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Dedication

To every man who has ever lied, not out of malice, but out of fear of losing love before it had a chance to grow.

To every woman who has ever believed a lie, not because she was naive but because she chose hope over doubt.

This book is for those trying to understand each other, for those who still believe that love, no matter how complicated, is worth the effort.

And to the boy I once was, you did your best with what you knew.

This is proof that even our mistakes can become our message.
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When I began writing this book, I did not set out to justify lies or glorify deception, I set out to understand them. I wanted to understand why men lie, why women believe and why both sides often walk away feeling misunderstood.

What started as a quiet reflection turned into a confession and what was once a confession grew into a study of human behaviour, our search for love, validation, and comfort. I realised along the way that truth is often too heavy to carry in the early stages of love and sometimes we all reach for something softer, a half-truth, a gentle promise, a comforting illusion.

This book is not about blame, it is about balance, it is about how men and women both play their roles in the performance of love. One offering the story that soothes, the other embracing it because it feels safe.

I have lied, I have been lied to, I have loved and been broken.

I have hurt people I cared for because I thought I was protecting them or myself, but as I grew I learned that lies, no matter how kind, eventually demand repayment in truth, and when that moment comes, the pain is doubled because what was hidden always resurfaces and what was believed now feels betrayed.

Through these pages, I revisit the boy I once was, the one who learned early that men must be strong, that emotions are weakness and that honesty can cost you affection. I explore the man I became, one shaped by rejection, temptation and the cultural expectation to always appear in control.

I reflect on the lessons life has carved into me about love, vulnerability, and integrity.

This is not a book of theories, it is a mirror.

A mirror for every man who has ever felt the need to exaggerate to be loved.

A mirror for every woman who has ever ignored the warning signs because comfort felt safer than truth.

And, just maybe, a mirror for us all to see ourselves in each other’s flaws.

If you open this book with judgment, you will close it with understanding.

If you open it with pain, you will close it with healing.

And if you open it with curiosity, you might just find yourself in these stories, between the lines of my truth and the reflections of your own.

This is not just my story, it is our story.

A story of how we chase love, protect our hearts, and sometimes lie our way toward something real.
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There comes a time in every man’s life when he pauses and looks back, not to regret but to understand. For me, that moment came quietly, no dramatic heartbreak, no public humiliation just a slow realisation that every experience, every lie told and every truth avoided, had been shaping me into the man I had become.



For years, I lived by the unspoken rules of manhood, rules passed down through culture, peers, and pain. 

I was taught that men must be providers, protectors, and pillars of strength, but no one ever taught us how to feel deeply, how to be honest when honesty could cost us affection or how to love without hiding behind performance.

I wrote this book because I wanted to confront that silence, I wanted to understand why so many good men lie, not to deceive but to survive in the game of love.



I wanted to understand why women, intelligent and powerful as they are, often choose to believe those lies, not because they are weak but because they too, crave comfort over confrontation.



The title, The Lies That Won Her Heart, does not celebrate dishonesty, it exposes the paradox.

It asks the uncomfortable question, why does love often starts with illusion before it grows into truth?

Throughout this book, I revisit my own journey, the lessons of boyhood, the discipline of manhood, the heartbreaks that built me and the moments of vulnerability that revealed who I really was. You will meet the boy who learned toughness too early, the young man who mistook charm for connection and the adult who finally realised that love built on lies always demands a price.

But you will also see the evolution, the quiet transformation that happens when a man finally stops pretending, when he admits that he too wants to be seen, understood and loved without conditions.



This book is as much about women as it is about men. It is about how we misunderstand each other, how society shapes our roles and how we both carry the weight of expectations we never agreed to.

It’s about those moments when a man tells a woman what she wants to hear because he fears she won’t stay for who he truly is and the moments when a woman, deep down, knows the truth but chooses to believe the fantasy because it feels safer than loneliness.




Each chapter is a piece of that truth, raw, sometimes uncomfortable but always real.

You will read stories of my first crush, my failures, the lessons from my parents and the silent pressures that define manhood. 

You will see how lies became a language, and how truth became liberation.

If you have ever loved, lost, lied, or believed a lie, this book is for you.

If you have ever tried to understand why love can be both beautiful and cruel, healing, and destructive, you will find echoes of yourself here.



This is not a self-help book. It is a mirror.

And by the time you reach the last page, I hope you will not only understand me but understand yourself, your choices, and your own heart a little better.



Welcome to The Lies That Won Her Heart.

A story about love, comfort, and the truths we learn when the lies finally fall away.
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A Boy Among Girls
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I was born into a world where from the very beginning, things did not feel balanced. I did not have the words for it back then of course. As a boy, I only knew what I saw and what I felt and that was that girls around me seemed to be treated differently, almost as if the world bent slightly in their favour.

I remember one of my earliest lessons in this truth, my sister and I were fighting over a toy, it was one of those plastic dolls that she liked to drag around, it’s hair matted and clothes barely hanging together. I did not even want the toy that much but as siblings do, I fought for it just because she had it. I held on tightly, waiting for my mother to step in and declare me the winner, instead she looked at me with that tone in her voice that left no room for negotiation, “Give it to your sister.” I protested but it was useless, my sister did not even have to cry that hard, a few tears, a whimper, and suddenly the toy was not mine anymore. I watched her walk away victorious, not because she fought harder, but because she was a girl.

That day something planted itself deep in my mind, that sometimes the truth of fairness did not matter, comfort did. It was easier for my mother to hand my sister the toy, to keep her quiet, than to wrestle with the noise of her cries. That small moment might not have meant much to anyone else, but to me it was the beginning of understanding that the scales were not even.

School was no different, by the time I reached grade seven, the pattern was so clear it was impossible to ignore. Teachers did not bother hiding it. Whenever there was heavy lifting to be done carrying desks, moving chairs, cleaning the chalkboard until our arms ached, it was always the boys who were called. “Thapelo, fetch that!” “You boys, move those desks!” Meanwhile the girls were asked to sweep lightly, wipe the windows, or water the class plants. Their tasks were softer, cleaner, gentler.

The punishment system was worse, when boys misbehaved, we were lined up for lashes without hesitation, I can still feel the sting of that stick across my palms, hot and sharp, leaving my hands trembling. Girls, on the other hand, might get a lecture, maybe a stern look, but very rarely the whip. Watching them walk away while we rubbed our stinging hands taught me more about inequality than any textbook could.     

It was not uncommon for boys to be whipped for forgetting homework, while girls were scolded lightly or given a second chance. I remember sitting in class, watching a girl giggle nervously after failing to bring her exercise book, only for the teacher to say, “It’s fine, just bring it tomorrow.” 

Meanwhile, a boy in the same situation would be told to stretch out his hands, the sting of the cane following soon after. The message was clear, as boys we had to toughen up, pain was part of our training, almost like a ritual into manhood. Girls were shielded, excused, and nurtured.

At first, I thought it was unfair, I used to wonder why no one seemed to see it, but as time went on, I realised that it was making me tougher, the world was not going to hand me softness, not then and not in the years to come. If I wanted peace, I had to fight for it, if I wanted comfort, I had to create it for myself. So, bit by bit, I learned to carry pain quietly.

I often think back to those afternoons when we played outside, boys and girls together. Even among ourselves, we treated each other differently. Boys fought boys with fists, insults, and raw competition. With girls though, we softened our tone, we let them win races, allowed them to hold the ball longer, even defended them when they cried. It was not something we were told to do, it was something we picked up from watching the adults around us, society had trained us early.

I used to lie awake at night wondering about it, why was it that girls were seen as fragile when I knew some of them could throw a punch just as hard as me? Why did my complaints matter less, my tears carry less weight than my sister’s?

The answer came slowly, not from anyone’s mouth but from observation, people preferred comfort to honesty. Comfort said, “Give the toy to your sister.” Comfort said, “Don’t hit the girls.” Comfort said, “Girls can’t handle punishment like boys can.” Honesty, on the other hand, would have admitted that my sister was just as capable of being tough, that girls were not always victims, and that boys had just as much right to tenderness. Honesty was inconvenient while Comfort was easier.

Those lessons followed me into everything I did. I grew up with a sense of double vision, on one side I saw the world as it was presented, the softer, kinder version for girls, the harsher, more demanding version for boys. On the other I saw the cracks in that presentation, the truth no one wanted to speak out loud, that boys hurt too, that boys sometimes needed mercy, and that, just maybe, girls did not need as much shielding as everyone thought.

Carrying that awareness changed me, it built a kind of quiet strength. I became someone who did not expect anyone to come to my rescue, when challenges came whether in school, sports, or playground, I braced myself, knowing the safety net was not there for me the way it was for others.

In time, I realised that this was not just about childhood games or punishments, it was about the way society worked at its core. Those early moments shaped my path, they prepared me for the bigger lessons waiting in the years ahead about love, honesty, and the lies we tell to protect each other because if as children we learned that girls were given comfort over truth, then it’s no surprise that as adults the same patterns played out in our relationships, women wanted comfort, men learned to provide it, even if it meant twisting the truth.

And so, my journey began not just as a boy among girls, but as someone learning early on that the world does not always reward honesty, sometimes it rewards the lie that keeps the peace.

At first, I envied being a girl, who would not? They seemed to glide through life on a softer path while we stumbled over stones and thorns, but as the years went by, I noticed something, harshness was shaping me. Every whipping, every chore, every “you must endure” lesson was carving a toughness into my character. It was as though life was giving me resistance training, turning my struggles into muscle. While girls were protected from discomfort, I was learning to master it.

At home, the pattern repeated itself, whenever there were heavy groceries to be carried, it was me or my brothers who were called, girls were asked to stir the pot, sweep the floor or peel potatoes, tasks that seemed lighter or less demanding. I began to connect the dots, society had already decided who we were supposed to be. Boys were the carriers, the fixers, the protectors. Girls were the nurturers, the soft hands that soothed.

I did not have the language for it then, but I felt the weight of expectation pressing down on me before I was even a teenager.

Why was my strength considered something that I should simply give, as though I was born to give in? That was the day I realised that girls, whether they knew it or not, had a different kind of power. Not strength of muscle but the influence of being shielded, of being comforted.

As a boy, I did not have the option of tears, if I cried, I was told, “Stop crying, be a man.” 

My pain was not cared for, it was dismissed or hardened into silence. I started to bottle things up, building an armour that no one had asked me if I wanted. That armour became both my strength and my burden.

Looking back now, I see that those early experiences planted the seeds of my understanding about truth and comfort. Women were often given comfort even if it meant bending the rules. Men were handed truth sometimes harsh, sometimes merciless, but it was the truth, nonetheless. Life will not protect you, so you must protect yourself.

That lesson, although bitter at the time, became the foundation of my resilience. I learned to walk into difficult situations without expecting rescue. I learned to stand firm even when no one cheered me on and yet, in quiet moments, I couldn’t shake off the thought, was the comfort given to girls really kindness or was it setting them up for a world where truth would one day crash harder than they could handle?

Those questions lingered in my young mind, even though I didn’t yet have the wisdom to answer them, all I knew was that my world was split in two, one side padded with cushions, the other forged with fire and I had been placed on the fire side.

The gap between boys and girls revealed itself even in the smallest ways, when food was served at home, the girls were often encouraged to sit and wait, while the boys had to fetch water, clean the yard, or make sure the goats were tied up before we could rest. It was as if society whispered into our ears every day, “You are responsible for more than yourself, your comfort comes last.”

At the time, it felt unfair. Why did they get the easier path? Why did we have to bleed, sweat, and endure without complaint? but now as I look it, I realise those very moments built in me a sense of self sufficiency that became impossible to erase. I learned early that no one was coming to rescue me, my resilience was not optional it was survival.

Still, the difference planted a quiet curiosity in me, if women were raised on comfort, would they grow to expect it in adulthood? If men were raised on hardship, would we always carry the weight of providing it? Was this balance natural, or was it something society had chosen and passed down like an inheritance of unequal lessons?

One day, I remember walking home from school, with these thoughts turning over in my head, I watched two girls laughing freely on the dusty road, their small school bags hanging carelessly on their shoulders, behind them a group of boys carried slightly bigger bag. The girls strolled light heartedly, while our backs strained. That contrast engrave itself into me not with bitterness but with awareness. Life was teaching me a lesson, women are often carried, while men are expected to carry.

It was in moments like these that I began forming my first ideas about relationships, although I was too young to put them into words, girls seemed to have an invisible shield, a protection offered by others whether parents, teachers, or boys like me. I, on the other hand, had to create my own shield.

That realisation shaped how I viewed the world and eventually, how I would view love. I started to understand why women might prefer comfort even over honesty. If from childhood, the world bends to soothe you when you cry, then the truth even when it is plain and simple might feel too raw, too harsh, too unkind. And if from childhood, you are forced to endure the sting of truth, then comfort even when dressed as a lie might feel almost foreign to you.

This was the soil where my story began to grow. I did not know then that one day I would wrestle with this difference not only in classrooms and chores, but in matters of the heart, the lies men told, the comfort women sought and the fragile dance between the two it all started here.

As I stepped deeper into adolescence, I carried this silent awareness with me, that the world was not equal in how it raised us and that inequality, subtle and unspoken, would shape everything that came next, friendships, love, heartbreak, and the truth about what women really wanted.
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The Lessons from the Playground – Boys, Girls, and the Hidden Rules of Attention
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The playground was more than just a place to run, kick a ball or play marbles, it was a classroom of its own, one that taught lessons no teacher ever mentioned on the chalkboard. It was here that I began to notice the unspoken rules between boys and girls, rules that favoured one side without ever being written down.

At break time, boys would chase each other across the dusty field, our laughter echoing like war cries. We played rough, we wrestled, we dared each other to climb the highest tree or run the fastest. Every game was a test of strength or courage, a competition where weakness was quickly exposed. No boy wanted to be the one who gave up first.

The girls on the other hand, had their own corner of the playground. They played skipping rope, hand clapping games or sat in small groups sharing secrets. Their world seemed softer, calmer and yet, somehow it drew more attention. When a girl cried because her skipping rope was taken, everyone noticed. Teachers would rush over, classmates would console her and sometimes even the boy who had caused the trouble would be scolded harshly.

But when a boy cried? that was a different story. Tears were met with impatience, “Stop crying! Be a man!” the teachers would bark, other boys would laugh and the shame of being seen as weak often hurt more than the fall or the cut that caused the tears in the first place.

I began to realise that sympathy was not distributed equally. Girl’s pain was softened, acknowledged, even protected. Boys’ pain was ignored, ridiculed or punished. This difference planted a question in my young mind, why was gentleness reserved for girls while toughness was forced on boys?

One moment stands out clearly, A girl once dropped her lunch bread and polony, the kind of lunch we all looked forward to. She burst into tears instantly, before she even had time to wipe her face, another learner rushed to share their food with her, even the teacher promised to bring her something extra.

A week later, I lost my own lunch when a bigger boy snatched it from me, I did not cry but my stomach twisted with hunger. I told the teacher, hoping for some help but instead I was told, “That’s life, Thapelo. You must learn to fight for yourself.”

It was then I noticed the hidden rule, the world made space for girl’s vulnerability, but it hardened boys against theirs. The playground was our training ground for the roles society had already chosen for us.

The other lesson was about attention, boys liked to show off running faster, kicking the ball harder, even fighting because deep down, we knew girls were watching, but here’s what puzzled me, the boys who bragged the loudest, who promised the most, who painted themselves bigger than they really were, seemed to win that attention more than the boys who were simply honest about who they were. Huh?

It was like an early rehearsal for adulthood, the boys who could spin a story or exaggerate their victories became the “heroes” in the eyes of the girls, while the quiet, truthful ones faded into the background. I could not explain it then, but I felt it. Honesty did not shine as brightly as charm and truth did not echo as loudly as lies told with confidence.

Slowly, the pieces began to connect, from the playground to the classroom, from home to the streets, I was seeing the same pattern. Everywhere boys were expected to endure, to carry burdens quietly, while girls were shielded, comforted, and given the benefit of protection. It was not about fairness, it was about roles. And even though I could not put it into words then, I knew those roles would follow us long after we left the playground.

The playground was my first introduction to the imbalance of expectations between men and women, it was there that I first saw how attention was won not always by truth, not always by fairness but by the unspoken rules of emotion and perception.

Again, a I remember running hard during a soccer game, I tripped, hit the ground, and cut my elbow on a sharp rock, blood trickled down my arm, stinging as the dust stuck to the wound. I walked to a teacher, hoping for help, she glanced at me quickly and said, “You’ll be fine, go wash it
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