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Dedication
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For anyone who has faced cruelty and still found the courage to stand.
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Epigraph
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"They tried to break her, but even in the darkness, strength grows quietly."

Author’s Note

"THE SPIRAL: How Fun Became Destruction" is a work of fiction, but its story is inspired by the struggles that many face in silence.

This book is about a young girl who endured hardship, manipulation, and pain—but also about courage, resilience, and the power to reclaim one’s life. My hope in writing this story is to shed light on the experiences that are often hidden, to remind readers that even in the darkest spirals, survival and strength are possible.

Though this is her story, it is a story for anyone who has ever felt powerless, trapped, or unheard. May it inspire reflection, empathy, and above all, hope.

Table of Contents

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – The Beginning of the Spiral

[image: ]


Chapter 2 – Twists and Turns

Chapter 3 – Losing Control

Chapter 4 – Facing the Darkness

Chapter 5 – Finding Strength

Chapter 6 – Rising Again

Chapter 7 – The Spiral Behind Her

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction


[image: ]


Life at seventeen can feel like the whole world is at your feet—exciting, tempting, and full of choices.

For Lerato Nkosi, Thando, Zinhle, and Ayanda, life started ordinary. They were girls who went to school, laughed with friends, and dreamed of a future filled with hope.

But when fun became more important than judgment, when belonging meant ignoring right and wrong, their lives began a path they could not escape.

This is their story.

It is a story of friendship, temptation, and mistakes.

It is a story of consequences, heartbreak, and loss.

And it is a story meant for every young person who might think that rebellion is harmless.

Read carefully. Learn from their choices.
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Chapter 1 – The Beginning
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Lerato Nkosi walked slowly through the dusty streets of her neighbourhood, the morning sun burning her skin. She hugged her schoolbag tightly against her chest, afraid it might somehow slip away along with the little control she had over her life.

School had always been her sanctuary. She loved the smell of the books in the classroom, the chalk on the board, and the soft voice of Mrs. Mthembu, her favourite teacher. But lately, everything felt different.

Her friends, Zinhle and Ayanda, were growing bolder, louder, and more daring with every passing day. They laughed in a way that made heads turn and whispers follow, daring anyone to question them. Lerato, shy and obedient, felt both drawn to them and terrified of their audacity.
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“Lerato! Wait up!” Ayanda’s voice rang out like a bell across the playground. She was skipping ahead, her bag bouncing against her back, already laughing at something she had seen on her phone.

Lerato hurried to catch up, her heart pounding. She admired Ayanda, even feared her in a way, but she couldn’t let herself get too close.

Zinhle, already waiting by the old jacaranda tree, flipped her hair and grinned. “You’re late again. We thought you got lost or something!”

“I... I just... left late,” Lerato stammered, trying to sound casual.

“Typical Lerato,” Zinhle said, smirking. “Always careful, always quiet.” She poked Lerato in the side teasingly. “But today, you’re coming with us. No excuses.”

Lerato’s stomach churned. She wanted to say no. She wanted to stay in the safe bubble of her routine, but something in Zinhle’s commanding tone made her hesitate.
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The first bell rang, echoing across the schoolyard. Students streamed into the classrooms, some joking with friends, others moving in silence. Lerato followed Zinhle and Ayanda, feeling the pull of belonging—the same pull that would soon drag her into a world she wasn’t ready for.

In class, Lerato sat quietly at her desk, her hands folded over her notebook. She loved learning. She loved the feeling of understanding something new, of writing neatly and getting the answers right.

But Zinhle and Ayanda were already plotting their next adventure. They whispered across the aisle, giggling at a plan that Lerato didn’t understand yet but would soon be forced to follow.
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During lunch, the girls gathered under the shade of the jacaranda tree. Thando, Lerato’s oldest friend, joined them, sitting quietly beside Lerato. Thando had always been the gentle one—shy, polite, cautious. Together, the three of them had shared secrets, homework, and dreams about the future.

“Did you hear about the party this weekend?” Zinhle asked, a spark of excitement in her eyes.

Lerato shook her head. “Party?”

Ayanda leaned in, lowering her voice. “It’s at that big house on the edge of town. Everyone’s going. Music, drinks... everything.”

Lerato’s stomach tightened. She had never been to a party like that. She had barely even been out of the neighbourhood at night.

“You should come,” Zinhle said. Her eyes glinted with challenge. “You might be quiet and careful, but it’s time you had some fun. You’ll thank us later.”

Lerato hesitated. Her mind raced. She thought of her mother, who worked long hours just to keep food on the table. She thought of her own dreams of finishing school, getting a stable job, and one day leaving this neighbourhood behind.

But then she looked at Thando, sitting quietly beside her, unsure but curious. And she looked at Zinhle and Ayanda, fearless and wild, daring her to step into their world.
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By the time the final bell rang, Lerato had made her first choice—one she didn’t fully understand yet.

She would follow them.

She would belong.

She didn’t know that this single decision would set her on a path of danger, heartbreak, and life-changing consequences.

And as the girls laughed and ran down the street, Lerato felt a flicker of thrill mixed with fear—a flicker that would grow into a wildfire she could never control.
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Chapter 2 – The First Party
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The house was massive, looming at the edge of town like a bright, dangerous beacon. Music thumped so loudly that Lerato could feel it vibrating in her chest, and flashing lights painted the walls in colours she had never seen before.

“Wow...” Lerato whispered, her hand gripping Thando’s arm.

“This is insane!” Thando replied, wide-eyed.

Zinhle laughed, tossing her hair. “Welcome to real fun! Don’t just stand there looking scared, Lerato. Come on!”

Ayanda was already in the crowd, laughing with a group of older girls. She waved them over. “Finally! You made it! I didn’t think you’d survive the walk!”

Lerato took a deep breath. Her heart raced. Everything in her told her to turn back—to go home, to call her mother, to escape. But the pull to belong, to be part of something bigger than herself, was stronger.
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They stepped into the main room.

The smell of alcohol, perfume, and sweat hit Lerato like a wall. People danced on tables, drank straight from bottles, and laughed at things she didn’t understand. The floors shook with the music. The walls glimmered in neon lights.

Zinhle grabbed her arm. “Don’t just stand there like a statue! Dance!”

Lerato tried, moving awkwardly, feeling everyone’s eyes on her. She could see Thando mirroring her hesitance, glancing around nervously.

Then a boy—older, confident, and clearly used to attention—approached her. “Hey, you’re new here, right?”

Lerato nodded, swallowing nervously.

“Don’t worry,” he
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