hairdos. He looked so serious with his jaw flexing.

Him: You trespassing! He murmurs with a cool calm voice

Simple two words that made me buckle. What the fuck is wrong with me, don’t I freaken hate man for what just happen? I took my heels without talking and the tape and turned and walked without looking back got in my car and sat there screaming for some time. I really need a game plan. I sat there and closed my eyes and than turned to find the guy standing by my window.

Me: I know am trespassing... give me a minute please ill leave.

He looked at me for some time than opened the door.

Him: Ill ask Glenda to make you a fresh cup of tea before you leave, looks like you need a cup.

Me: its okay, am good.

Him: Am not asking.

I kept quiet as he said that in a smooth calm voice yet commanding. I got out of the car and we walked the short distance and a house came into view. A beautiful big house that I had to stop and look at the house for a moment than walk in. He freaken have a butler. Who has a butler in this day and age? I walked in as he spoke to the butler in hush tones and I sat on a tiny lounge. Cosy with a section of a wall covered in books and the other section giving us a view. A view of a beautiful garden. I sat on one of the love seats and all the exhaustion of today seeped in and I closed my eyes taking in everything. A lady walked in and placed the tea with some biscuits and I swear i felt tears roll down my face as I wiped it off and smiled thanking her. I took the cup and drank enjoying the cookies as he stood there next to the window looking out.

Him: Am Motlhagodi

I looked at him.

Me: Zobuhle Majola.

He nodded.

Mothlagodi: Finish up your tea and Glenda will show you a room where you can freshen up,Dinner will be at 8, someone will fetch you after freshening up.

Before i could even say anything he left and I sat there letting the chair suck me in as I closed my eyes and let the tiredness take me away.
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My heart was pounding so hard and I took my clothes dressing. I need to get home before she talks to mom first. Kabelo was angry and I could sense it. I dressed up fast took my phone and requested.

Kabelo: Ill call you, i need to find my wife

Me: Cool.

I walked out as the driver parked and I got in went home. I got there took a shower than dressed and went to the kitchen started dinner just as mom and dad walked in.

Ma: Aybo kupheka wena?( you cooking?)

Me: oh come on guys.

My dad gave me an eye as if suspecting something and I smiled as he shakes his head and walked out as I continued to cook, i pray my sister doesn’t tell them or worse make the video public!!...

––––––––
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Chapter2

Mothlagodi 

The minute I saw her all the fatigue that I felt disappeared. I stood a little far from where she dozed off on the couch and watched her sleep. I walked to the kitchen and found Glenda finishing up with cooking.

Me: Ma

She grinned and looked at me.

Glenda: First time you bringing a girl over.

Me: she was stuck by the pond.

Glenda: we always get visitors at that pond and you never entertained them.

Me: Who said am entertaining her?

Glenda: Iv been with you since the first day the king and Queen brought you home wrapped up in a small blue blanket. I watched those light green eyes tint into greyish in colour as the months went on. Iv watched you grow into a man that you are with your powers, i know you Motlhagodi... I know you like a back of my hand and trust me when I say that young woman is special to you am not sure how but i know you will figure it out. 

I kept quiet for sometime and looked at her as she finished up her salad.

Me: Must I pick her up to bed

She laughed.

Glenda: And than you say you don’t care? How many times have your sister fallen asleep on that very same chair yet you left her there to deal with the neck pain later?

Me: Ay uyaphapha uYamihle.( yamihle is forward)

Glenda: I still say that woman is special.

Me: Here I thought am the one with powers here.

Glenda: Not in this department. She smiled and walked to the oven and I turned to go pick up Zobuhle and she snuggled as I placed her in the guest room.
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I searched all the nearby guest lodges and she wasn’t there.I called ntombi her assistant and friend.

Me: Hi
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The minute he called I knew he messed up.

Me: Hi

Kabelo: am looking for Zoe

Me: She left for home hours ago

Kabelo: she not home and its getting late.

I was starting to panic because it not like her to vanish.

Me: ill call her

Kabelo: Thanks

He hung up and I sat there. Called her a few times and no answer. I sent her a text:

“Please call me within the hour or am going to call the cops”
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I woke up with a fright and slowly got out of the most comfortable bed ever. I switched on the lights and saw myself on the mirror and I was horrific. My mascara was dripping all over my face , my hair was pointing in all directions. I walked into the bathroom and washed my face and undid my bun and brushed out my hair. I walked back to the bedroom opened one of the drawers found a baggy female top that had mom written on it than I took it went to the bathroom washed my armpits and changed into that top. I wore the white sleepers and I looked much better. I sorted out my mess and dusted the bed than slowly walked out of the room, marvelling at the perfection of this place. I looked at the wall that had family photos and I saw Motlhagodi always with a beautiful tall gorgeous girl. By the far end there was a portrait of the king of Queen smiling looking beautiful beyond words. I walked into a lounge and found the old lady setting up, i figured she is Glenda.

Glenda: you up?

She grinned at me and I smiled back.

Me: Let me help.
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I was dishing out and mom walked in looking worried.

Dad: Yini Masthole?

Ma: Its Kabelo, he just called to say that Zobuhle is not home.

My dad took out his phone and called

Dad: Akaphenduli

Ma: That not like her to not answer calls

Me: Aybo she is a big girl mama am sure she fine, i spoke to her earlier and she was fine.

Dad: in this day and age?

Me: kahleni bo.( hold on) i sat down with my heart beating fast. I sent a text to Kabelo:

“ why call ma?”

“ am worried about her?”

“ didn’t you say you leaving her?”

He didnt answer and I kept quiet as I ate with my father looking at me with those piercing eyes.

Dad: Something is amiss with you today Kea. Are you okay?

Me: just a stressful day dad, am good. 

He nodded and we ate in silence with mom in her own thoughts..
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Chapter 3

Nyakallo

Life has been amazing the past 27 years. Iv had a son Mothlagodi who is our pride and joy. And my lovely daughter Yamihle who has always stood by my side throughout everything. We have had our ups and down but yet here we are loving every moment of each other. I loved how Hlelo loved me and I loved how he loved our family. I got in bed and Hlelo followed smiling after his daily call with Yamihle

Hlelo: she says goodnight

Me: will she ever grow up?

Hlelo: let my baby girl be.

I smiled and got in the covers.

Hlelo: Iv been thinking

Me: about?

Hlelo: us retiring and passing the throne

Me: To who?

Hlelo: You act like there is someone else we can pass it too.

I looked at him.

Me: He did say he doesn’t want it.

Hlelo: maybe he has changed his mind.

Me: Come on Hlelolenkosi!!!

He looked at me, he knows when I say his name in full when am frustrated.

Hlelo: This is his legacy’s.

Me: I know but not now.

Hlelo: i feel like we always bid to his word.

I laughed at him.

Me: You see how you feeling right now? Its how everyone in this palace feels like. Plus you created big shoes and his not ready to fill them so, do not push babakhe!!

Hlelo: His so reserved though and hardly says anything, sometimes I find myself worrying about him being out there in the world.

Me: His different remember 

Hlelo: I know, without him, i would have lost you.

Me: Exactly

Hlelo: I just wish...

His phone rang and he looked at it and smiled as he put it on speaker. The love he had for his kids.

Mothlagodi: Am checking in dad as per agreement

Hlelo: is it not because you miss your father and you wanted to wish him a goodnight?

Mothlagodi: am 27 years old dad. I can’t be checking in every night.

Hlelo: What can be stopping you from doing so?




































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Love is not suppose to hurt

~ L& T4
S

By Safiah Kantwela





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
Love is not suppose to hurt

By Safiah Kantwela





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





