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*IMMACULATE*

I’m the envy of every woman in Sandton right now. Ntokozo Mnguni, yes, that Ntokozo Mnguni, a senior partner at the prestigious law firm where I work as a paralegal, just asked me to marry him. Me. Immaculate Nkomo.

To be honest, I’m still trying to wrap my head around it. We’ve only been dating for four months, and truthfully? It never felt that deep. We had chemistry, sure. He was charming in that smooth, power-walking-into-boardrooms kind of way, but I didn’t think we were that connected. I guess I was wrong. The rock currently glistening on my left hand says otherwise.

He pulled out all the stops, private dinner, candlelight, soft jazz playing in the background, the kind of setting you'd see in a romcom. Then, just as the dessert came out, he got down on one knee and popped the question. I blinked. Smiled. And said yes.

Oh! Where are my manners?

My name is Immaculate Nkomo. Twenty-six years old. Born and raised right here in South Africa to Zimbabwean parents, Leticia and Lovemore Nkomo. We moved a lot when I was younger. My father, a security guard with a kind heart but an unreliable job history, dragged us from flat to flat, township to township, until we finally settled in Dobsonville, Soweto. That’s where I learned resilience... and how to keep my sneakers clean, no matter how dusty life got.

I’m an only child, well, sort of. I have a half-brother from my father’s first marriage, but we’re not particularly close. Long story.

Now I work in Sandton, surrounded by polished floors, expensive coffee, and high heels that click like power statements down marble hallways. Life is far from perfect, but it’s mine. And now... now I’m engaged to a man most women would kill to date.

But here’s the thing. I can’t shake this feeling. Like something’s not quite right.

This is my story. My journey. And if you're curious enough to follow, I’ll show you exactly what happens when a girl from Dobsonville stumbles into something far more dangerous than heartbreak.
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IMMACULATE

Dobsonville is buzzing. You’d swear Beyoncé was getting married right here on our dusty street. But no, it’s the Mnguni family. They just finished paying lobola. In full.

The convoy of German machines outside, black BMWs, shiny Mercs, and one ridiculous Jeep with spinning rims, all came for us. For me. My chest feels too small for my heart.

I’ve never seen my father this proud. He hasn’t stopped smiling, pacing the yard like he’s waiting for a SABC interview. My mother? She’s been ululating, singing old-school wedding songs since the letter arrived. Her joy is loud, deep, and spiritual. Like she’s not just giving away her daughter....she’s offering a blessing.

“I can’t wait to see this man,” my childhood friend and next-door neighbor, Norah, says, leaning on the kitchen doorway. Her eyes twinkle like she’s here for a show.

“He’s not much of a talker,” I reply, trying not to blush.

“Girl,” she laughs, “he doesn’t need to talk. As long as he can make you sing, honey!”

She belts out the last word like she’s auditioning for Idols, and I slap her playfully with a dish towel.

“Well...” I say, drawing the word out, “judging by his kiss....”

Norah gasps and clutches her chest like she’s been shot.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t tasted the magic stick?” she says, eyes wide with scandal and excitement.

I giggle but shake my head. “He’s... very religious. No sex before marriage type. Like, serious-serious.”

Her expression drops into a frown of pure disbelief.

“Does he know you’re not a virgin? And... is he?” she asks, eyebrow raised like a detective.

I exhale and shrug. “He never asked. And I never lied. He knows I’m 26, surely he doesn’t expect a factory seal.”

She nods slowly, letting it sink in just as my mother steps into the kitchen, head tied in a doek, hips still swaying from the rhythm of the last song.

“Your husband is here. Go serve him,” she says, then looks at Norah with a knowing grin. “You go too, maybe one of his cousins will see a wife in you.”

“Haibo, don’t tempt me, Mama. Daddy number three might be loading!” Norah says shamelessly, flipping her wig to the side. She has two kids already and zero regrets. Say what you want, she’s a good mom, and an even better flirt.

“I really can’t wait to see this man,” she adds as we carry the trays out.

There he is.

Ntokozo Mnguni.

Sitting on one of those plastic chairs under the tent, looking like he just stepped out of a magazine. He’s wearing a beige suit that hugs his broad shoulders perfectly, his beard neatly groomed, his posture relaxed but regal. Next to him is his quiet friend Thanang and three other men I haven’t met yet.

Norah balances the tray of food like a waitress in a five-star restaurant. I’m holding a basin of warm, soapy water and a cloth. My hands are trembling slightly, but I keep my smile intact.

“Hi,” I greet softly, eyes finding his.

“MaMnguni,” he says with that deep voice that goes straight to my stomach, the butterflies start moshing like it’s a festival in there.

I kneel slightly. He washes his hands first, then passes the cloth to Thanang. Before I can lift the heavy basin, he helps me place it gently on the ground.

He turns to the others. “This is Immaculate, my fiancée. These are my brothers: Litha and Sipho, and my cousin Musa.”

“It’s very nice to meet you all,” I say respectfully, keeping my eyes humble but my spine straight.

Norah hands out the plates like she’s serving VIPs. Once they’re settled, we head back to the kitchen.

“Girl.” she whispers, dragging the word like melted cheese. “Your man is wow. Like, wow-wow.”

I frown, giving her the side-eye.

“Don’t look at me like that!” she says, waving her hand dramatically. “He’s fine, he’s clean, and that suit? Yho! But his brothers though... yeses. That cousin Musa? That one has problems....the good kind.”

She fans herself and I just laugh, shaking my head. But deep down, I’m still hearing that voice in my head.

MaMnguni.

Like a promise.

A FEW WEEKS LATER...

Since the lobola, I’ve barely seen Ntokozo.

You’d think a man who just paid the bride price for you would want to spend every waking moment together. That we’d be in that annoying honeymoon phase, holding hands, making promises, stealing kisses in the kitchen while my mom pretends not to look.

But no.

He’s been “working on a high-profile case.” That’s what he says. That’s what he always says. Funny how we work in the same building, yet I’ve only seen him once, maybe twice, in passing. Like a ghost with a corner office and a Rolex.

It’s frustrating. Confusing. Humiliating.

Mr. Naidoo, one of the partners, calls me into his office. He’s usually warm, even cracks the occasional dry joke, but today he won’t even meet my eyes.

“You may take a seat, Miss Nkomo,” he says stiffly.

I sit.

He slides a printed document across the table. My stomach knots before I even read the heading.

“Notification of Suspension.”

“Am I being suspended?” I ask, my voice smaller than I expect.

He nods like it’s an item on his lunch menu. “Yes.”

“Why?”

“The matter is still under investigation.”

I blink. “You’re suspending me and you can’t even tell me what for?”

His hand adjusts his glasses. “If you haven’t done anything wrong, then you have nothing to worry about. Once the investigation is concluded, you may return to work. In the meantime, please sign the document.”

The paper trembles in my hand. My signature looks like it belongs to someone else, someone stunned. Someone whose life is slipping between their fingers.

I storm out before the tears betray me.

I rush to my cubicle and try calling Ntokozo. Voicemail. Again. My chest tightens. I need answers. I need him.

I take the elevator to his floor. His P.A.  sweet girl, always polite, tells me he’s in the boardroom with a client.

I don’t knock. I don’t think. I just walk in.

And the sight shatters me.

Ntokozo.

His mouth is deep inside Lwandle....one of the senior partners.

Their lips part slowly. Her lipstick is smudged. His hand is still on her thigh.

I freeze.

The gasp escapes my throat before I can trap it. That sound, that awful, broken gasp, pulls them apart.

He looks at me. Not with guilt. Not even surprise.

His expression is ice.

Unbothered.

Dead.

“What are you doing here?” he asks, casually wiping his lips with a serviette like I’m the one who interrupted dinner.

Lwandle stands, smoothing her skirt like nothing just happened. “I’ll be in my office.”

“No,” Ntokozo says, still not looking at me. “We have a meeting here. Immaculate is the one intruding. If you want to speak to either of us, make an appointment.”

His voice is calm. Cold. Corporate.

“Ntokozo...” I whisper, my voice breaking. “I’m your fiancée.”

He doesn’t even blink. “Yes. But not in this building. Here, you’re just another employee. And as your boss.....”

He doesn’t finish. The door swings open and Mr. Naidoo walks in, flanked by two security guards.

“Young lady,” he says, stone-faced, “didn’t I instruct you to clear your cubicle?”

I turn to Ntokozo.

He folds his arms.

Looks away.

No explanation.

No apology.

Just... distance.

“Ntokozo,” I say, the pain seeping through my bones now.

Nothing.

He stands there like I’m invisible. Like I was never in his bed. Never in his plans. Like I’m some stranger off the street.

“Escort her out of the building,” Mr. Naidoo says firmly.

The female guard reaches for me. I flinch, yanking my arm back like her touch burns.

I stare at Ntokozo one last time. My throat closes. My heart screams.

I take the engagement ring off my finger, walk up to him, and throw it at his chest. He doesn’t flinch. It bounces to the floor.

Just like me.

I walk out with security flanking me like a criminal.

I return to my cubicle in silence. No one dares look me in the eye.

I begin packing up, one stapler and coffee mug at a time, tears falling freely now. I don’t wipe them. What’s the point?

Whatever this was, this illusion of love, respect, partnership, it’s over.

I don’t know what I just walked into.

But one thing is clear:

I will never, ever forgive Ntokozo Mnguni.

Not in this life.

Not in the next.

I get home and crumble like a paper doll.

The moment the front door closes behind me, I collapse onto the couch and cry, ugly, shaking, gut-wrenching sobs. My mother rushes from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron. My father comes out of the bedroom, alarmed. I can’t even speak at first. I just cry and cry until the words finally tumble out in fragments.

What happened.

What I saw.

What he did.

What he said.

My father’s face darkens with every word. A storm brews behind his eyes.... thunderous, ready to strike. My mother just stands there, stunned, as if I’m telling her someone else’s story.

“It’s a good thing I haven’t touched a cent of that lobola money,” my father says, voice low and deadly. “They can come fetch it.”

“Calm down, Baba,” my mother says gently, though even she sounds unsure. “We need to call the Mnguni family. Find out what happened. Where did our daughter offend their son?”

“She didn’t!” my father snaps. “You heard her. That boy is a fraud! A player! Sleeping with women at work and selling them dreams of marriage like he’s running a business.”

His fists are clenched at his sides. I can see his jaw tightening. My father isn’t a man who speaks much, but when he’s angry, his words land like blows.

The weight of it all hits me again.

The betrayal.

The humiliation.

The silence in his eyes when I begged for an explanation.

I break down all over again.

“I just don’t understand,” I whisper between sobs, my voice shaking. “Why did he even propose to me?”

There’s no answer.

Just silence.

Heavy. Suffocating.

Even my mother doesn’t have a verse of comfort to hum.
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IMMACULATE

I honestly have no desire to be here.

Every breath I take beside him feels like swallowing shards of glass. The more I look at Ntokozo, the more the rage inside me simmers. It’s been a week since he shattered me, humiliated me in front of everyone, and now here we are, seated in our lounge, pretending civility while discussing my fate. He, the offender, lounges on our couch like he still has the right to comfort. Like he didn’t slice my dignity open and leave it bleeding for all to see.

“We apologize for our son’s behavior,” one of his uncles begins, his tone rehearsed, diplomatic. “We, the Mnguni family, take full responsibility for his actions, and we would like to appease the Nkomo ancestors with one cow.”

My father chuckles darkly. Not out of amusement, but the bitter kind of laugh that says don’t insult my intelligence.

I sit obediently on a straw-woven mat, head bowed in accordance with tradition, though every muscle in my body is taut with anger. My eyes sting from holding back tears, but I won’t let them fall here. Not in front of him.

“We don’t want your cow,” my father snaps, straightening in his chair. His voice booms through the room like thunder. “Or your money. Our daughter was humiliated, publicly, and all you offer is an apology on his behalf? Can’t he speak for himself?”

“Calm down, Baba,” my mother murmurs gently, placing a steadying hand on his knee.

“Indeed, Mr. Nkomo, you’re right,” says another of Ntokozo’s uncles. “Ntokozo, speak.”

Ntokozo clears his throat. Slowly. Like this moment is merely an inconvenience.

“I would like to apologize to the Nkomo family,” he begins, looking straight ahead. Then he turns to me. His voice softens, almost too perfectly. “I was misled by a colleague at work. I acted out... to spite MaMnguni. I now realize she was innocent all along. I’m ashamed of what I did. Sthandwa sam,” he says, his eyes finally meeting mine.

I look away quickly. His words slide off me like cold water. The tears threatening my vision finally blur the room. Not because his apology moved me. But because I’m still carrying the weight of what he did. And no apology, no matter how carefully crafted, can erase that.

“And the floozy at your office?” my father barks, his voice cutting through the room.

Ntokozo shifts uncomfortably. “Again, I apologize. That meant nothing. I was misinformed and instead of speaking to my wife......” he pauses, “I acted out. I was wrong. I see that now.”

My father grunts. “Hai, we hear you, son. Momo, what do you say?” He turns to me. He only calls me that when he’s trying to be soft. When he’s still hoping I’ll say what he wants to hear.

I inhale deeply, swallowing down the tight knot in my throat. My palms tremble slightly on my lap as I lift my eyes to the gathered elders.

“My elders,” I begin, my voice firm but fragile. “Thank you for agreeing to meet. And thank you for your apology. I do accept it.” I glance at Ntokozo, then back at my lap. “But let me be honest, it was his choice to humiliate me. He could have spoken to me. He didn’t. What will happen the next time he feels misinformed?”

A silence falls over the room like a veil.

“I still don’t understand all the details,” I continue, “but it doesn’t matter. What he did was inexcusable. I have never in my life felt so small... so disposable. I don’t think he’s the right person for me.”

A sharp intake of breath echoes behind me. Then another. And another.

“Baba,” I say softly, turning to my father, “please return their lobola money.”

“What?” My mother gasps. “Immaculate, you’re still angry. You can’t make such a hasty decision.”

I shake my head slowly. “I’m not being hasty. I’m being honest.”

“You heard my daughter,” my father says, rising to his feet. “The lobola will be returned to the Mnguni family.”

“Kodwa sthandwa sam....” Ntokozo tries again, his voice desperate now.

I rise before he can finish.

“Who is your sthandwa? Me?” I glare at him. “Maybe you’re lost. Should I point you in Lwandle’s direction?”

His jaw tightens. His façade crumbles, if only for a second.

“If you’ll excuse me,” I say, voice trembling despite my resolve.

I hurry out the room, barely holding myself together as I rush to the sanctuary of my bedroom. I shut the door behind me and crumble against it, the tears finally falling.

No matter how strong I try to be, no matter how many people sit in my lounge offering cows and condolences, I can’t forget the pain.

Or the shame.

Or the way he made me feel, like I wasn’t enough.

A few hours later...

I must have cried myself into a restless sleep. My eyes are heavy, swollen from tears, and my body aches with exhaustion, like grief settled into my bones and made a home. A soft knock on my door stirs me. It’s followed by the quiet shuffle of familiar footsteps.

My parents.

My father enters first, his face lined with concern, and my mother follows, her mouth pressed into that tight, unreadable expression she wears when emotions threaten to betray her.

“Momo, how are you feeling?” my father asks, his voice low and careful, as if I might shatter again with the wrong tone.

“I’m okay,” I murmur, though I’m not sure what okay is anymore. “Are they gone?”

He nods slowly. “They left a while ago.”

“I hope you gave them their money,” I say, pulling the blanket tighter around myself like a shield. My throat is raw from crying, my words slightly hoarse.

My father exhales, a deep, tired sigh. “They refused to take it. Said we should give you two some time... two months, to be exact. If things haven’t improved by then, they’ll gladly accept the lobola back.”

He chuckles dryly, but there’s no humor in it, just resignation.

“They’re just delaying the inevitable,” I say flatly, and he shrugs.

“I agree with the Mngunis,” my mother says, folding her arms. “You and that boy need to sit down and talk properly. Don’t forget, a lot of people are not happy about what happened. It’s clear someone was stirring the pot.”

There it is, her favorite theory. That there’s always a third hand, a hidden enemy, some outside influence responsible for the chaos. But she’s wrong. Ntokozo didn’t need help betraying me, he managed just fine on his own.

I choose silence. Because if I speak my truth right now, my mother will accuse me of being disrespectful. And honestly, I don’t have the strength to fight her too.

My phone has been ringing non-stop since that ridiculous meeting. I’ve ignored every call, every message. Funny how Ntokozo suddenly wants to be sorry now that he’s said his piece in front of witnesses. But where was this energy before the elders came?

After my parents leave the room, I sit in the stillness for a moment. My heart is pounding again, just like it did when I saw him on our couch. I hate that he still has that effect on me.

I grab my phone and make the call.

“MaMnguni,” he answers, his voice too casual, too familiar. It grates at me.

I scoff, rolling my eyes. That name used to mean something, it used to make me feel chosen. Now it sounds like a punchline.

“Tell your family to collect their money,” I say, my voice sharp, my anger just beneath the surface.

He sighs. “Let’s meet first. Please. Let me explain everything. After that, if you still want to leave, I won’t stop you.”

I let out a humorless laugh. “Explain what, Ntokozo? You dated me for two seconds, proposed like you were in some kind of fairy tale, paid lobola like you were serious about us, and then humiliated me like I was nothing. A week. That’s all it took for you to throw me away.”

I pause, heart hammering in my chest, then continue, my voice colder than before.

“You and your stupid family better come take your money, or I’ll take you to court. And while we’re at it, we can deal with that unlawful suspension you orchestrated like a coward.”

I don’t wait for his response. I hang up, breathing hard.

For a second, the silence after the call feels louder than anything. But it’s also... freeing.

He doesn’t deserve the parts of me he broke.

NTOKOZO MNGUNI

I end the call and toss the phone onto the coffee table like it’s suddenly too hot to hold. My hands bury into my face, elbows digging into my knees. Shame and frustration crawl up my spine like a fever I can’t sweat out.

"You couldn’t wait, could you?" my father’s voice erupts from behind me. His tone is sharp, loaded with rage that’s been simmering for days. “I told you to behave, at least until after the traditional wedding!”

I lift my head slowly, dragging my palms down my face. “I’ll fix it, yehlisa umoya Qwabe,” I mutter, trying to sound calm.

“Don’t tell me to calm down,” he growls, his eyes wild with fury. “You couldn’t control that little thing between your legs? If she doesn’t come back, I swear Ntokozo.....I will k!!ll you with my bare hands.”

I swallow the thick lump in my throat and rise to my feet. There’s no point in arguing. The damage is done, and he’s right, I broke it.

“Fix this,” he says again, stabbing the air with his finger like a judge handing down a sentence.

I nod stiffly and head toward the front door, the weight of his threat heavy on my back.

As I open the door, I nearly collide with Zandile, my kid sister. She looks up at me, her brows knitting into a worried frown.

“Bhuti,” she says softly, pulling me into a quick hug.

I let her hug me. It’s the first warmth I’ve felt all day.

“What do women like?” I ask abruptly, pulling away. My voice is gruff, tired.

She blinks, surprised. Then giggles. “Money.”

I smirk faintly. “So if I transfer cash into her account, she’ll forgive me?”

Now she’s laughing, loudly. I must look pathetic because she’s bent over, holding her stomach.

“No, silly,” she says, still chuckling. “You need to be thoughtful too. Get her something meaningful. Expensive and personal. A car, maybe.”

I nod slowly, the gears in my head starting to turn.

“I can’t wait to meet Her Majesty Immaculate,” Zandile teases, and I scoff, brushing past her without a word.

Later, I park outside Lwandle’s townhouse. She walks out seconds after I arrive, draped in nothing but a satin robe, her hair tied up. She slides into the passenger seat without a word, arms folded tightly across her chest.

She doesn’t look pleased.

“Naidoo’s pissed,” she says without preamble. “And that fiancée of yours? She's not just sitting around crying, she’s fighting back. Got her lawyers involved already. They’re demanding full disclosure of the suspension charges.”

I groan and press my fingers to the bridge of my nose. My temples are throbbing.

“Lwa,” I say wearily, “I came here to breathe. My father’s threatening to end me, and that so-called wife of mine is out here acting like she’s royalty. I just need to release, okay? Without you whining. Can you manage that?”

She stares at me for a long second, her expression unreadable. Then she lets out a soft laugh and leans over, unbuckling my belt.

“You’re lucky I love you,” she murmurs.

A smirk tugs at my lips.

But deep down, I know this isn’t love. Not really.

This is just one more distraction...

And Immaculate is slipping further out of reach.
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IMMACULATE

It’s been a few days since the Mngunis came to my home. Ntokozo seems to have finally taken the hint, he hasn’t called, texted, or even sent one of his guilt-laced “Are you okay?” messages. The silence is almost eerie, but I welcome it.

This morning, however, dread coils in my stomach. Mr. Naidoo asked to see me at the office. I’m not thrilled about walking into that place again, not after everything, but I don’t have much of a choice. I worked too hard to let Ntokozo and his little clique of hypocrites chase me out. Not when I’m one of the best damn paralegals they've got.

“Thanks for coming with me,” I say as Norah slides into the passenger seat, her braids bouncing as she settles in.

“It’s nothing,” she shrugs. “I still say we should beat that homewrecker colleague of yours into next week.”

I chuckle at her bluntness. “She’s not the one who proposed to me, Norah. She didn’t make the commitment, he did.”

She narrows her eyes and folds her arms. “True, but she knew. She knew about you and she carried on anyway. That makes her trash too. If I were you, I’d have knocked the weave off her scalp.”

I laugh, shaking my head at how worked up she is. “And end up like you did when you attacked Mohau’s dad’s side chick? Spent a whole night in police custody, remember?”
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