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SIBUSISO ANTHON MKHWANAZI

Dedication:

To those who hustle in silence,

who dream against the odds,

and to the ones who believe that love and ambition can change the world.

This is for the fighters, the dreamers,

and the lovers who never give up—

no matter what the world throws their way.
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Chapter 1: The Unexpected Encounter
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(THE SOUND OF RAIN PATTERS against the car as Lerato's vehicle slows to a halt on a dimly lit street. She groans and bangs her hands on the steering wheel.)

Lerato: "Oh, come on! Not now... Please, not now!"

(She flips on her hazard lights and steps out into the rain, muttering to herself.)

Lerato: "Just my luck. Of all places to break down, it had to be here."

(She pops the hood, staring blankly at the engine, completely clueless. In the distance, the faint rumble of an approaching car grows louder. A flashy, beat-up BMW pulls up beside her, and the driver rolls down his window. Sandile leans out, smirking.)

Sandile: "Need some help, sisi?"

Lerato: (Turning to him cautiously, her guard up.) "No, I’m fine. I’ve got it under control."

Sandile: (Chuckling, stepping out of the car.) "Yeah? Looks like you’ve got a PhD in fixing cars, huh?"

Lerato: (Annoyed, crossing her arms.) "I’ll figure it out. Thanks for stopping."

Sandile: (Ignoring her protest, walking over to inspect the engine.) "Relax. I’m just trying to help. Let’s see what’s going on here."

(Lerato watches him warily as he fiddles with the engine. The rain soaks through his hoodie, but he doesn’t seem to mind.)

Lerato: (Reluctantly.) "Do you even know what you’re doing?"

Sandile: (Flashing her a grin.) "I grew up fixing cars. Trust me, I’m better than half the mechanics you’ll find in this city."

(He tweaks a few wires and then stands back, wiping his hands on his jeans.)

Sandile: "Try starting it now."

(Lerato hesitates but slides into the driver’s seat. She turns the key, and the engine roars to life. She exhales in relief.)

Lerato: "It’s working! How did you—"

Sandile: (Shrugging casually.) "Told you, I know my way around engines."

Lerato: (Softening slightly.) "Well... thank you. I appreciate it."

Sandile: (Leaning against the car, flashing a charming smile.) "No problem. But you know, I don’t fix cars for free."

Lerato: (Frowning, stepping out of the car again.) "What do you mean? I don’t have cash on me."

Sandile: (Laughing.) "Relax, I’m joking. I don’t charge beautiful women for roadside assistance."

(Lerato rolls her eyes, but a small smile creeps onto her face.)

Lerato: "Well, thanks... again. I should probably get going."

Sandile: (Pulling out his phone.) "Wait. How about you give me your number? You know, in case your car decides to act up again."

Lerato: (Pausing, considering his request.) "I don’t think that’s necessary."

Sandile: (Grinning.) "Alright, no pressure. But don’t say I didn’t offer. Drive safe, sisi."

(He steps back as she gets into her car. Lerato glances at him in the rearview mirror as she drives off, her mind replaying the encounter. Sandile watches her leave, shaking his head with a smile.)

Sandile: (To himself.) "Now, that’s a woman I wouldn’t mind seeing again."
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Chapter 2: First Impressions
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(THE NEXT DAY, LERATO sits in a coffee shop near her office, scrolling through her phone as she sips her cappuccino. Her friends, Zanele and Thandi, join her at the table, laughing and chatting. Lerato is distracted, her mind still on the man who helped her last night.)

Zanele: (Sitting down, noticing her distracted look.) "What’s up with you, Lerato? You look like you just saw a ghost."

Thandi: (Teasingly.) "Or maybe a handsome guy!"

Lerato: (Quickly snapping out of her thoughts.) "No, nothing like that. Just... work stuff."

Zanele: "You sure? Because I remember a certain someone getting all quiet last night after she got home. Spill, girl."

(Lerato sighs, knowing her friends won't let it go.)

Lerato: "Okay, fine. I met someone... last night."

Thandi: (Grinning.) "Ooh, details! Who is he? What's he like?"

Lerato: (Fidgeting with her coffee cup.) "It was just some guy who helped me when my car broke down. He was... well, he's different. Charismatic. He seemed... a little too confident."

Zanele: (Raising an eyebrow.) "What’s wrong with confidence? Sounds like you like him."

Lerato: "It’s not that. He’s... not really my type. He’s a hustler. You can just tell. And I don’t think I should be associating with someone like that."

Thandi: (Laughing.) "Wow, you’re being judgmental already? You know you can’t judge a book by its cover."

Lerato: "I’m not judging him. I’m just being realistic. My life is about getting my career off the ground, not... dealing with distractions."

Zanele: "Oh, please. You’ve been saying you need someone exciting in your life. Maybe this guy is just what you need to loosen up."

Lerato: (Shaking her head.) "He’s not the kind of ‘exciting’ I’m looking for."

(The conversation shifts to other topics, but Lerato can’t stop thinking about Sandile. His smile, the way he seemed completely unbothered by the storm or her rejection, lingers in her mind.)
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(That evening, Sandile walks through the vibrant streets of Johannesburg, heading towards his usual hangout spot. He’s with his crew, laughing and joking, but something keeps nagging at the back of his mind. The image of Lerato, her elegant face and unsure smile, won’t leave him.)

Bobo: (Noticing Sandile’s distracted mood.) "Yo, man, you good? You’ve been quiet all night."

Sandile: (Grinning but half-heartedly.) "Yeah, just... thinking."

Mzi: "Thinking? What’s going on? You’re not usually this deep."

Sandile: "It’s nothing, just a girl I helped last night."

Bobo: (Laughing.) "A girl? Ohhh, so the great Sandile is falling for a girl. What happened to all that talk about keeping it casual?"

Sandile: (Rolling his eyes.) "Shut up, man. I’m just saying, she’s different. I don’t know... she seemed like she’s got her life together, you know?"

Mzi: "And you’re worried she’s too good for you, right?"

Sandile: "Nah, I didn’t say that. I just... don’t know if I should be messing with someone like her."

Bobo: "You mean someone who’s got a job, a future, and doesn’t hustle like we do?"

Sandile: (Pausing, looking serious.) "Yeah. Exactly."

(Bobo and Mzi share a glance before laughing.)

Mzi: "Yo, just go for it. If she’s the one, you’ll know. Don’t overthink it."

Bobo: "Yeah, man. Besides, you helped her. That’s a good start."

Sandile: (Smirking.) "I’ll see. Maybe I’ll run into her again."

(As the group continues their night out, Sandile’s mind keeps returning to Lerato, wondering if he should reach out or leave things in the past.)
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(The following day, Lerato finds herself at a corporate networking event. She’s trying to make connections, but her thoughts keep drifting back to the street hustler who had crossed her path. She shakes it off, trying to focus on the conversation in front of her.)

Lerato’s Colleague: "So, Lerato, any interesting plans for the weekend?"

Lerato: (Forcing a smile.) "Oh, nothing major. Just some work and maybe catching up on sleep."

(She’s about to turn the conversation back to business when her phone buzzes. She glances at the screen, and her heart skips a beat. It’s a message from an unknown number.)

Message: “Hey, it’s Sandile. From last night. Hope the car’s still running fine. Was nice meeting you. Let me know if you need anything.”

(Lerato stares at the message, her heart racing. She debates whether to reply, her logical side telling her to ignore it, but the part of her that is curious and drawn to him wonders what could happen if she does.)
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Chapter 3: The Reply
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(LERATO STARES AT THE message, her fingers hovering over the screen. She bites her lip, contemplating whether to reply. Her mind races—after all, she barely knows this guy. What if he’s just some player? What if he’s trouble? Yet something about him feels different, like he’s not the same as the other men she’s encountered.)

Lerato: (Muttering to herself.) "It’s just a message, Lerato. Nothing to overthink."

(She taps the screen hesitantly.)

Lerato's Message: “Hi, Sandile. Thanks again for helping me last night. The car’s fine now, but I hope you’re doing okay in the rain.”

(She stares at the text, wondering if she should add more. She settles for sending it and then stares at the screen, waiting for a reply. Her phone buzzes almost immediately.)

Sandile’s Message: “No problem at all. I’ve been through worse. It was nice meeting you, Lerato. You seem like someone who’s got it together. Not sure I can keep up with you though, but I wouldn’t mind trying.”

(Lerato chuckles to herself, rolling her eyes at his confidence. She’s not sure whether to be annoyed or amused.)

Lerato's Message: “I’m sure you’re more than capable of keeping up with anyone.”

(She sends the message and puts the phone down, as though she can push aside the curiosity building inside her. She tries to focus on the meeting in front of her, but her mind drifts back to the street hustler with the charming smile.)
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(Later that day, Sandile leans back in his chair, his phone in hand. He reads Lerato’s reply again, a grin spreading across his face. He knows he’s pushing her boundaries, but he can’t help himself. There’s something magnetic about her, and he’s determined to see where this could go.)

Sandile: (Speaking to himself.) "A woman like her... she’s not used to this life. But that’s what makes it exciting."

(He taps out a quick response.)

Sandile’s Message: “Well, I might need some lessons in keeping up. But who knows? Maybe I’ll learn something from you.”

(He sends it off and tosses his phone to the side, already thinking about his next move. He’s intrigued, no doubt about it. But he’s also careful—he doesn’t want to scare her off too soon.)
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(That evening, Lerato finds herself thinking about Sandile again. She hasn’t replied to his last message, but his words linger in her mind. She wonders why she’s even entertaining this. He’s a hustler, a man who lives outside the rules she’s worked so hard to follow.)

Lerato: (Talking to herself.) "This isn’t me. I’m not supposed to be flirting with some guy like him. But... he’s different."

(She paces around her apartment, wrestling with her thoughts. Her phone buzzes again. It’s another message from Sandile.)

Sandile’s Message: “You still there? Or did I scare you off with my street charm?”

(Lerato laughs out loud, but it’s a nervous laugh. She picks up the phone, staring at the screen.)

Lerato’s Message: “No, you didn’t scare me off. Just trying to figure out how to reply.”

(She hits send before she can second-guess herself. Almost instantly, her phone pings.)

Sandile’s Message: “No pressure. Just thought I’d check in. Maybe we could grab a drink sometime, talk about life, you know?”

(Lerato stares at the message. It’s harmless enough. But she knows where it could lead. She knows how these things go. Still, something about him feels different—genuine, even.)

Lerato: (Out loud to herself.) "Maybe just one drink."

(She quickly types a response.)

Lerato’s Message: “Okay, one drink. But no funny business.”

(She sends the message and places her phone down, her heart racing slightly. There’s no turning back now. She has no idea what she’s getting herself into, but for the first time in a long time, she’s intrigued.)
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(A few days later, the two finally meet up at a quiet bar. Lerato arrives early, wearing a sleek black dress, her hair styled in loose waves. She checks her phone, nervously wondering if she’s making a mistake. Then, she sees Sandile walk in, looking completely at ease in a leather jacket and sneakers. He spots her immediately and grins.)

Sandile: (Approaching with a playful smirk.) "Well, well, look who cleaned up nice."

Lerato: (Smiling but holding her ground.) "I could say the same about you. You’re looking sharp for a hustler."

Sandile: (Chuckling as he takes a seat.) "I clean up when it matters."

(They both laugh, the tension easing. They order drinks, and as the evening unfolds, they talk about everything and nothing. Their conversation flows easily, and for once, Lerato feels like she’s not worrying about the next step. She’s simply enjoying his company.)

Lerato: "So, tell me, Sandile. What do you really do? I mean, aside from fixing cars and being a smooth talker."

Sandile: (Pausing, eyes narrowing as he thinks.) "I hustle. Always have. But it’s not all bad, you know? I look out for people—sometimes that means bending the rules a little."

Lerato: (Raising an eyebrow.) "And that’s supposed to sound appealing?"

Sandile: (Grinning.) "It’s not for everyone, I guess. But sometimes you have to bend the rules to survive."

(Lerato feels the weight of his words. She wonders if that’s his way of saying he’s more than just a man who breaks the law.)

Lerato: "I don’t know if I can keep up with someone like you, Sandile."

Sandile: (Leaning forward, his eyes intense.) "You might surprise yourself, Lerato."

(The chemistry between them is undeniable now, and Lerato isn’t sure what to think. But for the first time, she’s willing to see where this ride might take her.)
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Chapter 4: Crossing Boundaries
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(THE DAYS FOLLOWING their first drink together blur into a mix of texts, phone calls, and quick meet-ups. Lerato tries to keep her emotions in check, but Sandile’s charm makes it difficult. She’s aware that he’s not the type of guy she typically goes for, but there’s something magnetic about him. Every encounter feels like a new adventure, and she finds herself drawn to him despite herself.)

(One afternoon, Lerato is at a café working on a presentation when her phone buzzes. It’s a message from Sandile.)

Sandile’s Message: “Yo, Lerato. I was thinking... how about we switch things up tonight? I know a place that’s got the best view of the city. Let’s go check it out.”

(She looks at the message, her finger hovering over the screen. She knows she should be focused on her career, on getting ahead, but she can’t ignore the curiosity gnawing at her. She’s been avoiding his invitations, but tonight feels different.)

Lerato’s Message: “Sounds interesting. What time?”

(A few minutes later, Sandile’s reply comes through.)

Sandile’s Message: “7:30, sharp. Wear something comfortable. You’ll want to enjoy the view.”

(She feels a flutter of excitement as she reads his words. She quickly glances at her reflection in the café window. It’s a casual evening, but still, she wants to look her best. She grabs her bag, packs up her things, and heads out.)
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(By 7:30, Lerato arrives at the location Sandile mentioned: a rooftop bar perched high above the city. The skyline of Johannesburg sprawls beneath her, lights twinkling as far as the eye can see. Sandile is already there, leaning casually against the railing, waiting for her. As soon as she steps out of the elevator, he spots her and waves.)

Sandile: (Grinning as he sees her.) "Look at you, all dressed up. I knew you’d make an impression."

Lerato: (Smiling back, trying to keep her cool.) "This place is amazing. You weren’t kidding about the view."

Sandile: (Moving aside to let her see the view.) "Told you. It’s one of my favorite spots. Nothing beats this at night."

(They both stand in silence for a moment, taking in the breathtaking view of the city. Lerato feels a calm wash over her, the lights and the air almost magical. Sandile stands a little too close, the tension between them palpable.)

Lerato: (Breaking the silence.) "So, what’s the real reason we’re here? I mean, this isn’t exactly the kind of place you take someone for casual drinks."

Sandile: (Smirking, taking a step closer.) "Maybe I just wanted to impress you."

Lerato: (Laughing, trying to hide the blush creeping up her neck.) "You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?"

Sandile: (Turning to her, his tone softening.) "I just want to show you something different. The way I see things."

(Lerato feels the weight of his words, and for a moment, the world around them seems to fade. There’s something genuine in his voice that she hasn’t heard before. She finds herself caught in his gaze, her breath caught in her throat.)

Lerato: (Softly.) "I don’t know what you’re expecting from me, Sandile. But I’m not like the women you’re used to."

Sandile: (His expression grows serious, and he steps closer, his voice low.) "I’m not looking for someone like the others. You’re different, Lerato. And I’m not trying to rush things. I just want to see where this could go."

(Lerato’s heart skips a beat. She knows she should step back, pull away, but the pull between them is undeniable. She takes a deep breath, trying to regain control of her emotions.)

Lerato: (After a long pause.) "I’m not sure I’m ready for all of this, Sandile. I’ve got a career to focus on, and I can’t afford distractions."

Sandile: (Nods slowly, his eyes never leaving hers.) "I get it. You’ve got your goals, your ambitions. I respect that."

(He pauses, letting the silence stretch between them. Then, his grin returns, a little playful.)

Sandile: "But let me be clear, Lerato. I’m not going anywhere. Whether you like it or not, you’ll be seeing more of me."

(Lerato’s heart races, but she laughs softly, shaking her head.)

Lerato: "You’re impossible."

Sandile: (With a wink.) "You have no idea."

(They both laugh, the tension easing, but something shifts between them. For the first time, Lerato feels the thrill of something unknown, something unpredictable. She knows she’s stepping into dangerous territory, but for some reason, she doesn’t want to turn back.)
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(The evening continues with easy conversation and laughter. The city lights blink below, and as the night deepens, Lerato finds herself enjoying Sandile’s company more than she expected. They talk about their childhoods, their dreams, and even their fears. She’s surprised by how much she feels she can open up to him.)

(When the night finally ends, Sandile walks her back to her car, his presence comforting rather than intimidating.)

Sandile: (Before she gets in her car, his tone softens.) "I’m glad you came tonight."

Lerato: (Smiling, her guard down for the moment.) "Me too. I wasn’t expecting this, but it’s... nice."

Sandile: (Leaning in slightly, his eyes searching hers.) "Nice isn’t always a bad thing, you know?"

(Lerato’s breath catches again. He’s so close, and for a moment, she wonders if he’s going to kiss her. But he doesn’t. Instead, he steps back and gives her a small, sincere smile.)

Sandile: "Drive safe, Lerato. We’ll talk soon."

(Lerato nods, still feeling the weight of his words. She watches him walk away, her heart pounding in her chest. She can’t deny it any longer—she’s intrigued, maybe even starting to care. And that terrifies her.)
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Chapter 5: Pulling Away
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(THE FOLLOWING DAYS pass in a blur of work, texts, and the occasional brief phone call. Lerato tries to focus on her presentation and upcoming meetings, but her thoughts keep drifting back to Sandile. He’s always there in the background, like a constant hum in her mind. And she’s not sure how to deal with it.)

(One evening, after another long day at the office, Lerato receives a text from him.)

Sandile’s Message: “Hey, Lerato. I was thinking we could grab dinner tomorrow. There’s a place I want you to try. You’ll love it.”

(She stares at the message for a long moment, her thumb hovering over the screen. Part of her wants to say yes—wants to see him again. But another part of her knows that this is getting too complicated. She’s not supposed to be distracted like this. She’s worked too hard for her career, and getting involved with someone like Sandile could derail everything.)
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