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DEDICATION

To the streets that raised us, the truth they tried to silence, and the women who dared to speak when powerful men expected silence.

To every innocent life caught in the darkness, and everyone who still believes that love, courage, and truth can survive corruption.

Because no empire is powerful enough to bury the truth forever.

Chapter 1: Friday Never Sleeps

Daveyton had two faces.

The first belonged to the morning the one that smelled of fresh vetkoek, diesel from overloaded taxis, and schoolchildren dragging oversized backpacks through dusty streets. Mothers swept their yards before sunrise. Street vendors argued over the best corner outside the taxi rank. Mechanics lifted bonnets before most people had finished breakfast.

The second face only woke after dark.

That Daveyton wore expensive perfume, smoked imported cigars, and measured success by the sound of a German engine revving outside a nightclub. It was louder, richer, more dangerous.

And on the last Friday of October, Daveyton was preparing to celebrate.

The pressure washer screamed as water blasted across the polished bonnet of a black BMW M4.

“Easy with the rims!” the owner shouted.

Lethabo Mahlangu didn't even look up.

“I've cleaned this car more times than you've paid its installments,” he replied calmly.

Laughter erupted from the customers sitting beneath the shaded patio.

Prestige Auto Spa wasn't just a car wash anymore. It was a social club disguised as a business. People came for cappuccinos, amapiano playlists, and gossip just as much as spotless cars.

Lethabo switched off the pressure washer and wiped his forehead with a microfiber towel. At twenty-two, he carried himself like someone much older. He wasn't the tallest man in Daveyton, but confidence added inches to his height. His black golf shirt carried the gold embroidered logo of Prestige Auto Spa, and his white sneakers somehow stayed clean despite working around mud and soap all day.

“Boss,” called one of his employees, “the Range Rover is ready.”

“Take it to Bay Three.”

He didn't raise his voice. He never needed to.

Customers respected him because he'd built everything they were looking at.

Two years earlier, Prestige had been nothing more than an abandoned lot with cracked concrete and weeds growing through broken paving. Now it had four washing bays, a detailing garage, a coffee bar, and enough customers to keep eight employees working seven days a week.

People called him lucky.

Only Gogo Nomsa knew how many nights he'd slept inside the unfinished garage because he couldn't afford transport home.

Across the road, the taxi rank buzzed with life.

Conductors leaned out of sliding doors shouting destinations.

“Benoni! Benoni! One seat!”

“Etwatwa! Last one!”

A group of teenagers filmed TikTok dance videos beside a fruit stand while an elderly man sold roasted mealies from a steel drum. Above it all floated the unmistakable rhythm of amapiano from three different speakers competing for dominance.

Lethabo loved this chaos.

It reminded him why he'd refused to leave Daveyton.

His phone vibrated.

Gogo 

He smiled before answering.

“Sawubona,Gogo.”

“My child, have you eaten?”

Lethabo rolled his eyes affectionately.

“I own a coffee shop.”

“That wasn't my question.”

He laughed.

“I'll eat.”

“You always say that.”

“And you always ask.”

A pause.

Her voice softened.

“Are you still coming for dinner?”

“I'll be there by seven.”

“You promised.”

“I know.”

“Don't let money make you forget home.”

The call ended.

Lethabo stared at the screen for a second longer than necessary.

His grandmother had raised him after his mother died when he was eight. Every success he achieved somehow still felt like it belonged to her.

By four o'clock, Prestige was overflowing.

Luxury cars lined the entrance.

A white Mercedes-AMG.

A Golf R with custom plates.

A Porsche Cayenne whose owner insisted nobody touch the interior except Lethabo himself.

Inside the coffee corner, football highlights played silently on the television while customers debated weekend fixtures.

“Chief!” someone shouted.

Katlego Mokoena walked through the gate wearing dark sunglasses despite the afternoon clouds. Everyone called him K2.

He hugged Lethabo.

“Business is booming.”

“You're blocking my customers,” Lethabo replied.

K2 removed his glasses.

“Relax. I'm bringing business.”

“Legal business?”

K2 grinned.

“Business.”

That answer was enough to make Lethabo sigh.

They had grown up on the same street, skipped school together, and dreamed about becoming millionaires before turning thirty. The difference was simple.

Lethabo believed in building.

K2 believed in shortcuts.

“Come,” K2 said quietly.

They walked toward the detailing garage, away from customers.

“What is it?”

K2 lowered his voice.

“I've got someone looking for a clean BMW.”

Lethabo frowned.

“So?”

“Not clean... clean.”

Silence.

He already knew what that meant.

A stolen vehicle.

“I told you I'm done with that.”

“You were never in it.”

“Exactly.”

K2 leaned against the workbench.

“Do you know how much they're paying?”

“I don't care.”

“Three hundred thousand.”

Lethabo laughed.

“Three hundred for prison?”

“You worry too much.”

“No, you don't worry enough.”

Before K2 could answer, one of the employees shouted from outside.

“Boss! Customer!”

The conversation ended as quickly as it had begun.

But the number lingered.

Three hundred thousand.

By sunset, Prestige closed its gates.

Employees collected towels, emptied buckets, and counted the day's tips.

Lethabo sat alone in the office.

He opened the cash drawer.

Bundles of notes.

Card receipts.

Invoices.

He counted every rand himself.

His father had disappeared before he was born. Numbers were the only things he'd ever trusted.

A framed photograph sat on the desk.

Eight-year-old Lethabo.

His mother.

Gogo Nomsa.

Three smiling faces.

He touched the corner of the frame before locking the cash inside the safe.

Outside, the sky burned orange over Daveyton.

Friday night had arrived.

Gogo Nomsa's house stood only five minutes away.

Small.

Neat.

Filled with love.

The smell of beef stew greeted him before she did.

“You're late,” she announced without turning around.

“It's six fifty-eight.”

“You're still late.”

He kissed her cheek.

She served food onto enamel plates while gospel music played softly from an old radio.

For a while neither of them spoke.

Then she noticed the tiredness in his eyes.

“You're carrying something.”

“Just work.”

She shook her head.

“When your shoulders become heavy, it is never just work.”

Lethabo looked down.

Should he tell her about K2?

No.

Why worry an old woman over a conversation that meant nothing?

He changed the subject.

“How was business?”

“I sold every fat cake.”

“There you go.”

She smiled proudly.

“You got your business from me.”

“You're right.”

“I've always been right.”

They both laughed.

For a few precious minutes, the world outside disappeared.

At 9:47 p.m., Club Eclipse came alive.

Neon lights painted the parking lot purple.

Luxury cars rolled in one after another while photographers waited near the entrance for local influencers.

Inside, DJ Nasty K set the mood with deep log drums that shook the floor.

Amahle Nkosi adjusted her black blazer in the staff mirror.

“Ready?” asked another hostess.

“As ready as anyone can be.”

She clipped on her gold name badge.

AMAHLE

Twenty-one years old.

Third-year forensic accounting student.

Weekend hostess.

Dreamer.

She preferred libraries to loud music, but tuition wasn't paying itself.

Her manager approached.

“VIP arrivals in two minutes.”

Amahle nodded.

The front doors opened.

A wave of perfume, laughter, and expensive cologne entered with the guests.

She smiled professionally.

“Good evening. Welcome to Club Eclipse.”

Outside, another vehicle pulled into the VIP parking.

Not flashy.

Just a clean silver BMW 3 Series.

Lethabo stepped out wearing a fitted black shirt instead of his work uniform.

He rarely visited clubs.

Tonight K2 had convinced him.

“Just one drink,” K2 had promised.

As Lethabo reached the entrance, Amahle looked up to greet the next guest.

For exactly three seconds, neither of them spoke.

Not because it was love.

Not because destiny announced itself.

Simply because two strangers noticed each other in a city full of noise.

Then professionalism returned.

“Good evening,” Amahle said with a warm smile.

“Welcome to Club Eclipse.”

Lethabo smiled back.

“Thank you.”

He walked inside.

She continued greeting the next guests.

Neither of them knew that before sunrise, someone in Daveyton would be murdered.

And by the end of the year, one of them would be wearing handcuffs.

Chapter 2: The Girl at the Door

THE BASS FROM CLUB Eclipse could be felt before it was heard.

It rolled through the walls, vibrated beneath polished floors, and spilled into the parking lot where luxury cars stood in neat rows like trophies. Inside, blue and gold lights swept across the crowd while waitresses carried glowing bottles toward VIP tables.

Friday belonged to people who wanted to forget the week.

For others, Friday was when business began.

Lethabo followed K2 through the entrance, nodding at familiar faces. DJs greeted him with fist bumps, footballers called his name from across the room, and two influencers asked when Prestige Auto Spa was opening its second branch.

“You're becoming famous,” K2 teased.

“I clean cars.”

“You clean rich people's cars. That's different.”

They reached the bar.

“Two Hennessys,” K2 told the bartender.

Lethabo shook his head. “Make mine a Coke.”

The bartender raised an eyebrow.

“No alcohol?”

“I drove.”

K2 laughed. “One day you'll stop acting like someone's father.”

Lethabo smiled without answering.

He liked being in control.

Always.

Near the entrance, Amahle checked names against the VIP reservation list.

Her feet already hurt.

She had been standing for almost three hours in heels, smiling at people who barely looked at her name badge. Some guests treated the staff with respect. Others behaved as if money had purchased the right to ignore manners.

“Reservation under Mthembu,” a woman announced.

Amahle scanned the tablet.

“Table Twelve. Enjoy your evening.”

The woman walked away without saying thank you.

Her colleague, Lerato, leaned closer.

“You're too nice.”

“It costs nothing.”

“In this place, everything costs something.”

Amahle chuckled.

Lerato had worked at Eclipse for four years and claimed she could identify criminals before they ordered their first drink.

“How?”

“Shoes.”

Amahle laughed.

“I'm serious.”

“You're impossible.”

“Watch.”

A heavily tattooed man entered wearing an expensive Italian suit.

Lerato whispered, “Definitely dangerous.”

Five seconds later, the man hugged the owner of the club and disappeared into the VIP section.

“You see?”

“No,” Amahle replied. “I see a man in a suit.”

Lerato shook her head.

“You still believe appearances.”

The VIP lounge overlooked the dance floor through smoked glass.

K2 immediately recognized half the room.

“That's Mdu.”

Lethabo looked.

A stocky man in a navy blazer sat surrounded by businessmen, speaking quietly while everyone else listened. His watch alone probably cost more than Prestige's monthly rent.

“Who's he?” Lethabo asked.

“Logistics.”

“For what?”

K2 shrugged.

“For things that disappear.”

Before Lethabo could ask another question, someone called his name.

“Tee!”

He turned to find Sipho Dlamini, a local businessman who owned three filling stations.

“My brother!” Sipho embraced him. “That ceramic coating you did? My Range Rover still looks brand new.”

“I told you it'd last.”

Sipho reached into his pocket and handed him a business card.

“I've got five company vehicles. Come quote me next week.”

Lethabo accepted it gratefully.

“This is the business I came for,” he said after Sipho left.

K2 smirked.

“Imagine if you aimed higher.”

“I am.”

“No,” K2 replied. “You're aiming safely.”

At eleven, the club reached its peak.

Champagne sparklers lit the room.

Amapiano drowned every conversation.

On the dance floor, strangers became friends for three-minute songs.

Amahle finally received a fifteen-minute break.

She slipped through the staff corridor and stepped outside into the quieter courtyard behind the building. The night air carried the smell of rain and distant braai smoke.

She removed her heels and sighed.

“Heaven,” she whispered.

“Long night?”

She looked up.

Lethabo stood near the railing holding two cold cans of Coke.

He wasn't trying to flirt.

He simply looked like someone escaping the noise.

“You're the guy from the entrance,” Amahle said.

“And you're still working.”

He lifted one can.

“Peace offering?”

She hesitated for a second before accepting it.

“Thank you.”

They stood side by side overlooking the parking lot.

Neither rushed to speak.

“Do you always drink Coke in clubs?” Amahle asked.

“Someone has to remember the night.”

She laughed.

“Fair point.”

“What about you? Do you even enjoy working here?”

“I enjoy paying university fees.”

“What do you study?”

“Forensic accounting.”

Lethabo smiled.

“That sounds expensive.”

“It is.”

“And difficult.”

“It is.”

“What exactly is forensic accounting?”

She turned toward him.

“Imagine someone steals ten million rand.”

“Okay.”

“Everyone looks for the thief.”

“And you?”

“I follow the money.”

Something about the answer stayed with him.

“That's... actually impressive.”

She smiled.

“My father says numbers never lie.”

“My grandmother says people do.”

For the first time, they both laughed naturally.

The staff door opened.

“Amahle!” someone shouted.

“Break's over!”

She slipped her heels back on.

“I should go.”

Lethabo nodded.

“Good luck catching thieves.”

She grinned.

“Good luck cleaning cars.”

She disappeared inside.

Lethabo watched the door close before realizing he was smiling.

Just after midnight, K2 found him alone.

“There you are.”

“I was outside.”

“With the hostess.”

Lethabo rolled his eyes.

“We talked.”

“Only talked?”

“Yes.”

K2 leaned closer.

“She doesn't belong in places like this.”

“What does that mean?”

“She looks... different.”

“Different isn't a crime.”

“No,” K2 said quietly. “It just means people like us should stay away.”

Before Lethabo could respond, K2's phone buzzed.

He checked the screen.

His expression changed immediately.

“Let's go.”

“What happened?”

“Now.”

Something in K2's voice removed every trace of humor.

They hurried through the parking lot.

As they reached the BMW, a white Toyota Hilux stopped beside them.

Its windows were heavily tinted.

The passenger window lowered just enough.

A man's voice emerged.

“You're K2?”

“Yes.”

“Tomorrow. Eight a.m. Prestige.”

The window closed.

The Hilux drove away.

Lethabo stared after it.

“Who was that?”

K2 didn't answer immediately.

Finally he said, “The opportunity I told you about.”

“I already said no.”

“You haven't even heard it.”

“I don't need to.”

K2 looked at him with unusual seriousness.

“One day, being honest won't be enough.”

He climbed into the passenger seat.

The drive home was almost silent.

Two streets away from Club Eclipse, another vehicle waited with its headlights off.

Inside sat Bonga Dube.

People called him Ghost because nobody remembered seeing him arrive.

He watched a man leave the club alone.

A photograph rested on the dashboard.

The same face.

Ghost folded the picture.

Started the engine.

And followed.

Across Daveyton, the music kept playing.

Nobody noticed that the first blood of the trilogy had already chosen its victim.

Chapter 3: Prestige

THE SUN ROSE SLOWLY over Daveyton, washing away the illusion of Friday night.

Empty champagne bottles lay beside overflowing bins outside Club Eclipse. The photographers were gone. Luxury cars had disappeared. Only cleaners, taxi drivers, and street vendors remained to greet the morning.

Daveyton always cleaned its own secrets before breakfast.

6:12 A.M.

PRESTIGE AUTO SPA OPENED before the township was fully awake.

Lethabo unlocked the gate, rolled up the steel shutters, and switched on the coffee machine. The familiar aroma of roasted beans drifted through the reception area.

He loved this hour.

No customers.

No noise.

Just possibility.

“Morning, boss,” called Sizwe, one of his washers, carrying a bucket of fresh microfiber cloths.

“Morning. Check the pressure pumps before we open.”

“Already done.”

Within thirty minutes, the rest of the team arrived wearing matching black golf shirts with the gold PRESTIGE AUTO SPA logo stitched across the chest.

Lethabo believed uniforms mattered.

People respected businesses that respected themselves.

By seven o'clock, the first customers were already queuing outside.

Across town, Amahle sat at the kitchen table surrounded by textbooks.

Her mother placed a mug of rooibos beside her.

“You came home late.”

“Just after one.”

“Was the club busy?”

Amahle nodded without looking up.

“Very.”

Her father entered wearing his taxi association jacket.

“Morning.”

“Morning, Baba.”

He noticed the accounting books immediately.

“Studying on a Saturday?”

“Test on Monday.”

He smiled proudly.

“My daughter will be the first accountant in this family.”

Amahle returned the smile.

She didn't tell them about the young businessman who drank Coke in a nightclub.

It felt too insignificant.

7:56 A.M.

A WHITE TOYOTA HILUX rolled slowly into Prestige.

The same one from the previous night.

K2 was already waiting.

He stood beside the detailing garage with his hands in his pockets, unusually nervous.

Lethabo walked over.

“You actually invited them?”

“I invited opportunity.”

The Hilux stopped.

Two men climbed out.

The first wore expensive sunglasses and a perfectly tailored charcoal suit despite the heat.

The second looked like security broad shoulders, shaved head, and eyes that never stopped moving.

The suited man extended his hand.

“Lethabo Mahlangu.”

“That's me.”

“I'm Mdu.”

No surname.

Just Mdu.

His handshake was calm, almost friendly.

“I've heard impressive things about your business.”

“Thank you.”

They walked into Lethabo's office while Sizwe quietly closed the door.

Mdu looked around.

Clean desk.

Family photograph.

Business certificates.

“You built this yourself?”

“Yes.”

“Respect.”

He sat without being invited.

“I won't waste your time.”

He slid a photograph across the desk.

A silver BMW X6.

“Beautiful car,” Lethabo admitted.

“It needs a new identity.”

Silence.

K2 watched Lethabo carefully.

Mdu continued.

“You're not stealing it.”

“I know.”

“You're not driving it.”

“I know.”

“You're simply storing it for forty-eight hours.”

Lethabo pushed the photograph back.

“No.”

Mdu didn't react.

“Five hundred thousand.”

“No.”

“One million.”

K2's eyes widened.

Lethabo almost laughed.

“You think everyone has a price?”

Mdu smiled politely.

“No.”

He stood.

“I think everyone has a future they're trying to buy.”

He walked toward the door before stopping beside the family photograph.

“Your grandmother raised you well.”

Lethabo's expression hardened instantly.

Mdu looked back.

“I admire strong women.”

Then he left.

The Hilux disappeared through the gate.

Only after it had gone did Lethabo realize his palms were sweating.

“How does he know about Gogo?” he asked.

K2 avoided his eyes.

“These people know everything.”

Business continued as if nothing had happened.

A taxi owner argued over polish prices.

A university student wanted her Polo washed for student discount.

Children pointed excitedly at a bright orange Lamborghini that stopped for detailing.

To everyone else, Prestige was just another successful township business.

Only Lethabo knew that one million rand had just walked through his office.

11:40 A.M.

CAPTAIN THABISO MOYO hated crime scenes.

Not because they frightened him.

Because they reminded him how ordinary evil looked.

Yellow police tape surrounded an abandoned warehouse near Snake Road on the edge of Benoni.

Forensic photographers moved quietly between evidence markers.

A white forensic tent stood over the body.

“Morning, Captain,” said the pathologist.

“What have we got?”

“Male. Approximately forty-two.”

“Cause?”

“One gunshot wound to the chest.”

Thabiso crouched beside an evidence marker.

A single 9mm cartridge.

Clean.

Professional.

“Identification?”

The constable handed him a wallet sealed inside an evidence bag.

Mandla Hlongwane

Vehicle licensing consultant.

Thabiso frowned.

“What was he doing in an abandoned warehouse?”

“No witnesses.”

He looked toward the body.

The victim still wore an expensive watch.

His wallet contained cash.

Nothing had been stolen.

Which meant robbery wasn't the motive.

His phone buzzed.

“Captain.”

“Sir,” Thabiso answered.

“We need this solved quickly.”

“Any reason?”

A pause.

“Sensitive connections.”

The line went dead.

Thabiso hated those words.

Sensitive connections.

They usually meant someone powerful was already nervous.

1:15 P.M.

AMAHLE ARRIVED AT PRESTIGE with her younger brother.

Sibusiso leaned out the passenger window excitedly.

“That's the place!”
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