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Love at First Sight
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What seemed to be ecstasy of passionate intimacy of the flesh started to feel like an inescapable duty, an obligation that I could not seem to get away from without breaking promises and risking disappointment as well as heartache. It was fun in the beginning, making love almost every time, on the table, outside and even with people around. It was a real pleasure, the perfect love story in the making. 

Over a year ago, on a sunny yet chilly April afternoon I met a guy who seemed out of place, almost shy in the way he held himself, as if unsure of his surroundings. As I watched him come closer, I whispered a silent prayer to the universe, ‘Let him say something, please.’. 

He greeted and introduced himself as Ayanda Mabena, hearing his last name, my little sister and I giggled, recalling one of the celebrities by that name.

“I am Tumi, and this is my baby sister Bonolo.”

He asked to take pictures with us, but my little sister Bonolo send him my way. After those intimate moments in which he grabbed my buttocks and looking at each other like long time couple, he gave me his numbers so I would text him and send the pictures. 

We walked him to hail a taxi for he was heading to town to buy some grocery, then hit the road back home. I then decided to keep him waiting before sending the pictures, but my little sister reprimanded me, saying that I should put the poor guy out of misery. Truth is, I did not want to appear eager to text him.

Moments later after texting him, he confessed of how he had fallen for me at first sight and that he would love for us to date.

As much as all that sounded like music to my ears, I was afraid to let anyone in, but in the end, I agreed, and we became boyfriend and girlfriend.

Earlier that afternoon, texts were exchanged between me and my friend Moshebi telling her about my encounter with the mysterious guy.

"Well, he is tall, skinny, and has fair complexion, but to make it simple I will send you one of the photos." So, I send Moshebi some pictures.

“Girl, you should go for him; he is so cute.” She remarked.

“He has not said anything since I have not sent any text nor the pictures.” I replied.

Immediately, when Ayanda confessed his feelings, I turned to my friend for some advice.

“So, the thing is, I kind of like this guy but I don't think I am ready to be in a new relationship. I have had bad experiences in the past relationships”. I explained.

“You know it happens that at times we don't want to try, it's the time we meet our Mr. Right, so if you like this guy, just go for it and figure everything later.”

That night, I could not help but check him out in the pictures and admire his beauty and even kissed his pictures. 

In less than seventy-two hours, I found myself in his house with him bathing and I seated in the lounge. I got busy on my phone and ended up telling my best friend Rahaba what I was up to, so she advised me to go peak on my new guy, but I turned her down. 

Few moments later, naughtiness got the better of me, and I decided to go peak, not anticipating being caught by his naked self at the corridor. As soon as he stepped out of his bedroom door and turned around, he saw me and immediately hid his private parts with the towel and smiled in shock. I pretended as though it was an accident and ran back to the lounge. 

Moments later, he called me to his bedroom to apply a lotion on his body (typical excuse to make love to a girl at first official meetup), either way, I applied the lotion, and things started to heat up as I moved my hands up his thighs and his abdominal muscles sitting from his back. 

He turned around, and I widened my eyes as he placed his lips against mine and then went for the neck, then put his hand under my skirt while using the other to lift my chin. At that moment, I let myself to be immobilized by his sensual touch, he removed my clothes and slowly let me to lay on the bed but as he was about to place his "warrior" in my wet "cake".

I placed my hand over there hoping he would notice something missing, but he paid no attention, so I had to say it out loud that we needed to use protection. ‘Gosh he smelled so good as our bodies met and I fit perfectly in his arms.’

After he was done, I went to freshen myself and then had a meal at the table. During the meal he gave brief, yet charming smiles and even fed me. His black vest revealed his muscles, I could see the veins all over his arms.

Early in the afternoon, he sent me home and we took pictures along the way. He looked so handsome in my black and white headband and the sun rays did justice to his complexion. I made up my mind that day that I was enamoured with him and handed him the keys to my heart. One date led to another, but we could not meet often since I was still attending classes in varsity at the time. However, he made sure to seize every opportunity we had together, never missing a chance to make love and spoil me with delicious meals he prepared while I took a nap. 

He had even given me sweets on my birthday, just two days after we met. ‘Moshebi was right’ I was happy, happier than I ever been, it seemed as though I had found what I had been searching for, and I almost gave that away.

Sometime later, I brought my best friend Rahaba and Goddaughter along with me to his house; he had been dying to see my goddaughter Naledi, who was approximately seven months at the time. 

When we got there, my friend and I were starving, so, he asked me to prepare something for myself and my friend while he sat with Naledi on the couch watching cartoons. 

When we done with our meals, we decided to wash dishes then leave so it would not be late for my friend to leave carrying a baby. Along the way, my boyfriend was carrying Naledi in his strong arms as though it was his first time carrying a baby. 

I could imagen him carrying ours, I thought he would make a perfect father for our child.
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The Introduction
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“Is she heavy?” I declared, seeing the look on his face. (Naledi was a well-fed baby, even her mom used to complain about how heavy she was.)

“No, it's just that I am scared I might drop her since I have never carried a baby of this age before.” Then gave a short smile.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





