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Intro:

1 year ago

“ Dear Amahle

Am Sorry!!!

Love JR”

“ Dear Amahle

Am not sure if you are getting my letters, my emails are not going through, I don’t have a phone yet but am sure to call you the minute I do. 

Love JR”

“Dear Amahle

Every Tuesday the mail man comes through and I wait to hear from you, am not sure if you getting these letters but I never left you. I still love you and I’ll find a way.

Love JR”

“Dear Amahle

It’s been a year now since iv lost touched with you, kissed you and held you in my arms, I miss you so much and I still have no access to a phone to call you but your postal address was on one of the forms I helped you apply with. So please answer me... even once please

Love JR”

“Dear Amahle

Today is your birthday and I remembered the outing we had were I took you out and you insisted on sharing your food with the homeless guy sitting by the window. I knew I loved you when that happened. Meet me at our place???

Love JR”

“ Dear Amahle

This is my last letter to you after 2 years of writing and calling your number going through to voicemail and looking for you only to get roadblocks, I hope you okay.

Love JR”

“ Dear Amahle

Words will never explain what I feel for you and our story isn’t complete.... This is not our end,I refuse to believe that!!!

Love Jr”

I looked at him and he looked at me with a blank expression on his face.

“ is this why ill never get to be your wife?” He looked out of the window with his hands in his pocket.

“ JR!!!”

He never said anything so I walked to the table where a lovely dinner was prepared and placed the small box that had a necklace in it and I placed the letters I found weeks back in his library and walked to my bag and car keys.

“ ill have someone come fetch my clothes, am going to my parents house” he never said anything.

JR: Am sorry!

He uttered the words but his expression never meant it so I walked away with my heart in pieces.

Somewhere

“ you want a what?” He kicked me again....

“ #1

Present day

Amahle

“ it’s Friday night!!!!... can you live a little?” Screamed Sihle my neighbour who has been so kind in the year that Iv moved here.

Sihle: It’s 6 months since your divorce has been finalised and it been 6 months since you have had any fun. Now can we finally celebrate? Maybe get some dick nyana(a little) and maybe show off what yoga and boxing has been doing for us. Just one club I promise, we will have some food and awesome dinner then we hit the club wearing our silky sexy little numbers and then go home.

I looked at the woman who has watched me cry my head off in all the trauma iv been this past year and then I nodded and she screamed.

Sihle: One club my love, not those 2 k club but those one where rich people mingle. Let blow up our savings. She roared with laughter and I nervously giggled.

JR

We walked in the hotel restaurant with the guys from the business deal that we just closed.

Brian: Tell me the plan again?

Brian: Food then hot sex with some girls we pick up at the club near by. 

“ oh count me out!!!”

Bokang: Says a man that just made 1 million in less then an hour?

“ that doesn’t mean I want to spend it on girls”

They both looked at each other and laughed.

Njabulo: Well we going out as a team. So am in.

“ you?” He was the only friend that was married and the calmest out of our group.

Njabulo: yep, alcohol then I go home to my wife and cuddle in my bed and have her rock my world!!! There was a roar of laughter as we ordered some food and then I saw her. I know it’s been more then 10 years it been 11 years, 5 months and 3 days since I last saw her but when she walked in with a woman by her side smiling at something she was saying. I knew it was her. I know those curves from anywhere, Iv never seen someone look so shy and modest and alive at the same time. She now have dimples which were visible even when she spoke and the short afro uncomb hair looked perfect on her. She was radiant, the black dress hugging her ever curve and her perfect boobs pushed up wards giving a cleavage to die for. I watched them get to the table with her back on us and the lady talking and laughing. 

Waiter: What would you like?

“ the table over there is on us” everyone paused and looked at me.

“ don’t tell them until it time for the bill” she nodded and I placed my order.

Brian: Uhhhhmmm what just happened? They looked at me and I shrugged.

Bokang: You have never entertained black after varsity and now? They all turned to the sweet melody of her laughter, still radiant as ever and still  sweet and there she was beautiful and the table went silent.

Njabulo: Is that?

Bokang: She has dimples now

Brian: Cant be, she literally fell of the earth after....

“ 11 years and 5 months and 3 days since iv laid eyes on her.”

Brian: Do you perhaps have the minutes?

There was laughter and I kept quiet.

Njabulo: Are you going to talk to her?

“ No”

Bokang: Then?

“ stalk her for a while and get all the information I need of her, what if she married?”

Brian : But...

“ there is a reason why I never found her guys, now can we eat so that when their bill comes through am not here.”

Amahle

Sihle was right, this is heaven on earth and am loving every moment of it. We ate like there was no tomorrow and am not even going to talk about the food that we were eating. Everything was perfect.

Sihle: I think we should do this more often, through away the Pizza and wine habit. I laughed cause that our weekend kick of thing after a long day at work. We sipped the wine and she smiled at me.

“ what?”

Sihle: Good seeing you smiling.

“ I feel good, as you said I might get dick tonight” she laughed like crazy.

Sihle: You and random dick?

“ yes, me and random dick” she laughed and poured more alcohol in my glass.

Sihle: to multiple orgasms and not being able to walk tomorrow. I laughed raising the glass and drinking. When we were a little tipsy we asked for the bill and the lady was like “ it paid “

Sihle: By who? She pointed to the Red car that was driving off the parking lot.

“ any messages?” I looked at her and she handed me a note “ Dear Amahle

....... After 11 years and 10 months 

And 3 days today, I laid eyes on  

You.................. love JR”

I felt tears roll down my cheek, after all these years and all the letters Iv wrote to him. He sees me and doesn’t even says “Hi” I felt myself get sober in a minute.

Sihle: You okay?

“ let go drink” she nodded and looked at me to make sure but I gave her a fake smile. Am not going to make what happened decades ago bring me down, am no longer that love sick puppy that followed him around and believed everything he use to say to me. Am older and wiser and I know that white man don’t love black girls they use them!!!... I walked out of the place took the note put it in my bag and smiled at Sihle.

Sihle: You sure you good?

I did a little twerk making her scream with laughter and all was forgotten.!!(talk)” he kicked me over and over again and I knew with the blood oozing out of me that I was no longer going to be a parent again. This was my second time losing a child.

“ ngasho ngathi mina nawe sohlukaniswa ukufa Amahle”( I did say you and I, death will do us apart) that the last thing I heard after two gunshots were fired. My name is Amahle Mbiza and here is my story.

#1

Present day

Amahle

“ it’s Friday night!!!!... can you live a little?” Screamed Sihle my neighbour who has been so kind in the year that Iv moved here.

Sihle: It’s 6 months since your divorce has been finalised and it been 6 months since you have had any fun. Now can we finally celebrate? Maybe get some dick nyana(a little) and maybe show off what yoga and boxing has been doing for us. Just one club I promise, we will have some food and awesome dinner then we hit the club wearing our silky sexy little numbers and then go home.

I looked at the woman who has watched me cry my head off in all the trauma iv been this past year and then I nodded and she screamed.

Sihle: One club my love, not those 2 k club but those one where rich people mingle. Let blow up our savings. She roared with laughter and i nervously giggled.

JR

We walked in the hotel restaurant with the guys from the business deal that we just closed.

Brian: Tell me the plan again?

Brian: Food then hot sex with some girls we pick up at the club near by. 

“ oh count me out!!!”

Bokang: Says a man that just made 1 million in less then an hour?

“ that doesn’t mean I want to spend it on girls”

They both looked at each other and laughed.

Njabulo: Well we going out as a team. So am in.

“ you?” He was the only friend that was married and the calmest out of our group.

Njabulo: yep, alcohol then I go home to my wife and cuddle in my bed and have her rock my world!!! There was a roar of laughter as we ordered some food and then I saw her. I know it’s been more then 10 years it been 11 years, 5 months and 3 days since I last saw her but when she walked in with a woman by her side smiling at something she was saying. I knew it was her. I know those curves from anywhere, Iv never seen someone look so shy and modest and alive at the same time. She now have dimples which were visible even when she spoke and the short afro uncomb hair looked perfect on her. She was radiant, the black dress hugging her ever curve and her perfect boobs pushed up wards giving a cleavage to die for. I watched them get to the table with her back on us and the lady talking and laughing. 

Waiter: What would you like?

“ the table over there is on us” everyone paused and looked at me.

“ don’t tell them until it time for the bill” she nodded and i placed my order.

Brian: Uhhhhmmm what just happened? They looked at me and I shrugged.

Bokang: You have never entertained black after varsity and now? They all turned to the sweet melody of her laughter, still radiant as ever and still  sweet and there she was beautiful and the table went silent.

Njabulo: Is that?

Bokang: She has dimples now

Brian: Cant be, she literally fell of the earth after....

“ 11 years and 5 months and 3 days since iv laid eyes on her.”

Brian: Do you perhaps have the minutes?

There was laughter and I kept quiet.

Njabulo: Are you going to talk to her?

“ No”

Bokang: Then?

“ stalk her for a while and get all the information I need of her, what if she married?”

Brian : But...

“ there is a reason why I never found her guys, now can we eat so that when their bill comes through am not here.”

Amahle

Sihle was right, this is heaven on earth and am loving every moment of it. We ate like there was no tomorrow and am not even going to talk about the food that we were eating. Everything was perfect.

Sihle: I think we should do this more often, through away the Pizza and wine habit. I laughed cause that our weekend kick of thing after a long day at work. We sipped the wine and she smiled at me.

“ what?”

Sihle: Good seeing you smiling.

“ I feel good, as you said I might get dick tonight” she laughed like crazy.

Sihle: You and random dick?

“ yes, me and random dick” she laughed and poured more alcohol in my glass.

Sihle: to multiple orgasms and not being able to walk tomorrow. I laughed raising the glass and drinking. When we were a little tipsy we asked for the bill and the lady was like “ it paid “

Sihle: By who? She pointed to the Red car that was driving off the parking lot.

“ any messages?” I looked at her and she handed me a note “ Dear Amahle

....... After 11 years and 10 months 

And 3 days today, I laid eyes on  

You.................. love JR”

I felt tears roll down my cheek, after all these years and all the letters Iv wrote to him. He sees me and doesn’t even says “Hi” I felt myself get sober in a minute.

Sihle: You okay?

“ let go drink” she nodded and looked at me to make sure but I gave her a fake smile. Am not going to make what happened decades ago bring me down, am no longer that love sick puppy that followed him around and believed everything he use to say to me. Am older and wiser and I know that white man don’t love black girls they use them!!!... I walked out of the place took the note put it in my bag and smiled at Sihle.

Sihle: You sure you good?

I did a little twerk making her scream with laughter and all was forgotten.

#2

JR

The minute she got in the club and went to the corner table with her friend and started ordering like crazy I knew this was the “ let me have fun night” a few minute later two other girls joined them and it was a table of laughter, fun and lots of dancing. I got hold of her waitress.
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