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Sindi soon realizes that not all that glitters is gold and securing the bag is easier said than done.

The ‘Chronicles of a Slay Queen’ series follows the life of a young woman who is entangled in the rich-insta-famous lifestyle of slay queens. 

Her start into the lifestyle begins with her cousin persuading her into an all-expenses-paid trip to Dubai.
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The book came up from observing many young women on social media living under pressure to portray rich lifestyle: Be it wearing designer's clothes, eating out at fancy restaurants, drinking premium champagnes and taking pictures at exotic locations.

The so-called slay queens are then forced to hustle for rich men to fund their lifestyle or what they call ‘securing the bag.’

It's all glitz and glam on Instagram, but they do not post about what they really go through to attain these things.
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This book is dedicated to my readers.  Stay hydrated!
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Mutshidzi Mutshinya is a Johannesburg based young writer from Venda in Limpopo. 

Her diary chronicle series called ‘Chronicles of a Slay Queen’ found fame on Facebook and won thousands of fans. Her Twisted Souls page where she publishes her stories had grown to over 30 000 followers in 2018. 

Mutshidzi started writing fiction in high school. She has a degree in urban and regional planning with the University of Venda. Currently, she is completing a nursing qualification.
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[image: ]


Dubai, the capital city of slay queens

Are you even a slay queen if you've never found yourself there? Let's face it, a lot of us want to be successful in life, and by successful, I mean, drive expensive cars, live in expensive mansions, and visit exotic places for vacations. 

We all wait for that big break where our lives change in a snap of a finger. How many of us joined forex trading, Longrich, MMM or Forever Living in a bid to score some quick cash?

I had a once in a lifetime opportunity being served to me on a silver platter.

Sindi’s POV

I was busy scrolling through my Instagram, watching as my feed filled up with stupid pictures of girls wearing almost nothing and flaunting what their mamas gave them. Stupid captions quoted in every photo. I rolled my eyes, scrolling continuously, as my eyes scanned the screen. 

I honestly didn’t see the point of Instagram. There was nothing else I did there except watch my feed get bombarded with slay queens. 

Funny enough I was the one following them. Hypocrite much?

I had always contemplated deleting my account, but something about the site kept me reeling.

I snapped out of surfing the web when I heard a soft knock on my door. At first, I thought it was my landlord coming to claim what was his, but upon hearing how soft the knock was, I knew it wasn't him.

Perhaps it was my old roommate who I had evicted the day before because she had been living off me. She did not help with the rent and was forever eating my food. If that weren't enough, I'd find her on top of my bed having sex with strange-looking men that had a potbelly as big as  Mount Everest, screaming her lungs out. She was getting money from all these men, but she would instead buy clothes, makeup and different iPhones every time a new one came out.

Working at a retail store was tiring, I was forever on my feet at work, and I would come back hoping to rest, but girl would be busy on my bed. We talked about it, but she never listened.

Good riddance if you asked me.

The knock became intense. Who was it? I mean it was a Saturday, and it was my day off, plus I had no friends. I dragged my feet and went to open the door.

There stood the queen of Sheba, Amogelang, my cousin. I couldn’t even remember the last time I saw her.... oh well it was yesterday on Instagram. I kind of followed her and checked what she was up to once in a while. She was living the rich lifestyle. The "Champagne darling" kind of lifestyle. The "I only drink Moet" kind of lifestyle. "Rich gang" kind of lifestyle.

She was the type of person you wouldn't see at downtown Jozi. Especially inside this crappy flat I stayed in.

"Are you going to let me in? I mean this passage stinks," She said batting her fake eyelashes. I couldn't even figure out the accent she was using. 

She was wearing a short tight mini dress with blue strappy heels that matched her blue Lipstick and her 36-inch weave that she just posted about yesterday... truth be told she looked stunning.

"I'm not here for your coffee or tea. I only drink Starbucks coffee ." She said and I just ignored her and went back to my blankets.

"How does an all-expenses-paid trip to Dubai sound like?" She asked excitedly.

I looked at her like she had lost her mind. 

“Please leave," I said ignoring her gaze. Perhaps she thought I would be excited, but I was not interested.

"Please Sindi!" She begged.

"Why would I want to go there?" I asked.

Deep down inside I was like, are you even asking? I'd love to go there for absolutely no reason, just because it's Dubai.

“This will be an opportunity to see Dubai and snap a lot of beautiful pictures to post on Instagram and Facebook or Twitter. Moghel you will be serving these people goals. Imagine all those people you went to school with who thought they were doing better than you, when they see your pictures. Girl they will go gaga. I got a really great contract and it wants me to bring a beautiful girl like you. It’s an escort job. Nothing else... Please Sindi, my other friend can't come because she had this allergic reaction and her face looks horrible. I want you to replace her. All you have to do is dress nicely and escort some guys to a dinner party.”

She explained and I could tell she was practically begging me.

It was just escorting right. What could go wrong?

Before I could answer her, there was a loud knock on my door. That was without a doubt, my landlord. I was already two months late with my rent and he was knocking on my door every day, threatening to evict me unless I had sex with him... I mean I’d rather die.

I was fed up with him. I closed the door on his face and ignored the loud knock and insults that surfaced afterwards. 

“Girl, I can tell that you really need money in your life,” Amo said with a smirk on her face.

“Money isn't everything you know?” I said nonchalantly.

Amo stood up and looked at me like I just lost my senses. Her mouth dropped, and her eyes went wide open.

“You will fucking know that it is everything when your ass gets kicked out of this filthy pigsty you call an apartment and you will be in the park perking at crumbs on the ground like you are a fucking pigeon,” she blurted.

“How much am I going to get after this escorting job?" I asked avoiding the previous statement. I know she was right.

There was a smirk forming on her face, "R50 000."

“What?” That was supposed to be a thought, but it came out loud.

“All yours. This is the highest paying gig I have ever got,” she said sitting on the bed with me.

I found myself nodding slowly. I was selling my soul to the devil. I could feel it.

She jumped up and down excitedly.

She explained that we were leaving that same night and she was going to fix a ticket and a visa for me.

Thank God I had a passport that I once used for a church trip to Zimbabwe. 

I didn't even ask where she was going to get a visa the very same day. No questions asked, no lies told. Everything about this trip didn’t seem right.

I left my flat with just a few things. Amo insisted that I needed a new wardrobe and she had me covered. That meant she was going to pay for everything. 

We went to several boutiques in Sandton.

“I need a dress for my cousin that stands out. Something that says ‘I’m above everything,” she said to the store assistant when we got to one of the boutiques.

“I bet that price will be above my soul,” I whispered to myself, but she heard me.

“Oh, don't worry your poor self, dear child... I have it all covered.” She said whipping out a black card.

I was flabbergasted and just followed suit as she did all the choosing.

The clothes she chose were out of my league. I mean skimpy outfits that would reveal my boobs, or thighs or back or shoulders or all. They just had to reveal something.

I tried protesting but she told me I needed them for Dubai. Don't they have a strict dressing code in Dubai?

Our flight to Dubai was at 10:20 PM. 

Amo's friend, Palesa, came in shortly after we arrived. She was just another version of Amo makeup, weaves and fake eyelashes, plus fake nails. She even had that funny accent Amo used. Her voice on the other side was irritating. I would have said her voice sounded something like a piece of chalk being dragged across a blackboard, but it was far worse.

Her sentences never ended without words like ‘wharever, issa this, issa that and basically.’

We were introduced, and I just faked a smile, I mean moghel didn't like me at all, and it was written all over her face. 

Talking of another version of Amo, here I was with a 30-inch weave, fake eyelashes, fake nails and a lot of make-up that would melt if I spend more than an hour in a desert. I had to admit I looked different in a good way. I didn't know I could be this pretty.

Amo insisted I wear make-up even though we were travelling at night because she said the rule was never to meet more than one person without makeup. 

Amo had everything figured out, arriving at the airport terminals, checking in, finding our way to the gate, boarding the plane. 

I started having the heebie-jeebies after the safety demonstration and the flight attendants took their seats. It was my first time flying and I had acrophobia plus aviophobia. 

We took a non-stop Emirates flight and after eight hours, we landed at the Dubai International Airport. We got there in the morning. I wanted to pinch myself to check if I was really in Dubai.

Amo did the touch-ups on our make-up.

She didn't even brief me about how everything was going to go. Amo and her friend suddenly changed their walk. It was some sort of ‘I have made it in life kind of walk.’

They went to the toilet to change into some suits and heels. I guess they were briefed about the Dubai public dress code. I remained in my tracksuit.

Maybe I should have just changed as well because I looked like I was a third wheel.

A Rolls Royce was waiting for us and it took us to Burj Al Arab. I mean thee Burj Al Arab guys. Dubai's most iconic hotel. I was now feeling uneasy. An actual Rolls Royce guys.

But wait, what if the chauffeur had been there to pick up somebody else and not us. I mean as much as he had a board written Amo's name. I felt like it was all a mistake.

As we got off, we walked into the hotel and some women dressed in uniform greeted us. A guy in his late twenties or early thirties descended from the stairs. His clothes admittedly were posh enough. He was impeccably dressed in what looked like a black Giorgio Armani suit. Before you can even ask how a poor person like myself knew about all those rich people things... well I used to spend a lot of my time on the net. Checking all these things in case I become rich. Yes I did. You never know when you might win the Lotto or Motsepe decides to take you as a second wife.

He greeted Amo with a smile. He actually called out her name. It meant they knew each other.

“Queen Lee, right?” He asked Palesa and she nodded. Queen Lee? I had questions but kept them to myself. Perhaps it was her Instagram handle.He then came over to me. 

“Hi I'm Zach. You must be Sindi. I'm glad you could make our acquaintance in such short notice." He said with a smile.

I looked up at him. Zach hmmm? Well, he certainly looked good enough to eat. I thought as my eyes swept up and down his lean form appreciatively.

This guy was as close to a king as you could get without actually wearing a crown.

I nodded as well. He then said, “Welcome.”

He said something in Arab to one of the ladies and she nodded and came to me.

She greeted and then said she was going to show me my room. It was all true. I was going to sleep at the Burj. I wanted to do the happy dance. I wanted to do vosho or maybe gwara-gwara to thank my ancestors.

The lady told her name was Feyrouz. She took my luggage and I followed her to show me room.  She said something about feeling at home and calling when I needed something, but I couldn't hear it because of the views I was seeing. I was dumbfounded.

I couldn't even take good pictures of either the views or me because my phone was just... well it was just a phone.

There was a knock on the door. I went to open thinking it was Amo and Palesa, but it was Feyrouz. She handed me a box and I took it.

When I opened it, it was a brand-new phone? Attached to it was a note written “Noticed you could do with a new phone. Enjoy Taking awesome pictures.”

Guys I felt like there was something more to all these. When Amo said an all-expenses-paid trip, I didn't think of a Rolls Royce, Burj Al Arab and a new phone in the equation. There was definitely more to this.

Instead of worrying myself to sleep, I started taking as many pictures as I could. They were going to know me on Instagram – all the people who had been sleeping on me.

I was told I could go swimming in the pool or by the beach, but I had to come back for lunch. Feyrouz was the one bringing me all these messages. 

I went to the pool and Amogelang and Palesa were nowhere in sight. I was growing anxious. I couldn't call or text them since I didn't have their numbers. I decided to text Amo on Instagram asking where she was. A reply did not come.

Guys Dubai is kind of hot though. Not kind of but perhaps super-hot. I mean Dubai really only experiences two seasons: hot and hotter. But hey who cares. I was out there enjoying the good life.

I decided to eat my lunch at the Skyview Bar hoping to see them but no luck. Even Zach was nowhere to be seen. Feyrouz just told me she had no idea.

I went to take a nap as I hardly slept on the flight last night. The heat was getting to me.

I was woken up by a knock on the door. It was Feyrouz who gave me a nicely wrapped red dress with a coat and a note. It was around 6  PM.

The note read “Freshen up and wear that. Feyrouz will do your make up. Be ready by half 7.”

The dress was a low plunge tight dress that was designed in such a way that you couldn't wear a bra. Saggy boobs don't qualify for this dress. 

After freshening up and getting dressed up, plus makeup, I went downstairs where I was told the Rolls Royce was waiting for me. 

I was driven to a location I had no idea where or what it was. I started feeling uneasy. What if I was going to be part of some human trafficking syndicate? No one in my family knew I was even in Dubai. I mean Amo could be selling me to the highest bidder. I started sweating. I hadn’t even seen her all day.

The driver escorted me to a building that looked posh enough to my liking. Guys, I used to stay in a funny smelly apartment not far from the MTN taxi rank, but that didn't mean that I didn't love the good things in life. I just couldn't afford them with a zero bank-balance and a job that barely paid me enough to buy vetkoeks and atchaar nje.

I was tired of the heels I was wearing. They were just uncomfortable. Very sexy but uncomfortable.

I gathered all the strength I could and tried to walk straight. The last thing I needed was looking like a duck walking in heels. When I got in, a guy offered to take my coat. I wanted to refuse but it was bloody hot. Besides that, the guy told me it was mandatory to take it off.

I felt naked. My boobs were exposed, my shoulders, my back, and my legs. It was just the whole of me exposed. Funny enough, I knew very well why the dress was given to me, so I can just look like that, practically naked.

When I looked around there were few girls dressed in skimpy outfits like the one I had. The difference was they seemed more comfortable and were sucking up to the old men with big potbellies. These men looked nasty.

Where was Amo or at least Zach? As I stood there with sweaty palms, an old man with the biggest beard I have ever seen walked up to me with a smile that annoyed me instantly.

“Oh, you must Shindy," he said.

“Shindy ke mmao,” I replied with a smile.

“Huh?” He asked.

“I'm saying yes. I'm Sindi,” the smile never left my face.

“Oh great. You are the sexiest one. Fresh and yummy. Zach knew how to pick the best of the best to entertain us tonight,” he boasted.

What? Oh no. This is how I am going to pay for all these?
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You are the architect of your own demise

The old man was clearly pleased with himself. He put his dirty paws around my waist and I found an excuse to remove them saying I had to go to the toilet. 

I sat in the toilets for about twenty minutes and when I got back, he was busy chatting to another young girl who seemed pleased to have him touch her wherever he wanted.

I grabbed a few glasses of champagne while killing some time before dinner started. I met a couple of oil tycoons, CEO's of different companies, hotel owners and so forth. Walking around these people was actually kind of depressing. All they talked about was the island they just bought, yacht trips they went on and something about bonds and stocks that I never could figure out. I was just thankful for the expensive champagne because I was actually used to drinking JC le Roux.  

The expensive champagne actually sang some sort of rhymes going down my throat. The most annoying part was when a random old man would walk up to me and start making a conversation about where I was from and stuff. I was tired of explaining that Africa is not a country but rather a continent and there was no way I was going to know someone from Kenya while I stayed in South Africa. 

As if that was not enough, someone would ask if we had electricity and houses. With all the money that these people had, one would think they would use it to buy common sense.

Just when I was about to go sit in the toilet again, some guy walked up to me. At this stage I was seriously annoyed.

“Hey I'm Kuznetsov. What's your name?” The guy said offering me a drink. I just took it and just held it. What if he drugged the drink and was planning to gang-rape me with his buddies all night.

“I'm Lee,” I said faking a smile.

“So, Lee where you from,” he asked, and I rolled my eyes. I was tired of this question.

“South Africa”

“Like Africa?”

“Yeah Africa, right next to the kingdom of Wakanda, I live in a hut made from elephant’s shit, I have never heard of Wi-Fi. I ride lions to school. I need to make sure giraffes don't eat all the grass in my garden.” I said then walked away from him. 

Just when I was about to get more champagne, I felt a hand touching me. 

“You need to slow down on that champagne, don't you think,” Zach said as he took the glass out of my hand.

I didn't say anything because if I opened my mouth to say something, I might have been in a flight to Johannesburg by now.

Truth is, I wouldn't have minded. I would have picked a fight with anyone in this room just so I could get kicked out.

But I couldn't because I was in a strict country where you get jailed for lousy things such as holding hands in public, drinking alcohol without a license and sharing a hotel room with a person of the opposite sex whom you are not married to. I mean WTF, right?

My case was even worse because I didn't even know who was paying for my stay. It could have been anyone of this old ass bastards.

"You don't look like you are enjoying yourself hey," Zach said, bringing me back to reality.

I smiled, “I'm just a little sick.”

He laughed, “I know you are lying. I have been watching you for some time now and you don't seem like you are interested in entertaining my guests.”

“What am I supposed to do? Piggyback them? Is that what you want?” I said gulping the champagne that was on the glass.

“You are feisty huh. Listen here young girl, I'm pretty sure you didn't come here for just a vacation. You should know why you came here. Aamer came to me and told me you were cold towards him. I mean that is so unacceptable. You are here to make my clients happy, do you hear me?” He blurted with a stoic expression.

I just nodded. Tears were threatening to leave my face. I didnt want to be there anymore.

“Now pull yourself together because after dinner, you have to do what I brought you here for,” he said without looking at me anymore. 

He was no longer
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