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CHAPTER ONE 

My name is Mara, and I have three boyfriends.  

I'm not in-love with any of them. They're merely a necessity. However, I'm in-love with 

someone. He doesn't love me, but he will, soon. Hold your Judgment. I can explain.  

There's Bernard, Raymond, and there's also Chichi baby. Out of these three steady 

boyfriends, I like Raymond the most. He is only four years older than me, works as an 

Accountant for a government firm, both his parents are dead, and he is also not bad on 

the eye. I prefer my men orphaned, less in-law drama. The only reason Ray isn't the 

love of my life is because he's the bread winner of his family, and that's that messed up 

thing about first born orphaned men.  

Despite working for close to ten years after graduating varsity, Ray still lives in the 

house that his parents left for him and his four siblings. They all live there together, 

meaning, whenever I visit him, I am faced with the gruesome task of playing nice with 

his siblings, always. And I don't mind playing nice because I'm naturally a nice person. 

However, it's so hard to play nice with people who are hell burnt on making your life 

miserable. Mutoni. Who even has such a name in 2020?  Anyway, that's Ray's 

immediate young sister who has three kids from three different baby daddies, and yet 

she has the nerve to look at me as if I'm not good enough for her brother.  

Every time I visit her brother, she has her thick lips and huge nose in the air as if she's 

scanning for more oxygen. Her whole face is always squashed up like she just smelled 

her own stinking personality. I always imagine myself greeting her with a "you smell it 

too huh?" line and in that scene I can hear her respond, "What?" and I tell her, "your 

personality, duh?"  Then I picture her turning into this gruesome eight-eyed monster 

with horns before my eyes, reaching out to dig her claws into me. Muhahahaha.  

Every time I visit Ray, Mutoni has these little tests she subjects me to, to try and check if 

I'm good enough to be her sister in-law. We both know I'm not. It's not like I'm crazy in-

love with Ray. Yes, there was once a time when I loved him like that, but after eight 

years with him and no commitment whatsoever, it was in my best interest not to put all 

my eggs in one basket, if you know what I mean. I want to get married, but not for the 

colorful reasons that most women have. I just like the idea of having a big house, 

having a companion I can always count on, and together raising a whole bunch of kids. 

It's the natural order of things, as my mother always says. And with me being 35 and 

all, best believe I hear that often!  

Like I said, Ray and I have been together for eight years and he has never shown any 

symptoms of wanting to make me his wife. He says he has way too many 

commitments, that he wants to make sure all his siblings are done with school before he 
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can dedicate his life to his own family. I should have probably dumped him after two 

years but I kind of loved him back then. Apart from his family issues, he's really an 

awesome guy. He is kind, gentle, and generous every now and then when he isn't up to 

his neck in bills taking care of his siblings and their off springs. I like his young 

brothers, the sixteen year old last born twins Tio and Thando. They're quite adorable. In 

fact, I think one of them has a crush on me, but I'm not sure which one it is because up 

to now, I can't really tell them apart. Puberty.  

Sometimes I feel like they deliberately play games with me just to confuse me. One 

minute I think I'm sitting with the naughty one in the living room, and the next minute, 

it's the actual-actual naughty one who walks in. Minutes later, the one I thought was the 

actual naughty naughty one shows up wearing different clothes and he is being such a 

good boy. Now the one I suspected was the naughty one at first is sitting there, looking 

at me with this innocent look in his eyes and now I can't tell which one is which. So just 

to be safe, I've put them both in the naughty category.  

I just have to make sure that if ever Raymond and I get married, they will not be 

allowed to live under our roof. My moral campus is already so screwed up I don't think 

it would be able to point me in the right direction if ever I'm faced with the choice of 

honoring my vows or helping two curious pubescent boys become men. I would like to 

believe that I'm better than that. I think I am, but eish, this is me we are talking about 

here. I've done the stupidest things on earth, one of them being my unnecessarily long 

relationship with Ray. So who knows what I'm capable of or not. God must have 

extracted me from the rib of a very foolish man. That's on him. Not me.  

Raymond's other sister, the one who comes after Mutoni is called Regina and she is 23 

years old. While her elder sister Mutoni is in the baby making industry, Regina hopes to 

join the journalism industry. She is currently in her last year at Evelyn Hone College. 

Regina is a snake. She is always all smiles and hugs whenever she sees me with her 

brother, but she is the first one to stalk me on social media and send her brother 

screenshots of all comments I make on random public pages. If I tag a friend in a funny 

même, Regina will send a screenshot to her brother who is allergic to social media, 

telling him about the weird things I find funny or subscribe to which should be red 

flags for any man hoping to marry me.  

"How can she find this funny?" Read one of the messages she wrote to her brother 

which I came across because I was snooping in his phone. I sent her a reply: because she 

has a sense of humor, try finding one for yourself. Then I deleted the evidence. She sent 

a quick 'wow', which I deleted as well. That day, I sent a friend request to her boyfriend. 

Two can play the breakup game baby girl. See, she likes to emotionally blackmail me, 

not in the literal sense, but a twisted sense. She will ask me for money, a lot of money 

and when I say I don't have, she will send screenshots of our conversation to all her 
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aunts so they can have a field day talking about how stingy I am. She will see me in nice 

hair or a nice outfit at one of their many family gatherings and she will ask me to give 

them to her just to see my reaction. She is constantly pressing my buttons, tap, tap, tap, 

tap. Yoh.  

"I thought you said I looked good in them," I told her once.  

"Yeah, but I also think I would look fab in them too."  

You heard that too, right? She just used the word fab in a sentence, in front of all these 

old women looking at me as if I'm auditioning for the role of mother Theresa. Any word 

I spit here can either make or break me, and here is this girl confidently using words 

like fab like it's the most natural thing to do. I want to pull someone's hair.  

"Regina," I say to her. "I'm a size D," I touch my boobs as I say this. "You're an A-minus. 

I have an actual ass that makes me look even taller when I'm seated. I can iron linen on 

yours. So what in hell gave you the idea that my clothes would look fab on you?"  

Her whole clan is looking at me like I just grew horns. I wish they could see themselves. 

Gina, that's what we call the little nitwit for short, appears to be hyperventilating. She's 

looking to her village people for assistance, from one to the other. They all look too 

shocked to speak, except for Aunt Tinashe. She is the chief mulomist in the family. I like 

the name Tinashe. It's meant for pretty people. This aunt isn't. At 42 years old, she's 

been divorced four times. She's on her way to her fifth right now as we speak and I just 

can't help but wonder how some of these evil women manage to fool so many men into 

making them their wives. I mean, the woman looks and acts mean, really really mean, 

and it's not because I'm trying to be hurtful here. Well, yeah, maybe I am, but it's also 

the truth.  

She always draws her eyebrows in a way that makes her look interminably constipated 

and in awe. I guess she's also surprised at the fact that men somehow find her attractive 

despite her visible demonic claws. I guess she's just resolved herself to be surprised in 

advance.  

Random man, "eh, Tinashe, I like your style."  

Tinashe: *Just looks at him - because her face is doing all the talking for her.* 

Aunt Tinashe always draws these thick black lines on top of her lipstick. It makes her 

look like she's from eating mulberries, although in her case I'm tempted to call them 

marubeni because it's quite fitting. And just like her niece, she has no bums or boobs to 

speak of. It really must run in the family. Should I be worried for my future off springs 

here?  
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"Don't mind her baby girl," the chief mulomist says to her niece. "Valerie can get you 

whatever outfit you want. She even opened a new branch at Mukuba Mall recently."  

The witch. She's trying to get to me. Valerie is a childhood friend of Raymond. They 

grew up in the same neighborhood, went to the same schools, and their parents were 

buddy-buddies. She has been in-love with Ray since forever. His whole family knows it. 

This bitch is trying to make me jealous.  

It's almost working. 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

Unfortunately for Valerie, Ray thinks of her as only a little sister. But that doesn't seem 

to stop their families from constantly trying to hook them up. And I'll be honest, Valerie 

is a pretty girl. She's quirky, funny, and has a killer body. In fact, if I was being really 

honest, I would say she's hotter than me. Unfortunately for her, Raymond has bad taste 

in women, which is a weird thing for me to say given that I'm his girlfriend, but the 

truth is the truth. But before you run your minds off thinking I'm some terrible woman, 

let me explain exactly what I mean.  

I'm not a bad person, really. Maybe yes I'm not perfect but, I'm only bad to people who 

are bad to me. I hate pretending, but I always try to be amicable for the sake of the ones 

I love. For peace's sake, you know. When I say Ray has bad taste in women, I mean he 

has the strangest reasons for falling in-love. He doesn't care much about looks and what 

not. He is a typical sapiosexual. And for him, I'm the most intelligent woman he's ever 

met. Sometimes he would call me in the middle of the night just to debate about some 

random nonsense that just occurred to him. He loves a good debate, and if you can take 

him on toe to toe, you will be buddies forever. There have been times when we've spent 

the whole night...and sometimes parts of the morning arguing and laughing until we 

both fell asleep from exhaustion.  

Now Valerie, God bless her soul, Valerie isn't the smart type. She is what I would call, 

intellectually challenged. You can literally see her catch a migraine when she's asked a 

question that demands logical processing. She always says, "ah, leave me alone! " She's 

cute like that. She would pop her ka pretty hand in the air and then storm off into the 

kitchen. And boy is she a great cook! Me? I'm am an average cook. The food will look 

decent enough on the plate that you'll be tempted to want to devour it. And then you'll 

taste it and feel disappointed, but you can't stop eating because it's actually not bad. It's 
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just not as awesome as you imagined it would be. Next time I'll serve you another plate 

and you'll run to grab it, hoping that this time it really does taste how you imagine it. 

And the circle goes on and on. That's me in the kitchen. I get by. 

You might be wondering why I've stayed with Raymond for so long when he clearly 

has other priorities. I'm 35 years old. Ray is 39. I'm not the only one here running out of 

time. He too will soon be a single 40 year old dude and that's not a good look on any 

man. Just like me, his people are laying on the pressure to settle down thick, every 

single freaking day. Luckily for him, he has a good reason for not curving to the 

pressure because he is the bread winner of the family.  

They all fear that a woman in his life will shift his focus away from his orphaned 

siblings. And they're right. He has a right and a duty to care for his own family first. I've 

tried convincing him that we can somehow make it work if we got married now instead 

of waiting but he hit me with a "Don't pressure me Mara." Eh, me, pressure a guy into 

marrying me? So I stopped. I mean, where else was he gonna go? What time did he 

have to find a whole new girlfriend, get to know her, and then propose marriage? I was 

his best choice, so I was gonna see this thing all the way to the end.  

The twins would be finishing high school in a year, then they'll be off to college after 

that. So that's two years tops. Ray would be 41 then, me 37. It's not bad. Then again, it 

is. My clock is ticking here and I shudder at the thought of changing diapers in my 50's. 

That's why I have backup plans. I have to look out for me too here, you see. I've already 

given Ray eight years of my life. I can't just let them all go to waste by jumping off ship 

at this point. Then all my perseverance would have been for nothing! I lost the 

opportunity to leave when we clocked three years and there was still no ring on my 

finger. 

 I genuinely believed that he would change his mind about settling down somewhere 

along the way. There was just no way he was going to wait ten plus years, just waiting 

for his siblings to finish school. But alas, I was wrong! The long-necked slim stubborn 

man stuck to his resolve and before I knew it, eight years had gone by. So right now I'm 

just holding on to the relationship for the sake of my investment in it, it's got nothing to 

do with love. The love fizzled away after three years.  

Bernard is my backup boyfriend. Bernard is a son of a bitch, a whore. He is four years 

younger than me and he thinks I don't know that he has two other girlfriends. He is a 

cute boy, and the only things going for him are his looks and the thing he packs in his 

pants. That thing is heavenly, probably two and half times stronger than Raymond's. 

The excitement I don't get from Ray, I get from Bernard.  

Raymond is a typical straight arrow, does everything by the book and even makes love 

the biblically recommended way. Every Sunday he suffers a guilty conscious for our 
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premarital sex and so he abstains for the next few days, until nature demands its dues. 

He falls from grace and then gets back up come Sunday, the circle repeats itself. He 

always asks me to pray for him, but he doesn't know that the only reason I go to church 

is because I'm selling a marriage brand here. I already know where my final destination 

is.  

But Ray, he is a confused mess. The poor man. I'm starting to suspect that I'm gonna 

have to consider leaving him a spot next to me in gehenna coz at this rate, the poor man 

wouldn't be able to recognize Jesus even if he fell on his head. He is in some form of 

messed up purgatory state, somewhere between good and evil. But let's face it, he is 

already doomed by association. So I'm gonna keep a spot for him. I do have a soft spot 

for him after all.  

But Bernard? My my my. What I'm I even doing with this particular brand of 

foolishness? 🙆�♀️��♀️ 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE 

Bernard is a photographer. He is really talented. He has done shoots for some pretty 

remarkable international outlets and magazines, and he is one of the most sought after 

local photographers. Here is another thing about Bernard: he is a very stingy guy. 

Bernard doesn't like spending on women. He prefers that women spend on him. He is a 

typical Ben 10. It’s the name, he was cursed from birth!  

For the three years we've been seeing each other, he's only ever spent once on me. I will 

never forget that day. We had gone on a road trip to Ndola and I had the misfortune of 

having my handbag snatched from the car window at the traffic lights. This was a 

Saturday afternoon by the way. So there I was, no phone, no purse, no money. 

Bernard was in a frenzy, as if he was the one who had just lost something. He was there, 

panting like my old neighbor's dog Poppy. The only thing remaining was him wagging 

his invisible tail and hanging his tongue out with saliva dripping all over the place. 

Honestly speaking, I pictured him exactly as that the whole time I was standing there, 

looking at him like I would a similar dog in heat.  

"What are we going to do...? What are we going to do?" The poor guy looked like he 

was on the verge of a breakdown. I looked at him, and for a second I entertained the 

possibility that he must really care about me that much if he was so worked up over the 

loss of property. Ine I wasn't even that worried. That's the thing about me. I always take 

extra precautions whenever I know I'm about to do bad manners. My phone was old 
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and needed replacing any way. There was only one atm card in that handbag, the rest 

where at home. There was only K500 cash in there for emergencies, and I didn't think I 

was going to suffer any security breaches to my personal accounts. 

"And the way I'm hungry!" I heard my beloved stingex say, his hands on top of his head 

like Bana Charity at her second husband's funeral. 🙆�♀️That’s when it clicked. The 

bastard. It wasn't me he was worried about. He was worried about his own hind! 

"Don't you have any money on you?" I asked, feeling both peeved and amused at the 

same time. Mwana wa ndoshi uyu sheti. Ala. Chioneni, ichi chi sheti ichi. Chichitanochita 

pamenso kwati chanunsha chishupu chatute. Iye mayo. 🙆�♀️💆�♀️ 

"I have, à bit, but it's for my project you know. I told you about it." Yes, I know about 

his many projects. He always has one up his sleeves. 

"Are you telling me that you don't have anything to spare for a road trip with your 

girlfriend Ben?  What type of a man are you? You can't just be good for dick you know." 

This is the part where a normal man would get insulted. But like I told you, Bernard 

nishilu ikulu saaaana." I thought you liked me for my dick. Don't think I don't know what 

your play is Mara."  

Did I mention that I also like this fool because he rarely minces words? Well, except 

when he is being stingy. The rest of the time, he is very generous with his words, and it 

works perfectly well in the bedroom. With Raymond, the dirtiest thing he ever said to 

me whilst making love was, "Was that your anus? Did I just try to get into your ass?" I 

was just glad he didn't use the vernacular for ass. I swear I would have dumped him on 

the spot, marriage be damned.  

The poor man was mortified. No matter how many times I told him that it was a normal 

mishap and it happens to most people, Ray couldn't let it go. That Sunday he answered 

the alter call when the Pastor called for people to repent of their sins. That same Sunday 

I saw Ray raise his hands in the air during praise and worship and cry like a baby 

before breaking out in tongues. I swear I heard some vernacular rhyming words of the 

body part in question during his chanting, but who knows, I could have imagined the 

whole thing because I was so upset.  

His assistant Ben is the total opposite. Ben loves anal so much that it is the one thing he 

willingly spends his money on, buying different lubricants to enhance the experience. 

There is literally nothing Ben isn't willing to try under the sheets. It drives me crazy. A 

good kind of crazy because it gives me back all the orgasms I'm forced to fake with Ray. 

And I'm not saying that Ray is bad in bed, no. He is truly a generous lover, very 

attentive to my needs. His only issue is that he overthinks, which takes the fun away. 
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He is rarely fully committed to the act because his mother had it grilled in him that sex 

before marriage is a sin.  

Even at 39 years old, he still hears his mother in his heard refer to his manhood as pipi. I 

once rode him so hard that the next morning when we were taking a shower I heard 

him say, "my pipi hurts." I couldn't let him touch me for two whole weeks after that. A 

part of me thinks that perhaps he might change once we are married and licensed to 

have coitus. I can only hope. 

Back to Ben and the road trip. Well, as it happened, that day Ben was forced to spend 

on me. I remember he spent a total of K1, 532. You might be wondering why I 

remember it so precisely. Let me tell you. It's because when I was dropping him at his 

place, Ben took out a piece of paper from his pocket and handed it to me. Guess what 

was on the paper? A list of all our expenses during our trip. His words? "You can e-

wallet it to me once you've sorted out your issues."  I had dumped the fool that very 

day. But you know how good dick is hard to find. I bumped into him at Chicago's two 

weeks later and we ended up in bed together. The rest is history. 

Surprisingly, something good came out of that short break between Ben and I. He came 

back a slightly changed man. I had laid it thick on him about his stingy ways and his 

Ben 10 attitude. I had called him a cheapskate, a useless man whose only use is his...you 

know. My words must have really gotten to him because after that breakup, the dude 

started to act like a man. We eventually agreed to split the cost of everything and that 

every once in a while we were each to spoil the other without expecting refunds or 

anything else in return. It was a whole 180, and it seemed to be working, so much so 

that I even started contemplating marriage with the fool. 

For a while, I allowed myself to entertain such a possibility. I even made Ben somewhat 

of a priority in my life. We were spending more time together and we had become 

closer than ever before. Things were looking very promising, but that was until I went 

on a night out with my girls at The Crossbar and found the son of a bitch making out 

with some girl in a corner at the top of the stairs. 

I was having a really bad day that day. Earlier in the day, Raymond had royally pissed 

me off when I asked him to take some leave days from work so we could go on a mini 

vacation to Livingstone to celebrate my birthday. He said he couldn't take any more 

leave days because he wanted to cash them in. I offered to pay him for the days and all I 

got was, "it doesn't work like that babe. Mutoni said Chitalu urgently needs the surgery 

so I need to do what I can to save the money. I don't have the luxury of taking useless 

trips to soak up the sun in Livingstone. You can go without me." 

I wanted to fight with him over the fact that he was not responsible for the welfare of 

his grown sister's kids, that his sister was lying to him about her two year old daughter 
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needing gum surgery, that he needed to grow a backbone and demand that she find a 

job, that it was too much for him taking care of nieces and nephews on top of his 

siblings, that I needed him too and I was tired of always being a footnote in his life. I 

wanted to tell him all these things and more but I knew I would be wasting my breath. 

When it came to his family, Ray never listened to reason. Any antagonism on my part 

would mean I don't care for the people who matter the most to him. He would not 

hesitate to kick me to the curb.  

And so I tried calling Bernard to relieve myself of the heartache but I couldn't get 

through to him. I finally called my girls and there we were, the four of us, face to face 

with my backup boyfriend who had a floozy glued to his body like Tough Stuff. In case 

you're wondering, yes, my girlfriends know about my Ben 10. They approve because 

they've been wanting me to dump Ray for ages. These three humans have covered my 

indiscretions on both the Ray and Ben front. With them, I'll always have an alibi. 

I hate making a public spectacle of myself, so like a boss, I led the way up the last set of 

stairs leading into the pub and my girls quickly surrounded me in comfort. About an 

hour later, a tray of drinks was brought to our table by our waitress. When asked where 

the drinks came from, because we had not yet ordered a new batch, the waitress leaned 

closer to me and whispered that a particular gentleman had ordered the drinks for us. 

She pointed in the direction across from us and there he was. 

Meet Chimuka. Aka Chichi baby. 😊 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Chimuka is 35 years old. Fair complexion, average built and height, and he has the most 

alluring set of lips I've ever had the fortune of drowning in. But that's as far as his 

visibly appealing physical features go. I wouldn't go as far as describing Chichi as ugly, 

because he's really not. I can explain. Just give me a second.  

Here's the thing about Chimuka, he is 'okay' looking, really. I'm not trying to mince 

words or anything here just because I have a soft spot for him. Chimuka has the kind of 

face that requires some time to get used to. I can promise you that after spending a good 

thirty to forty minutes in his company, his face will grow on you. It's not the kind of 

face that's good looking the first time you look at, especially as a whole. But when you 

look at his parts one by one, they're really great features. You heard me talk about his 

lips earlier on right?  Yeah, that's what I mean! His nose too isn't so bad...I mean, it 

looks a bit like the bottom of a flared skirt on the edges, but it's not so severe. Instead of 
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a long flared skirt, think of it as this little short number won by someone like Beyonce. 

Not so bad now isn't it? 

I would love to talk about each part in detail but by now I'm sure you get the picture. 

And by now I'm sure you know that I don't like Chichi for his looks, well, only parts of 

them anyway. There is something else, something more. Chichi has a deep, dark throaty 

voice that always short-circuits me straight into ovulation. I like to call it the bedroom 

voice. And that's not all about his voice. Chichi's voice is fine tuned, it is neither high 

nor low. It's just there, right there at the center. He is like the original decibel meter that 

God used to allocate sound frequencies in all living creatures. This voice speaks to my 

soul and vibrates my senses into liquid form. Whenever Chimuka speaks, I come alive. 

But wait, that's not the reason why I fell for Chimuka, well, at least not the main one. I 

fell in-like with Chimuka the first night we met at The Crossbar. You know how it goes, 

random guy buys you drinks that you didn't ask for and then he expects to be given a 

reward at the end of the night? I saw him coming from a mile away and I was ready to 

put him in his place.  

And don't come at me with your 'eh, you should have rejected the drinks if you knew 

you weren't gonna go home with him. Blah blah." Give me a break. I like beer, even 

more so when it's free. I never ever turn down free beer, especially the kind that finds 

its way to my table without me asking for it. Ah, saht. I will drink until my urethra 

collapses and my kidneys turn blue. Hold your judgment again: I'm not an alcoholic. I 

just happen to have a high tolerance for alcohol. And just so you know, I offered to go 

home with Chimuka that night and he turned me down! I made the offer and the dude 

turned me down! Talk about free beer and free rides eh. What a shocker.  

So here's how the night went down. I'm walking to the car park with my friends, we 

sense Chimuka approaching us but we don't bother stopping. We make fun of him 

about chasing tail over a few beers and we even call him some unprintables and make 

fun of his nose and big eyes. Next thing I feel is a tap on my shoulder and cue ➡️the 

sexy voice. 😍😍😍  

"Hey, mind if I talk to you for a moment? I promise I won't take much of your time." 

Jesus on a tricycle. My ovaries. My two freaking ovaries just split into halves and now 

my blood is flowing is reverse trying to make sense of what just happened. Let's track 

back: A man opened his mouth and spoke, a woman's reproductive system went into 

overdrive. Are we together so far?  But you know how women are. I was ready to 

channel my inner Mutale Mwanza, but on steroids.  
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"What is it?" I somehow managed to conjure up a degree of disinterest that would make 

my village people so proud of me for attempting to be a well-bred woman. I could even 

taste my own lipstick from pursing my lips so hard. 

"We'll wait by the car," my best friend Amanda announces with a mischievous grin on 

her face and immediately drags the other two before any of us could protest. Amanda 

had been talking about me getting laid to get over Ray and Ben much of the night and I 

could tell she had picked Chimuka to be the ultimate price. Perhaps I should mention 

that my three friends and I collectively agree that the uglier the dude, the heavier the 

machinery. Know what I mean? 😉 I knew exactly what the bitch was playing at. 

"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to upset you." Chimuka says. And I'm thinking, ah, so you can 

read minds weh kwindi weh.  

But with my outside voice I said, "thank you for the drinks. It was very kind of you. I 

did ask the waitress to relay our gratitude to you. Did she not?" 

Chimuka laughed, a deep throaty sound that I could swear had just shifted my 

diaphragm towards my left Kidney. "She did, but that's not why I wanted to speak with 

you." He sounds very articulate and confident. He is absolutely unfazed by my stinking 

attitude. I want to like him, but I don't want him thinking I'm easy. 

"What is it you want to talk about?"  I asked. 

"I just wanted to check if you're alright," he said. "Earlier in the night, I was on a call by 

the door," he pointed towards the entrance of the pub behind us. "I happened to see you 

bump into my cousin Ben," he was giving me a knowing look here. "We were actually 

here together but he left after your... encounter," he added sheepishly.  

I was suddenly feeling very stupid. "Ah, so what now, you want to pick up your 

cousin's leftovers? Thought she might be easy since she's just been dumped? Wait, how 

do you even know who I am? We've never met." 

"I've seen your pictures. Ben showed them to me. He likes to show off his ah...you know 

what, never mind that. I just wanted to make sure you were alright, and apologize for 

my cousin's lack of manners." 

What a gentleman. This dude was really starting to grow on me.  

"Is conquests the word you were looking for?" I said, deliberately being saucy. Once 

you go Mutale, you can't go back.  

He flinched in discomfort. The poor guy probably meant well, but I had just made him 

feel like shit. "Why did you buy the drinks then?" I quickly changed gears.  
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"I just wanted to cheer you up, and I kind of felt bad that Bernard just left like that. I 

thought you could use a break, no pun intended. Gosh, foot in mouth, I'm really not 

making a good impression here I'm I?" He was nervously rubbing his forehead.  

"Are you trying to impress me Mr...?" I realized then that I didn't even know his name.  

"Call me Chimuka, though my friends call me Chichi. For what it's worth, any woman 

is too good for my cousin, you, even more so. I liked how you handled the whole scene. 

There were so many ways that scene could have ended badly. I'm just glad I wasn't 

forced to be on the defense team tonight." So he knew about Ben's other women that 

much?  

"If I didn't know better, I would think you're flirting with me." I hoped he was flirting 

with me! After spending the past ten minutes or so in his company, he was really 

starting to look all things edible. And I was dying to explore the area where that voice 

was coming from. Without searching for it, this man had just presented me with the 

best revenge opportunity any woman could ever ask for. Men just hate it when their 

women play generous with male members of their families. And I was feeling 

extremely generous that particular night.  

"I'm sorry, I didn't realize-" he started to apologize but I cut him off.  

"My name is Mara." I put my hand out and he gently shook it. He was nervous, his 

sweaty palms had betrayed his bravado.  

"I know," he said, quickly disengaging his hand from mine.  

"Where do you stay Chimuka?"  I asked. I was starting to feel very very hot.  

"Are you suggesting what I think-” Good, he was quick on the uptake. I really liked this 

guy.  

"Yes, that's exactly what I'm suggesting," I said, looking him straight in the eye. His eyes 

grew six times in size. He was lighting up the whole place.  

"Wow, you're bold," he said. "I didn't picture this night turning out this way." 

"Are you telling me you weren't planning on sleeping with me?"  

"You mean because I bought you drinks?" He snorted. "I never pick up women from the 

pub. Besides, I'm married." 

Record scratch. Sound drop.  

There was no ring on his finger. I had already checked. I'm also quick on the uptake you 

see. He must have seen the direction of my eyes because he volunteered an explanation. 

"Ah," he raised the hand with the finger in question. "It's a long story,” he added, and 
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put his hands in his pockets. "I should really let you be on your way. Your friends must 

be getting worried."  

No they were not, but I wasn't about to tell him that. Nobody needed to know I had 

friends with lose morals. You know, birds of a feather.  

"Can I at least have your number?" I wasn't leaving anything to chance, so I took out my 

phone from my little clutch and handed it to him. He hesitated a moment before 

shaking his head as if to convince himself he wasn't about to make the biggest mistake 

of his life and punched in his digits. If you ask me why I asked for his number despite 

knowing he was married? I really wouldn't know what to tell you. But what I can tell 

you is this...I just had a feeling.  

"Thanks," I said as I took my phone back. "Next time if we bump into each other, drinks 

will be on me," I promised. 

He smiled, and that's when I noticed that he really wasn't bad looking at all. The more 

you looked at him, the softer his features became, each appearing enticing in its unique 

form. Of course it helped that he had the sexist lips ever known to man and a voice that 

could make a woman pregnant with triplets with just a simple laugh. At this rate, I was 

well on my way to having sextuplets.  

"I look forward to that," he said. He really didn't mean that, but I was still glad he had 

the sense of mind to lie. "Have a good night, and take care of yourself." 

A whole reversal had happened that night. Because Chimuka had turned me down, I 

couldn't stop thinking about him. I couldn't get him off my mind. I reached home that 

night, took a quick shower, got into bed and went into stalking mode. I found his 

Facebook profile on Ben's friend list, not that Ben and I were friends...well, he was 

friends with an alternate version of me called Patty but that's a story for another day. 

Fortunately for me, Chimuka's page was set to public. 

It was true he was married. That was comforting. It made the rejection less painful. 

There was a picture of his wife and a little boy, of about three years old, I assumed was 

their son. Chimuka was evidently a PDA type of guy seeing from his many posts 

adoring and hailing praises at his lovely wife. She was an average looking woman, long 

natural hair, height - like a 2.5 container of cooking oil, or like that short Madeira bread 

from Shoprite.  Fortunately for her, where God wasn’t generous with height, he had 

been very generous with Mrs Chimuka's bums and hips. Those things had no business 

imposing themselves on such a tiny little human. I didn't like the woman right away. 

She looked too comfortable posing there next to Chimuka, like he was her property. Oh, 

wait. Ah. ��♀️ 
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I had gone all the way down his profile in my stalking and was making my way up 

when I picked up on something. The long praises and constant pictures of the happy 

family stopped about four months ago. After that, it was just shared links and pictures 

of his son. No cryptic posts whatsoever about what could have led to the drop in 

appearance of the bountiful Mrs Chimuka. 

I knew then that that was my in. I grabbed my phone and went straight to Chimuka's 

number. 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Chimuka answered his phone after the fourth ring, just as I was about to convince 

myself to give up and cut the line.  

"Hello?" 

That voice. It was even sexier over the phone. He must know the effect it has on women 

otherwise he wouldn't be so articulate with it. Never before had I been turned on by a 

simple hello.  

"Hello, who is this?" There was both urgency and irritation in his voice. I couldn't blame 

him. It was after all sixteen minutes past midnight, and instead of talking, I was busy 

salivating at the possibilities that would come with having a voice like that whisper 

sweet nothings in my ears.  

"Your voice," I said, unable to control myself. "How often in a week do women tell you 

that your voice is the best thing that's ever happened to their eardrums?"  

He laughed. It was a short laugh, so short that if I wasn't paying attention, I would have 

missed it. "Who is this?" His tone was curt.  

"It's Mara." I waited for a reaction. 

"Ah, Mara! I didn't think you would call tonight. Listen, it's kind of very late right now 

and I just got home. I don't think my wife would appreciate me chatting with women...a 

woman, at this ungodly hour. Did you need anything? Did something happen with 

Ben? “Did he always use his inner voice outside? Jeez man.  

“Wow, are you seriously blowing me off right now? " I couldn't believe it.  

This was the first time in my life that a guy I was trying to come onto was blowing me 

off. Also, this was the first time I was trying to come onto a guy! I was usually the 

recipient, never the pursuer. I was clearly not good at playing on the other side. I 
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should have asked whorish Ben for some tips. Then again on second thought, I doubt 

he had any game at all. Women literally fell at his feet. He didn't even have to lift a 

finger to draw them in. The lucky bastard. I hope his floozy falls pregnant so she can 

stick him with child support for an eternity, for once let him feel what it's like taking 

care of a big baby. Bloody kwindi. 

"What do you want me to say Mara?" Chimuka said. "It's a bad time for me." 

"Where’s your wife?" I am truly shameless, even ba Squealer Lusambo has nothing on 

me.  

I was just playing to win now, throwing out a few baits and waiting to see what catches 

the fish. I had already surmised that this man was determined to play hard to get. Now 

whether that was because he was truly in-love with his wife or because he was just not 

interested in me remained to be seen. He didn't know it yet, but the absence of a ring on 

his finger had been quite telling, even more so, the look in his eyes when he said it was 

a long story. I wanted to know what that story was. You can be thinking someone is 

married kanshi in actual sense someone stole your soul mate while you were busy 

pining for a man who couldn't be bothered to make a commitment to you.  

"Excuse me?" 

"I asked, where's your wife?" 

"What did Ben tell you?" 

Ding dong! 10 points for Mara.  

So there really was a story to tell. My intuition was right after all. "He mentioned 

something about a cousin who's separated from his wife. When you mentioned you 

were married, yet there was no ring on your finger, I just put two and two together."  

I'm sure at this point, the guardian angel in charge of me put her wings in order and 

flew back to her master. There was no soul to save here. It was too late.  

"Just because there's no ring on my finger doesn't mean I'm not married." He had a 

good point. 10 points to the married fella who moves around without a ring on his 

finger, shamelessly misleading women who have a thing for his lips and voice.  

"Then why didn't you just say that earlier today, instead of saying it's a long story?" I 

asked.  

I heard Chimuka sigh, heavily. There were no more movements on his end. It's like he 

had stopped whatever he was doing and was frozen in time." Hey, are you there? " I 

asked. 

" I'm not in the mood to talk about my personal life with a stranger." Ouch. 
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"Why did you lie to me then?" 

"I lied to you? When?" 

He really was married, that was a fact. Six months (going by his social media activity) 

was too short a time to finalize a divorce. But I needed to know exactly what state his 

marriage was in, and from the little I knew of the man so far, he would not willingly 

supply that information to me. So how does one get a tight-lipped proud man to spill 

the beans?  Attack.  

I quickly calculated that if I attacked him, he would be forced to defend himself, thus 

making me the aggressor. Consequently, he would be forced to respond to my energy, 

thus making his Judgment a little clouded. And if I'm lucky, he would inadvertently 

reveal information I wouldn't otherwise get if I just asked directly.  

"You said you are married when you clearly aren't!"  I accused.  

"I'm separated, not divorced. That means I'm still married to my wife." 

Bingo! Hello confirmation. He was making this way too easy for me. 

"What do you want from me Mara?" 

"I want to use you for sex, to get back at Ben." I know I was being too forward and cruel 

on the poor man, but I needed to throw him off his game.  

"How old are you, ten?" He asked.  

He's funny, so I laughed. "You were having sex at ten? Dude, who raised you?" 

"Mara." He had it with me. 😂 

See, this is the thing. This call should have ended a while back. But it didn't. All it 

would have taken was him hanging up on me. He didn't. And because of that, I became 

privy to a piece of information that was yet to register in his brain:  

He had already let me in.  

Now all I needed to do was bid my time till that information made its way to his brain, 

and then straight to his mouth.  

"Ok, I'm sorry," I apologized for irritating him. "Have sex with me Chimuka."  

There was no answer from the other end. Ten seconds, fifteen seconds, twenty seconds. 

"Chimuka, are you there?” 

I meant to knock him out for a bit, not kill him.  

Huge sigh, and then, "I'm tired, it's late, I have work tomorrow. Goodnight Mara." 
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"Wait! Don't cut the line...please." 

"What is it?" He was peeved. He wanted me gone and dusted. I could tell from his 

dismissive tone. Unfortunately for him, I have the stamina of the Patriotic Front. He 

was not about to leave me on 'I'm soli mummy and daddy'. 

"Can we meet tomorrow, just to talk?" I asked. 

"I don't think we have anything to talk about." I could picture him sitting at the edge of 

his bed, exasperated, rubbing his eyes in frustration, and begging the gods to send me 

to an early grave.  

"You want someone to listen to you Chimuka, someone to notice you and ask if you're 

alright. You're lonely, you're sad, and you're hurting." Like I said, attack.  

"Whatever gave you those ideas? You're crazy woman." Yes, I'll admit, I am crazy, but I 

don't need to be institutionalized, yet.  

"Tell me, am I wrong?" I pressed him.  

"I'm not sad, or lonely, and I certainly don't need a random stranger to give me a 

listening ear. I have friends for that you know, you saw some of them tonight." 

"Really? Then why aren't you talking to any of them?" 

"Who said I'm not?" 

"Me! I was paying attention, curious about the man who kept sending drinks to our 

table. So I stole glances whenever I could. You kept zoning in and out. You rarely 

engaged in conversation with your friends. You looked like you wanted to be anywhere 

else but. Your friends kept laughing, chatting, and having fun, but you looked 

miserable. You only laughed just to shift focus from you." 

"What are you, some behavioral analyst? That place was dark. How could you have 

seen any of that?"  

There was no denial, just subversion.  

"I didn't, you just told me." 

"Me!? When did I tell you that?"  

"Just now," I said. "You had the opportunity to say I was wrong, you didn't. Instead, 

you asked if I was a behavioral analyst, meaning my assessment is right." 

"You're unbelievable.” No, he didn't mean that as a compliment. He meant I was 

impossible. "Its almost one in the morning, why are you playing mind games with me? 

" 
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"Because you don't want to willingly give me your time," I said. "Not everything I said 

was a lie. I did look at you at the pub. I saw the way you looked. At first it didn't mean 

anything. You just seemed like a shy or withdrawn guy. But then we spoke outside the 

pub. We spoke for a bit... “And then I stalked you, and things started making more 

sense. Of course I didn't tell him that last part. I was just thinking it. 

“And so from all that you assumed I was lonely and needed a shoulder to cry on?” 

“Not really," I said." How many men do you know buy drinks for random women and 

yet they have no intentions of taking them to bed? I can tell you, very few. You bought 

me those drinks because you felt something, no hold your horses, I don't mean anything 

that deep. “I could hear him on the verge of a protest. Stubborn man. 

“When you followed me later, you were genuinely concerned. I could see it in your 

eyes. Something about me running into your cousin with another woman must have 

triggered something in you, “I continued." You didn't owe me anything. You don't even 

know me, and neither do I. You could have just moved on with your life, and yet, you 

felt compelled to reach out to me. Why? " 

“I don't know, you tell me. You seem to have answers for everything."  Again, not 

compliment, just anger. He was upset with me, and it could only be because I was 

getting to him. My plan was working. I hoped!  

“Your separation, " I stealthily ventured into forbidden territory." She either hurt you, 

or you hurt her. But I'm leaning more towards the former. She hurt you. But you love 

her. She probably loves you too. In fact, you know she loves you, otherwise why would 

you turn down an offer for awesome sex when you have à license to cheat?  She made a 

mistake, a grave mistake. You want to forgive her but you can't find it in your heart to 

do so just yet. So you keep holding on to the marriage...just in case." 

"You give me way too much credit," he said. Yes I was. "And who said anything about 

cheating? And, even if that were the case, it can just as easily be me weaning off a guilty 

conscience by trying to be a better man." Again, he had a good point. Stupid man. He 

was making a lot of sense, and yet, something still didn't sit well with me, a nudging at 

the heart.  

"That's only because you haven't yet heard the rest of my theory." He didn’t tell me to 

go away so I pressed on. "You think you deserve the betrayal, because you betrayed her 

first." I mean, it was the most logical explanation. It put into perspective his behavior 

towards me at the pub. He was definitely a man suffering from a guilty conscience, but 

not in the sense he wanted me to believe. If that were the case, he wouldn't be using his 

marriage as a shield to wade me off. He would instead weaponize it.  
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"I need to talk to Ben about keeping my business out of his mouth."  Ah, I was right on 

the money. I guess my degree wasn’t a complete waste after all. 

Ben never ever mentioned his family to me, but I couldn't tell Chimuka that without 

revealing that I was using the information I picked off his social media as a base for my 

deductions. That would mean confessing to stalking, which would make me a psycho. 

But there was no need to introduce him to those intimate parts of me just yet. In any 

case, I was merely making inferences and putting out suggestions that he either refuted 

or confirmed with his responses, or lack thereof.  

"If I agree to meet with you tomorrow, can you end this call?" Chimuka asked. "It's not 

that I'm blowing you off, neither am I making a pass at you. I'm just really tired. I've 

had a long day." 

"Does 6pm work for you? Latitude 15, off Léopards Lane-" 

"I know the place Mara, goodnight." 

"Goodnight Chimuka." 

And that ladies and gentlemen is how Chimuka entered my life. 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX 

Chimuka and I met the next day and he pretty much confirmed my suspicions. 

His wife, Sandra is her name did in fact cheat on him with her pastor. She had started 

seeing this man of gold to find healing after Chimuka had cheated on her with one of 

his ex-girlfriends, the woman he had been seeing right before he started dating Sandra.  

Chimuka and Sandra had been married for five years. As it turned out, Chimuka did 

not chase his wife from home, his mother did. Chimuka had hoped to keep his wife's 

affair a secret until he figured out what to do. Unfortunately for him, his mother had 

been the one to uncover the affair because she shared the same pastor with her 

daughter in-law. That meant there was no keeping it a secret from her.  

While Chimuma was at work, dearest mother had stormed into the house and forced 

Sandra to pack her bags or risk the whole church knowing about her affair. Turns out, 

the man of gold was married too. 

"Do you want her back?" I had asked Chimuka.  
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He said he didn't know. It was too soon and he needed enough time to think. And so 

for three weeks we kept hanging out as friends, until he came over to my place and and 

we both saw stars. All this while, I had not heard from Ray, not even a single phone call 

to apologize or check on me. I'm sure that in his head, I was the unreasonable one. I was 

starting to feel that we were really over this time around.  

With Chimuka around, I did not have time to focus on my hurt and disappointment in 

Ray. I literally dived heart-first into my 'relationship' with Chimuka. Ben on the other 

hand was busy trying to do a baby come back. He had clearly run out of money, and 

not many women out there are willing to pay for good dick. The only reason I was 

willing to pay was because I had had no intentions of leaving Ray, and having a side 

dish like Ben was a matter of convinience, it made being with Ray much more bearable.  

One morning, I woke up to find a text from Ray. He wanted us to talk. It had been a 

month and half since we last spoke. I figured he wanted to make the breakup official. It 

was typical of Ray. I wondered what had taken him so long. And so I met Ray at 

Rhapsody's showgrounds that evening, it was on a Tuesday evening.  

Ba Ray was in a suit, obviously he had come straight from work. He did the strangest 

thing when he saw me enter the restaurant and make my approach. He stood up, 

looking nervous and all. He actually did the whole nervous wave at me thing, with a 

smile on his face. And then it hit me.  

He was finally going to propose! 

I had waited close to nine years for this proposal. I should have been doing somersaults 

and back flips in celebration and yet when Ray was making his impassioned pre-

proposal speech, I kept thinking, oh God, oh God, let this not be a proposal, not now, 

not right now.  

You see, I was really falling for Chimuka. He was different from any man I had ever 

been with. Chimuka didn't just say he cared, he showed that he cared, through and 

through. He was attentive, slow to anger, adventurous, and did I mention that the sex 

was out of this world!?  When Chimuka made you cum, you really came. He didn't just 

leave you at the door. He budged in, crushed all the walls and turned all your insides to 

molten.  

The only thing Chimuka had in common with Ray was that they were both 

sapiosexuals. And Ben ? Comparing the two is like comparing raw guavas to ripe pears. 

One leaves you constipated, while the other relieves you of it. And Ben was a huge 

chunk in the ass. Even though my mission initially was to get with Chimuka to piss off 

Ben, things changed somewhere along the way. Even after this long, Ben didn't know 

about my relationship with his cousin. 
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"Yes," I found myself agreeing to Raymond's proposal.  

It was a natural reflex. I had rehearsed this scene so many times in my head that the 

response just fell out automatically, unprompted. The truth is, I didn't want to get 

married to Ray, not anymore.  

However, a huge part of me felt that I deserved to get this proposal, that I had earned it. 

My brain literally went into autopilot. Nothing that was happening made any sense. All 

I remember is Ray saying a whole bunch of stuff, then getting on his knees, me nodding 

in agreement, a whole bunch of our mutual friends showing up out of nowhere 

popping ballons and all, congratulating us, and then Ray was hugging me and kissing 

me. It all happened so fast it was a blur. 

What was I supposed to do? What was I going to do? What about Chimuka? Gosh, I 

couldn't break that poor man's heart, not after what he had been through. I resolved 

that I was going to come clean to Chimuka. He deserved better. I was going to explain 

to him the predicament I was in and maybe together find a solution. I knew at the 

bottom of my heart that I didn't want to spend the rest of my life with Ray. I was never 

going to be his priority as long as his siblings were alive. I would always be a footnote 

in that man's life. 

What I wanted was Chimuka. Chimuka and his warm cuddly arms and soothing voice. 

He must have been thinking about me too because he called me right then. I was still at 

Rhapsody’s. I still had people ooing and wowing my ring. There was really nothing to 

wow about to be honest with you. If anything, I think they were wowing at how small 

the stone, or dot was. That's what it was, a dot. A full- stop-like shaped ring.  

Ray had proudly informed me that it had cost him K350 from some store in town. He 

had said it as if he wanted me to praise him for finding a bargain. And I'm not one to 

care for material things like that. I wouldn't care how big or small my engagement ring 

as long as there was love behind it. Unfortunately, that wasn't the case with Ray's 

engagement ring.  

According to him, he had been thinking a lot about our relationship, specifically, he was 

thinking about whether I was the right fit for 'his family'. Not a fit for him, no, but for 

his family. And so while he was shopping for clothes for his nieces and nephews, 

because "gosh Mara, those kids are growing every day!" He came across the store 

selling "these cool cheap rings. I thought it was a sign from heaven! I didn't have to 

break bank getting you a ring. I was not planning on proposing but everything just sort 

of fell into place in the moment. It all made sense. I mean, what are the chances that I'm 

there shopping for clothes for kids, and I find this cool bargain. And you know how I 

like a bargain. It was jackpot! " 
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A very moving speech don't you agree? Went straight to my feels. Bring on the water 

works. 😭💦Now this was all happening after I had already said yes, but before that, 

right before the proposal, I had been crying. Not because I was touched and overcome 

with emotions, well, good emotions that is, I was scared shitless about what I was 

gonna do. The proposal was wrong, the timing was wrong, the man was wrong, his 

family was wrong, then there was chimuka. I broke down. 

Unfortunately, to the onlookers, the sight of me sobbing meant completely something 

else. And for those who knew our story, knew how long this had taken to come to pass, 

my tears were those of relief and happiness. And as if things couldn't get any worse, my 

tears prompted Ray to excitedly relay to me the story behind the ring and the proposal. 

So now I was sobbing even harder. 

I was crying about the cheap ring, about Ray's inconsideration and selfishness, about all 

my wasted years, about how I was going to break off this stupid engagement, and 

finally about the prospect of breaking poor Chimukas heart. What if he didn't 

understand my predicament? I wasn't yet ready to lose him. And then right then, my 

phone rang. It was facing up on the table, something I had never ever done before, but 

there it was, Chimuka's name glowing on the screen as Chichi. So I cried even harder, 

like a toddler in dire need of mummy. As usual, oblivious Ray took this as a point in his 

favor and got up to proudly put his arms around me.  

I was feeling suffocated. 

I excused myself to go to the bathroom and freshen up. I went there to call back 

Chimuka. He answered on the first ring. "Hey Mara, where are you?" Since when did 

we get back to using our government names? The knot on my throat grew bigger  

"I'm not far from home, meeting a friend for a quick bite," I half-lied. "Why, what's 

wrong? You don't sound okay." 

"I want to talk to you about something," oh dear. Not again. This better be good. I could 

not take any more surprises in a day. "It's very important. You'll find me at your place. 

I'm just a few blocks away." 

An hour later, I learnt that Chimuka had found out the real truth about his wife's affair 

with the pastor. The two of them had somehow met during the day after she begged 

him to meet. She informed him that even though she was emotionally involved with the 

pastor, she never actually slept with him. They had spoken about being intimate but 

never really got to doing it. She said she wanted to do it for revenge. That she loved her 

husband so much that she couldn't get over his betrayal. However, she was too chicken 

to make things happen with the pastor. 
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And here was the shocker. She was pregnant, and she had no doubt it was her 

husband's because she had never been with any other man. She even volunteered to 

have a DNA test done when the child was born. She swore on her son's life and that of 

the unborn child that she was telling him the truth. 

And the verdict?  

Yes, you guessed it. I was about to lose Chimuka. 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

Did I mention that I'm super petty and sometimes I can be very childish? You see, that 

night Chimuka broke things off with me, I drove to Ben’s place, determined to relieve 

myself of all the stress of the past few hours. I let myself into his house. The fool always 

forgot to lock his door, sometimes even when he was leaving home. Fortunately for me, 

he was around. I knew this because his cheap little car was parked in the front yard. 

Unfortunately for him, I caught him in the middle of a heavy work out session with one 

of his floozies. In the living room. 

Out of habit, Ben jumped off the girl as if he had just been caught pants down by his 

girlfriend. Well, he was, literally, but I was his girlfriend anymore. He looked as guilty 

as Simon Peter when he realized exactly what he had done to Jesus. I was not his 

girlfriend anymore so he was free to do as he pleased. However, Ben being Ben, I knew 

why he was guilty. It was because he had spent the past weeks declaring his undying 

love to me, talking about how he couldn't look at or touch another woman without 

breaking down to pieces thinking about me. 

"What is she, 12?" I asked, looking at the little girl uncomfortably naked on the sofa. She 

had seemed in the zone a few minutes ago looking exactly like that. The kid was so 

skinny that I couldn't tell whether she was a boy or girl even though I was looking at all 

the necessary visible parts that should have confirmed her gender. Ben liked them very 

young because he was too immature and selfish to handle a full grown woman. With 

these little ones, he could lie and lie through his teeth and they would have no idea it 

was all beans. 

I picked up the clothes of the girl and threw them at her. "Get dressed and get out of 

here," I said. She assembled the clothes and ran out of the room to change in the 

bedroom. I turned to Ben who was cowering in a corner like the coward that he was. 

Despite the boxers, I could tell there was a whole feast going on under there." Seriously? 

“I asked him. "Isn't she a little too young? Do you want to get arrested?" 
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"She finished high school last year," Mr Hornard said. "I checked her reg, she's legit." 

How was he okay saying something like that out loud? If you have to check a woman's 

ID to confirm her age, chances are that you have no business being anywhere near her 

lady parts. "Go take a deep shower, you have more work to do," I said. I put my 

handbag down and sat down, making sure to avoid the contaminated seat, not that the 

rest of the chairs in the house were any better. This is Ben we are talking about. The 

only place he's likely not to have defiled in the house could be the inside of the fridge, 

and that could only be because it was too small to accommodate two people. 

Without protest, he rushed to the bathroom and immediately ran the shower. A few 

seconds later, his little conquest appeared in the living room. She shyly and hesitantly 

picked up her old and tattered handbag from the floor. I had expected her to make a 

quick exit but her hesitation told me something was up. 

"Don't tell me you have no money for transport.” I said. 

"He said he was going to drop me off." She couldn't look at my face, kept her head 

down the whole time. I reached into my bag, took out my purse and handed her a K200. 

She thanked me profusely, almost to the point of paying me obeisance. "Go and find a 

boy your size," I told her. "Did you see the size of that man's penis? Doesn't it scare 

you?" 

No response. Just a shy smile packed with embarrassment. She was a very ambitious 

chit. What audacity. "That man hates condoms. He will make you pregnant and leave 

you to raise a child alone. Run while you still have a chance." 

"We ready slept together," she said. 

"Then instead of a taxi, get yourself a morning after pill. You know what it is right?" 

She nodded. 

"When I was your age, the closest I ever came to a man's naked body was a half-naked 

statue of David at a monastery. My step mother whipped the daylights out of me for 

staring at it a little too long. You kids of nowadays grow up too fast and you know too 

much. What a pity. Now get out of my sight before I ask for my money back." She was 

out before I could even blink. 

I went into Ben's bedroom, located his wallet on the dresser, opened it and took out a 

K500. He found me putting the wallet back when he walked in." I repaid myself the 

K200 I gave your child for transport-" 

“K200!?" He looked like he was having a stroke. 

"How much were you planning on giving her?" I asked. 
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"She lives right here in Chalala. I wasn't planning on giving her anything!" 

"You son of à bitch, she's à child and you slept with her without a condom! Gosh Ben, 

don't you ever use your other brain to think? How many of those have you taken risks 

with and are now carrying your child? Or worse, what if you get sick?" 

"She was a virgin, and it's only ever been me. Besides, I use prep. You know I hate 

condoms." 

"Well you're gonna have to use one tonight because I ain't putting myself at risk. And 

tonight is about me, not you. I also rewarded myself a K300 from your wallet." 

"For what!?" Another stroke. 

"For putting up with your shit all these years. And let's face it, it's nowhere near what I 

deserve." 

"I've always paid you back in kind Mara. Isn't that why you're here? Did your new 

boyfriend disappoint you, couldn't deliver?" He had his towel open and he was 

wiggling his thing at me. He is such a man child.  

"It was your cousin, Chimuka." it took him exactly 35 seconds to register the meaning of 

my words. I know the precise time because I was counting.  

"That son of a bitch!" Ding dong. 

"Calm yourself down, he owes you nothing. Neither do I. Anyway, he went back to his 

wife today." 

"And you want to use me to relieve yourself isn't it? The same way you used him to get 

back at me I presume?" 

"Glad we have that out of the way, now get your ass on the bed so I can have my way 

with you." 

The fool grinned widely and did exactly as he was told, deliberately letting the towel 

around his waist drop to the floor as he made his way to the bed. 

Two hours of mindless sex with Ben was not enough to cleanse me of my heartache and 

disappointments. I went back to my place and soaked myself under the shower, letting 

the hot water run over till I couldn't breathe properly. I stepped away from the shower, 

my back against the wet wall and for the second time that day, I cried like a little baby. 

And just like that, my fling with Bernard resumed, and on the other hand, my 

engagement to Ray had just began. Because I had to leave the engagement celebrations 

for 'an urgent meeting', Ray and I never got to talk about what would happen next. 

Things like setting a date, where to have the wedding, and so and so forth. You would 
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think that after eight years we would have had such discussions already, but any such 

marriage talk with Ray was forbidden territory. 

With Chimuka out of my life, I had counted my loses and resigned myself to spending 

the rest of my life with a man who knew little about how to love a woman, especially 

one like me. And so a few days later, I sat up in bed after sweating it out in the sheets to 

discuss our future. Ray was still lying down.  

"So which day should we pick?" I asked. 

"Day for what?" 

Oh dear. This couldn't be good. "The wedding Ray?" I said, quickly losing my patience. 

I was silently still stewing in frustration over having to fake another orgasm just a few 

minutes ago. I certainly wasn't in the mood for his usual dose of nonsense. 

"I thought we already discussed this Mara," he said. 

"When?" I asked. 

Ray finally sat up. "I told you that I would only be getting married after the twins finish 

high school." 

"I know that," I said. "Won't they be writing their final exams in a few months?  We can 

plan the wedding for next year. I'm not suggesting in any way that it should be right 

away." 

"I don't have money for a wedding so soon Mara. These kids have to go to college. I 

can't risk anything yet until I know whether they'll qualify for bursary or not, and that 

will also depend on how they perform in the exams. We have to wait. I don't see any 

reason why we should be rushing." 

I got out of bed and started putting my others back on. “Where are you going? " Ray 

asked. 

“Home," I replied." I have a lot of work to do. “What was the point of pointing out what 

was wrong with everything he had just said? I mean, the fact that something so obvious 

isn't so obvious to him tells me everything I need to know. 

I don't know why you work so hard when you are your own boss and you have so 

many employees working for you." 

"That's exactly why I work so hard Ray," I said. "I'll give you a call later. I have to go." I 

grabbed my bag and car keys from the dresser and got out of there before he could say 

something else that would royally piss me into next week. 

And guess who I found waiting for me outside my house?  You guessed it. Chimuka. 
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“You took him back? How could you?" The question came before I could even fully get 

out of the car. I knew it wasn't Ray he was talking about, and I was also not in the mood 

to entertain him. So I completely ignored it, locked my car and walked to my door with 

my head held high. He was right behind me. 

"Are you just going to ignore me?" 

As a matter of fact, yes. I unlocked my door to the house and was about to enter when 

he grabbed me by my hand. "Mara I'm talking to you!" 

I didn't bother to turn to face him. I could feel from his grip on my hand and from the 

tone of his voice how angry he was. This was the first time I was experiencing an upset 

Chimuka. A huge part of me was dancing inside, celebrating the fact that he was 

jealous. It was only fair.  

"Let go off me Chimuka," I commanded. 

"Promise me you won't see him again and I'll let go." 

I laughed. "You must be delusional," I said. "You have no right to dictate to me who I 

see or who I don't see. Go home to your wife Mr Married man."  I shoved his hand aside 

and made my way into the house. He followed me inside. I turned to see him shut the 

door behind me and turn the lock. He had this feral and dangerous look in his eyes, but 

I wasn't afraid of him. In fact, I was turned on, really badly. 

He must have read the look in my eyes because he was on me, his arms around my 

waist, pulling me to him, then one hand behind my head, drawing my face to him, thick 

lips devouring every inch of my face, and now his hands touching me everywhere, 

reaping my clothes apart. Everything happened so fast that I only realized exactly what 

I had done after we were each lying on our backs, panting from exhaustion and the 

adrenaline rush of what had just transpired. 

I had just slept with two men in the space of an hour. And I was yet to take a shower.  

I had just hit an all-time low. 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

My guardian angel must have been feeling fully vindicated for abandoning her post 

earlier. I was officially a certified whore. But without the money, I was just a terrible 

whore who lacked the business savvy of the trade. 

There was no avoiding the post coitus talk that Chimuka and I needed to have. I figured 

the earlier we got to it, the better. "I think you should go," I said. 
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"Are you kicking me out?" Chimuka sat up. 

"You got what you wanted isn't it? What else is there to do?" I asked. 

"Why are you doing this?" He asked. 

It was my turn to sit up. "Doing what Chimuka!?" I asked, waving my hands about. 

It was then he noticed the full-stop on my finger. He grabbed my hand midair and 

pulled it towards him. He was examining my hand as if he had just come across a bad 

case of warts. "What is this?" He asked. "Did you get engaged Mara?" 

I pulled my hand away and got out of bed. He followed suit. "When did this happen? 

How come Ben felt the need to share the sordid details of your love making but he left 

out the part about proposing to you?" 

"That's because this isn't his ring," I said. 

"You're seeing another man?" I think he was on the verge of crying. 

"I've been seeing someone for the past eight years Chimuka, almost nine now." I 

decided to come clean about everything. What was the point of hiding? It was already 

too late and I had nothing to lose. And so I told Chimuka everything, from Ray's 

twisted family and selfishness, to Ben and to finally meeting him. 

I expected him to judge me, to lash out at me and condemn me. But Chimuka surprised 

me. He pulled me into his arms and hugged me for what felt like an eternity. 

"What was that about?" I asked when he finally let go off me. 

"I was apologizing for being a selfish jerk," he said. "The whole time we were together, I 

was only consumed about my own issues, feeling stuck between what I was going to do 

about my wife and the feelings I was developing for you. I never once considered the 

possibility that you might have your own issues you're battling." 

“You don't have to apologize, “I said, leading the way into the kitchen to make us a 

snack. After hustling two full grown men in the space of an hour, I was Famished." I'm 

a full grown woman Chichi, I can handle my own issues." 

"I can see you were handling them alright," he said sarcastically, looking at my ring. 

"Don't do that," I said. I took out some fresh vegetables from the fridge and put them on 

the counter. 

"What do you want to make?" He asked. 

"Sandwiches and salads, anything that can be ready within five minutes." 
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He came behind me, placed his hands on my shoulders and led me to one of the chairs 

by the counter. "Sit, I'll make us something quick," he said. "Just show me where 

everything is." 

Turns out Chimuka was an expert in a lot of things. You see, the trouble with having so 

many men is that you start comparing them, you can't help i 

Yourself. Sometimes it happens so naturally that you're not even aware you're doing it. 

I felt like the biggest fool in the world sitting there and falling for a man I could never 

make my own. I was tired of everything: the secrets, the lies, the cheating, the wild 

meaningless sex, and all the meaningless relationships.  

My lowest point in all this was realizing that I had so easily and so shamelessly moved 

from sleeping with one man to another, without having the decency to cleanse myself of 

the other man's cum in the most intimate part of my body. It's something that had never 

happened before. It made me feel very very dirty, cheap, and hopeless. I desperately 

needed to make some changes with my life, get to the root of what was wrong with 

me...the thing that always drew me to all the wrong men. The thing or things that made 

me who I was. I was starting to dislike who that person was.  

Chimuka and I never got to talk about the meaning of what had just happened between 

us. We both avoided addressing reality like a sore thumb. When he left that evening 

after a call from his wife, I knew that that was the last night I would ever see him. I 

went back into the house, put on my big girl nighties and got to work prepping for the 

next day's big meeting. 

So far you've heard me talk about my work in passing, never addressing exactly what it 

is I do for a living. Well, perhaps now it's time I let the cat out of the bag.  

My name is Mara  Bwalya, I am 35 years old and I am the CEO of Southern Africa's 

leading public relations firm called Eris-Harmonia. I am the queen of brand risk 

management and damage control. I am the woman who the rich and famous call to 

handle their potential and/or blooming PR scandals.  

My new client on file?  William Mwanza, former Mayor of Lusaka, and currently 

Provincial Minister of Lusaka. Also currently, presidential hopeful for the YFDP. Come 

next year, he will be the president of the country. So yeah, this was a huge portfolio and 

I had some impressing to do the next day. 

Honorable Mwanza had insisted on meeting me at his residence at 9am as he had an 

important engagement for the rest of the day. I had spent the past week looking into the 

man's life to figure out why he would request the services of a PR handler like me. As 

far as reputations went, the Honorable’s life was pretty much an open book. Father was 

an active politician who served in two governments, son followed in his father's 
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footsteps, he married his childhood sweetheart in his second year of college, although 

now divorced due to irreconcilable differences the two were still friends and they have 

a sixteen year old daughter together.  

There was nothing much about the daughter in the public domain as she was shielded 

from the public eye as much as possible. However, the younger generation considered 

the heiress to be an icon of some sort. No extra marital affairs that could be spoken of, 

no hidden children, no rape cases, so on and so forth.  

On paper, the man was a Saint. It was only when I sent my team to look into his 

childhood that we came across a few question marks. Nothing concrete, just mere 

speculations of rumors supposed spread by former disgruntled employees of the late 

mayor's household. In my line of work, there's ways some element of truth in every 

rumor. I surmised that whatever this meeting was about, it would have at least 

something to do with whatever happened in that household. 

I was thirty minutes early for my appointment. I was asked to wait at the reception area 

of his home office while he attended to a very important call in his study. Whoever was 

on the other end of the line must have been very important because thirty minutes flew 

by and his secretary informed me that the minister was running late. I was given two 

options, to wait for him for however long that call was going to last, or to come back 

another day. I decided to wait. 

"Is it okay if I take a walk around the grounds while I wait, like a mini-tour?" I asked the 

secretary, expecting her to say no. She didn't seem to be much older than me. Like the 

rest of the employees I had seen so far, she was dressed to the nines in official gear, not 

a single thread out of place. 

“Guests are allowed a tour of the premises anytime between 9 o'clock and 4pm. I'll take 

you to Doris on the ground floor, she's the one who handles these things. She'll direct 

you from there." 

"Thank you very much," I said as I walked beside the woman. 

"One more thing Ms. Bwalya," she stopped to address me. 

"Please don't go very far, the minister might need you any time from now." 

"I understand." 

"Keep watch of your phone. I'll give you a call as soon as he gives the signal." 

Five minutes later, I was walking through the most enchanting flower garden I had ever 

come across in the country. It felt as if I was in paradise. I took out my phone and 

started snapping away, selfie after selfie. 
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“I can help you with that if you like? " A voice said from behind me. 

Cue dzaddy.  

The Japanese have a thing they call 'Koi No Yokan'.  It is the feeling upon first meeting 

someone that you will inevitably fall in love with them. Except with me, it was instant. 

The moment I laid my eyes on him, I knew that he was the one. There was absolutely 

no doubt in my mind that I had finally met the love of my life. Which is funny because 

he had a cigarette between his lips. And I hate men who smoke!  

He was a younger than, that much was evident from the youthful way he carried 

himself. However, I couldn't tell exactly how old he was because he had the whole 

beard thingy going on. Again, another thing I don't like in men, hair all over the place. 

But this man before me was no ordinary man. He owned the beard and it fit him so 

perfectly you would think he came out of his mother's womb with it. It wasn't the 

ragged kind, no. It was shiny, clean cut, so much so you could make out the layout of 

his lips...beautiful beautiful lips demanding the attention of my very soul.  

Chimuka had nice lips, but those lips, gosh, those lips in front of me were heavenly. 

When God decided to create this man, he had started with his lips. And they were 

moving. He was saying something to me! 

"Are you okay?"  He was asking. It was a deep voice, not as magnetic as Chimuka's but 

it did things to me all the same. I know men hate to be described as pretty but this one 

was most likely the prettiest man I had ever met. He was way too good looking to be 

considered handsome. Tall, and I mean very tall, dark, pretty, everything. Dark blue 

skinny jeans, ripped at the center that fit him like they were specifically tailored for him. 

A white t-shirt that would be loose fitting on anyone else but this man had broad 

shoulders and an outline of a ripped chest visible through the cotton fabric.  

He was a god. I was enchanted. 

"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine...thank you." Where did my voice go? Why I'm I whispering? He 

had asked a question, I need to say something else. What had he asked? Why can't I 

think? What has happened to my brain? 

"I didn't mean to disturb you," he was talking again. "I saw you taking selfies and I 

thought you could use a hand getting some more pictures with a wider background." 

"Yeah, that's nice, very nice." what I'm I even saying? 

He was walking towards me. Oh my God. Oh. My God. I can't breathe. I need to breathe. 

How do humans breathe?  Air. I need air. This place has no air. Why? There are plants 

everywhere! Good, that means my brain is working. I've remembered some good science here. 

Now Mara, think about how to breathe because you're about to suffocate. Come on, do it now! 
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Deep breath. Shwooooooooo.  

He was standing right in front of me, towering over me. I felt like a dwarf. Standing this 

close, I could smell his cologne. It reminded me of rivers and waterfalls, and rain just as 

it hit the dusty ground. Fresh air. Although subtle, it was drowning me in and I kept 

sinking willingly. 

"Do you mind?" He was reaching for the phone in my hand. He was smiling, the sort of 

smile that said yes, I know your secret. He knew what he was doing to me. Dear God he 

knew. 

At some point I must have surrendered my phone to him because now it was in his 

hands and he was telling me to "move a little, back, to the right." 

I needed a few more seconds to register the instruction. I moved. "Here?" I asked. I felt 

like a teenager standing there in front of him. I had no idea how I was supposed to act. 

Me?  Goddess of Peace over mayhem, the one hired by the rich and famous to blah blah 

blah. I'm pathetic. 

"What's your name?" He asked it so casually, as if it's the most natural thing to do. Was 

he a playa? Gosh I hoped he wasn't another Ben! 

"Mara," I said. 

"Relax Mara, you're a very beautiful woman. Now show me your best smile." He was 

prompting me with his own smile. I was hyperventilating underneath my clothes, and I 

think I even came a few times than I care to admit.  

"I swear, I'm not usually this nervous. I feel so stupid right now."  

"It’s okay, it happens to the best of us every now and then." He shrugged his shoulders 

dismissively. "Although, now I kinda feel bad for barging in on you." 

"No, no, no. Don't be! I'm glad you did." I was slowly getting my usual self back. "You 

sounded like a professional a few seconds ago. Are you a photographer?" Please don't 

be like Ben. Please please please. 

"Hell no," Thank God! "I wouldn't call myself a professional or anything like that. But 

I'm into photography, like a hobby you know.. My subjects usually don't talk to me. 

They just stand there looking pretty and domineering." 

"I bet it's coz you render them speechless." I said. 

He laughed. "Can you tell you something?" 

"Yeah?" 
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"You're the first woman I've ever met who I've rendered speechless by my mere 

presence.” He was still laughing, seriously, à whole belly laugh that had him crouching 

and touching his stomach. I found myself laughing with him. For some reason, he 

didn't make me feel stupid. It just felt, natural. Like we had been buddies for a long 

time.  

“Are you done?" I asked.  

He straightened himself up. "I'm done, I'm so sorry for laughing...it’s just that, you 

looked really cute. It was very flattering. I'm still flattered to know I rendered à 

beautiful woman like you speechless." 

"I guess it does help that I'm beautiful right?  Makes the whole thing less embarrassing." 

I said, trying to comfort myself.  

"Don't be embarrassed. Own it." He said.  

"You never told me your name."  

"Irvin," he offered his hand and I shook it.  

"It's my pleasure to meet you Irvin," I said, really meaning it.  

And that, ladies and gentlemen is how I met dzaddy, à boyfriend for Keeps. I fell in love 

with him instantly. But he didn’t even know me. Neither did I know him. But I intend 

to change all that.  

Wanna know if I succeeded or not?   

Please hold your fire. This isn't the end. My story is just getting started. 😉  

So take a walk with me into the mansion, a place where the Sons of Victor are about to 

meet.  

 

CUT! 

END SCENE. 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 

If you enjoyed Mara’s story and want to know what happens next, please visit my blog 

www.anishagold.com and pick it up from there in the riveting story titled Sons of Victor.  

 

Start reading Sons of Victor Here.  

 

 

 

http://www.anishagold.com/
https://anishagold.com/2020/05/30/sons-of-victor-chapter-one/?fbclid=IwAR2fgKoJFf9MMZ66LEJf5Vi-0Fjtoc1kzO-Bydu0qICieKgoLtcPOIpYPug
https://anishagold.com/2020/05/30/sons-of-victor-chapter-one/?fbclid=IwAR2fgKoJFf9MMZ66LEJf5Vi-0Fjtoc1kzO-Bydu0qICieKgoLtcPOIpYPug
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