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CHAPTER 1: A BOUJEE ASS INTRODUCTION
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“This ain’t no ordinary story and it surely isn’t picture perfect, but unlike most of y’all wh*res it ain’t a fake life. Now I know unlike my Boujee ass friends from high school, I didn’t really do that good in life and that’s a fact though. But also unlike them, I ain’t living a fake life like my main b*tches pretending to be happy and sh*t.”

“Now don’t get it twisted though, Me and these wh*res been rock solid from day one, well, we say day one but we know day one been only me and my momma, and some b*tch-ass nurses delivering an ugly baby, Me. My girls came to join my life during high school, and we never looked back since, it hasn’t been a brilliant school though, I’m sure you can judge from my English that I learned in the Hood. Hood gone teach you many things, including juggling men, stealing, or as we call it affirmatively repositioning and at times, hood teaches you that snitches get stiches, but hood gone teach you English too. Not as fancy as Delila Katanga’s but Chile, lets get the story going.”

“First and foremost, let me introduce you to my girls. We different in so many ways, some more visible than others, like finances and expensive mansions, but we tight and more similar on the inside, just get an x-ray or some ish like that. Let’s begin off with Valerie Simons, now, this b*tch is pretty, she always has that glow, and her hair long, I mean I always thought that maybe it’s the money that makes her skin glow, because she is a CEO of one of the biggest Banks in Namibia, and the smartest amongst us all, well was the smartest in school anyways, now she is in love and street dumb, she is Book smart though, and you better put some respect on my girl’s name. One thing for sure that I can attest to, as not only have I seen it, but I’ve actually lived it, this b*tch is rich and beautiful, as if that is not enough to make all Windhoek ladies Jealous, she married to a Business man, Steve. N*gga runs one of the biggest logistics companies in Namibia, Talk about god’s favourite child.”

“Then there was Anna Johannes, usually the quietest and well behaved of My girls, and one of the most hard working too. She is a qualified teacher but due to the demanding nature of the house duties, and her believing that as a wife one must actually serve their man, she quit her work and is happy to be a housewife, well I don’t really know if she is happy or not, I tell you this b*tches is fake at times, lord knows that can never be me. She is married to a committed and successful man, or so it seems and he is hot too, I’ll give her that, and I think that’s why she sensible amongst all of my girls. I’m sure it got something to do with the D*ck. When you get good D*ck, you become sensible.”

“Then we move on to my B*tch right here, Paulina Iipumbu, this Girl is a fighter, that’s one thing for sure, she gone push everything she wants till she gets it, unless it’s a man, lol, she terrible at that. Now remember when I said that I was the only one who didn’t do good in school? I know you do, you people always remember the downfalls, well, I lied, uhm... not really but I mean, even after Paulina graduated with her bachelor’s degree in English, this b*tch still came to be a failed author, well, not fail fail as in Kids from Ella Du Plessis okay, maybe fail is just too strong a word, lets just say she didn’t do that great in life. She fooling everyone that her life in writing is going great but I know this b*tch be miserable and broke. Wondering how I know? I see her shopping next to my work place, yes I have a job, you thought what? I’m a fighter too, ain't no way I was gone sit at home and wait for the man to provide, I'm not Anna. Back to Paulina y’all, Paulina shops at a thrift store, and will try to sleep with every man that comes along as long as he promises to fund her next book, I call her a wh*re with a dream, not to her face though, so this is between you and I. And who studies English anyways? What did she expect with her Shakespeare ass?”

“And then there was me Emma Ashikoto, hold up, I know you’re thinking I made it in life Probably with the Mercedes and sh*t and having glowing skin but that ain’t me, it couldn’t be me even if I wanted to. But keep that Mercedes in mind, its an important part of my story. I’m the b*tch at the back of your mind, wearing a checkered shirt coming out of the bus, yes, my husband’s bus, I know we ain’t married, but we happy to live like that, who needs marriage when all e’m wh*res in my squad be married and miserable? plus what will I get from marriage which I’m not getting already? I’m getting good D*ck and one thing about good D*ck, it makes you cray also. So this is my work, I’m a cashier at a shop in Wern Mall, don’t feel betrayed now, I dint tell you I had a good Job, you assumed yourself. Let’s rewind a bit back to the beginning of my day.” 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2: THE MERCEDES DRIVING B!TCH
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Emma is quietly sitting in front, on the passenger’s seat in the husband’s bus, busy collecting money from the bus passengers, some of whom are going to work and some going to schools at different points. Minibuses, are an important factor in a taxi business in Windhoek and another means to actually make money. Looking past the irresponsible driving and traffic commotion they cause, they actually get you to a place on time and they are cheap too, compared to ordinary Taxis or as popularly known, cabs.

“I only have N$12 dollars’ ma’am.” Says one of the customers when they finally reached their destination, him standing in the bus alley holding his N$12 Dollars in hand looking at Emma. 

The customer turns out to be a builder constructing A SWAPO office right opposite Katutura Hospital. Emma closed her eyes as if calming her nerves down and chanted a short prayer.

“Good lord not today, not today.” She said breathing in and out, sighs of relief and then finally turning to the customer. She then collected the money, and extending her neck to the back of the bus after removing her seat belt, she learned back into the alley and then shouted;

“Is there anyone else in here who has money less than the normal N$14 taxi fare?” She asked and looks around for a response. Her eyes got stuck on a school boy a bit afraid raising up his hand, and looking at Emma. 

“How much you got?” She asks biting her lip and looks at the boy.

“I only got 10 dollars’ ma’am.” Says the boy a little terrified hurdled up in his seat and looking at Emma, as if looking for sympathy. 

“Less than he go...” Says Emma and fails to complete her sentence and shifted her body to ensure that everyone clearly hears her to the back of the Kombie as the boyfriend drives.

“Y’all know what? I ain't gone say sh*t today, y’all ain’t gone ruin my morning, because if I talk and say some’n nasty to this school ass going kid, Abraham Iiyambo gone wake up from his grave and haunt my broke ass, for he said Study, study and all that stuff, so I’m all holly today and all that white boujee stuff.” Said Emma, turning back and clutched her purse tight and looks to the front in silence. The whole bus also turned into silence, just looking at Emma 

They dropped all the customers at their places of work, and since Emma works in Wernhil Mall, they used the road Passing at NEC Heading to Wernhil Mall and then it was time for Emma to get dropped off. 

Denis drove the usual way and due to robots, stopped at the Nammic intersection. The robot turned green giving chance to Them to drive, when a lady driving a Mercedes almost hit them, as she skipped the red traffic lights, and they all stopped in the middle of the intersection to avoid bumping. 

“Whoa, whoa lady, what up? You tryin’a kill us in the morning?” Asked Denis with hands in the air through the window looking at the lady who is also busy inside her car chanting insults to Denis although she was in the wrong. Emma just sat shaking her head, trying to be all holly as she claimed to be that morning. 

“What is your problem buddy? What is wrong with you? The traffic light Is orange on my side.” Said Lucia, the lady driving the Mercedes.  After rolling down her window and also bringing her hands out as if they’re in a pointing contest, and then finally opening her door, to come closer to the Kombie.

“I'm sorry lady, but I’m in my right of way, And the lights are green on my side, ain't no way they gone be orange on your side.” Said Denis Manoeuvring his Kombie to get out of the place as they blocked the way and people want to drive through so a little hooting contest happened.

“There is something wrong with you all cab drivers.” Said Lucia then she walked over to Denis, pointing in the bus windscreen. Denis didn’t say anything to her, but just turned his bus, not hitting any traffic. 

“So since you want to go so bad, you might as well continue driving and get going buddy, I don’t even have time to put up an argument with you, or much less talk to you, maybe you can argue with that ugly customer of yours.” Said Lucia, waving her hands to Denis and then getting back in her car. 

“I know she ain’t talking about...” Said Emma then turning, looking behind the Kombie expecting to see the ugly customer, and then noticing that she is the only passenger in the bus. Shocked and wildly sent off the rails, this realisation disturbed her holly spirit which disappeared in a very very short time.

“What the...!” She asked removing her seatbelt and leaning on to the driver’s window typically laying on Denis as if wanting to jump out through the window. 

“B*tch who you calling ugly?” She asked through Denis’ window as they passing by Lucia’s car. 

Emma took her purse and turned back from the driver’s window, and turning to her door, mumbling and speaking in a low tone ready to jump out of the moving car.

“... I’m about to whoop a b*tch’s ass, hold my purse Denis.” She said and placed her purse on Denis’ laps, not even looking at him. 

“Whoa, whoa, Baby come on! What you doing? no need for all of that.” Said Denis, stopping a bit as Emma already has her door open, and it shut as Denis drove forward. 

“What you mean? A b*tch calls your girlfriend ugly and you gone drive away?” Asked Emma looking at Denis, as Lucia in her Mercedes drives away Leaving Emma to Denis. 

“Baby she is gone, it’s not every time we need to get into fights in the morning.” Said Denis as he engages in another gear. 

“Denis, we don’t get into a fight every morning, and the times we get into a fight it’s usually my fault, but today this b*tch provoked me and you gone let her go just like that Denis, you know very well that I didn’t mess with no body today, I ain't said nothing bad to anyone’s child and this boujee b*tch provoked me, she needed to swallow a fist.” Said Emma talking to herself then grabs her purse off of Denis’s laps as Denis is just quiet, driving Emma to work.

Finally, the bus pulled up under the bridge under the Wernhil mall, and Emma with Anger stepped out and slammed the door.

As Emma was having a sh*tty day, most if not all of her girls were having it bad like her, and everyone was going on with their daily hustles, to ensure they survive the taunting hardships that comes for young adults in Windhoek.

A fancy red, privately customised Plate number Haval Jolion Pulled up by Bank of Namibia and Considering that Valery was successful and her salary was ranging in the high 80 thousand a month, it was no surprise that she could drive this beast and obviously a stunner to everyone looking at it. Like her Home girl Emma, her day wasn’t all roses and sunshine either, she was starting to have it bad already because for some reason, a government Mercedes, belonging to one of the ministers took her parking. 

Looking all annoyed and shaking her head, she parked by the ordinary parking spot under a shaded net next to the CEO reserved parking, in which the green plated Mercedes was parked. Valerie switched her car off and packed all of her things from the left passenger seat and then all pretty and elegant walks out with her long hair tied to the back, a laptop bag and a jacket resting on the left forearm. Her assistant with a tablet and a notepad and pen, came to meet her halfway.

“Good morning Mrs Simons.” Greeted the assistant taking the bag and jacket from Valerie, and almost immediately noticing that Valery was indeed mad about something. 

“Good morning Laura, who is parked in my parking?” Asked Valerie handing over the bags and not even wasting a moment, reminding Laura how to do her job while walking into the building with Laura following her, struggling to carry everything as if about to drop them. 

“I'm sorry ma’am it is the minister of finance and she is in your office...” Said Laura and they both came to a dramatic stand as Valery turns and looks at Laura, again fuming for some reason. 

“... She is waiting for you, apparently she needs to talk to you and refused to leave a message.” Said Laura, looking at Valerie whom looks like she is probing for more answers.

“No one is allowed to enter my office when I am not there Laura, and I told you before, not even the president gets to park in my parking, this is my building, I work here and not them, I don’t care if you paste it on a bubble gum wrapper, install a wrecking ball or what ever, just make sure, and I thought that was clear, or are we going to have a problem when it comes to you doing your job?” Asked Valerie Pointing at Laura and eventually starts walking faster to her office as she continues arguing. 

“Okay ma’am I’ll go push out the minister’s Mercedes myself.” Lied Laura and being sarcastic to keep her job and stopped when Valery looked at her over her sarcasm comment she just made, not one bit impressed. 

Valery and the minister of finance, never really saw eye to eye, for reasons known to them, and also because at some point years back, Valery was the one recommended for the ministerial position, but for some reason known to the president, that never materialised and Valery at some points feels like the Minister took her position, and the minister also never misses a chance to remind Valery who the big guy between them is. 

“So tell me, what does the Minister want?” Asked Valerie continuing to walk with Laura tailing her, but never really got the chance to answer as they were approaching the office door to Valery’s office. 

Valerie got to her office and opened her door, looking from corner to corner. Smiling and walking to her majestic black girl magic chair, greets the minister, acting outright happy to see her but definitely just faking it. 

“Minister Hansen!” Said Valerie smiling and going to her desk and then sitting down, with her hands placed on the desk showing her many Karat diamond ring. 

“Mrs Simons, how are you? congratulations on your new position.” Said Minister Hansen extending her hand to shake Valery’s hand over the table, also faking seeing her.

“I’ve been in the position for 3 months now, but thank you.” Said Valerie speaking between her teeth and scratching her hair mumbling and looking away to ensure the minister doesn’t catch the bad words she is saying. 

“Excuse me?” Asked the Minister smiling, curious to know what Valery said. 

“No I mean to what do I owe the pleasure of having a minister here when she could have sent an e-mail, or maybe her PA?” Asked Valery pointing to Laura, as in to show the minister what a PA is.

“I had to come myself, the president asked me to, he said you’re at times too busy to deal with PA’s.” Said Minister Hansen and paused, as she caught Valery’s attention.

“We will be having visitors from south Africa for the Youth in investments projects on 2023, and I heard you are the best in the game, so we would like you to attend, and then maybe persuade this people to eventually take interest in our motherland.” Said the minister looking at Valery.

“I'm the best and yet you’re the minister?” Laughed Valery faking it and not being able to stand the minister for one more second. 

“I know.” Said the minister, rolling her eyes and smiling waving her hand in the air. 

“Well I’m not allowed to toot my own horn, so we will be expecting you, and your husband, that is if he would like to come, we would be honoured to host the power couple.” Said the minister after laughing and then finally getting to the real deal. 

“I would have to check on my husband’s schedule first about that.” Said Valery stressing the Husband point and rotating her ring. 

“He is also focusing on his businesses you know.” continued Valery then shaking The minister’s hand, standing up.

“I understand, such a hard working family, we will be expecting to see you all there.” Said The minister leaving Valery’s office. 

Valery pressed a button on her telephone, calling Laura’s desk, and called her into her office and Laura came in running after the minister left.

“Do you need me Mrs. Simons?” Asked Laura, opening Valery’s door halfway and then peeping in. 

“As soon as The minister leaves, move my car into my right parking.” Said Valery and sitting down handing over the car key to Laura.
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CHAPTER 3: A SIMPLE NO WOULD HAVE DONE IT
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While everyone is busy at work, Anna is home being a wife to Ernest, her husband. 

Her mother, always running away from the old age home, was in the house doing nothing but Giving Anna tough time just sitting eating her food and watching TV.

Anna is busy doing laundry while baby sitting her daughter, who is in a stroller crying and not even carrying with the rattle the mother is shaking, while she is busy on the phone with her husband Ernest. 

Ndapanda, Anna’s mother, for a couple of days, she booked herself out of the old age home, claiming that she is coming to help Anna, but isn’t doing anything instead just busy watching TV and laughing out loud startling Aishe, Anna’s Baby, resulting in the baby crying more and then catching Anna’s attention. 

“Hold up baby!” Said Anna telling Ernest over the phone and took the phone off of her ear and looked at her mother, holding an unfolded shirt in one hand. 

“Momma, can you at least help me with either folding clothes or at least take care of Aishe? you can see she is crying, and Its like you’re adding more to the crying ma, you might as well go back to the old age home, if you’re not going to help me.” Said Anna discouraged, and looking at her mother. 

“I’ve told you to marry a white man baby but you married the love of your life mos, he could at least afford a nanny and a house maid if he was white, and a much nicer house baby, I came to help you out, not to baby sit or do your laundry.” Said Mrs Ndapanda continuing to watch her TV and drinking her beer, then rocking her granddaughter’s stroller in an attempt to help out. 

“Mom, Ernest is doing fine financially, we don’t need a baby sitter Momma, you said you are here to help me, and we like our house the way it is.” Said Anna looking at her mother and putting the phone back on her ear. 

“Hold on Anna, is your momma up in our house?” Asked Ernest on the other side of the phone, shocked and kind of annoyed that his mother in-law is in his house. 

Mrs Ndapanda for some reason never approved of her daughter marrying Ernest, she is one woman allergic to poverty and wanted her daughter to marry a white man as in her mind she believed only white men head money, and she doesn’t even hide it from Ernest. 

“Yeah baby, you know how momma is, she said apparently the old age home nurses are beating her and will stay for few days, so she apparently forged my signature to book herself out, and she is telling me that she missed Aishe, but it seems like that is the name she has for our TV, babe.” Said Anna and continued folding her clothes holding her phone with her shoulder. 

“But baby you know that when your mother says that, she stays for a week more and she hates me even more, why you got to allow her to stay up in our house, we can book her another old age home babe, and we know who is beating who in that old age home.” Said Ernest on the other side of the call. 

“I know baby, I’ll drive her back before my meeting with the girls tonight, ain't no way I'm going to let her stay here, baby just has to be back in time to ensure he stays with the kids. And don’t worry she doesn’t hate you, probably just old age.” Said Anna, picking up her daughter and wiping her dirty clothes. 

“Yeah I hate him!” Said Mrs Ndapanda looking at Anna. 

“Ma!” said Anna looking at the mother, and removing the phone from her ear holding and blocking the mic hoping for Ernest to not hear. 

“The Deacon told me to not lie, so I ain’t gone do it, much less if it includes me liking your husband, I don’t like your husband!” Said Mrs Ndapanda. 

“Let me call you back baby.” Said Anna and hung up the phone, and carrying Aishe, looks at her mother disappointed. 

“Mom, you can’t be saying you hate my husband in his face, or while he can hear you over the phone, that is not a nice thing to say.” Said Anna looking at her mother disappointed. 

“I only wanted you to marry white baby, is that so wrong, for a mother to just want what is best for her daughter?” Said Mrs. Ndapanda, looking back at her daughter. 

“Mom, you married a white man after my dad died, why are you here crashing on my couch then? or better yet Ernest’s Couch yet you say you hate him that much?” Asked Anna busy making formula for her baby. 
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