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​Chapter One
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​Smoke and Silence

They said he died in the fire.

Burnt beyond recognition. Nothing left but ash, a melted sink, and a pair of gold cufflinks clutched in a corpse’s hand.

That’s what the government said.

That’s what the prison cameras showed.

That’s what the papers screamed:

“BRA PAPI DIES IN PRISON INFERNO. ACCIDENT OR ASSASSINATION?”

But I know a lie when I hear it.

I’ve told better ones.

Bra Papi didn’t die. He escaped.

And now he’s coming back.

I saw it in the eyes of the man who tailed me through the fuel station in Vosloorus two nights ago. I saw it in the envelope Zuko slid across the table this morning, photos, timestamps, whispers. Papi’s shadow moves again.

But it was what I found today that scared me more than Papi ever could.
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THE MOBILE HOME WAS just where I left it, wedged between a collapsed billboard and a forgotten warehouse outside Germiston. No tire tracks. No signs of disturbance.

Still, something felt off.

I pulled back the tarp. Opened the rear. My stash was untouched. The cash, the burner phones, the silenced pistol. But something pulled at me—an itch under the skin of memory.

I lifted the false floor.

And there it was.

A silver briefcase I had never seen before. Heavy. Locked with a code I didn’t remember setting. My fingers moved before my brain did.

0712.

My mother’s birthday.

It clicked open.

Inside: documents wrapped in plastic, crisp as the day they were hidden.

Government seals. Offshore accounts. Shareholder certificates. A list of political surnames. A handwritten ledger with amounts that made my hands sweat. And bonds, state bonds. Billions.

Signed by familiar names.

Names whispered in parliament, spat in rallies, protected by law.

The Guptas.

I stared at them like they might explode. Because in a way, they already had.

This wasn’t stolen money.

This was a ticking bomb wrapped in paper and silence.
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ASANDA’S VOICE BROKE the spell.

“Daddy, what’s that?”

I closed the briefcase calmly. Too calmly.

“Something we need to give back,” I said. “But not yet.”

I didn’t have answers yet. But I had three things:

A daughter to protect.

A ghost with gold cufflinks hunting me.

And now, documents that could tear the country in half.
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I STARTED THE ENGINE.

We weren’t running.

We were preparing for war.
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​Chapter Two: Smoke Without Fire
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eNCA Breaking News – Live Broadcast

"The death of notorious underworld figure Thabiso 'Bra Papi' Mokoena is under fresh scrutiny this morning, after a leaked report from the SAPS internal forensics unit suggests that the body recovered in last week’s prison fire may not, in fact, be his. The Department of Correctional Services has refused to comment."

"Our sources inside government say this is now a matter of national security."
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IN A BOARDROOM BURIED three floors beneath Parliament, a minister screamed into her phone while two men in suits deleted emails from three different devices.

“He was supposed to burn, not disappear!” she hissed. “Now half the country thinks we staged it, and the other half is looking for his ghost.”

On the big screen in the corner: a paused image of Bra Papi in cuffs from six months ago. The smile he wore in the photo was now being shared in memes, TikToks, and underground message boards with one haunting caption:

HE’S NOT DEAD. HE’S COMING.

“Ma’am,” her aide whispered, “there’s another problem.”

“What now?”

The aide handed over a tablet.

On it: a satellite image of a man entering a storage unit near Germiston. Timestamped. Tagged. Identity, still processing.

“It’s him. Ayanda Dlamini.”

The room froze.

“He’s alive?” the minister asked.

“And he may have what we were trying to bury.”

She sat down slowly.

“Jesus,” she whispered. “If he has the bonds...”
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MAIL & GUARDIAN (EDITORIAL Leak)

"...according to a high-ranking source
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