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Preface
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L

ove is rarely convenient.

It doesn’t wait for us to have our lives perfectly figured out or our hearts completely healed.

It shows up in the middle of the mess with all its tenderness and truth and dares us to believe again.

When I began writing Love in Real Time, I didn’t set out to tell a story of perfection. I wanted to write about the kind of love that feels familiar, human, and beautifully flawed. A love that chooses presence over performance, healing over hiding, and connection over convenience.

This story was born out of quiet reflections on timing, on heartbreak, on the magic of two people deciding to show up, despite everything. It’s for anyone who’s been afraid to try again, and for those who have quietly kept hope alive in their hearts.

I hope these pages remind you that it’s never too late.

That love can arrive slowly, awkwardly, bravely and still be the most honest thing you’ve ever known.

That the right time is not a date on the calendar, but a decision of the heart.

Thank you for letting this story live in your hands, and maybe, a little in your heart too.

— Pulane Mokhitli
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Dedication
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To the hearts that healed slowly.

To the ones who stayed soft, even after being broken.

To the people who loved again not because it was easy,

but because they believed it was worth it.

This is for you.

For the courage it takes to feel, to forgive,

and to fall in love in real time.

— Pulane Mokhitli
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L

ove doesn’t always arrive with roses, perfect timing, or grand gestures.

Sometimes, it comes quietly disguised as a second chance, a stranger’s kindness, or a moment of unexpected honesty.

This is a story about those kinds of moments.

Love in Real Time isn’t a fairy tale it’s a reflection of what so many of us experience when the heart wants to move forward but the past still whispers. It’s about two people who didn’t plan to fall in love, who weren’t “ready,” and who still carried pieces of old wounds in their hearts.

But love showed up anyway. In its own time. In real time.

This book was written for anyone who’s ever thought they missed their chance, anyone who’s been hurt but still hopes, and anyone who believes that real love the kind that sees your scars and stays is still worth waiting for.

It’s for those healing, those loving again, and those learning to love themselves first.

As you turn the pages, I hope you find fragments of your own story. I hope you feel seen, soothed, and maybe even inspired to believe again.

Because love may not always come early...

But when it does come, it will be right on time
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Delayed Departures
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A

nele stared out of the airplane window, the clouds below drifting like thoughts she hadn’t quite dealt with. The kind of thoughts you pack last the ones that sneak into your carry-on because you didn’t check them at the gate. She hadn’t planned on starting over, not really. She told everyone it was “just a change of scenery,” but deep down, she knew the truth.

She was running.

From the man who said he loved her but never stayed.

From the version of herself who waited far too long for answers that never came.

From the silence in her apartment that echoed louder than any argument.

The flight was barely half full, but her heart felt overbooked with memories, regrets, what-ifs, and second chances that never showed up on time. She pressed her fingers against the seat’s armrest, grounding herself as the engines hummed beneath her. New city. New job. Clean slate.

Anele closed her eyes, steadying her breath.

“Excuse me, is this seat taken?”

She looked up, blinking into the soft smile of a man in a navy coat. He had kind eyes the kind that looked like they’d been through something too. Without waiting for her answer, he dropped into the seat beside her, apologizing quickly. “They reassigned me. Sorry if I’m crashing your quiet.”

“It’s okay,” she murmured, tugging her sweater tighter. “Nothing’s that quiet these days anyway.”

The plane began to taxi, the sky welcoming them with grey clouds and promise. He turned to her, hesitating for a second.

“First time leaving or coming back?”

Anele thought for a moment.

“Neither” she said. “I think I’m just... arriving.”

He smiled. “That’s a good place to start.”
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No Return Address
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B

y the time the plane touched down, Anele had learned three things about the man in the navy coat:

His name was Luthando, but most people just called him Luth.

He hated turbulence but loved the sound of rain against a window.

He spoke about his work in a way that told you it wasn’t just a job it was something he believed in.

He didn’t give away much else, and she didn’t press. People who carried themselves the way he did measure, deliberate often had whole worlds tucked away behind polite smiles.

They walked together through the arrival hall, their conversation a mix of half-stories and pauses that felt strangely comfortable. Anele wasn’t used to that. Most people rushed to fill silences, but Luth seemed to respect them, as though some truths were best left to breathe on their own.

At the taxi rank, they hesitated two strangers suddenly aware that this was where their paths could, and probably should, split.

“Safe travels,” Luth said, offering a small nod.

“You too,” she replied, forcing a smile. “Wherever you’re headed.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Not far. Just... trying to get home, I guess.”

There was something in the way he said home that made her want to ask more. But before she could, he stepped into the back seat of a waiting cab. She caught herself watching as it pulled away, disappearing into the evening traffic.

When her own taxi arrived, she slid into the back seat, clutching her bag a little tighter. It wasn’t that she expected to see him again life didn’t work like that.

But there was something unsettling about meeting someone who felt like they knew your language, even if they didn’t know your name yet.

Anele leaned her head against the window, the city lights blurring into streaks of gold and white. She told herself she wasn’t looking for anyone. She told herself she was done with surprises.

And yet, in the space between the streetlights, she wondered what it would be like if she was wrong.
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