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A WEALTHY BUT EMOTIONALLY fractured woman battles loneliness, illusion, and the weight of her own standards in a relentless search for love, identity, and peace.

True emotional fulfillment cannot be bought or built on wealth, status, or illusion. 

Real love and self-worth must be grounded in authenticity, vulnerability, and inner peace—not in material possessions or unrealistic fantasies.

In a world where image often outweighs authenticity, and success is measured by wealth rather than well-being, Liza Mothias is a mirror many may hesitate to look into—but one that reflects essential truths. This is not just a story about a woman navigating Sandton’s elite circles. 

It is a psychological exploration of how love, loneliness, class, and control intertwine in the modern world—particularly in a post-apartheid society, where gender and power dynamics are shifting in real time.

The character of Liza is both aspirational and tragic. She is a woman of immense success who has everything and yet feels emptier with each accomplishment. As the story unfolds, we see the heavy cost of living a life built on performance—of using men, status, and luxury to mask wounds that run deeper than wealth can reach. The choices she makes are not always likable, but they are deeply human.

This book raises important questions: What does it mean to love when you are afraid of being ordinary? How does power distort intimacy? In addition, in a society still healing from historical injustice, what happens when women become the ones who hold the power—but not the peace?

May this story provoke, disturb, and ultimately open new doors to empathy. For beneath Liza’s designer wardrobe and corporate armour lies something every reader can recognize—a longing to be seen, not just admired. In addition, perhaps, to finally see oneself.

— The Author, Branny Smith 
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In this life path, as well as in my dreams and visions, I realise the presence of my soulmate and partner. My family is the foundation of strength, and for that I am grateful.

––––––––

[image: ]


By Branny Smith

LOVE, POWER, AND THE Appearances In Sandton




Copyright © 2025 Branny Smith. 




The book author retains sole copyright to his contributions to this book 




More information: brannysmithsa@gmail.com






Banny Joma Enterprise Publishers Johannesburg

South Africa 

@Branny Smith

@Branny Mthelebofu

––––––––

[image: ]


Copyright © 2025, November,  Banny Joma Enterprise

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication


[image: ]




I dedicate this story to all the people who aspire to become something and are struggling to reach their destiny.

I dedicate this book to all the hard working people in South Africa and the whole world. All the women who believes that woman can contribute in this economy and stands for themselves. 

Many women are pursuing their own goals no matter what they may come across. I dedicate this book to those professional and nonprofessional women who will do everything to be in love.

I dedicate this book to those who are desperate for love and want to deal with the daily demons in their lives.

I dedicate this book to all the therapists, counsellors, holistic therapists, psychoanalyst and psychiatrists.
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The author of “Her Love is Gone”, How to ‘Negotiate, Present and Solve Problems”, A handbook of Stoma Care management, “How to live in Happiness and Peace”, “The Professor’s Descent”, Desperation, and “Chasing Where There is Love”, “My Wedding Contract Too”, was born and raised in Limpopo Province, in a small town, Mokopane in South Africa. 

Under the pen name Branny Smith, Mthelebofu crafts stories that delve into personal challenges, emotional trauma, and the transformative journey toward self-understanding. His literary works often feature protagonists grappling with internal conflicts and societal pressures, reflecting his deep interest in mental health and psychoanalysis. 

Branny Smith is a holistic therapist, and filmmaker who is producing feature films and feature documentary films and is a musician. He has worked as an investigative journalist and a researcher for more than 15 years in medical research and creative industry years of experience.

Branny Smith Mthelebofu is a multifaceted South African creative whose work bridges the realms of storytelling, healing, and music. As a filmmaker, nutrition therapist, holistic counsellor, and musician, he channels his diverse talents into narratives that explore the complexities of the human psyche and the pursuit of inner peace. His films have been shown in the UK, USA and currently, his feature film will be shown all over the world in film festivals.  He has published scientific articles in different publications.

He is a documentary filmmaker who loves political stories and tackle issues that affect the oppressed societies. 

He enjoys watching movies, cheers, and going out to the bush to watch nature. 

Beyond writing, Smith employs his background in holistic therapy to assist clients in achieving emotional well-being through interactive counselling sessions. His approach integrates scriptwriting principles to facilitate character development and personal growth, offering a unique therapeutic experience that resonates with individuals seeking happiness and fulfillment. 

As a musician, Branny Smith composes lyrics that address life's challenges, happiness, and the quest for peace of mind, utilizing music as a form of therapy for his audience. His passion for mental health and storytelling converges in his creative endeavors, making his work a compelling exploration of the human condition. He is a musician who sings dance, lounge and chilling music genres.

Through his multifaceted career, Branny Smith Mthelebofu continues to inspire and guide others on their journeys toward self-discovery and emotional resilience. 
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The world of Love, Power, And The Appearances In Sandton
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In Sandton, Johannesburg, Liza Mothias, a wealthy and image-conscious businesswoman, struggles to reconcile her outward success with her inner loneliness and emotional instability. 

Desperate for love but obsessed with status, she sabotages meaningful relationships, entangles herself with unethical romantic pursuits—including therapists and business partners—and spirals into depression, sleepwalking, and isolation. 

As she confronts the consequences of power, unfulfilled desire, and the illusions of control, Liza is forced to ask whether self-worth can exist without status—and whether love can exist without manipulation.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Liza Mothias's perspective on the world as perceived by the author
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THE LOCATION OF SANDTON represents women upward mobility after 1994. Liza has worked hard for her fortune, but it has not made up for her lack of love, acceptance, or belonging. She embodies the idea that women in the modern day "have it all"—but at what price?

Are women in post-apartheid South Africa permitted to be vulnerable, emotional, and flawed human beings when their economic status increases? 
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Introduction  - Loneliness in Success
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There was once a time when Sandton’s skyline was only defined by glass towers and banking empires, not by the reflections of the women who now ruled them. Women like Liza Mothias—elegant, calculated, and in absolute control. Or so it seemed.

This is not the story of triumph alone. It is the unraveling of what triumph sometimes costs. It is the slow peeling back of status, silk, and filtered smiles to reveal a woman who has built her life atop a foundation of fear: the fear of being unseen, unloved, or ordinary.

Liza’s journey is one of contradiction. She ascends, but she stumbles. She commands rooms, but cowers in silence when the lights go out. She yearns for love, yet recoils when it comes without glittering credentials. And behind every decision—every man, every Pusham post, every corporate deal—is a girl whose birthday once passed unnoticed, with a plastic necklace and toast.

Liza Mothias, forty and faultlessly put together, moved through her morning ritual like a woman gliding across a stage. The walk-in closet—her sanctuary and cage—breathed quiet opulence: rows of color-coordinated garments, handbags perched like trophies, shoes aligned with military precision. Light from the Sandton skyline spilled through the wide glass panels and glinted off the gold hardware of her vanity. She sat before it like a queen in exile, her silk robe draped loosely around her, revealing a glimpse of the designer workout set beneath. It was still early, but her skin already gleamed under the weight of discipline.

Her complexion was light, unblemished, almost porcelain—a legacy of both ancestry and relentless care. Each stroke of her kabuki brush was practiced, even sacred. Foundation, concealer, setting powder—she applied them with surgical focus. Not for glamour, but for armor. The mirror demanded perfection, and Liza, dutiful as ever, obeyed.

The pressure simmered beneath the surface, a familiar ache masked by precision. She reached for her phone and opened Pusham. A stream of smiling faces flooded the screen: women younger, brighter, effortlessly radiant in curated chaos. One influencer posed in Mykonos, sun-kissed and barefoot. Another held a newborn, glowing with maternal ease. Liza’s manicured thumb hesitated on the image, hovering like a wound.

Why does it all look so easy for them?

Her own face, perfectly made up, stared back from her last post—expensive dress, luxury SUV in the background, captioned with a quote about strength. Thousands of likes. Still, she felt a pinprick of envy burrow somewhere behind her sternum.

The truth was this: she had built her life like an empire, brick by polished brick. But inside that empire, the walls echoed. Her beauty, her status, her home in the hills of Sandton—they were all things people admired from afar. But none of them felt warm. None of them felt like love.

She set the phone down, staring into her reflection again. It was flawless. But was it hers?

Beneath the designer brands and radiant skin, beneath the practiced grace and social performances, lived a woman who couldn’t remember the last time she felt genuinely seen.

In post-apartheid South Africa, where old systems have fallen but their ghosts still linger, Liza’s story is not isolated. It is the echo of many modern women whose wealth now rivals the power once reserved for men—but who still battle the expectations that came before and the identities they built in rebellion.

This novel does not excuse her. Nor does it judge her. It simply allows her to exist in the full spectrum of her contradictions—lonely yet desired, brilliant yet broken, manipulative yet deeply afraid. It holds her up to the light like a fine glass, not to admire the flawlessness, but to notice the cracks.

What you are about to read is fiction, but it beats with the pulse of truth. May it stir you to question what it means to succeed—and whether that success is worth anything if one cannot sleep at night without wine, pills, or a stranger beside them.

This is Liza’s world. Step carefully. The floor beneath her heels is glass, and it remembers every step.

Liza Mothias has everything money can buy, but she is deeply unfulfilled. The story shows that luxury without love is empty, and that emotional connection is far more valuable than designer clothes, flashy cars, or expensive homes.

Liza chases an ideal man who doesn’t exist—wealthy, romantic, powerful, and devoted. Her refusal to accept real, flawed love leaves her isolated and in pain. The story warns against romanticizing love to the point where no real person can live up to it.

Liza’s dependence on others’ approval, particularly from high-status men, reveals how shaky her sense of self-worth is. The story suggests that healing must start from within, and no man—no matter how perfect—can fix a fractured self-image.

The narrative reveals a paradox, the more successful Liza becomes, the lonelier she is. It critiques the assumption that success automatically leads to happiness and instead highlights how emotional connection and intimacy are often sacrificed for ambition.

Liza’s inappropriate relationships with therapists, and use of sexuality to gain business favors, show how blurred boundaries lead to moral confusion and emotional fallout. The story raises questions about power dynamics, manipulation, and professional ethics.

Liza lives in a dreamland of curated social media posts and imagined relationships. The message here is a cautionary one: living in fantasy detaches us from reality, leading to poor decisions, depression, and deeper emotional wounds.

Sunlight poured into the expansive walk-in closet, casting a golden sheen across rows of designer garments arranged by color, texture, and season. Silks, chiffons, and cashmeres hung in reverent stillness, like curated art. Liza Mothias stood before a full-length mirror, her silk robe draped loosely over a luxury workout set, her eyes fixed on her own reflection with a gaze that had grown too sharp over the years.

She moved with practiced elegance, dabbing a thin layer of foundation across already flawless skin. Still, her expression remained unsatisfied, her focus narrowing on the faintest shadows beneath her eyes. In her hand, a kabuki brush swept across the delicate planes of her cheekbones—one more ritual in the never-ending performance of perfection.

With a quiet sigh, she reached for a handheld mirror, adjusting it to examine her profile under the unforgiving natural light. At forty, she was still stunning—statuesque, poised—but the mirror was no longer a friend. It was a battlefield. There were lines now, small betrayals at the corners of her mouth, and a subtle softening beneath her chin. She traced them silently, as if trying to erase them with the touch of a finger.

The buzz of her phone vibrated across the marble vanity table, insistent but ignored. Instead, Liza turned to the rack of dresses beside her, fingertips brushing over fabrics that whispered money, taste, and the illusion of ease. She paused before a cream-colored dress—elegant, flowing, tailored to perfection. She held it up to herself, eyes narrowing slightly. Too bridal, maybe. And the last thing she needed was to feed the gossip mill.

The phone buzzed again, louder this time. Her jaw tensed as she glanced at the screen, then turned away. The moments she spent here, alone in the curated silence of her closet, were the only ones that felt remotely private anymore. And yet, even these had become another part of the performance.

She stepped closer to the mirror again, the dress still in her hand, and studied the woman looking back at her. Underneath the cream silk and the precision-painted face was someone who no longer found comfort in the illusion. The reflection stared back—not quite defiant, not quite broken—but tired. So deeply, exhaustingly tired.

The phone rang once more, and this time she picked it up. Her voice, when she answered, was warm, poised, perfectly modulated. The kind of voice that never betrayed the fault lines beneath the surface. She smiled through the call, made pleasant promises, scheduled her next appearance. And when she hung up, the smile dropped like a veil to the floor.

Still holding the dress, she let out another long breath and looked into the mirror one final time.

An hour to become the image. One hour to layer over the quiet ache inside with beauty, status, and charm. One hour to remind the world of who she was supposed to be.

And so, with a quiet resignation, Liza began to prepare. The games were about to begin again.

The morning sun slanted through the penthouse windows, casting a warm gloss across the marble floors and Liza Mothias’ kitchen island, where a staged breakfast sat untouched. A single croissant, a frothy cappuccino in a porcelain cup, and a vase of white peonies framed the shot. She angled her phone just right—tilting the cup, softening her expression—and snapped the photo.

The image hit Pusham minutes later, captioned with a quote about soft mornings and strong women. Within seconds, the likes began to rise—little digital affirmations that ticked upward like a heartbeat she didn’t trust.

Her feed was a glossy mosaic of designer handbags, business-class flights, artful salads, and perfectly timed laughter at rooftop bars. Sandton’s skyline glimmered in the background of more than half her posts. Each photo told a story—success, taste, discipline, beauty—but never the full one.

She responded to the comments like a woman at a cocktail party. “Thank you, darling 💋.” “Yes, it’s from Balmain’s new line.” “You’d love this place. Let’s go when you’re next in town!” Her tone was breezy, her emojis well-placed, her hashtags curated to suggest effortless sophistication.

But once the screen dimmed, the smile on her lips dissolved. She leaned back in her chair, still in her silk robe, one leg crossed over the other, and let the silence settle like dust. There were no real brunches today. No plans for rooftop cocktails. No lover texting from a meeting. The illusion of connection pulsed through her phone, but it didn’t reach her.

She had built the feed like a shrine. For men she hadn’t met yet. For a kind of love she wasn’t even sure existed anymore. Her life, meticulously arranged online, was bait—a net spun from envy, admiration, and desire. Not for followers. For someone specific. Someone powerful. Successful. Someone who’d scroll through her life and decide, Yes. She’s the one.

But no matter how radiant the posts, how perfect the pose, the DMs stayed quiet in the way that mattered most. And that silence began to feel louder than anything she posted.

Behind the screen, behind the heart emojis and the filtered glow, Liza Mothias sat alone. Perfect. Polished. And profoundly unseen.

Liza Mothias lay awake in her penthouse bed, the silk sheets cool against her skin, the hum of Sandton’s night echoing like a lullaby of soft engines and faraway music. She stared at the ceiling, a single question repeating itself in her mind like a whispered prayer she couldn’t silence:

What am I doing wrong?

She had sculpted herself into the ideal. Every inch of her life was curated to reflect the Sandton standard—her appearance, her scent, her conversations, even her laugh. Her hair smelled of oud and fresh jasmine, her wardrobe was carved from the pages of luxury editorials. She had learned to walk like a woman who knew the price of everything and still chose elegance. She was Sandton. She exhaled wealth and inhaled attention—at least, she used to.

Somewhere in the filtered lens of Sandton’s skyline, she believed she would find the right man. Not just handsome—but magnetic. Sharp-jawed, high-powered, men who knew the weight of legacy and ambition. The BEE successors, the trust fund visionaries, the boardroom kings who dined in private lounges and traveled in tailored silence.

She had learned long ago that to attract those men, you had to reflect them. You had to become the kind of woman who looked like she belonged next to an Aston Martin. Who could discuss emerging markets and still fit into a size two. Who could throw a fundraiser, host a soirée, and still seem untouched by effort.

But they didn’t want her.

Not the way she thought they would.

No matter how well she matched their stride, no matter how perfectly she played the game, those men turned their eyes elsewhere. They flirted with her at events, admired her from a polite distance, but never reached out. Never called. Never claimed.

Instead, she watched them with ordinary girls. Women who had no empires, no followers, no penthouses. Girls who laughed too loudly and wore local brands and asked real questions at dinners. Girls who were soft without trying to be strong. Girls who weren’t... her.

That contradiction kept her restless. Because wasn’t this what the world had told her to become? Independent. Beautiful. Powerful. Desirable. She had done all the work. She had earned every thread of her lifestyle. And still—these men, the ones who could have matched her, didn’t want the woman she had fought to become.

Now, this thing called love—this strange, intangible force—felt like a cruel myth wrapped in candlelight. Something whispered in stories and sold in perfumes, but never fully delivered.

She curled to her side, pulling the sheets higher, staring at the faint city glow that painted her bedroom in gold and shadows. Perhaps it was fear. Perhaps these men saw her success not as something magnetic, but as a mirror—one that showed them their own inadequacies. Or maybe they just wanted to feel bigger. And Liza, with her presence and polish, didn’t let them.

Still, the ache remained.

She was tired of waiting to be seen for the woman within the gloss. The woman who longed to wake up beside someone who wasn’t intimidated or strategic, but simply kind. She wanted a man who would kiss her before coffee, not after checking his ego.

And yet... the inbox remained quiet. The events, the dates, the introductions—they never turned into more than flirtations and admiration without intent.

She pressed her hand to her chest, feeling the beat of a heart that had once dreamed louder than this.

Where were the real men?

And why, after building herself into everything a Sandton man should want, was she still sleeping alone?
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Chapter One: The Illusion of Everything
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Liza Mothias woke to the soft hum of her penthouse apartment’s automated blinds peeling back, revealing a panoramic view of Johannesburg’s golden skyline. She lay in Egyptian cotton sheets, the scent of her imported lavender candles lingering in the room. It was all hers—bought, earned, and flaunted. But this morning, like every morning, felt hollow.

She sipped her espresso and opened her phone, carefully selecting a glamorous photo of herself in a designer dress for her daily social media post. The likes flooded in, compliments rolling from admirers she didn’t know. None of it mattered. What she wanted wasn’t likes. She wanted someone who would love her when she wasn’t posing.

In her world, love had a price tag, and few could afford it. At forty, Liza had achieved what many only dreamed of—she owned a successful marketing firm, lived in Sundowns, and dressed like royalty. But her relationships were short-lived, superficial. Men adored her beauty, envied her power, but none stayed. The ones she loved were taken. The ones available were either intimidated or in it for what she could provide.

Her driver was on leave, so she booked an Uber for her daughter’s school run. Another morning chore handled remotely. Another moment lost.

The root of Liza’s complex dance with love and wealth lay buried in her childhood, nestled in the gritty backstreets of Eldorado Park. Her mother, Miriam, was a domestic worker—quiet, devout, and perpetually exhausted. Her father was a ghost—a charming man who had promised love, then disappeared when the responsibility grew too heavy. Liza had watched her mother cry at night, whispering prayers to a God that seemed to reward others more generously.

In the quiet lull between dusk and Sandton's glittering nightlife, Liza Mothias sat alone on her expansive balcony, the skyline glowing like a tray of diamonds in the distance. A chilled glass of rosé rested lightly between her manicured fingers, untouched. Below her, the city buzzed with movement—German engines purring, valet boys hustling, laughter echoing from rooftop bars where lives were being lived out, captured, curated.

But in this moment, Liza wasn’t thinking about luxury or events or Instagram posts. Her mind had drifted to a memory she rarely allowed in: her mother, Miriam.

Miriam had never owned a handbag that cost more than her rent. She folded laundry with precision, cooked every meal from scratch, and walked to work in worn heels that had seen too many Johannesburg pavements. But in her worn frame lived a woman of grit and wisdom. She had raised Liza with a mixture of tough love and daily sermons wrapped in everyday moments.

“Love without stability will starve you,” Miriam would say, folding a threadbare towel on their tiny living room couch. “A man can love you until his soul burns out. But if he can’t provide, you’ll carry the weight, alone.”

At the time, Liza had rolled her eyes. She’d vowed to choose different. Bigger. Better. She wouldn’t wait for love to show up with promises—she’d find it dressed in tailored suits, attached to titles, framed in ambition. She would never be the woman who settled for less, who had to make dinner stretch, who hoped a man would come home with enough money for the electricity bill.

She had built a life of elegance from Miriam’s warnings, not her blessings. And yet, sitting on that balcony—surrounded by the very dream she had chased—Liza began to wonder if her mother had been right all along. Not just about money, but about weight. Emotional weight. The invisible kind that settled into a woman’s bones when love came with no structure. No protection. No presence.

Because now, even the men with money left her empty. They gave her reservations, not reverence. They admired her beauty, but they didn’t want to stay long enough to see her barefaced. They brought flowers, not safety.

And the ones who did love her—who genuinely adored her laughter and listened when she talked about her insomnia or her dreams—those men couldn’t stand beside her. They were intimidated by her lifestyle, shrinking in her spotlight instead of stepping into it with her. They felt like mismatches, no matter how sincere their affection.

In her heart, Liza had started to fear that she was her mother’s prophecy come true—just wrapped in silk instead of polyester. The loneliness was the same. The doubt, the same. The questions that haunted her at night had only grown more complicated with success.

She sipped her wine finally, the cool liquid coating her throat like a soft sigh. The skyline no longer looked like a celebration. It looked like a wall.

Miriam’s voice echoed again, as if she’d never left that tiny flat in Hillbrow. “Find someone who can carry weight, not just feelings.”

And Liza, now fully grown and fully adorned, understood.

She had looked for love among men who wore status like armor, believing that elegance could be her shield. But elegance was not safety. And status did not always mean strength. Real stability—that sacred fusion of presence, provision, and partnership—was still missing.

She leaned back in her chair, her body perfectly posed but her heart quietly unraveling. Maybe her mother had seen through it all, even then. Maybe the key wasn’t choosing between love and stability, but demanding both, without apology.

But in Sandton, that still felt like asking for a miracle.

And tonight, Liza wasn’t sure she believed in miracles anymore.

So Liza learned early. She learned to associate safety with affluence, to measure affection in gestures grand enough to outweigh abandonment. She studied harder than anyone, dressed better than everyone, and climbed faster than anyone expected.

At nineteen, she met Thomas—a university senior with bright eyes and broken dreams. He loved her fiercely. He wrote her poems and walked her through thunderstorms without an umbrella. But when he struggled to find a job after graduation, she saw her mother’s life replaying in slow motion. She ended it coldly.

By twenty-three, she was married to Mxolisi, a wealthy hotelier ten years her senior. The marriage lasted two years—lavish, loveless, and transactional. When he cheated, she didn’t cry. She filed for divorce, kept the car, and told herself she had upgraded emotionally, not just financially.

These were the men who shaped her view of the world: the father who left, the dreamer who couldn’t provide, and the husband who bought everything but loyalty. From them, she learned not to trust easily, and never to fall for potential.
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