
GAMBLING WITH GHOSTS

SEASON 3

GAMBLING WITH DEATH



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GAMBLING WITH DEATH

    

    
      First edition. June 15, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi.

    

    
    
      Written by Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi

	    

      
	    
          
	      GAMBLING WITH GHOSTS

          
        
          
	          Gambling with fate

          
        
          
	          Gambling with blood

          
        
          
	          Gambling with death (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      LIFE IS ONE BIG FIGHT

          
        
          
	          The Birth of a Warrior

          
        
          
	          Fighting Demons

          
        
          
	          Prison and Principles

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Million-Dollar Decade

          
        
          
	          Resilience Beyond Pain

          
        
          
	          Cheating hearts to true love

          
        
          
	          The Dream Builders Of Daveyton

          
        
          
	          Before the Bible

          
        
          
	          Ink and Imagination

          
        
          
	          Becoming A Millionaire In South Africa

          
        
          
	          Leaders of the World

          
        
          
	          Mining In Africa

          
        
          
	          Origins of Language and Civilization

          
        
          
	          Sisters of A cursed bloodline

          
        
          
	          Witchcraft in Africa

          
        
          
	          Ghosts of the golden city

          
        
          
	          Connected Hearts

          
        
          
	          Lost in Tokyo found in you

          
        
          
	          A man of many homes

          
        
          
	          In Love with a Hustler

          
        
          
	          Shuffle: The Rise of Kabelo Dlamini

          
        
          
	          It All Comes Down to Love

          
        
          
	          One Africa

          
        
          
	          The Black Mafia

          
        
          
	          Broken hearts heal in Daveyton

          
        
          
	          Love on the nightshift

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi

SIBUSISO ANTHON MKHWANAZI

Chapter 1 — Kings Bleed Too

Chapter 2 — Smoke Before the Fire

Chapter 3 — The House His Father Built

Chapter 4 — Dead Men Leave Traps

Chapter 5 — Ghosts in the Dark

Chapter 6 — The Men Who Survived

Chapter 7 — When Governments Gamble

Chapter 8 — The Vault

Chapter 9 — The Road to District Six

Chapter 10 — Blood in District Six

Chapter 11 — Beneath the City

Chapter 12 — The Door That Shouldn’t Open

Chapter 13 — The Throne Beneath the City

Chapter 14 — Siege of the Vault

Chapter 15 — The Core

Chapter 16 — The Cost of Control

Chapter 17 — The Throne Accepts

Chapter 18 — Burn the Throne

Chapter 19 — The Collapse Above

Chapter 20 — Ghosts Without Chains

Chapter 21 — Kings After the Fall

Chapter 22 — Truth Has a Price

Chapter 23 — The First Architect

Chapter 24 — The Woman Who Designed Kings

Chapter 25 — The New Game

Chapter 26 — Lazarus Rising

Chapter 27 — The Part That Chooses

Chapter 28 — The Conscience Layer

Chapter 29 — Soweto Codes

Chapter 30 — The House on Vilakazi Street

Chapter 31 — The Boy Inside the Machine

Chapter 32 — Echoes of a Dying Boy

Chapter 33 — Mercy Algorithm

Chapter 34 — The Weight of Choice

Chapter 35 — The Last Bet

Chapter 36 — Ghosts in the Morning

Book Description | Gambling with Death

Sign up for Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi's Mailing List

Further Reading: Gambling with fate

Also By Sibusiso Anthon Mkhwanazi

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

SIBUSISO ANTHON MKHWANAZI


Dedication
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For the dreamers who grew up in places the world forgot.

For the hustlers who turned pain into survival.

For the fighters who refused to let fear decide their future.

And for everyone who has ever gambled on themselves when the odds said they would fail.

This story is for you.

Because even in darkness

hope still plays the final hand.
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Chapter 1 — Kings Bleed Too
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Power looked different from the top.

Cleaner.

Quieter.

More dangerous.

The city stretched beneath the glass walls like a living machine.

Lights moving.

Money flowing.

People gambling without realising their lives were part of the game too.

Thando stood above all of it.

Still.

Silent.

Watching.

Three months earlier—

He would’ve called this victory.

Now—

He wasn’t sure what to call it.

Because power didn’t feel like winning.

It felt like pressure.

Constant.

Heavy.

Hungry.

Behind him, screens flickered with numbers and movement.

Games.

Transactions.

Betting syndicates.

Underground networks.

Everything connected now.

Everything flowing through one system.

Nia’s system.

Or maybe theirs.

That part still wasn’t clear.

“You haven’t slept again,” Lerato said.

Her voice cut through the silence softly.

Thando didn’t turn around.

“No.”

A pause.

“I don’t need it.”

“That’s a lie.”

Maybe.

But exhaustion didn’t matter anymore.

Not when the city felt like it was balancing on a blade.

Lerato stepped closer.

She looked different now too.

Harder.

Sharper.

Like survival had changed the shape of her.

“We lost another route in the south district,” she said.

That got his attention.

He turned slowly.

“How?”

“Interceptions.”

A pause.

“Inside access.”

Thando’s expression darkened slightly.

Again.

Another leak.

Another fracture.

The system wasn’t stabilising.

It was rotting from the inside.

“Who?” he asked.

Lerato shook her head.

“Doesn’t matter anymore.”

A pause.

“They’re getting bolder.”

Of course they were.

Because fear only worked for so long.

After that—

People either submitted...

Or attacked.

And the old elites—

The men who once controlled everything—

Were finally fighting back openly.

Not street gangs.

Not petty criminals.

Real power.

Political connections.

Financial networks.

Private security.

People who erased problems quietly.

People like the man they removed.

Or thought they removed.

“You still haven’t found him,” Lerato said carefully.

Thando’s jaw tightened slightly.

“No.”

That bothered him more than anything.

Because men like that didn’t disappear.

They waited.

And waiting—

Was dangerous.

The elevator doors opened behind them.

Soft.

Silent.

Nia stepped out.

Controlled as always.

Dressed in black.

Eyes calm.

Too calm.

The room shifted when she entered.

Not physically.

Mentally.

Because everyone adjusted around her now.

That was power.

“We have movement,” she said.

No greeting.

No wasted words.

Thando crossed his arms slightly.

“Where?”

Nia looked directly at him.

“The west network.”

A pause.

“They hit three operations in one night.”

Lerato frowned.

“That’s coordinated.”

“Yes,” Nia replied.

A pause.

“Which means this isn’t retaliation anymore.”

No.

This was war.

The silence after that felt colder.

Because they all understood what war meant at this level.

No rules.

No limits.

No innocent people.

Thando walked toward the screens.

Studied the movement patterns.

The shutdowns.

The missing channels.

Then he saw it.

A pattern inside the attacks.

Precise.

Familiar.

His eyes narrowed slightly.

“What?” Lerato asked.

Thando didn’t answer immediately.

Because he already knew.

“These aren’t random hits,” he said quietly.

Nia watched him carefully.

“No,” she said.

A pause.

“They’re sending a message.”

Exactly.

Not destruction.

Positioning.

Controlled damage.

Like someone reminding them—

They could still reach inside the system whenever they wanted.

Thando stared at the screen.

Then finally said the thing both women were already thinking.

“He’s back.”

Silence.

Heavy.

Because they all knew who he meant.

The man at the top.

The ghost who never really disappeared.

Lerato exhaled slowly.

“You sure?”

Thando nodded once.

“Yes.”

Because nobody else moved like this.

Nobody else attacked with patience.

With structure.

With precision designed to create fear instead of chaos.

Nia stepped closer to the screen.

Her reflection merged with the city lights behind it.

“He’s rebuilding support,” she said.

A pause.

“And people are responding.”

That was the dangerous part.

Not the attacks.

Hope.

The old elites believed the system belonged to them.

And now—

They had a leader again.

A symbol.

Someone promising to take it back.

Thando felt something shift inside him.

Not fear.

Not panic.

Recognition.

This was always coming.

You couldn’t take power without someone trying to reclaim it.

Kings didn’t retire.

They bled.

And if necessary—

They killed.

“We end this now,” Lerato said.

Nia looked at her calmly.

“No.”

Lerato’s eyes narrowed.

“No?”

Nia shook her head slightly.

“If we rush him, we lose.”

A pause.

“He wants us emotional.”

That was true.

Because emotion created mistakes.

And mistakes—

At this level—

Buried empires.

Thando remained silent.

Thinking.

Calculating.

Watching the patterns unfold.

Then—

Slowly—

He smiled.

Not because things were improving.

Because now the game was finally honest.

No masks.

No hidden intentions.

Just war.

“You know what this means,” Nia said quietly.

Thando nodded.

“Yes.”

A pause.

“We stop defending.”

Lerato looked at him sharply.

“What are you saying?”

Thando turned toward the city again.

Eyes cold now.

Focused.

Certain.

“I’m saying,” he replied quietly—

“If he wants the system back...”

A pause.

Long enough for both of them to feel it.

“Then he can come die for it.”

The city lights flickered below.

Alive.

Restless.

Waiting.

And somewhere out there—

A war had already begun.
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Chapter 2 — Smoke Before the Fire

[image: ]


Wars never started with explosions.

Not real wars.

They started quietly.

With pressure.

With fear.

With messages hidden inside ordinary things.

The city felt different now.

Tighter.

Like everybody sensed something coming—

Even if they didn’t know what.

Thando walked through the underground floor in silence.

Tables running.

Dealers moving.

Money flowing.

Everything looked normal.

But normality—

Was the first lie.

He watched faces carefully.

People avoided eye contact.

Conversations stopped when he passed.

Small things.

But small things built patterns.

And patterns—

Told the truth.

“They’re scared of you now,” Lerato said beside him.

Thando kept walking.

“No,” he replied.

A pause.

“They’re deciding.”

That was worse.

Fear could be controlled.

Doubt spread.

And once people started questioning power—

Everything weakened.

A dealer dropped cards nearby.

Hands shaking slightly.

Thando noticed immediately.

The dealer noticed him noticing.

That made it worse.

“Relax,” Thando said calmly.

The man nodded quickly.

Too quickly.

“Yes, boss.”

Boss.

Thando hated that word now.

Because it sounded too much like ownership.

Too much like the men before him.

Lerato studied him quietly.

“You’re thinking too much again.”

“Thinking keeps people alive.”

“Not always.”

That landed.

Because both of them knew people who thought carefully—

And still ended up dead.

They reached the back office.

Security opened the door immediately.

Inside—

Nia waited near the screens.

Of course she did.

Always watching.

Always calculating.

“There’s another problem,” she said.

No greeting.

No wasted time.

Thando leaned against the table slightly.

“What now?”

Nia pressed a button.

A video appeared on the screen.

Grainy footage.

Nighttime.

A warehouse.

Then movement.

Men dragged someone forward.

Bruised.

Bleeding.

Barely standing.

Lerato’s expression hardened.

She recognised him first.

“Kabelo,” she said quietly.

One of their operators.

Loyal.

Smart.

Careful.

Or so they thought.

The video shifted.

A voice entered.

Smooth.

Controlled.

Familiar.

“You built your empire too quickly, Thando.”

The room went still.

Because they knew that voice.

The man.

Alive.

Watching.

Playing.

“You inherited anger,” the voice continued.

“A dangerous thing.”

A pause.

“But anger doesn’t build lasting power.”

The camera tilted slightly.

Kabelo struggled weakly.

Then the voice spoke again.

“Loyalty built this system.”

A pause.

“And loyalty is exactly what you’re losing.”

A gunshot exploded through the speakers.

The screen went black.

Silence swallowed the room.

No one moved.

No one spoke.

Because the message wasn’t about Kabelo.

It was about weakness.

Exposure.

Psychological pressure.

And worst of all—

It was effective.

“He’s targeting morale,” Nia said calmly.

Lerato looked furious.

“He executed one of ours on camera.”

“Yes,” Nia replied.

“Because he wants emotion.”

Again that word.

Emotion.

The old man understood something dangerous:

People made mistakes when they felt cornered.

Thando replayed the video silently in his head.

Not the execution.

The structure.

The timing.

The confidence.

Then he noticed something.

A reflection.

Small.

Brief.

In the metal behind Kabelo.

A symbol.

Thando stepped closer to the screen.

Eyes narrowing.

“What is it?” Lerato asked.

He didn’t answer immediately.

Because recognition hit slowly.

Then all at once.

“That warehouse...” he muttered.

Nia looked at him carefully.

“You know it?”

Thando nodded once.

“Yes.”

A pause.

“My father took me there once.”

Silence.

Because that changed everything.

The room suddenly felt colder.

“He used it?” Lerato asked.

“No,” Thando replied quietly.

A pause.

“He hid things there.”

Now Nia’s attention sharpened fully.

“What kind of things?”

Thando’s jaw tightened.

“I don’t know.”

And that bothered him immediately.

Because his father never did anything without reason.

Never showed him anything accidentally.

Which meant—

Years ago—

Before everything collapsed—

His father had already been preparing for something.

Or someone.

“The video was bait,” Nia said.

“Yes,” Thando replied.

A pause.

“But maybe not in the way he thinks.”

Lerato crossed her arms.

“You want to go there.”

Not a question.

Of course he did.

Because now this wasn’t just war.

It was legacy.

Answers buried underneath years of blood and manipulation.

Nia studied him carefully.

“He’ll expect that.”

“Yes.”

“Which means he’ll be waiting.”

“Yes.”

Lerato exhaled sharply.

“So we walk into a trap?”

Thando looked at both of them.

Calm.

Certain.

“No,” he said quietly.

A pause.

“We walk into my father’s last move.”

That changed the energy instantly.

Because if Thando was right—

Then this wasn’t just an attack.

It was part of something older.

Something unfinished.

Nia moved toward the window slowly.

Thinking.

Calculating possibilities.

Then finally—

She smiled slightly.

“That,” she said softly—

“sounds dangerous.”

Thando grabbed his coat.

Eyes cold now.

Focused.

“Good,” he replied.

A pause.

“I’m done playing safe.”

Outside—

The city burned quietly beneath neon lights.

And somewhere in the dark—

A ghost from the past waited patiently.

Certain the next move belonged to him.

But ghosts forgot something important.

Sometimes the sons of dead men—

Came back worse.
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Chapter 3 — The House His Father Built
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The warehouse stood at the edge of the city like a forgotten memory.

Rust eating through metal.

Broken windows.

Silence thick enough to feel.

Most people would’ve driven past it without looking twice.

But Thando stared at it like it was alive.

Because part of him remembered.

Not clearly.

Just fragments.

His father’s hand on his shoulder.

The smell of smoke and oil.

A voice saying:

“Never trust places that look empty.”

At the time, he thought it was just another lesson.

Now—

He understood.

Lerato stepped out of the car first.

Hand near her weapon.

Eyes scanning everything.

“It’s too quiet,” she muttered.

“Of course it is,” Nia replied calmly.

A pause.

“If he wanted noise, we’d already be dead.”

That didn’t help.

Thando remained still for another second.

Studying the building.

Studying the shadows.

Studying the feeling in his chest.

Something about this place felt unfinished.

Like time had paused here.

Then he moved.

The metal door groaned as he pushed it open.

Dust floated through weak light.

The inside smelled old.

Forgotten.

But not abandoned.

No.

Someone had been here recently.

Thando noticed immediately.

Fresh footprints.

Disturbed dust.

Tiny details.

But details mattered.

“Someone came through here,” Lerato whispered.

Nia crouched slightly near the floor.

“Not long ago.”

Thando walked deeper inside.

Every step pulled another memory loose.

His father standing near crates.

Speaking quietly with men whose faces he couldn’t remember.

Arguments.

Warnings.

Fear hidden underneath calm voices.

He stopped suddenly.

“There,” he said.

A wall near the back.

Old shelves stacked against it.

But one shelf sat slightly uneven.

Not natural.

He pushed it aside.

Behind it—

A steel door appeared.

Lerato stared.

“You were right.”

No.

His father was right.

Thando stepped toward the keypad beside the door.

Old model.

Dusty.

But still active.

Nia tilted her head slightly.

“You know the code?”

Thando stared at the keypad silently.

Then slowly entered six numbers.

His father’s birthday.

Nothing happened.

Lerato exhaled sharply.

“Great.”

But Thando didn’t move.

Because something felt wrong.

His father never used obvious answers.

Never simple patterns.

Then he remembered another sentence.

“The real code is never the one people expect.”

Thando’s eyes narrowed slightly.

He deleted the numbers.

Then typed a different date.

The day his father died.

The lock clicked open instantly.

Silence hit the room.

Heavy.

Even Nia looked surprised.

“That’s dark,” Lerato muttered.

Thando didn’t answer.

Because now he understood something terrifying.

His father knew.

Not details.

Not exactly how.

But he knew death was coming.

And he planned for it anyway.

The steel door opened slowly.

Cold air spilled out.

A hidden staircase descended underground.

Lights flickered alive automatically.

Still powered after all these years.

“Your father really prepared for war,” Nia said quietly.

Thando looked down into the underground corridor.

“No,” he replied softly.

A pause.

“He prepared for losing.”

That was worse.

Because only desperate men built graves before dying.

They descended carefully.




































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
WITH

;)fi;' # GHOSTS:{/’

SEASON 3 — Gambling with Death






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





