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SABELO


[image: ]


A butterfly lights beside us,

Like a sunbeam...

And for a moment its glory and 

beauty

Belong to our world.

But then it flies on again.

And although

We wish it could have stayed.

We are grateful to have seen it at all.

~~Unknown
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My dad proudly walked me down the aisle. He was the happiest father in the world. Who wouldn't be? It's not every day that you receive half a million for lobola and wear a Hartmarx suit that was tailored in Chicago. 

All eyes were on us, and that was exactly what I wanted. I made sure that I invite everyone; from my nosy neighbours, my mother's church mates to my former schoolmates. I could have gotten married in Mauritius but I wanted everyone to witness my wedding. I wanted to brag to everyone who thought I'd be nothing in life, and that list included my parents and siblings. 

I remember when my youngest sister Hanyani graduated from the University of Limpopo. My parents were happy for her, and in turn decided to bash me, saying I was a failure and a whore who would sell her body to make a living. Now the question is; who is richer? She will be working her butt off from nine to five whilst I sit the whole day sipping champagne and I'd still be richer than her. 

My name is Mahlori Mathebula, soon to be Sibiya, from Malamulele, a rural area just outside Giyani in Limpopo. My parents were blessed with three girls, the first born being Ahlulani. She is married to a struggling man... I'd never. Love does not pay the bills. Then there's me, the black sheep of the family, and the last born Hanyani who is doing well for herself. 

My older sister never made it to tertiary. She finished high school and got married while I went to study accounting at the Durban University of Technology. I was supposed to graduate long ago but I'm still stuck in the second year. I was doing fine during the first semester until I met these cool friends Nonhle and Mbali. They introduced me to the life I've always wanted; the life of luxury known as the soft life. 

I'd be lying if I said my friends were a bad influence — I chose that life for myself. I was tired of wearing the same worn out clothes and eating cheap food. So I had to do something about my life. Fortunately, Nonhle and Mbali were there to plug me. The NSFAS money wasn't enough to maintain the lifestyle I needed. 

When I started flunking at school, my parents also started talking ill of me to our neighbours, comparing me with my sisters, and blaming Durban for corrupting me. That was when I stopped going home. 

My friends and I were having a girl's night out at the Elite Theatre Club in Ballito, when I met this gentleman named Muzi. He asked me out. My girls were furious at me for ghosting them but I wasn't going to say no to free cash. Plus, Muzi looked moneyed judging by his flashy suit. We went to his suite and did the dance under the sheets – and over them too. He was quite good for someone his age and his size was satisfying, but I had seen better. 

I guess my sex game was that good because Muzi kept coming back for more. He gave me access to his cards and introduced me to his wife. Yes, he was married and the wife had no problem having me as a sister wife. As long as her man was happy, she was happy too — her words, not mine. She literally begged me to marry her husband because ever since he got involved with me, he had changed for the better and treated her well because of me. 

Me being me, I agreed. Not because I loved him; I loved his money. Muzi wasn't an attractive man either but the money he spent on me was more than what I got from my previous blessers combined. We all know the drill — a man's beauty is in the depth of his pocket. Muzi had shares in the Elite Theatre Club and owned a few more clubs around Durban. What more could I ask for? 

At first, my parents were not happy about me being a second wife. When Muzi promised to pay a million for lobola, my father changed his mind within the blink of an eye. My mother was reluctant because Muzi is almost twice my age and she felt like one million was too much for a bride's price. Her words were, "I can't accept a million for my daughter; she is not for sale". My father had to reduce the amount to five hundred thousand. 

That was how my luxurious wedding came about. After we exchanged vows, we went to do a photo shoot and then the reception. As expected, people rendered speeches about how I should respect and take care of my husband and whatnot, as if I was going to take their silly pieces of advice. My husband was filthy rich. All those chores were to be done by a helper or his first lady. I had a manicure to maintain. The only chore that awaited me was to give him my forbidden fruit — not that it's really forbidden. 

And then my extended family members who always cursed me were now pretending to like me because I was marrying a rich man. If they thought they were going to get a cent from me, they had another thing coming. Pigs would fly before I gave them my money. 
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ONE
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Mahlori

After the wedding, we went to my new home. When I say home, I'm referring to my husband's house, to live with him and Ntombi, my sister wife. Muzi said we will be going for our honeymoon the following day. We first need to go home so that we could perform a ritual – a custom that has been practiced for generations whenever someone in his family gets married. He doesn't elaborate much, so I am yet to find out about everything since I am the new family member. 

"Welcome to our home, Mahlori," says Ntombi as Muzi and I enter the house. 

She is smiling broadly and her voice is honeyed. She has a healthy Afro, she is light-skinned and has a beautiful, curvaceous body. She is a matured woman, although she looks much younger than her age.

"Thank you," I say with a fake smile. I am nervous; she is scaring the shit out of me. 

I'm still wondering why she accepted me without a fight. Maybe she is planning to slaughter me in the middle of the night... Jesus! 

"This is your home too, you can do anything you want at any time," she adds. "I hope we'll all treat each other with respect." 

When Muzi introduced me to her, I found out that she is forty-one years old, eight years younger than our husband while I am only twenty-five. 

"Here," she hands me a Victoria's Secret pink bag. I am reluctant to accept it. She has a beautiful face but her aura is the opposite. 

"Take it, dear," she urges me on. "It is a wedding gift from me." 

I accept the bag and peek inside. It is lingerie, red and black in colour. I have only taken a glimpse but I can tell that it is beautiful. 

"Thank you."

"I'd like you to use it tonight,'' she says and winks.”I will leave the newlyweds to enjoy themselves. Muzi, remember, at midnight..." she looks at our husband, telling him something with implicit words. Muzi nods in understanding and turns his attention to me while the first lady disappears into the hallway. 

"Since the first lady is out of sight, how about we explore this beautiful house?" I say, sucking and licking my lips seductively. 

"That's a good idea but..."  No, No, No. 

He has never had any buts when it comes to sex. Is he scared of his wife? I knew it was a bad idea for the three of us to live under the same roof. He has to get me my own house, far away from this one. 

"Shhh," I catwalk closer to him. I don't want to hear any of his complaints. I spent the whole day smiling at my fake acquaintances. All I need is a prick. It is my wedding night for goodness sake!

"Baby, we can't," he insists, unhooking my hands from around his neck. "We need to do the ritual first before we can be intimate."

"We have been having sex ever since we met," I lament. What difference is it going to make not to have sex tonight? 

"We weren't married by then, but now we have to adhere to the rules so that our marriage can be blessed."

I check the time; it is half-past eight. I can wait a few more hours. 
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MAHLORI 

I expect the burning of incense and the slaughtering of a goat or chicken, but the ritual is different from what I expected. Muzi gives me black clothes to wear and, along with Ntombi, we head to one of the rooms upstairs. It is almost unfurnished, cold and dull. There is no artwork on the walls, just plain, murky walls. Muzi takes a pocket knife and slits my wrist when I least expect it. I shriek in anguish as blood pours from my hand to the small enamel plate that is on the floor. He does the same to himself and to his wife. He mixes our blood and starts drinking...Sies!

He passes the enamel plate to Ntombi for her to drink as well, and when it is my turn, I decline. The metallic smell and taste of my own blood is hard to bear. How much more if I have to drink someone else's blood? 

"Mahlori," says Muzi, giving me a reprimanding look. 

"Muzi, I'm not drinking blood!" I protest, stand up and make my way towards the door. However, I don't make it to the door. I trip and my head collides with the wooden floor. I curse in pain and try to pick myself up, but my ankle won't bulge.

"Mahlori, you are going to hurt yourself," says Muzi calmly. "Just calm down please."  

"No, I don't want to drink blood, I want to sleep!" 

I have never heard of a traditional ritual involving human blood. 

"This is the way of binding the three of us so that our union will be peaceful," he says casually. "I wouldn't want to see my beautiful wives trying to kill each other because of me. If you don't do this, the ancestors will punish us."

I look at my swelling ankle and think about my honeymoon. How am I going to enjoy it with a twisted, swollen ankle? 

"Will I be okay if I do this?" I ask timidly.

Muzi nods. He scoops me up and carries me back to the hub of the room. Gingerly, as if he fears it would break, he lifts the enamel plate and helps me to drink the vampire's beverage. I don't even want to talk about the taste. I am on the verge of puking but I brace myself lest the ancestors cut my tongue or seal my mouth forever for disrespecting them. 

I can't believe I have gone to this extent in the name of marriage, with a man I barely love. At least I am safe from HIV since I am taking Prep daily. Yep! I'm a cautious whore. Some of these men would want to hit it raw and I wouldn't say no because I'd lose cash. 

I once caught this man drinking some big pill. I knew exactly what it was but I asked anyway. He said it was a pain killer... 

I wasn't surprised that people are scared to die alone; they want us to tag along with them. Even when I got involved with my hubby, I always made sure not to quit my pills because I didn't trust him. This man is able to cheat on his beautiful wife with me. He wouldn't hesitate to do the same with someone much younger and fresher than I am. 

~~~
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I wake up following morning feeling nauseated and pressed. I scuttle to the bathroom and puke. I expect my vomit to be at the very least composed of something that I ate the previous night. I'm not the type to inspect vomit but its strange colour makes me remove my hand from the flushing button. I then shift my focus to the blackish liquid that gushed in torrents from my stomach... the inkling that it might be blood sends a shiver down my spine.

Relieved that it is not, I flush the peculiar liquid and pee. My head rolls back as I close my eyes until I finish my business. My vagina throbs so achingly you’d swear I’ve been in an episode of 50 Shades Of Grey. I tentatively lower my hand to it... It is swollen. How? 

I mean, after that odd ritual my libido dropped to zero. I told Muzi to spend the night with Ntombi because I was no longer interested in sharing a bed with him. I was still angry about my sprained ankle.

I glance at my leg; it is normal again. There is no pain, no wonder I sprinted to the bathroom with no tell-tale sensation of pain. 

I guess the ancestors fixed it. But my vagina... Did Muzi sneak into the room in the middle of the night and had his way with me while I slept like a log? No, it was impossible. I was as sober as a pastor. If anything had happened, I would have felt it. 

It is no use asking myself questions that I can't answer, so I fix myself a bath. I'm sure bath salts are going to make my swollen vagina feel a bit better. They always helped when I had a rough night. While I wait for the enormous bathtub to fill, I push the time by touring my bedroom. Yesterday I was too tired and angry to notice how majestic it is. 

Beautiful is an understatement; I have no apt words to describe how exquisite my room is. It looks like a presidential suite in a five-star hotel. It very well could pass for a mini house. It has black couches on the other side and a white coffee table with fresh flowers on them. On the opposite side it has a desk, a bookshelf, a computer and a few notepads. 

Then there is a double king-sized bed with a simple yet beautiful headboard, a white wooden nightstand and sidelights. On the far corner, there is a magnificent piano and a violin is hanging on the granite wall that complements the marble floor. 

The interior designer did an exceptional job in this room. It has many useless things that still make this room beautiful like the piano and the violin. I can't play to save my life but they are beautiful art pieces for decoration. About the desk — it is also a decoration and I won't be using it. I just need to fill the shelf with many books and add a frame of my picture on the desk to complete the look. 

The room also has a balcony with a view to die for. 

An older woman steps into the room shortly after I have finished bathing. She introduces herself as Zodwa, adding that she is going to be my maid. She is in her fifties, I assume. I leave her to do her work and head to the breakfast table, where my new family is already seated. 

"Good morning dear, how did you sleep?" Ntombi greets first.

"Morning, I slept well, thank you,” I reply, scanning the room. “Where is Muzi?" 

"He is in his study finishing on some paperwork."

On his honeymoon day? 

"He said he wants to settle something before you'all depart. In the meantime, we can eat, and then I can show you around the house."

After having breakfast, Ntombi takes me on a tour of the house, and then I go back to my room to chat with my friends online. 

"Mrs Sibiya instructed me to help you pack," Zodwa says.

She is my maid but she takes instructions from Ntombi? That woman doesn't understand what boundaries are, I see. I married her husband but we are not friends. 

"I don't need help, thank you."

Instead of leaving, she stands still and looks at me sternly.

"Is there anything else Zodwa?" I ask, confused. Her stare is creepy.

"Are you sure you want to be here?" she asks crustily. 

"Uhm, yes. Why do you..."

"Be careful my child, luxury comes with a price," she says and starts for the door.

"Zodwa!" I yell as she shuts the door behind her. 

I need to find my own helper. I'm certain that Zodwa had been here for years. She is probably Ntombi's sidekick and she is here to spy on me. If this hag thinks I am going to entertain her madness, well she has another thing coming. She is jealous that I am young and rich while she is nothing but a maid. 
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MAHLORI 

My husband and I spent our honeymoon in Maui. We took two weeks doing my favourite activities such as a helicopter tour, sunset cruise and beach-hopping to mention a few. I made sure to post everything we indulged in on Instagram and my followers grew rapidly. Many kids wanted to be me... Everyone could be me if they knew how to use the precious gem between their legs. But people are busy fussing about school as if a piece of paper will bring food to the table. Maybe it could, just not in my country, shame!

Now we are back and everyone has to go back to their normal lives, except me... I need to find a new hobby because school is no longer on my priority list. 

I decide to give myself another tour of the house, starting from the bottom floor since my dear hubby went to deal with his businesses. The house is rather too big for three people. 

I am in the hallway upstairs when I hear a weird sound emanating from the room where we performed the ritual. It sounds muffled, an indistinct cry for help. It is a female voice. I put my ear on the door to listen carefully, and hear a hissing sound... that is definitely a snake! Could it happen that there is a girl trapped with a snake in this room? My fingers slowly make their way to the doorknob.

"Mahlori, don't!" my brain screams at me. I feel the brass against my hand, oops! My body suddenly disobeys my mind.

"Mahlori, What are you doing up here?" I freeze for a second before turning, and my eyes land on a furious Ntombi. 

"Huh?" my voice barely comes out. 

"What are you doing here?" her question is scolding. 

"I was touring around—" 

"It looks like sneaking around to me," she cuts me off before I could explain further, her arms folded and her eyebrows raised. Looking at her reaction, you would swear she has caught me with my fingers in a cookie jar. 

"Aren't you the one who told me to do anything I like because this is my home too?"

"Yeah, you're right,” she says, and flashes a smile, masking a grimace. “I have visitors. Would you like to join us?" 

"I would like to but..."

"They are nice to chill with, trust me,” she says, extending her hand to me. “Come." 

I cast a glance at the door for a moment, and she notices my discomfort and sighs. 

"There is nothing is interesting in there, dear," she says and opens the door wide for me to peek in. "See?" 

There is really nothing in the room, just an echoing emptiness. I feel like a bumbling fool.

"Let's go and meet my friends. It's time you associate yourself with people of your calibre." Rich people, she means. 

I follow her, inwardly still spooked by what has just transpired. There is really nothing in that room but I swear I heard something. I couldn't have been hallucinating... No. Where there's smoke, there's fire and I am going to make it my mission to find out what is happening in this house.

~~
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The seats around the dinner table are occupied by glamorous women, five in total. Three of them look my age while the other two are older. Ntombi introduces them as Lilly, Bongiwe, Mpumie, Lynn and Aliyah. They are a diverse group of friends because Lynn is white, while Aliyah is Indian. The rest are Africans just like me. 

"Nice to finally meet you, sister wife," says Lilly. Even a blind person can see that this bitch is giving an Oscar performance. 

"She is beautiful, she just needs an upgrade on her style," Bongiwe chirps in and I almost laugh at her statement. She thinks she is stylish but all I see is a peacock. It is true that money cannot buy style. Her dress has too much bling and feathers and she is overdressed for someone who is here for an ordinary dinner. I am tempted to ask if her dress doesn't feel itchy, but I decide against it.

"Hey Mahlori, I'm Mpumie," she says, strutting her stuff round the table to give me a hug. I like her, she seems genuine. 

I sit beside Mpumie and sip my wine as I listen to these trophy wives talking about sex and their rich husbands. 

"Shut up Lilly, your husband is overseas, probably cheating on you with Cuban girls," Bongiwe mocks. 

"You see this one Mahlori, her husband comes back thrice a year,” says Mpumie laughing. “That's why she is this bitter. Sexual frustration is no child's play." 

I glance at Lilly and she is no longer smiling. That hit home, I guess.

"At least I have kids, unlike someone who's barren," Lilly says and the atmosphere morphs to tense instantly. I follow everyone's eyes and they lead me to Ntombi. I gasp, holding my mouth. 

"I'm going to have a baby, Lilly," Ntombi says, gazing at me. 

Hell no! If she thinks I am here to bear babies for her, she has another thing coming. 

"Are you going to be her surrogate?" Lilly asks, and I feel five pairs of eyes piercing into me. Was this why Ntombi didn't have a problem with me marrying her hubby? 

"No, I have a body to maintain," I quip. I don't even want to imagine what would become of my figure. I'm not one of those girls who have hourglass bodies with ass for days, weeks, and years. Before gym and supplements, I had a belly, fat and a flat ass. After three years of toiling in the gym and eating healthily, I transformed to well-defined Abs, a lean physique and a bit of tight and firm ass to boot. So I am not going let all my hard work be in vain because of a child I didn't even yearn for. 

"You're married, you will have to conceive sooner or later," Lilly counters. She is busy, shame. I bet she is my marriage's Cupid. I am about to respond when Ntombi snaps. 

"She won't have to!" 

We all gawk at her. She doesn't want me to have her husband's kids? "I'm sorry, I just—"

"It's okay, I won't have kids. As I said, I have a body to maintain," I assure her, just to make her feel better. I'm sure she is scared that if I were to give Muzi kids — something she has been failing to give him all these years — he'd leave her barren ass and love me more. 

"You have a beautiful body," Mpumie compliments, touching my Abs.

"Yeah, she is right but you have to ease up on it a bit,” says Bongiwe. “We don't want you looking like a man."

"Shut up, Bongi," Mpumie snarls.

"It was just friendly advice,” says Bongi calmly. “You can always go for surgery and have the body of your dreams." 

Bongiwe is a bitch but she is right. If I go under the knife, I wouldn't have to mind what I eat. I considered going that route a few years ago but I couldn’t afford it. I did not want to involve myself in cheap cosmetic surgeries that would backfire in the long run. Now that I have the money — bundles of it too — I can do anything I like without worrying about anything. 

"So Hlori, what is your background?" it is Mpumie, now shining the spotlight on me. 

I thought I liked Mpumie but if she is going to embarrass me in front of these slay queens, then she might lose her spot in Team Mahlori. 

She notices the change in my mood and quickly adds, "You don't have to be ashamed. I'm from a less privileged family. I was poor before I was rich. Now I'm giving back to my community and that's what I want you to do. Only if you don't mind."

I smile a little; my family would be proud of me. My jealous neighbours would look at me differently and it will do me good on social media. 

"I'm interested." 

I tell them about how I grew up, and Mpumie suggests that we do a fundraising event, and then use the money on food parcels and taking a few kids to university. After hours of deliberating, wine drinking, eating and taking selfies, the girls finally leave. Muzi returns from work, and we have dinner. 

When it is time to sleep, Muzi tags along with Ntombi and I am left alone. I take the opportunity to go and find out what is going on with that room upstairs. As I take the steps, I bump into Zodwa. 

"It's not too late to leave," she says. There we go again... 

"What the hell are you on about?"

"If you don't leave now, it is going to be hard later until it becomes impossible."  

How the hell am I going to comprehend her when she is being cryptic about her nonsense? 

"Mam’ Zodwa, I want you out of my house before sunrise,” I declare. “I will hire my own helper." 

Old age is getting to her and she needs to retire. 

"A lot is going on in that room, don't tell me I didn't warn you," she says and shuffles away to her own room. 

I move on until I reach the peculiar door. I close my eyes, and take in brief, steady breaths. Dawdling, I turn the handle and push the door open. It yawns ajar, and just like earlier on, stark emptiness greets my eyes. Even the ghastly enamel plate is not there. I sigh, pull the door shut and retire to bed. I chuckle at realising that I have caught Zodwa's insanity like it is the common cold. 
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MAHLORI 

I am woken up by a tickling sensation on my neck. I moan in pleasure as Muzi plants kisses all over my nape. He turns me around and with one hand, pins my wrists on the headboard as the other massages my boobs. I want to open my eyes and look at him, but the pleasure is too much. 

"Please, take me, all of me!" I utter breezily, almost out of breath. The urge is too much and foreplay is going to be nothing but a waste of time. I want him inside me. 

Just as I wish, I feel him on the opening of my velvet cake and I spread my legs wider, giving him more access. He pushes in hard and I let out a scream, out of pain or pleasure I am not sure. Did he enlarge it? Whatever he did to his penis is commendable. I love it when the walls of my genitalia are filled with the stick of joy that stretches them to their full extent. His phallus feels three times larger than an average one. 

His sex game is on steroids today; he has never given it to me this rough and hard. At some point I feel like my womb would explode but I like it like that. I can't hold my screams as I reach climax after climax. He usually goes for twenty minutes or so but an hour has passed without him ejaculating. We are still in the same position, with my hands still pinned, and the series of orgasms are starting to drain me of all energy. 

After what seems like an eternity, he shoots his load and gets off me. I want to open my eyes and ask why he is with me instead of Ntombi, but my eyelids are too heavy. I am also too tired so I keep them sealed and drift to sleep. 

~~~
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I open my sluggish eyes and instantly feel the urge to pee. My body feels like it has been run over by a freight train. I glance at Muzi’s side of the bed and notice that it is glaringly empty, as if it has not been slept in. So he left his wife asleep and came to have sex with me, and then rushed back to her? Maybe they had a quarrel and Ntombi refused to give him her coochie, so he decided to have his way with me instead. What am I to him? A sperm dish? 

I ignore my aching body and go to relieve myself. I am dragging myself with my legs wide open to ventilate my excruciating vagina. A shrill scream escapes my lips with the first drop of my urine. Unbearable pain has shot through my vaginal opening, as if the liquid I am passing is pure acid. I can't stop the tears from gushing out. I run a bath and put all kinds of salts that I come across in the bathroom and soak my body. Even water brings pain to my whole body. You'd swear I am a junkie who has been given mob justice for stealing corrugated iron.

I drag myself downstairs to have breakfast since I don’t have anyone to bring it to me in my room. Zodwa didn't show up to open the windows, which means she listened to me and left. 

"Morning dear, how did you sleep?" Ntombi greets with her infamous grimace. 

"I'm good... ahh," I say and flinch as I sit down. You'd swear I have sat on thorns and needles. 

"Are you okay dear?" 

I would be if she could stop being a nuisance and shut up before I wipe that grimace with a fist. 

"Yes," I say coldly. 

"I see," she says, her forehead furrowed. 

She looks like someone who is going out; she is all dressed up and beautiful as always. Her make-up is beautifully done. 

Muzi makes his way to the table. He pecks me on the forehead and does the same to Ntombi. 

"How are my beautiful ladies doing?"  

He is in a good mood while I am dying on the side. I just nod and Ntombi tells him about how good her morning is and how she is looking forward to the rest of her day. He picks up an apple and rushes out, saying he will grab coffee along the way. Rich people and being unnecessarily extravagant. How could he leave the coffee on his breakfast table only to buy it elsewhere? 

"So, how are you settling in?"  it is Ntombi again. I swear this woman doesn't get tired of grimacing.

"Fine."

"Why are you in such a dull mood?"

Because I don't want to talk to you. 

"And why are you in such a good mood?" I ask sarcastically.

"I'm pregnant," she blurts out happily, and her smile is genuine this time. 

"Wow! Congratulations,” I exclaim, genuinely smiling at her. “Muzi must be happy." 

"He is, it's been a long time since we've been trying. I just hope I make it to nine months."

"Are you concerned about your age?" I ask and she nods. "Don't worry, you are still a fresh mama. I mean look at you." 

I am genuinely happy for her, because it means I won't have to be her baby carrier. 

"I know, I'm a fresh mama," she parrots and we laugh. My mood has strangely been uplifted. 

"I marry your husband and you get pregnant, I'm such a blessing in disguise," I say playfully. 

"You really are," she concurs but her face is no longer cheerful. She looks serious... am I really a blessing? I guess so. 

We eat in silence and a little later, I invite my friends Nonhle and Mbali over. I had to ask my chauffeur to drive over and fetch them. Again I cringe as I take the first staircase. 

"Are you okay, Mahlori?" asks Ntombi. 

"Yeah, I will be fine."

"Okay dear, you will get used to it." 

I freeze, dead on my tracks and slowly turn to her. Get used to what? 

"I beg your pardon?"

"Uhm no... I mean, uhm... our husband,” she stutters. “He is gifted, but you will get used to him... I have to go." 

She takes her handbag, almost dropping it, and her car keys and high-tails out of the house. 

I shake my head at her bizarreness and go to tidy my bedroom, since Zodwa is clearly gone. I am making up the bed when I spot a shiny, blackish stain on my side of the bed. It is smelly, too. I don't know what to make of it. All I know is that I had sex on this spot with Muzi, which means this should be cum... sorry, semen. Something is wrong with Muzi and I have to address it before it is too late, especially since there is a baby on the way. If he has some sort of infection, it has to be treated. 

Men tend to be unnecessarily defensive and arrogant when it comes to their sexual health. Rich or poor, men will always be men. But how am I going to address this issue without bruising his ego? Or I should just talk to Ntombi. 

I am still in my reverie when I hear a hissing sound. It comes from down the hallway. I step out of the room and glance around; the hallway is glaringly empty. I am about to step back into my bedroom when the sound breaks again, this time tauntingly, like the hushed tones of kids playing ghost with a white sheet. It is coming from the top floor, along with it the pitter-patter of what sounds like tiny feet on the tiled floor. A part of me tells me to retreat into the room and close the door, but instead I tentatively follow the sound.

The sound leads me to the ritual room... again. Now, it has gone as silent as the grave. I try the door handle, turning it slowly, but the door itself is locked. I punch in the code Muzi had given me for all the doors around the house, but this particular door doesn't budge. This door, it seems, has been locked with a manual key. Where am I going to find that one key in this enormous house? 

I head downstairs and look around for something that would help me gain entry into the room. It doesn't take long for me to find a screwdriver. I take it and head upstairs, more motivated than ever. I loosen the doorknob screws from the outside and then use my fingers to turn the latch. The click sound as the bolt disengages is like music to my ears.

I slowly push the door open, carefully so as not to make noise. Somehow, my highly imaginative mind has conjured up some kind of creature lurking behind these walls. Just like the last time, stark emptiness greets my eyes. I sigh, disappointed, and then shuffle in to inspect the bare walls. 

The door suddenly slams shut behind me, shaking the walls. I let out half a scream, startled out of my wits. My chest tightens as I feel a cold breeze blow down the length of my back. Instinct tells me to flee, but despite the terror, I defiantly remain rooted to the spot. I am too eager to find out what is happening so that when I address the matter with my housemates, I have enough details and not sound like a mad person. So the dread isn't enough for me to abort my mission, no matter how diabolic what is happening here is. 

I hear something moving and lunge forward with my eyes barely open. Yes, I had slammed them shut out of fear. When I open them, I notice that the room is no longer empty. There is a small black table with three red candles and two mirrors between them, and a picture of me in my wedding gown. On the wall, there is a drawing of a pentagram with a pattern of a goat. Crosses hang on the walls upside down along with many other crucifixes. 

On the table there is an enamel plate, the same one that was used for the blood during the ritual. The blood is still there. Normal blood would have already dried out by now, but this still looks fresh. A small sword is there too. 

My body shudders at the sight. I am more spooked by the fact that there is a picture of me, as if the altar is made specifically for me. It sinks in that that this is witchcraft; the couple welcomed me into their home for their diabolical purposes. I am married to a ritualist. What if they want to sacrifice me for their riches? I have to get out of this house. 

I run to the door and yank at it, but for the life of me, I cannot get out. The door is wide open, but there is an invisible seal, or some kind of shield, that has locked me inside. I start screaming in fear — the brave side of me is long gone. 

The room suddenly dims and I start seeing shadows on the walls. The cold breeze becomes stronger, and the hissing sound becomes even more audible. My head starts spinning and I feel light-headed. I collapse and it is lights out for me. 
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I open my eyes and for a moment feel disoriented and confused by my surroundings. The cold tiles make me aware that I am on the floor, and then it all comes crashing back into my mind along with a pang of fear. I don't know how long I have been out, and in stark contrast, the room is bright and empty. 

I stand up, still feeling dazed, and shuffle to the door. Cautiously, I put a finger through the emptiness of the doorway, testing. This time around, thank God, there is no invisible barrier. I sprint out and head straight to my room. 

I am certain that I wasn't dreaming. What I saw and experienced was real and I have to get out of this sham of a marriage before it is too late. Zodwa was right. I should leave while I still can. 

I have tons of missed calls from the girls, so I call Mbali and then send a driver to pick them up. One thing I desperately need at the moment is the company of my friends. 

"Bitch, is this all you?" Mbali asks, admiring my castle. My house is incredibly beautiful, Ntombi definitely outdid herself. 

"This is all me, chommie," I reply and look at Nonhle, who isn't her normal self. She looks disinterested. She is usually the bubbliest person on earth.

"Nonhle, are you okay?" I ask, concerned. 

"I'm good, Mahlori,” she says, forcing a smile. “So tell me, why is it only now that you make contact?"

"I don't follow..."

"Ever since you got married, you totally forgot about us," she jabs into my mouth.

Because I was on my honeymoon! 

"Yet here you are," I say, short of adding ‘duh’. I do not understand her attitude. I was still spending time with my husband — who is soon-to-be my ex. 

"We are only here because you want to gloat, you forget that you are here because of us,” Nonhle clobbers at me again, and at that Mbali gasps. “You came to the city reeking of poverty, and now that you have a few cents under your name, you think you are better."

That’s another thing, I have nothing under my name — yet. And if she thinks I want to gloat... sigh, I have nothing to gloat about. 

"Nonhle—" Mbali tries to intervene. 

"No, for once Mbali, please stop ass licking,” she snaps, her manicured hand up. “Stop kissing her ass. She needs to know the truth." 

She then takes a sip of sparkling wine. 

"Nonhle, stop with your bullshit,” Mbali hits back. “How can you expect Hlori to hang with us every weekend like we used to? She is now married for Christ's sake!"

"Okay, sorry," she says simply, sipping and pouting as if the wine is bitter. Why is she rolling her eyes though? 

"Mxm, no one has time to nurse your mood swings," Mbali scoffs and shifts her attention to me. "Babe, you sounded troubled on the phone. Are
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