
Copyright © 2025 by Zandile KaMbokazi Zulu

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations in reviews or articles.
This is a work of fiction , Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental.

For permissions or inquiries, contact:mbokazidumoh@gmail.com

First Edition: 2025
Published by Ndabenhle Productions


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

His Love, My Prison

Introduction

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

His Love, My Prison

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Introduction
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I used to believe love was patient, kind, and forgiving. That’s what they taught us, right? That love endures all things, hopes all things, and never fails. But what they don’t tell you is that love—real love—shouldn’t leave you broken. It shouldn’t silence you, strip you of your dignity, or make you feel like a prisoner in your own home.

Yet here I am, a woman trapped in a marriage that looks perfect from the outside but is rotting from the inside. A woman who tends to a man who treats me like a servant, who spends his nights in bars and his money on women I will never meet but whose presence I feel in every cold touch, every unspoken word, every humiliation I endure.

I don’t have a job. He never wanted me to. He said a good wife stays home, raises the kids, keeps the house spotless, and waits for her husband to return—no matter how late, no matter in what state. My entire life revolves around him. My needs are at the bottom of a list that only includes him. Even underwear—something so basic—feels like a luxury I don’t deserve.

His phone is off-limits. It rings, and I look away. I hear whispers through the speaker, but I pretend not to notice. I have learned that asking questions only leads to pain—physical, emotional, and the kind of pain that leaves bruises on the soul. I used to cry. Now, I just survive.

And yet, I stay.

Because when you have nowhere to go, no money of your own, no family willing to take you in, you learn to endure. When you have children looking up at you with eyes too young to understand why their mother is always quiet, you force a smile. You learn to exist in the shadows of a man who was supposed to love you.

But love doesn’t look like this.

And someday, I will break free.
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Chapter One
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The sound of keys rattling against the door wakes me. My eyes snap open, but I don’t move. I have trained myself to stay still, to listen first, to read the air before I react. The clock on the wall reads 3:27 AM. Themba is early tonight.

I hear his heavy footsteps, uneven and careless. He is drunk. Again. I brace myself.

The door slams shut, and a wave of cologne mixed with alcohol fills the room. My heart pounds as I wait for his next move. Will he go straight to bed? Will he wake me up, demanding food, or worse looking for a fight? I wish I could pretend to be asleep, but I know it won’t work.

“Nkosazana yam,” he slurs, his voice thick with liquor and arrogance. My stomach turns at the endearment. I stopped being his queen a long time ago, but he still calls me that—only when he wants something or when he feels powerful enough to remind me that I am his.

I sit up slowly, keeping my face neutral. “You’re back early.”

He smirks, tossing his jacket onto the floor. “So now you’re watching the time?” His eyes narrow, and I know I’ve made a mistake.

I quickly shake my head. “No, I just—”

“Shut up.” His voice is sharp, final.

I swallow my words and watch as he pulls his phone out of his pocket. The same phone I am not allowed to touch. Even now, as he sways on his feet, he holds it tightly, as if I might lunge for it. I don’t. I never do.

He taps the screen, and I see the reflection of a message in his tired eyes. He smiles to himself, a small, satisfied grin that sends a stab of pain through my chest. I know that smile. It’s the same one he used to give me—before I became just another piece of furniture in his life.

I glance down at my hands, rough from scrubbing floors and washing dishes. My nails are short, unpolished. I can’t remember the last time I had money for something as simple as lotion. My skin is dry, just like my spirit.

“You didn’t cook,” he says suddenly, his voice cutting through the silence.

“There’s food in the kitchen,” I reply carefully. “I kept your plate warm.”

He snorts. “Kept it warm for who? You think I don’t know you, huh?” He steps closer, and I instinctively shrink back. My heartbeat echoes in my ears. “You think I don’t see how you watch me? Always quiet, always waiting. You think I don’t know what you’re planning?”

I don’t answer. There is no right answer. Silence is safer.His grip is sudden, fingers digging into my wrist. Pain shoots up my arm, but I don’t make a sound. I have learned not to. Crying makes it worse. Begging makes it worse. Any reaction gives him power.

His breath is hot against my face. “You’re nothing without me,” he whispers.

I know. That’s what scares me the most.

From the other room, a small voice stirs.

“Mama?”

My heart clenches. Mesuli. My baby. He must have heard the door slam. He is too young to understand everything, but he knows when I am in pain.

Themba lets go of my wrist and glares toward the children’s bedroom. “Tell that kid to go back to sleep.”I swallow the lump in my throat. “Mesuli, mama’s here. Go back to bed, my love.” My voice is calm, practiced.

Silence. Then small feet shuffle away.

I turn back to Themba, my pulse hammering. He picks up his jacket, grabs his plate from the kitchen, and flops onto the couch. Just like that, the storm has passed.

But I know another one is always waiting.I climb back into bed, curling into myself, clutching my throbbing wrist. Somewhere in the darkness, I think about the baby I lost. The one he beat out of me. The one I was never allowed to mourn.

I close my eyes, willing myself not to cry.

This is my life.

For now.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Two
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I wake up to the sound of birds chirping outside, the first sign of morning breaking through the heavy darkness. I shift in bed, careful not to disturb Themba, who is already snoring beside me. His arm sprawled across the sheets is a reminder of what I no longer have—a marriage. It’s just a body next to me now.

I slip out of bed as quietly as possible, feeling the weight of every movement. The house is still and heavy, as it always is in the early hours. The children are asleep, thank God, and for a brief moment, I can breathe.

The kitchen feels colder than usual. I begin my routine. Water boils on the stove as I chop vegetables for the kids’ breakfast. The smell of eggs and porridge fills the small space. It’s what I do now—wake up, cook, clean, serve. Day after day, I repeat the motions, trying to convince myself that I’m still alive, still functioning. But each movement feels mechanical, like I’m going through the motions of a life that doesn’t belong to me anymore.

I can hear him stirring in the bedroom. The moment his eyes open, my world shifts. The energy in the house changes. His presence fills the space, even when he isn’t around.

“Phindi,” he calls, his voice thick with sleep and irritation.

I stop mid-chop, taking a deep breath before I respond. “Yes?”

“You didn’t do the laundry,” he says, his words harsh, accusing.

I close my eyes for a moment, silently counting to ten. He’s lying. The laundry is folded and neatly stacked in the basket, but that’s never enough for him.

“I’ll do it after breakfast,” I reply softly, fighting to keep my voice steady.

A heavy silence follows, and I brace myself. When he speaks again, his tone is colder. “You’re useless, you know that?”

My stomach twists, but I don’t show it. I can’t. If I let him see how much his words hurt, he’ll use it against me. He always does.

The sound of his footsteps gets closer, and I don’t turn around. I can feel his eyes on my back as he approaches. His hand reaches out, brushing against my shoulder as he picks up his phone.

I don’t react. Not anymore. I know the drill. He’s checking his messages, scrolling through whatever women are feeding him the attention I stopped giving him years ago.

“You’re not allowed to touch my phone,” he says without looking up from the screen. “You know the rules.”

I nod, even though I’ve heard it a thousand times before.

The silence drags on for what feels like hours. Finally, I hear him grunt and leave the kitchen, his presence suddenly gone, but I know I’m not free. Not really.

I finish preparing breakfast and serve the children. I make sure they have everything they need before I sit down at the table, pretending that everything is normal. I watch them eat, feeling a pang of guilt as I remember the pregnancy I lost.

I was pregnant once, long before the abuse became too much to ignore. Themba didn’t mean to hurt me, or so he said. I never told anyone the real reason I lost the baby. How he shoved me when I was barely four months along. How he slammed his fist into my stomach, shouting at me for not being able to keep my mouth shut when he had a bad day.

I never went to the doctor. I never even went to the hospital. I couldn’t risk the questions. So I grieved in silence, holding the loss of my child close, while pretending everything was fine.

“Phindi,” Themba calls again, this time from the living room. His voice is sharp. “Why is this house a mess?”

My heart sinks. There is nothing more I can do.

I get up from the table, forcing a smile for the children, and go to clean the living room. My fingers tremble as I pick up stray clothes and dust the shelves. I want to scream. I want to collapse on the floor and cry for the woman I used to be—the woman who once had dreams, a future, a choice.

But none of that matters now.

“Ma, is dad mad again?” Mvelo asks, her small voice full of concern.

I stop moving. My chest tightens, but I smile, the same smile I’ve been wearing for years. “No, my love. He’s just tired. Go finish your breakfast.”

She nods, but I can see the worry in her eyes. I want to tell her it will get better. I want to promise her that she’ll never have to feel the weight of this house, this life, but I can’t. I don’t know how.

I finish the living room, but every step I take feels like it’s leading me deeper into a life I can’t escape.

I look at the clock. It’s almost time for Themba to leave. He’ll go out, and I’ll be left with the silence. I should feel relieved, but I don’t.

Instead, I feel the heaviness of a life unlived.
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Chapter Three
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The house feels quieter today. Maybe it’s because Themba left for work earlier than usual, or maybe it’s the stillness in the air, the heavy silence that hangs like a thick cloud. There’s a strange peace in the quiet, but it feels wrong. Like the calm before a storm.

The children are playing outside. I watch them through the window, trying to focus on their laughter, their joy, the sound of their feet stomping through the grass. They are the only thing in this house that feels real, the only thing that makes me remember there is something good left in this world. But even that is fragile.

Njabulo, the oldest, comes running inside, his face flushed with excitement. He doesn’t seem to notice the tension that clings to the air. He doesn’t know how it feels to live under the constant shadow of his father’s anger, how every step I take is measured, how every word I say is scrutinized.

“Ma, when is Dad coming back?” he asks, his eyes bright with innocence.

I look at him, my heart aching. “Soon, my love. Finish your playtime and wash up for dinner, okay?”

He nods eagerly and rushes back outside, his laughter drifting away with the wind.

I sit down at the table, staring at the empty chair across from me. It should be filled by now. Themba should be here, complaining about how the food isn’t hot enough, how I never get
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