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			Dedication

			To my mum: You have always been the pillar I hold on to when everything feels like it’s falling apart. You are stronger than any woman I know. I weep at the pain I have seen you go through, yet you are still standing, smiling each day. You are beautiful and amazing. I love you with all my heart. You are a powerhouse! 

			To my children: Mummy will move mountains for you even if it means she must sacrifice herself for you. I love you beyond words, and I will always protect you. I will support you and walk this life with you every single step of the way. You are my reason to live. You have saved my life more times than you know.

			To my husband: You have taught me how to be independent and how to stand strong. You have shown me how to believe in myself and how to truly love who I am. Thank you for the vital role you have played in my life. Thank you for the support you have always given me, always and without hesitation. I love you, deeply and endlessly. 

			To my readers: Be content within yourself and remember that your uniqueness is your strength. This story, although a fantasy, is a reality for someone out there. If that someone, is you, I want you to love yourself fiercely. Do not allow anyone to change who you are at your core. 

			You still have a purpose on this earth—live to fulfil it. Do not remain in spaces where you no longer serve a purpose or where your spirit is dimmed. There is nothing truly new under the sun—whatever you are facing, someone has walked a similar road and survived. And lastly, know this: it is never too late to rediscover who you are or fall in love with yourself all over again.
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			Chapter

			1

			New Beginnings

			Embrace the new and exciting moments of your life!

			It was a beautiful morning when Ntsumi woke up, her heart full of anxious excitement. The day she had been waiting for had finally arrived—the matric results were being released. Her nerves fluttered inside her, but it was not the bad kind of nerves, it was the good ones. It was the kind that makes you hopeful. The kind that whispers that something good is coming, even if you don’t know exactly what it is. It was as though she wasn’t sure what to expect, but she was sure of what would happen next.

			Ntsumi woke up and for the first time, she didn’t need to snooze her alarm or wait for her mother’s knock on the bedroom door. She jumped out of bed with a smile and rushed to the bathroom to get ready. She had to go and collect her matric results from school. 

			She looked at herself in the mirror, almost as if to affirm herself. Ntsumi was light-skinned and had skin so smooth it was as though she bathed with milk. She had a beautiful smile with perfectly aligned teeth and beautiful light-brown eyes that had a blue outline around them. 

			

			She walked up to her mum in the kitchen, who had already prepared breakfast. “Mum, quick, let’s go. I can’t eat; I just want to go and get my results.” 

			Her mum, calm and reassuring, responded, “I know you passed. Stop worrying yourself.” 

			But the worry wouldn’t leave her. Ntsumi sighed and gave her mum a look that made her quickly get up without another word. Soon, they were driving to the school. 

			When they arrived, an ocean of students filled the school grounds, some screaming in joy, others jumping up and down, hugging each other. Reality was finally sinking in. This was going to be the beginning of adulthood, the beginning of independence and freedom. Not only would good results guarantee a placement in university, but it meant going to live in a school residence, making new friends, and starting an entirely new chapter. 

			Ntsumi couldn’t help but daydream about the future as they approached the school entrance. 

			“Go make me proud,” her mum said with a smile.

			Ntsumi took a deep breath, stepped out of the car, and joined the queue. With every step she took, butterflies fluttered in her stomach. When her turn came, she grabbed her results and opened them before she even reached the car. 

			She had achieved a bachelor’s pass.

			Her scream of excitement was swallowed by the cheers of her friends as they rushed to celebrate with her. They took selfies, laughed, and savoured the moment she would remember forever.

			

			When she finally reached the car, her mother looked at her with pride and said, “Well, this calls for a celebration, doesn’t it?” 

			And indeed, it did. Later that day, friends and family gathered at her home for a braai to celebrate her achievement. Laughter, music, and the warmth of loved ones filled the air.

			In the evening, while Ntsumi was upstairs in her room, another message was sent through to Ntsumi: she had been accepted at the Ultimate University, and induction would begin the following week. 

			Everything was falling into place, but when the night ended and the house fell quiet, a heavy sadness crept into her chest. Lying in bed, she realised her father had not called. Not even a single message. She had always held onto the faint hope that one day they would have a true father-daughter relationship. Tonight, that hope dimmed.

			“Well, it shouldn’t matter anyway. If there’s one thing I’ve come to learn, it’s that he always disappoints me,” she told herself. 

			Her father was never consistent. Sometimes present, often absent. AWOL more than he was around. 

			She pulled the blankets over her head and allowed her tears to fall quietly. Despite the beauty of the day, she fell asleep with a broken heart.

			

			Chapter 

			2

			The Transition

			Change is hard to accept… and even harder to live with when you are not prepared for it! 

			The weeks after receiving her matric results went by quickly, and the day Ntsumi had both looked forward to and feared finally arrived: her first day of university. 

			She stood at the entrance of the massive campus building, overwhelmed by the crowds of students rushing past her. Everything felt bigger, the building, the moment, the responsibility. Ntsumi was excited and quite nervous, her nerves almost mirroring the knot she had felt when going to collect her matric results.

			As she anxiously tried to find her class, she accidentally bumped into a guy. 

			Without even looking at her properly, he snapped, “Hey, watch where you are going! Are you lost?”

			She stared at him in disbelief, thinking to herself, How rude can one be? But instead of reacting, she simply walked away. In that moment her heart leaped. It wasn’t the collision itself, but the way it made her feel small, as though she had been seen and dismissed in the same breath.

			

			To her surprise, when she finally located her classroom and took a seat, that same guy walked in. 

			He approached her and smirked. “Hey, are you following me now?”

			She responded dryly, “I doubt any girl would follow you.” 

			He laughed it off and said, “Well, my name is LB, by the way.” Then walked away.

			She wondered briefly what LB stood for, but she was not interested enough to ask. 

			Soon after, the professor walked in and introduced himself. Everything began to feel overwhelming again, but at least she wasn’t in a school uniform anymore. She had dressed in her new outfit—blue denim jeans with artistic designs, a fitted top that almost exposed her big breasts, a jacket thrown over it in an attempt to stay covered, large hoop earrings, and her favourite sneakers. She had long braids that brushed her lower back and carried a denim bag that completed her entire look. She had looked in the mirror that morning and thought, Okay… I look cool.

			When class ended, the girl who sat next to her caught up to her. “Hi, how are you? That’s a cool denim bag you have.” 

			“Thank you.”

			“Oh, my name is Nomsa, by the way.”

			“I’m Ntsumi,” she replied with a smile.

			They both laughed when they realised their names started with the same letter.

			“Well… can we be friends?” Nomsa asked.

			“Of course!” Ntsumi answered, genuinely relieved.

			As they walked and talked, they discovered they were both staying at the same residence. When they arrived later that day and realised, they were in the same passage, their excitement doubled. They both silently knew this would be a friendship worth holding onto. Ntsumi concluded that the first day of university was not bad after all. 
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			Settling In

			Days passed, and university life started to take shape. Classes were challenging but manageable. Having Nomsa by her side made everything easier, especially the loneliness that crept in during quiet evenings at the residence. Ntsumi missed her family deeply and sometimes cried in her room when everything around her felt unfamiliar. 

			But the routine she and Nomsa developed helped: waking up together, eating meals together, studying together. Slowly, the unfamiliar became familiar.

			One evening, as they were heading to dinner, Ntsumi realised she had lost her meal ticket. Before she could panic, LB appeared behind them and offered his meal ticket. 

			Ntsumi was about to decline, but Nomsa quickly grabbed it and said, “Thank you! And you are?” 

			“The name is LB, short for Lebo,” he said.

			They both giggled. 

			“Lebo is still short,” Nomsa teased.

			“Well, I prefer LB,” he replied with a grin.

			He looks so cute, Ntsumi thought. LB was light-skinned, and just the right amount of tall. This time Ntsumi took a good look at him, and she was almost charmed.

			

			As they walked away, Nomsa whispered, “Friend… I think he likes you.”

			“Oh please, he was just being nice.” Ntsumi rolled her eyes.

			From that day on, every time Ntsumi and LB saw each other, an awkward but exciting tension filled the air, the kind neither of them knew how to handle.
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			The Project That Changed Everything

			By mid-year, schoolwork had intensified. Ntsumi and LB were assigned to work on a project together. Since residence rules didn’t allow boys in the girls’ wing or vice versa, they agreed to meet in the library.

			One weekend, as Ntsumi was catching up on her schoolwork at the residence, LB called and asked her to come to his room so they could finish their project. She hesitated, but her need to complete the work won. She sneaked over to LB’s room and spent the afternoon there. LB had snacks, and they ordered takeaways later.

			As the evening settled, LB went quiet, staring at her intently.

			“What’s wrong?” she asked, noticing the sudden silence.

			He didn’t respond. He simply reached for her neck and kissed her. 

			Her heart raced as a sudden rush of warmth filled her body. He pulled back slightly, reading her reaction, then slid his hands to her waist. His touch was gentle but firm. She kissed him back, and the moment deepened.

			

			She gave in.

			And so did he.

			He leaned into it as she lay on her back on the bed, then climbed right on top of her. As the kiss grew deeper, he took off her shirt, squeezed her boobs, and began to suck her nipples. That was her heaven in that moment, and she fully gave in to that feeling. 

			It was the most intense intimacy she had ever felt. It was like the perfect music made for her to dance to. She was amazed at how she felt. It was magical and like nothing she had felt before.

			He lifted her, everything moving with a rhythm she had never experienced before.

			That night changed everything.

			For the first time, sex felt like something she wanted, not something taken from her or something she didn’t understand. This time, it was magical, intentional, and overwhelming, a moment of connection she had never known was possible.
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			The Past Reopens

			Memories of her first traumatic experience resurfaced, the night her brother violated her when she was just fifteen. In her mind at that time, she didn’t fully fathom what sex was. She had once assumed she’d had sex with her first boyfriend just because they touched while naked, even though there was no penetration. It sounded dumb when she later learnt what sex was, but she truly had no idea what sex was. She only knew it involved a girl and a boy being in love. When she started her period, all her mum ever told her was to stay away from boys, not quite explaining why. And so, the saying went: The five B’s—Books before boys because boys bring babies, or well, is it 7 B’s? Ntsumi had stayed away from boys since.

			

			One time, she and her mother and half-brothers had visited their paternal grandmother back at home, in Limpopo. Her cousins and all the other family members were also there, as it was the typical Limpopo season where all family went home to visit.

			That evening, Ntsumi slept in the same room as her half-siblings; she was her mother’s only daughter, and her dad was the typical South African dad with more than one baby mama. Her younger brother and her older brother slept on one bed, and she slept on the other, across from each other. 

			Suddenly, she woke up to someone on top of her in the middle of the night. It was her brother. Confused, Ntsumi froze on the bed, not knowing what to do. 

			Her brother told her to keep quiet, and then kissed her, with his tiny beard poking against her skin. 

			Her heart was pounding heavily, and she could not move despite how hard she tried. In a trembling voice, she managed to utter the words, “What are you doing?” 

			“I love you. Who else should take your virginity if not me?” 

			His response further shocked her. He pulled her pyjamas off. As she tried to utter a word, fear gripping her and her body going numb, she turned her head to the side and saw her little brother peeking at her—at them. She looked at him, almost crying for help, but also thinking about how inappropriate it was for him to see this. She was scared yet felt torn—like she was supposed to protect him, and at the same time, like he should somehow be the one saving her. The little boy tucked himself back into the blankets, and she turned away full of shame and embarrassment. Even the tears couldn’t come out. 

			

			She froze there as he went on. She told him he was hurting her, and he told her it would be fine and that it was only hurting because it was her first time. 

			Ntsumi felt like her body was fixed in one place and she could not move. Like she was powerless and could not do or say anything. She froze, and he went on and on. She couldn’t even scream at the pain and discomfort she felt—she was simply paralysed.

			She couldn’t go back to sleep that night as she lay in bed, trying to understand what had happened and what her brother had done to her. 

			In the morning, Ntsumi was the first to get up. She rushed to the toilet, which was outside of the house, and realised she was bleeding after peeing. Overwhelmed with all sorts of emotions, she simply sat on the toilet seat and replayed the events from that night. She could still smell him; she could feel his beard on her chin. She was pulled back at the sound of her mum’s voice calling her.

			She thought to herself, Well, life must go on! She convinced herself it was okay, pretending that she was
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