Instant Gratification 

By Khono Mtetwa 

I never knew my father, the pictures Mama showed me merely captured his likeness, but no image can capture the soul. Mama would retrieve a dusty album from an old, tattered box that she hid under her bed, and smile sadly, as she saw my little hands hastily fumbling to get it open and my big brown eyes taking it all in. Taking in the eyes of the smiling man in tha picture, eyes that matched my own, dimples that made me reach out and feel my own. I had his nose too but I grew to hate it, loathe looking like this man who left Mama when she was expecting me. Tears would start streaming down my face, because this man in the faded photograph could not laugh, smile, crack a joke, put a band- aid on my knee when I fell and scraped my knee. He was stuck in the picture, stuck forever. I'd hate myself for thinking of him in my private moments, for missing a man who's blood I had coarsing through my veins and yet had never met, the man who had stolen the word "Father" from me and turned it into a foreign concept. 

Now as an adult, I find that I do not understand the Concept of Love, Love to me is Sex. To me, they are interchangeable. Mutually exclusive. Sex is the way I feel loved. My boyfriend doesn't comprehend it, my best friend doesn't fathom it either, and perhaps they never will , because they are so f*cking stupid. Foolish for sleeping with each other, and even more so, for thinking I don't know. I won't confront them, I don't really care, I have my own indiscretions to deal with.... I am so empty inside, broken, incomplete. My heart is an abyss, a deep dark vessel of Broken Dreams, Broken Promises, a Broken Me. My days consist of hollowness, my nights a sea of nameless faces, men that smile at me, laugh with me, make me feel good, and fill me even if for that short time. The way they look at me, touch me, kiss me, make love to me, it's attention I yearned for when I was a little girl and attention that I now make sure I get in excess. Its all about that Attention. 

For that split second in our moment of ecstacy, those men appreciate me, acknowledge me, I am everything to them, their whole world. I could never be anything to my Dad, he didn't even regard me in an esteem high enough for him to stay. Sometimes, I don't use protection. I know I should, I know I must, but if a man asks me not to and I see that it will make him happy, I give in. I live to please, like a five year old that wants her Dad to be happy, running up to him and showing him her colouring book, showing him her every accomplishment so that he can see what a good little girl she is. I don't care if the man is married, most of them are, they complain about their wives a lot, how their wives have stopped being interested in sex, how they don't please them anymore, but then they smile at me, touch my hair n tell me that I'm different, I'm good. I'm a good girl. That means more to me than they will ever know. Or perhaps they do know. Perhaps they know that they can get me to do anything, say anything, feel anything, because I so desperately need that Attention. Crave it, live off of it. It fills that void, stuffs that emptiness, contains that Depression. I smile at the irony of it all, its one endless cycle: husbands sleeping with me, going back to their wives, coming back to me. My boyfriend sleeping with me, sleeping with my best friend then coming back to me. Me  sleeping with these married men, going back to my boyfriend and then repeating the vicious cycle all over again.  I don't feel guilty because its a Win - Win situation for us all: husbands get their needs fulfilled, wives get to keep their husbands, my boyfriend and best friend get to have their fun and think that I am none the wiser, and last, but by no means least, I get my fix, my Instant Gratification - my Attention, my Completion and the Love Daddy never gave me. Brilliant, isn't it? 
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