

    
        
          The Chrome Covenant

        

        
        
          T. G. Nduna

        

        
          Published by T. G. Nduna, 2026.

        

    



    
        
          The Chrome Covenant

        

        
        
          T. G. Nduna

        

        
          Published by T. G. Nduna, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE CHROME COVENANT

    

    
      First edition. March 7, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 T. G. Nduna.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233277757

    

    
    
      Written by T. G. Nduna.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



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

    
    

    
      THE CHROME COVENANT

    

    
      First edition. March 7, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 T. G. Nduna.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233277757

    

    
    
      Written by T. G. Nduna.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER ONE: The Forgery of the Vaal

CHAPTER TWO: The Baby Monitor

CHAPTER THREE: Bloodlines and Borders

CHAPTER FOUR: The Bloemfontein Shadow

CHAPTER FIVE: The Silent Mills of Botshabelo

CHAPTER SIX: The Wesselsbron Trap

CHAPTER SEVEN: The Witness at the Black Mountain

CHAPTER EIGHT: The Polokwane Protocol

CHAPTER NINE: The Thohoyandou Truth

CHAPTER TEN: The Sacred Forest

CHAPTER ELEVEN: The Giyani Grave

CHAPTER TWELVE: The Judas Branch

CHAPTER THIRTEEN: The Vault

CHAPTER FOURTEEN: The Long Road Home

CHAPTER FIFTEEN: The Standoff at Buxton

CHAPTER SIXTEEN: The Covenant

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE: The Forgery of the Vaal
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The river looked calm from Kabelo Maseko’s new office window in Klerksdorp, but the red dust of the North West was already finding its way into the seams of his soul. It had been two years since the fires of Sasolburg, and Kabelo had traded the smoke of the Vaal for the grit of Matlosana.

He was the Senior Auditor now, a man whose signature could move mountains—or hide them.

“It’s a routine authorization, Kabelo,” MEC Moloi said, leaning against the mahogany desk. He looked like the men from Sasolburg: expensive suits, cold eyes, and a way of speaking that made corruption sound like a civic duty. “The Limpopo-Chrome Corridor. It’s a cross-provincial initiative. We just need the North West’s sign-off on the logistics hub.”

Kabelo looked at the digital file. The "Chrome Covenant," they were calling it. A billion-rand promise of jobs and infrastructure. But as his eyes skimmed the annexures, he saw a familiar ghost. The environmental waivers were identical to the ones Petrus Venter had used to poison the Vaal.

“I’ll review it,” Kabelo said, his voice a flat, practiced neutral.

“Review it quickly,” Moloi replied. “The machines are already idling in Giyani.”

When the door closed, Kabelo didn't reach for his pen. He reached for his phone. He dialed a number he had memorized but never saved.

“Naledi?”

“Kabelo,” her voice came through, sharp and breathless. “I was about to call you. I’m in Limpopo. Something is happening in the valley, Kabelo. The village water is turning grey, and the men in black SUVs are back.”

“It’s happening again, Naledi. But this time, they aren't using smoke. They’re using my name.”

The romance that had been forged in the silence of their shared secrets flared up instantly. They weren't just a couple; they were the only two people who knew how the machine worked.

“Meet me in Potchefstroom,” Kabelo said. “We need to see what they’ve put my name on.”
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CHAPTER TWO: The Baby Monitor
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The rendezvous in Potchefstroom was supposed to be a quick exchange of documents, but the air in the university town felt heavy, charged with the same static that preceded the riots in Jouberton.

Naledi looked tired. She was carrying a diaper bag, her movements shadowed by a new kind of hyper-vigilance. They had a daughter now—Lebo, six months old—and the stakes of their "witness" had shifted from their lives to hers.

“They’re watching the house in Flamwood,” Naledi whispered as they sat in a crowded café. “I found a tracker on the stroller.”

Kabelo felt a cold fury settle in his gut. “Moloi?”

“Worse. Someone from the ‘Liaison’ office in Polokwane. They aren't just mining chrome, Kabelo. They’re moving heritage assets. Stolen Venda artifacts, hidden in the ore shipments.”

She pushed a small, hand-carved wooden bowl across the table. It was ancient, the wood dark and polished by centuries of touch. “I found this in one of the shipping crates at the Klerksdorp railhead. It’s a ritual bowl, Kabelo. It belongs to a Chief’s house in Thohoyandou.”

Kabelo’s phone buzzed. An alert from their home security system in Flamwood. He opened the app.

The camera in the nursery showed the crib. Lebo was sleeping, her chest rising and falling in the soft glow of the nightlight. But through the baby monitor’s speaker, a voice began to play. It wasn't Naledi’s lullaby.

“A beautiful child, Kabelo,” the voice said, distorted and mechanical. “She has her mother’s eyes. It would be a tragedy if she grew up in a world as unstable as the one you’re trying to build.”

Kabelo’s hand shook as he showed the screen to Naledi.

“We aren't going back to the house,” Kabelo said, his voice a low, terrifying growl.

“Where do we go?”

“To the source. If they’re using my name to move stolen history, I’m going to make sure that name is the last thing they ever see.”

The thriller had begun. The civil servant and the journalist were gone; there was only a father and a mother, hunted and dangerous, disappearing into the North West night.
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CHAPTER THREE: Bloodlines and Borders
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The drive back to Flamwood was a blur of high-speed lane changes and white-knuckled grip. Kabelo kept checking his rearview mirror, expecting the black SUV to materialize like a phantom in the midday heat of Klerksdorp.

When he pulled into the driveway, his heart skipped. A different car was there—a dusty, silver Toyota with Limpopo plates.

Inside, the house smelled of mogodu and sharp cleaning agents. Naledi was standing in the kitchen, her face a mask of weary endurance. Across from her sat a woman who looked like a more formidable version of Naledi thirty years into the future: Mme Rakgadi.

“Kabelo,” Rakgadi said, her voice like grinding stones. “I come all the way from Thohoyandou to see my granddaughter, and I find my daughter clutching a pistol and the windows bolted in the middle of a Tuesday. What have you done now?”

Kabelo looked at Naledi. She gave a microscopic shake of her head. She hasn't told her.

“Mme,” Kabelo said, moving to kiss the older woman’s cheek. She smelled of snuff and sun-dried tobacco. “It’s a security precaution. There’s been a string of robberies in Flamwood.”

“Don’t lie to a woman who birthed the woman you married,” Rakgadi snapped. She pointed a finger at the Venda bowl sitting on the counter. “That ndilo did not come from a robber. It came from the house of a Chief. My house’s neighbors. Why is it in the North West?”

Naledi stepped forward, her voice
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