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Chapter 1

Captain Benny Griessel heard the racing footsteps, the urgent shout; his Hawks colleague Vusi Ndabeni calling them, come, come quickly, there’s a cash-in-transit heist, happening right now.

A Tuesday morning in July. Mid-winter.

He abandoned the dossier on his desk, grabbed his Z88 from the drawer and ran. Vusi was small of stature, the quiet one, always calm. But not now: the urgency in his voice meant Griessel did not hesitate. He fastened his holster around his hips as he ran down the passage. Vaughn Cupido was approaching, long coat flapping behind him – his ‘Bat suit’, his winter gear.

‘Praise the Lord,’ said Cupido. Vaughn hated the tedium of police paperwork. They had been buried in dossiers for days. This was a reprieve.

Captains Frankie Fillander and Mooiwillem Liebenberg emerged from their shared office, shoes drumming on the bare tiled floor of the Directorate for Priority Crimes Investigation – the DPCI – in Bellville, a herd stampeding to the armoury on the first floor.

Ndabeni was already inside, passing out R5 assault rifles and spare magazines, Warrant Officer Bossie Bossert scribbling hurried notes in his inventory.

‘I want a Stompie,’ said Cupido.

Vusi gave him the short Beretta RS200 shotgun with the pistol grip, and a cartridge belt.

‘You always gotta be otherwise, hey,’ said Fillander. ‘It’s a cash-in-transit heist, not a bank robbery.’

‘Method in my madness, uncle,’ said Cupido. ‘Just wait and see.’

‘Just bring them back,’ Bossert shouted after them.

 

At morning parade over the previous five months, they had been kept informed of Vusi’s investigation. He had been working on the flurry of in-transit heists in the Western Cape. The same gang, the same modus operandi; ten men in four stolen cars would ambush the transit van. One vehicle, always old and heavy, would be deliberately rammed into the security van, forcing it to a standstill. The other cars would encircle it and open fire with (according to post-action ballistic tests) AK47s and an exotic collection of small arms. Until the guards surrendered. Or explosives would be used on the rear doors if they would not. An estimated fourteen million rand had already been stolen.

The robbers were phantoms, they left no solid forensic evidence behind. Ndabeni was at his wits’ end, and under extreme pressure from his commanding officer, Colonel Mbali Kaleni.

So now the five detectives raced off, at a hundred and fifty kilometres per hour, in two unmarked cars, the BMW X3 leading and the Ford Everest behind. To the N1 first, then heading east.

Griessel’s phone rang. It was Vusi, from the leading BMW, driven by Fillander.

‘Vusi?’

Ndabeni had to shout over the wailing of the sirens: ‘I believe the robbers have a police radio, so we’ll restrict comms to the phone. It’s a very hot tip from my new informant, very credible. They’re going to hit a Pride Security van on the R45, between Malmesbury and Paarl.’

Griessel repeated the lowdown to Cupido behind the wheel, and Liebenberg, both of them in the Ford with him.

‘I’ve notified Paarl, they’re dispatching their task force,’ said Ndabeni.

Griessel shared the update with his colleagues.

‘Shitshow,’ said Cupido. He had little faith in the rural police force’s abilities.

‘I called Pride Security, they’ll reroute the van,’ said Vusi. ‘So, we’re hoping to get the gang while they’re waiting.’

‘Do we know where they’ll be?’ asked Griessel.

‘At the junction of the R45 and the Agter-Paarl road,’ said Vusi. Adding: ‘The chopper is coming too.’

They drove with majestic blue mountains looming ahead, the Boland beautiful in the clear light of the brisk, bright winter’s day.

 

It was, as Cupido described it afterwards, ‘a clusterfuck of majestic proportions’. Right from the very start.

Because the thieves had a radio, tuned to the frequency of Pride Security. The van’s new route was broadcast straight to them.

Because Vusi chose the R44, reckoning it would be quicker than driving through Paarl, sirens or no sirens.

And because Mrs Barbara van Aswegen, farmer’s wife in the homestead just sixty metres from the scene of the crime, would hear the shots and immediately phone the Paarl SAPS, who in turn would notify the task force where the action was. And then she would unlock the safe and take out her husband’s .308 Winchester hunting rifle.

But first the robbers overtook the van. They struck just past the Windmeul Kelder wine cellar, where the dual carriageway flowed like the confluence of two rivers into a single road. An old, solid, 1995-model Mercedes S500 rammed with a dull boom into the side of the armoured security vehicle. The Pride driver, pumped up on adrenaline, fear and desperate determination, was driving too fast. He overcompensated in his response to the collision, spinning the steering wheel to the right, but at that moment the Mercedes wasn’t in contact, and the van swerved too sharply. It rolled. Two, three, four times, and scraped across the tar, sparks flying, metal screeching, a high-pitched keening. Finally, it came to rest on its left side, in the middle of the road.

The four heist vehicles encircled the van – the Mercedes in front to fend off any approaching traffic, two on the sides and one behind. The robbers leaped out and began firing at the security van. Their usual tactic. They knew the van’s windows and panels were bullet-proof, but the hammering hail of lead was so terrifying that guards would usually surrender. They emptied their magazines and in the silence of reloading gave the men in the van a chance to emerge with their hands in the air. So that the rear doors could be unlocked without further exchange of fire.

But not this time. The guards were hanging in their seatbelts, injured, shocked, afraid.

The robbers went for Plan B. The two from the rear vehicle ran to the van with the explosives. They pressed the package expertly against the joint between the doors, ran back to shelter behind their car, and hit the detonator. The blast boomed across the winter-bare vineyards, so that the children of Slot van die Paarl Primary School looked up at their teacher in alarm. A ballooning cloud of flame and black smoke rose up from the van. Ears ringing, the hijackers didn’t hear the sirens of the approaching Hawks.

 

Vusi Ndabeni was the first to spot the smoke from the explosion. ‘Ndiyoyika,’ he said, pointing it out to Fillander.

‘Bastard!’ said Frankie, the old veteran. He looked back at the passenger seat, where his rifle lay.

Their hearts began to race. Fillander braked instinctively.

Vusi phoned Griessel. ‘Do you see the smoke?’

‘Yes,’ said Benny and pointed it out to the other two in the Everest.

‘Fokkit,’ said Cupido. ‘Party time.’

Griessel felt an intense craving for the calming effect of a Jack Daniel’s. He was a rehabilitating alcoholic, more than two hundred days now since his last drink.

He and Liebenberg smacked back the folding butts of their R5’s, and cocked them. Thumbs on the large safety mechanisms. Cupido braked to keep his distance from the BMW.

 

The two gangsters standing guard at the Mercedes, looking out for approaching traffic, saw and heard the Hawks simultaneously. They yelled to the other eight, who were carrying the cash boxes out of the back of the Pride van, but it was too late. When they fired the first shots at the SAPS cars, the BMW and Everest had already screeched to a halt – sideways across the road. The detectives piled out on the safe side of the vehicles. They sheltered behind the cars and returned fire. Cupido, whose ‘Stompie’ wasn’t built for this range, had his Glock 17 in both hands.

The crackle of gunfire, lead smacking against all three of the vehicles and the road surface. Bullets whizzed past the men, some only a whisker away, the chemical tang of propellant charges heavy in the air.

A moment of hesitation for the eight cashbox carriers, as they weighed up their options: should they help shoot, or get the loot into the getaway vehicles as fast as possible? The road to Paarl was still open behind them. The leader – sinewy, clever and fearless in his orange beanie – had many hits’ experience behind him. He didn’t rate the ability of policemen, was sure his mates could keep them busy long enough. He shouted at the others to get the boxes into the cars.

He had no idea of Frankie Fillander’s talents.

Fillander was one of the top marksmen in the DPCI – better known as the Hawks – in the Cape. And his previous experience with the SAPS in Mitchells Plain had taught him to be calm under heavy fire. He set his R5 on semi-automatic, and lay on the ground at the back of the BMW. His colleagues provided covering fire. He waited for his chance, lined up the first Mercedes man through the larger foremost ring sight of the rifle. He shot him high in the right shoulder. The man jerked and dropped his AK.

Fillander swung the barrel to the left. He could see only one arm of the other man by the Mercedes, where the elbow bent as he cradled the AK. He aimed, taking the constant movement of the arm into consideration, and fired. The 5.56 ×45 round shattered the elbow: the man screamed out his pain and shock.

No one was shooting back at them now.

That was the moment that Benny Griessel thought, we’ve got this under control, today the good guys win.

Then the cavalry thundered in.





Chapter 10

Sandra wanted to find a place to pull over, so that she could get out and get rid of some of the tension in her body. She wanted to scream out her rage, find relief. She wasn’t going to cry, she would not cry. But there was no privacy on the Jonkershoek road for a moment like that, too many joggers and cyclists and tourists. She did it while driving past the Lanzerac, with whitened knuckles on the steering wheel and her face flushed. She made a keening sound, long and drawn out, like an animal in pain. To let the anger out.

She would not cry.

Jasper Boonstra knew how to wound her, where her deepest hurts lay, her weaknesses.

She was going to walk away from this thing, from him. Charlie could handle the sale. Charlie could go and see Boonstra and tell him she had withdrawn, the two of them could do what they liked.

But she knew that was a fantasy, an attempt to process the humiliation of it all.

She simply could not walk away from this.

 

She parked behind the office, sat in her car, breathed. She didn’t want her colleagues to see how she felt.

At last she got out, walked to the office, sat down at her desk. She wanted to phone Moolman, manager at the wine farm, Donkerdrif, to make an appointment for the following day. But then Charlie came over. His antennae were as sharp as ever, he must have picked up some hint of her state, because he put a great deal of compassion and concern into his voice: ‘Are you okay, San-San?’

She needed the empathy so badly that it undermined her self-control. She said: ‘Jasper Boonstra . . . I’m telling you, Charlie, I could kill that man. With a smile.’

 

Benny Griessel’s prediction that Alexa Barnard would cry was incorrect.

She hugged him tightly, in her office at AfriSound in the city centre, consoling him.

He didn’t want to be consoled. It didn’t help. But he patiently submitted to her embrace, until he felt it was enough.

‘It’s only four months, every weekend when you come home will be like a honeymoon,’ she said. Typical Alexa, she simply couldn’t help lining every dark cloud with silver.

‘Four months?’

‘Yes. You’ll only start in Laingsburg in November. We get married in December. So, it’s really only January, February, March and April of our married life that you won’t be home in the week. Four months, Benny, it will go past in the blink of an eye. And in any case, absence makes the heart grow fonder . . .’

Griessel sighed. He couldn’t summon the courage to tell her it would be far longer than four months. He didn’t have the strength to stick to his guns and insist on postponing the wedding.

‘What colour do you want the house painted?’ he asked.

 

Vaughn Cupido didn’t have the courage to tell the woman in his life about the exile to Laingsburg.

He believed Brigadier Musad Manie could still save the day. He had promised, and he was a man of his word. So he only told Desiree about the month-and-a-bit of suspension without pay and the uncertainty of what would happen next. In the Punjab Restaurant in Stellenbosch Square, during her lunch hour.

Desiree was a project manager at a tech company that developed mobile phone applications. She was clever. And very beautiful. Tall and slim, pitch-black hair draped down her back, dark eyes that still enchanted Vaughn with their shades and flecks of copper and gold. Lioness eyes.

‘I’m still very proud of you, lovey,’ said Desiree. ‘For what you’ve done. For standing by your principles. Now try the prawn curry, it’s awesome.’

He looked at her and thought he couldn’t lose her, no way he would get a chance like this again. As he kept telling Griessel: ‘Desiree is class, she’s aristocracy. I mean, I’m from Mitchell’s Plain. Humble beginnings. In ordinary circumstances, she’d be way out of my league. But luckily I’m the best detective in the Hawks now, and that makes all the difference. No offence, Benna, you’re a very close second best.’

No, he couldn’t let her slip between his fingers. If they posted him to Laingsburg, he would resign. That’s the way he felt now. He would choose love.

And the prawn curry.

 

Sandra, tired and hungry, could already smell the food from outside the front door at half past five in the afternoon.

Anke and Bianca heard her key in the lock and came running, dark plaits bouncing on their heads. She had to put her handbag down to get her arms around them both.

‘Papa’s making pasta,’ said Anke.

‘Pasta fagoli-fagoli,’ said Bianca.

‘Isn’t,’ said Anke. ‘Fagoli-fony.’

‘Isn’t,’ said Bianca.

‘Pasta fagioli al forno,’ said Josef. He came around the corner of the living room, in the denim apron, pasta spoon in hand, his smile broad and welcoming.

‘And we’re helping,’ said Anke. ‘I pushed the sausages out of their skin. Bianca couldn’t do it.’

‘Isn’t!’ said Bianca. ‘I didn’t want to do it. It’s yucky. It’s gross!’

Sandra kissed Josef, from between the two little wriggling bodies. The kiss was more lingering and intense than usual. He looked at her questioningly, but the twins kept up a constant babble, describing their day, fetching the works of art they had made at nursery school. She sat down in the open-plan kitchen with them on either side of her, savouring the aroma of Josef’s pasta, laughing and chatting with the children. Every now and then she would glance at her husband who was slicing bread, setting the table. At his beautiful hands, his tall, lean body, at the thick beard that he kept neatly trimmed, his dark hair nearly as long as her own. And his dear, gentle eyes that looked back at her and their children with such contentment.

Soft chap. Bit of a nerd. Not at all a rugger bugger. That says something, hey. Jasper Boonstra was emphasising that Josef was the antithesis of her father, that she’d deliberately chosen him for that.

She hadn’t chosen him, she had fallen in love. In a coffee shop in Ryneveld Street. She was new in town, new at her job. Her break from the office, at ten in the morning, coincided with his time off, when he was free from lecturing. It was pure chance. Mostly she was busy on her laptop, doing property research and drawing records on WinDeed and Lightstone. He would always sit and read, every few days a new book. She noticed the way the female students would peer at him, then put their heads together and giggle and speculate. He was so utterly oblivious to it. But not to her. Now and then he had looked up from his book and made brief eye contact with her. Shyly returned to his reading. Over two weeks of that, before he sent a slice of cheesecake to her table. There was an accompanying note: Roses are red, violets are blue. A good pick-up line? I don’t have a clue.

She looked up at him. He blushed. She sent the note back with her own attempt at rhyme: It’s not bad, it’s not sad, makes me (a very tiny bit) glad.

He sighed theatrically in relief. They shared a cautious smile. He continued reading his book.

The next day, another slice of cheesecake, another verse: Roses are red, violets are blue. My name is Josef, what about you?

In that manner, without speaking a word directly to each other, they communicated for more than a week. She liked that he wasn’t in a hurry, that he was a reader, playful and good-looking, with good taste in clothes. And that he wasn’t bothered by the adoration of the students, although they were so young and fresh and attractive, sometimes even blatantly seductive. And then he invited her to dinner at Jardine. She met him at the restaurant, and his voice and hands were beautiful, and he talked with her, listened to her, was interested in her. His eyes were gentle, and his heart too.

Yes, he was different from her father. At their wedding reception, Josef had pacified the drunk and rowdy Jannie Boshoff with wisdom and compassion and led him quietly away, so that her father’s dignity was more or less preserved. He didn’t let him ruin her big day. Yes, he was soft, but in the right kind of way.

Also, he was no nerd. Early each morning he went running on Stellenbosch mountain. And some weekends he would make minor adjustments to his 1990 Mazda MX-5, the little crimson second-hand convertible that his parents gave him at his first graduation.

Josef dished up the food, and sat down with them.

‘Oh,’ he said, ‘before I forget, the principal says thank you.’

Her brow furrowed. ‘What for?’

‘For the payment.’

Thoughts raced through her mind. There was no irony in his tone, not a trace of reproof, no indication that the principal of the nursery school was being sarcastic. What payment?

She kept her reaction neutral, in the hopes that he would elaborate.

He began to eat.

‘Did you make any headway with the book today?’ she asked.

He shook his head. ‘Not much. The muse wasn’t very generous. But who knows, maybe later,’ he said with a meaningful look at her, ‘I might be able to lure my other muse into my bed chamber for inspiration . . .’

‘Why is your voice so funny, Pappa?’ Anke piped up.

‘That’s just silly,’ said Bianca. ‘You don’t even have a bed changer.’

Sandra and Josef smiled across their heads, though Sandra didn’t feel much like laughing at the girls’ inquisitive cuteness tonight.

 

Sandra tossed and turned, long after Josef had fallen asleep. The gnawing sense of guilt, her suspicions about who had made the payment. Boonstra was right, her beloved husband was blissfully unaware of the financial mess they were in. She had tried not to think of it herself. Now Boonstra had put it starkly into words, made it reality. Her reasons for not telling Josef were complex. But the most important one was noble – she didn’t want him to be troubled by this. He didn’t need the stress, he had only this year of sabbatical to complete the book. He had to complete the book. The novel that meant so much to him, that he had been planning for so long, that he had been working so hard at. The book that would establish him as author-lecturer, that would give a massive boost to his career, so they wouldn’t have to be so desperately dependent on her variable earnings. She hadn’t burdened Josef with their financial dilemma, because she kept hoping and believing that the next property deal was just around the corner, it was only a question of time, of holding on and keeping the wolf from the door until her ship came in. But the only properties selling in this town in the past months, were the cheap townhouses in the developments in Stellenbosch’s outer suburbs. And Benson International Realtors were not in that market, Charlie had been too snobbish and choosy for far too long.

How long would it be before Josef began to suspect something? She felt like a deceiver, a traitor; they had never had secrets from each other. And now there were two. Their finances and Jasper Boonstra. Josef had asked her tonight: ‘How was your day?’ She badly wanted to tell him everything, about her fury, her humiliation, her hope that this deal would turn out to be worth the monster-man’s manipulations. And that it would fix everything that was wrong. So she could break free from the secrets.

All she had said was, ‘Long.’ And changed the subject.

But now, lying in bed beside her spouse, there was a single refrain that sawed and grated her innards: I’m just wondering, will he think the Sandra apple didn’t fall far from the Pa-Jannie tree?

That was the biggest shame of all. She was starting to become like her father; a dodger of creditors, glib liar, the rationaliser of her sins.





Chapter 11

20 September

She made a point of seeing the principal when she dropped the twins off the next morning.

‘I felt so awful,’ the woman said, her hand on Sandra’s arm, in a gesture of empathy and apology.

‘Oh?’

‘I didn’t mean you to . . . I realise I was a tad sharp with you yesterday morning, but you needn’t have paid a month in advance as well. I know we’re all having a difficult time. But thank you very much for that. Thank you very much.’

She could tell the woman meant it. Sincerely grateful.

She knew where the money had come from. She phoned right away, once she was back in her car.

Jasper Boonstra did not pick up.

 

On the way to the office she wondered: What else had he paid? The arrears on the home mortgage? The outstanding instalments on her car? She would have to check.

She fired up her computer the minute she got home.

He hadn’t.

She hated herself in that moment for the spark of hope she had harboured.

Why would Boonstra have paid the nursery school? What was his purpose, his expectation? Just a display of power? Manipulation? A taste of things to come? It filled her with a vague sense of unease.

Charlie Benson knocked on her door frame. Aping concern again. ‘What did that man do to you to upset you so much, Sandy-san?’

‘He was rude, Charlie.’

‘Is that all?’

‘Yes. That is all.’ Charlie had an agenda and she was going to resist it.

He sidled up to her, his voice a conspiratorial whisper: ‘Do you know what I heard the other day? He and his wife went out to dinner, a few months ago, here in town. Shameless, he doesn’t care who sees him, after all that’s happened. Apparently he walks around with a total eff-you attitude . . . And then there was this young student singing and playing guitar in the restaurant. So he goes over to the poor guy and asks him how much they are paying him to sing. The lad tells him. And he says: ‘I’ll pay you double if you stop.’ Can you believe that, San-San?’

‘I can.’

‘He’s a psychopath.’

‘That’s possible.’

‘Tell me if you need help, Longoria.’

‘I’ll be fine, thank you, Charlie.’

He hid his disappointment well.

She stood up.

‘I’m going out to Donkerdrif with a photographer,’ she said and picked up her handbag. ‘We have to get a move on with the prospectus . . .’

 

21 September

Benny Griessel’s big painting project didn’t start well. The Cape is a fickle creature in September. Unpredictable. Thursday’s crystal clear sunshine was gone and Friday dawned dreary, grey with the threat of rain.

He was busy with the walls of the house, the second storey, high up against the roof. Since seven o’clock he’d been clambering about on rented scaffolding, in his new-but-already-stained overalls, a messy painter, hopelessly inexperienced. And probably in too much of a hurry, eager to get it over and done with. This wasn’t much fun.

He pushed the roller up and down, dipped it in Plascon’s Quicksand shade, Alexa’s choice. He avoided looking down, as he struggled a bit with heights. The north-wester tugged at him.

He gradually found a rhythm that suited him, that wasn’t too hard on his arm and shoulder. His mind kept returning to Laingsburg. He’d been searching on the internet for a flat to rent, but there was nothing available. Not even a little room somewhere. What was he going to do? He couldn’t afford a hotel or a guest house. He was still paying his son Fritz’s expensive film school fees, he was paying off Alexa’s engagement ring, and for two months he would receive no pay. And in October he would be a warrant officer again, which meant even less pay.

Fuck.

 

Charlie waited for Sandra to arrive, then beckoned her to his office. Today the cravat was a paisley pattern in burgundy and navy blue – his colour scheme when he wished to make an impression on clients.

He shut the door behind her. Before he’d sat down he was already talking in a hushed but excited you’re-never-going-to-believe-this tone: ‘He forced himself on a woman, Sandy. Jasper Boonstra. A woman who worked with him. In a hotel room in Berlin.’

‘Where do you hear these things, Charlie?’

‘What does that matter?’

‘Suddenly you’ve got all these stories about Boonstra. Are you talking to anyone about the contract?’

‘Of course not.’ Highly indignant. ‘I have your best interests at heart. I just . . . did a little research. Discreetly. As ever.’

‘I suppose the rumours are running like wildfire.’

Charlie wouldn’t be deterred. ‘This one is true, my darling . . .’ He sat down across from her, elbows on the desk, leaning his thin torso forward: ‘It comes from someone who worked in Schneider-König personnel department. Quite high up . . .’

‘And this person told you this directly?’

‘Sandy-san, my source is above reproach.’

Which really meant that Charlie did not hear it first-hand. She wouldn’t be at all surprised if he had sucked it out of his thumb overnight.

‘Let’s hear it then, Charlie.’

‘He says, they employed a very sexy woman in their publicity department. Young, not yet thirty. Curvaceous, lips, the whole shebang. She had hardly started work when Jasper said no, she had to go along, to Germany, for a board meeting or something. And, on the second night in the hotel, he phoned her in her room, very late at night, and told her to come, he wanted to discuss things. When she walked in, he was already into the wine and wearing just his bathrobe. He poured her a glass of wine and told her what he could do for her career, if she was prepared to . . .’ Charlie made quotation marks with his index fingers, ‘. . . “cooperate”. And then he let his robe fall open, San-San . . .’ He gestured with his hands, and raised his eyebrows to show how shocked he was.

‘And then . . .’

‘Well he had a huge . . . you know . . .’

Prudish Charlie. She suppressed the urge to say, no, she didn’t know. ‘And then?’

‘She got up and left the room, and when they were back in Stellenbosch she reported him to HR. And she got a big payout. A settlement. Off the record. To buy her silence. We’re talking more than a million, sweetheart. Apparently she works in Johannesburg now. For a banking group.’

‘He’s a pig, Charlie.’

‘He’s a rapist, Sandy-san. It was that close. I mean, if she hadn’t got up and run from the room . . .’

Sandra didn’t react.

‘Apparently it wasn’t the first or the last incident of that kind. Until he got the girlfriend, the mistress. Then he calmed down.’

‘I see.’

‘I thought I should tell you.’ He looked a bit deflated by her calm response. ‘Just so you know. Be very careful.’

‘I will be, Charlie. At least he’s still got his mistress.’

Charlie didn’t hear her. He leaned back, his knee twitched. Here comes the card he meant to play, she thought.

‘You know, we aren’t without leverage in this agreement. The fact that he wants to keep the deal so quiet, means that there are backhand dealings, he wants to channel money somehow, probably means to skip the country ahead of the court cases. And it’s my address list . . . We have leverage. We can tell him if he wants to make use of us, I will handle it. Then you won’t be exposed to any risk.’

She laughed, because she saw through his scheming. ‘The second he opens the front door in his robe, we will do that, Charlie.’

‘You think it’s a joke?’ he said indignantly. ‘That man is a manipulator, a psychopath, a molester, and you think it’s a joke?’

 

She walked to the photographer’s studio in Plein Street. Angry with Charlie and his suggestions, his transparent machinations. The discussion carried on in her head, and in her mind her tone was controlled and firm.

‘No, Charlie, I don’t think the story is a joke, I think you are a joke. Your tricks, your stinginess, your plan to cheat me, to deprive me of my good fortune. In these tough times. While you are going to score millions anyway. It’s funny how you think you’re smart enough to cheat me. You with your own form of harassment, honed to a fine art. Your little pet names, your assumption of superiority, your way of constantly reminding your female staff that they are beneath you. It’s so subtle, Charlie, just this side of the line so that you can always claim innocence.

‘Do you think that Jasper Boonstra is the first man I’ve had to deal with? The first man who will try to use a situation for sexual benefit? Every woman has been there, Charlie. I’ve been there. I’ve known what men are like since I was fifteen, sixteen years old. It’s always there. The pressure, trying to take advantage. Mostly in the background, just below the surface, especially when you first start work and there are male colleagues and male clients. Most of them are cowardly, cautious, testing the water. But unavoidable, constant, eventually it just becomes like the background hum of a city. White noise. You learn, slowly but surely, to handle it, you become accustomed to it, you know it’s there, you just choose not to hear it all the time. Sometimes it’s more direct, then it penetrates your defences, and you have to block it, deal with it. Be polite but firm, or laugh to defuse it, depending on the circumstances. Try to protect your dignity and professionalism and career. I learned the hard way, Charlie. I made mistakes. Lost my temper; I’ve stored up a lot of rage. I ruined my first job with that rage because I lost my temper with a client who just would not stop. That’s when I realised it’s not a level playing field. Not a fair fight. Not if you’re female and young and poor and desperate and you have no qualifications. Not if you don’t have the emotional and financial safety net of supportive, balanced parents. Getting angry doesn’t help. Reporting it to your employers didn’t help either, although they made all the right noises; it still branded you, branded you as a certain “type”. Not a “team player”. I learned the hard way, Charlie, if I wanted to win, I had to be smarter. More cunning. A month ago I was showing one of your clients that property in Mostertsdrift. Remember the construction magnate from Johannesburg who talked about demolishing a twelve-million-rand place so he could build “something prettier”? That was probably an attempt to impress me with his wealth. A man close to sixty, he’d been so courteous and respectful at first. He talked about his wife as “the missus”, as in “the missus will have to come and take a look as well”. But there’s something about being alone with a woman in the privacy of an empty house, Charlie, that even a sixty-something baldy with a beer belly and double chin can’t resist. “Is there anything you can do to convince me to buy?” he wanted to know. I said we could negotiate with the owners, we could look at the commission. “That’s not exactly what I had in mind,” he said and looked at me in that way. Then I said with a sweet smile: “Well, perhaps I could talk to the missus” . . . Maybe that’s why he preferred to buy in Constantia. Perhaps that agent “convinced” him?

‘You know nothing of all those goings on, Charlie Benson, and I know that telling you about them would not help a single bit. So you leave me and my commission alone. I will handle Jasper Boonstra. Without your help.’





Chapter 12

22 September

Ten a.m. High on the scaffolding, Griessel took a breather. He put the paint roller down, took out his cigarettes, struggled to get one to light. He had to turn his back to the wind, bend over and cup his hand around it, drawing quick and deep.

The cigarette tasted of paint. He exhaled the smoke angrily, turned back again so that he could look over the city. That’s when his eye caught it, down in Milner Street, a white Honda Ballade with broad tyres and smoked glass windows pulled away abruptly, up, towards Vlaeberg. As if his turning round had taken them by surprise.

The car disappeared behind the house.

Just coincidence.

He finished his smoke. Picked up the paint roller again.

 

Sandra received the final photographs on Friday. It was an excellent job, displaying the estate in spectacular fashion.

On her computer she put together the Donkerdrif prospectus, and sent Boonstra a WhatsApp to ask for his email address.

He rang her at once. It surprised her; till now he hadn’t answered any of her calls.

‘You paid my kindergarten bill,’ she said.

‘I’m sure you’ll repay the debt.’

That suggestive ambiguity again, so she said: ‘Yes, I will pay back the money. Every cent.’

‘We’ll see. Why do you need my email?’

He provided an obscure Gmail address when she explained that he had to approve the prospectus.

 

23 September

On Saturday afternoon Griessel walked Vince Fortuin back to his car outside the Woodstock Municipal Hall.

‘Benny, your mind wasn’t on the music today,’ Rust’s lead guitarist said. ‘Are you okay?’

The band had been practising in the hall. Griessel knew he wasn’t at his best. And what Vince was really asking was whether he was drinking. They had been playing together for many years.

He told Fortuin there was a very strong possibility that he would be transferred and wouldn’t be available to play in the band for six months. It wasn’t yet official, and that’s why he hadn’t mentioned it earlier. But it might be wise to start looking for another bass player. Hopefully just a temporary one.

‘No,’ said Fortuin. ‘We’ll just wait for you. Six months is not a lifetime.’

‘Thanks, Vince. But think about it.’

They said goodbye. Griessel walked to his car, a white Toyota Corolla, ten years old and nearly two hundred thousand on the clock. He had meant to replace it next year, when Fritz completed his studies, but that too would have to wait.

On the door handle was a folded piece of paper stuck down with masking tape. At first he thought it was a new form of advertising, like the annoying pamphlets under the windscreen wipers. He pulled it off, meaning to crumple it up. He waved at Vince Fortuin who was driving away, and looked around for the nearest litter bin. Then he noticed the writing in thick blue ink on the paper: Captain Griessel.

He propped his guitar case against the Corolla so that he had both hands free, pulled the masking tape off and unfolded the A4 sheet of paper.

It was a black-and-white photo of a firearm being held by someone. It seemed to be photocopied. The photo occupied two-thirds of the page. Below, in the same blue ink, was written: I can only trust you and Captain Cupido. There is an adder in our bosom. Be careful of phone calls.

Griessel scanned the parking lot, and the park beyond, then up and down Aberdeen Street. There were no obviously suspect people or vehicles. Just the usual, constant traffic over in Victoria Street.

He examined the photo more closely. Two large hands held a revolver, fingertips under the barrel, while the grip lay in the palm of the other hand. It looked like the inelegant shape and stainless steel of Smith & Wesson’s brutal S&W 500 model, reputed to be the most powerful revolver in the world.

The underside of the synthetic grip was damaged; a small section was broken or shot off. The rest of the weapon was in good nick. The way it was held, led one to believe that it was being displayed for the photograph.

The only other detail in the photo was just above the revolver. A button on a dark jacket. With the eight-pointed star of the South African Police Service on it. Someone in uniform holding the weapon in front of his body, perhaps.

He looked around again, searching for whoever delivered the letter. There was nobody to see.

Griessel unlocked the Corolla, picked up the guitar and put it on the back seat. He took his cell phone out of his trouser pocket and phoned Cupido. It took a while before his colleague answered with: ‘Howzit, partner, paint job done yet?’

‘Not even a quarter. What are you up to?’ He heard the buzz of a soccer match transmission in the background.

‘Benna, I’m being domesticated, and the sad thing is, I like it. With Desiree doing overtime and all, I’m helping her out a bit. With the boy and the housekeeping and so on. I’ve just taken a batch of chocolate muffins out of the oven, and Donovan thinks they’re better than his ma’s . . .’

In the background Desiree Coetzee’s son pronounced emphatically: ‘Nay, uncle, I said they are just as lekker as my ma’s.’

‘He’s just loyal to his ma, Benna. What’s up?’

Be careful of phone calls. Was it really a risk? ‘No news?’ he asked Vaughn. Just in case.

‘Nada, zilch. Word has it, we are still going to be catching the Transkaroo.’

‘Call me if there’s anything.’

‘I feel you, Benna, I feel you.’

Cupido would have told him if he had received a similar letter.

 

A couple from Pretoria raised Sandra’s hopes of a fast, uncomplicated sale. And restored her faith in humanity somewhat.

She showed them a house in Brandwacht Street in the suburb of the same name, Benson International had a sole mandate over the property. The house was forty years old, but spacious and in good condition. It helped that the house was still furnished with tasteful furniture, because André and Joan Schoeman – the owners – were already in America, applying for permanent residence. André Schoeman had started working there as a science lecturer.

The prospective buyers were in their forties, polite and sophisticated. On the front veranda the woman held her breath when she saw the view of the mountain in the late afternoon light. She grasped her husband’s hand. ‘I can live here, Papa,’ she said. He put his arm around her shoulders and they stood for a moment, looking like a pair of young newly-weds.

 

She wanted to be like that with Josef, at their age, Sandra thought. Still loving and in love.

They liked the kitchen, and that there was a room for each of their three children. The quiet neighbourhood, and the fact that the neighbour on the left held a high position at Distell. Sandra said nothing about the house on the right. It was an Airbnb rental, people coming and going; some buyers were scared off by that.

The couple chatted with Sandra, explaining their desire to get away from the poor service delivery and the never-ending crime in Gauteng, they hoped to build a new life here. And they didn’t need to wait for their current house to sell, they had cash. Did she think the owner would accept six million?

It was nine hundred thousand less than the listed price, but she knew for a quick sale Charlie would agree to a smaller commission, and the owners’ price was negotiable.

‘We’ll try,’ she said. ‘Let me get the offer forms.’

 

Griessel parked inside the garage. Before he got out he read the message once more.

I can only trust you and Captain Cupido. There is an adder in our bosom. Be careful of phone calls.

There were four things that made him suspect it was a policeman who had stuck the note to his car. The first was the statement that the writer could only trust him and Vaughn – most likely someone who knew they were a team, and both in hot water over the SSA matter, both suspended, trustworthy when it came to state-capture affairs? Because information about their hearing had never been in the media, but was widely known in the SAPS.

The second was the reference to ‘Captain’ Cupido. On the whole, members of the Service were more inclined to refer to rank than members of the public.

The third was the ‘our bosom’. Surely that was a reference to the police?

And the fourth was the uniform button. There was something about the photo that led him to believe it wasn’t taken for public consumption in the mainstream media, or on social media. The way the revolver was held, he couldn’t put his finger on it. An internal photo, internally shared?

The reference to the ‘adder’ – did that mean there was a member of the SAPS who was corrupt? A senior member, because you wouldn’t go to all this trouble to nail a mere constable.

He folded the letter and put it in the glove compartment. There was nothing he could do now. He would have to wait for further communication.

24 September

While Alexa was reading the Sunday papers, Griessel used her laptop to google the S&W 500 revolver.

That was the type of revolver in the photo for sure.

He tried various combinations of search words to see if the specific photo existed on the internet. Or at least a reference to a crime that had been committed with it.

He found nothing. He went back to his painting, ignoring the protests of his fiancée that he ought to rest at least one day of the week.

 

Sandra sat in the shade at the picnic table at Blaauwklippen family market and watched Josef and the twins laughing and playing on the bouncy castle. Love for them made a warm glow inside her.

He was a wonderful father. From the beginning he’d said he would love to have daughters. He was involved from the birth. He had often got up with her at night when she had to breastfeed, and was more deft with the nappies than she was. More patient with the children.

He deserved to know the whole truth, she thought. Lord knows, he deserved the full truth.

Her cell phone rang.

It was the couple from Pretoria. They had found another house, closer to the schools. Through one of the big, national estate agencies. They were sorry. Thank you for the excellent service, they said.





Chapter 13

25 September

Sandra noticed the date on her laptop and her heart rate skipped a beat. Another month end. Another month behind.

The sale of Donkerdrif was going to come too late to save her. Two months before everything was completed? Three? The only silver lining was that deals of this nature and size – in contrast to regular mortals who had to wait for their bond to be approved and registered – were paid in cash, and usually completed promptly. If she was very lucky, a month and a half? Would that be too late still?

She opened her email.

Her heart leaped. Charlie’s address list had yielded its first fruit. There was a response from two potential buyers to her discreet presentation of the nature of the Donkerdrif property without identifying it. Two influential people with existing wine estate interests. Their response was enthusiastic.

She forwarded the confidentiality agreement to each, with the promise of a prospectus as soon as it was returned.

That made her feel better about the Brandwacht disappointment. A month and a half seemed more doable now.

 

At 11:24 Griessel was standing on the corrugated iron roof of 47 Brownlow Street, with the north-wester doing its damnedest to pluck him off, and grey paint on his face, hands and blue overalls. His arm was knackered, his left leg uncomfortably braced against the gutter to prevent him hurtling off the edge. It was a long way down, two storeys.

His cell phone rang. He had to put the roller carefully down in the paint tray, wipe his hand off as well as he could before touching it.

It was Cupido.

‘Vaughn?’

‘Where are you, Benna?’

‘At home . . .’

‘Can’t you hear the fokken doorbell, partner? I’ve been ringing it till I’m blue in the face.’

‘I’m on the roof.’

‘What roof?’

‘The house roof, Vaughn. At the back. Hang on, I’m coming down. It will take a while. It’s a moer of a long ladder . . .’

He clambered down the ladder, and then had to go through the garage and the house before reaching the front door. He opened up. Cupido was standing there in jeans, T-shirt and trainers. The T-shirt was tight. Vaughn burst out laughing when he saw Griessel, took out his phone immediately.

‘Jissis, partner, I gotta get a photie of this. Even if it’s just to blackmail you if you want to drink.’ He snapped Griessel in the paint-smeared overalls, while Griessel stood there meekly. He knew he was a sight.

He beckoned Cupido inside. While he carefully climbed out of the overalls in the sitting room, Cupido removed a folded sheet of paper from his pocket.

‘Benna, I got a weird letter . . .’

Griessel knew instantly what it was. ‘Welcome to the club,’ he said.

‘You too.’ A confirming nod, without surprise. Cupido unfolded his and handed it over. Same photo. Different message: I can only trust a brother. And Captain Griessel. There is an adder in our bosom, gahzie. Be careful of phone calls.

‘About the same,’ said Griessel. ‘What’s a gahzie?’

‘That’s Cape Flats slang for a tjommie. A friend. Which is a bit weird, look how formal the “Captain Cupido” is on the outside. Not “Captain Vaughn”, not “Cappy”: very respectful. And then he throws a “gahzie” inside.’

‘How did he get the letter to you?’

‘Special delivery. Very crafty.’

‘Oh?’

‘He’s kwaai cunning, this dude. That worries me. You know I’m the live-in lover at Desiree’s now, there in Welgevonden. You’ve been there, you know, it’s an estate with a boom barrier and good security and all, so you can only get in if you’ve got an appointment and a code. And there’s cameras, Benna. This morning, the gate guard called me and said there’s a brother who dropped off a letter. So I walked over to fetch it, and this is it. In an envelope. Just your common garden variety envelope. I read it and I asked the dude what the delivery man looked like. And he said, nay, it’s a brown brother, youngish, with a green beanie. So I said, can we look at the camera footage? He knows I’m a Hawk, so he said, no problem, come see. Now the camera is high def, but the screen they have there, it’s not great. But good enough so we could see a dude stop with a white Honda Ballade, like late nineties model, I would say, fat takkies, looks a bit pimped up, like a Cape Flats wannabe drag racer. But he stopped far away, Benna, other side the circle, about a hundred metres. And you could see him calling another man who was walking this way, the one with the green beanie, and they talked a short while, and the guy in the Honda pointed, and gave him the letter and maybe twenty rand, and Beanie brought the letter to the gate. So we don’t know anything about the Honda driver, and the guard said he thinks maybe the beanie is a gardener up at Squirrel Close, he’s seen him around there.’

Griessel thought about the white Ballade that he had seen down in the street. He told Cupido about it, invited him to the kitchen for coffee, but first he collected his own letter from his car’s glove compartment.

While Benny was firing up the coffee machine, Cupido examined the letter and said: ‘What worries me, Benna, is this dude knows our ins and outs. He knows where we go, he knows where we live. He’s made it his business. And he was clever enough to sidestep the cameras. Sharp. All that indicates a certain dedication. Or a certain level of fear.’

Griessel shared the four conclusions he had drawn, that he was a policeman.

‘Check. And number five, the ou who wrote the letter is coloured.’

Griessel nodded, that’s what he thought too. ‘I googled to see if I could find anything about the weapon in the media, a crime or an arrest or something, but there’s nothing.’

‘I scheme it’s state-capture-related, Benna. Everyone in the Service knows about our thing with the SSA, that’s why he contacted us. And he knows the SSA eavesdrop on the phones. And that uniform in the background. It’s only the brass who walk around in full dress uniform all day. It’s some high-up, I’m telling you.’

‘Could be. But we’ll have to wait. This was just his way of getting our attention.’

‘It could be our ticket out of Laingsburg, Benna. If this pans out . . .’

‘I thought about that too. It could also be an ambush . . . I don’t trust this thing, Vaughn.’

‘I don’t trust anyone any more. But we have to have a code word. If he contacts one of us, we can use it over the phone.’

 

26 September

Charlie came past her desk with a copy of Die Burger in his hand. The cravat and handkerchief were olive green, usually a sign that he was going to discuss the month’s books with the auditors.

‘Look here, Longoria.’ He spread the newspaper open on her desk with a theatrical flourish.

It was a front-page article with three paparazzi photos of Jasper Boonstra’s mistress, Jenna Abbott, moving out of her luxury Franschhoek pad. She was standing on the sidewalk in a svelte tracksuit, beside the removal van. Men were busy loading furniture in the van. Her long blonde hair was tied back and she looked angry, hands on her hips. But still sexy, athletic.

BOONSTRA’S LOVENEST ON THE MARKET, the headline trumpeted. According to the report the house belonged to a company, and Abbott was one of the company directors. Consequently neither Schneider-König nor the authorities could stop the sale. Abbott has declined to talk to Die Burger. The five-bedroom house was listed on the Pam Golding Properties website for R18 950 000. (More photos on page 3.)

‘Five bedrooms,’ Sandra said. ‘For a love nest. That’s so . . . South African . . .’

She turned to page three. The photos showed a tasteful, beautiful house.

‘He’s cleaning up,’ said Charlie. ‘First Donkerdrif, now this house. I think he wants to skip the country.’ And then, with feeling, while tapping his finger on the photos of the house: ‘Pity we couldn’t have sold that little nest as well.’

‘If he wants to skip the country, why isn’t Baronsberg on the market yet?’ asked Sandra.

‘Because it’s in his name, doll. And Schneider-König will get an interdict at lighting speed to stop the sale. There are enormous claims against him.’

‘That’s true,’ she had to admit.

‘Maybe he isn’t running away,’ said Charlie and gave her a significant look. ‘Maybe he’s making room for a new mistress.’ He strutted out looking smug.

Sandra felt the aggravation rise, but she refrained from saying anything. If the Donkerdrif sale went through and she had her commission, it might be time to start her own agency. This situation was bringing Charlie Benson’s true colours to the fore. She wouldn’t be able to stand it much longer.

 

Griessel scraped the old paint and varnish off the window frames at the rear of the house. It was tedious and demanding work, the monotonous repetition making his arms ache. But in a way he liked it – slowly exposing the oak until the wood was clean and dark brown again. The work was straightforward, the results directly proportionate to the effort and dedication. Detective work was not like that, where you might work for weeks, months even, and make zero progress.

He thought about the life of a police detective in Laingsburg. Far removed from a specialist unit’s teamwork, as in the old Murder and Robbery, or the Hawks. In his younger years he’d cut his teeth at Parow police station, and Caledon Square in the City. The single greatest difference was that the levels of knowledge, integrity and work ethic varied considerably between police station colleagues. Plus there was the nature of the work – which scared Cupido just as much – the countless cases of domestic violence to investigate, only to have so many charges withdrawn. Thefts out of vehicles that led nowhere, house burglaries that led you back to drug-addicted children, booze-fuelled Friday night violence – it was soul-destroying work, it wore you down, made you feel you couldn’t make a difference, you could never turn the tide.

He would be able to do it again. But how long would he hold up?

He heard Alexa calling. He swept the paint scrapings off the face of his watch to check the time. Just after one. She’d said she would bring Woollies food, and they would eat together, because later in the afternoon she had to fly to Johannesburg for a few days.

He carefully descended the ladder, began taking off the overalls. Alexa came out the back door. ‘Benny, there’s mail for you . . .’

He saw the envelope she was holding. Your common garden variety envelope, just as Cupido had described it. With something written in blue ink.

‘Hello, Benny, look at you!’ Alexa began wiping the dust off his face before kissing him on the mouth. ‘My handyman, you work so hard, come and eat, I bought your favourite.’

That meant chicken and broccoli with cheese sauce.

She waited until he had wriggled out of his overalls before handing him the envelope.

It was addressed to Captain Griessel. Just like the previous letter. ‘Someone must have delivered it by hand,’ Alexa said as she walked ahead into the kitchen.

He shoved it into his trouser pocket. He didn’t want to involve her in this. Not before he’d seen what was in it. ‘I’m just going to wash my hands,’ he said.

In the bathroom he ripped open the envelope.

The same photograph, but this time a larger picture – the police officer holding the Smith & Wesson. It was the fat Western Cape commissioner, Lieutenant General Mandla Khaba.

‘Fuck,’ said Griessel.

At the bottom, hand-written: Saturday. 12:30. Green Dolphin, V&A. Nothing more.

 

Only once Alexa had left did he google Green Dolphin, V&A. He found it was a restaurant and jazz bar at the Waterfront. He rang Cupido.

‘Have you got muffins in the oven?’ That had been Vaughn’s suggestion, their prearranged code; meaning: Did you get a letter too?

‘No, Benna, but I can put some in. Then you can come taste. I’m here with Desiree.’

‘Around four o’clock for coffee? Before the traffic gets too bad.’

‘Stellenbosch traffic is always too bad, partner. Chocolate, chocolate mint, blueberry or bran?’ That wasn’t part of their code.

‘Jissis, Vaughn, your repertoire is more extensive than Rust’s now.’

‘And I don’t use the ready-mix packets any more, pappie. I’ve progressed to the real thing.’





Chapter 14

After lunch Sandra took the two clients who had responded to the prospectus, to Donkerdrif separately. Both were foreigners living in the Cape, a German and a Frenchman. Their interest didn’t surprise her. Nearly twenty per cent of South African wine farms were already in foreign hands, more than thirty per cent of Charlie’s database were prospective international buyers.

They waxed lyrical over the estate, from the pretty old Cape Dutch farmhouse, postcard picturesque between the oaks, to the cellar’s up-to-date equipment and the state of the vineyards. They expressed much interest, but first had to ‘consult’ before making an offer. She understood that as a euphemism for securing capital. She confirmed once more with each that the price was not negotiable. They said they understood.

She drove back to the office, heartened – this transaction could go through before October after all. But she mustn’t get her hopes up, she had experienced too many disappointments over the past year. It just got worse as her debts mounted. But there truly was a good chance.

She sent Boonstra her first weekly report via email. No response.

 

Griessel drove to Bellville first, to the Hawks’ headquarters in Market Street.

He parked at the Municipal Library and walked across, told DPCI reception that he just wanted to pick up a last few items from his office.

But he went to the first floor instead, to the armoury.

Bossie Bossert, the gunsmith to the Hawks, still addressed him as ‘Captain’. He was surprised to see Benny. ‘This suspension is rubbish, Captain. Total rubbish. It will blow over. Everyone says so. Come in, come in . . .’

Griessel said he didn’t want to bother him, he was just in the neighbourhood, and had a small question. He took the first letter out of his pocket, the one with the photo of the firearm, and showed it to Bossert. He had used a pair of scissors to trim off the part with the writing.

‘Ja, the five-hundred Magnum,’ the gunsmith said in awe. ‘It’s a cannon.’

‘Have you seen this photo somewhere?’

‘No, Captain.’

‘Do you know of a five-hundred that’s been damaged like this one?’

‘No. It’s quite rare. It has a sturdy butt, well built. It looks to me as if it’s been hit by another large calibre. That’s about the only thing that could cause that sort of damage.’

‘Do you know of any crimes committed in the past year where a five-hundred was involved?’

Bossert thought about it. He was a gun fanatic with encyclopaedic knowledge. If there was something in the SAPS bush telegraph about an S&W 500 he would know about it. He shook his head. ‘They are rare, Captain. It’s a beautiful piece, but it’s an awkward thing. Too big to tote around, too clumsy for self-defence. On the heavy side too. And kicks like a horse, even though Smith & Wesson claim the muzzle compensator reduces that. In America there are people who hunt with it. Big game. It has helluva stopping power. And it’s expensive for a handgun. Here in South Africa they go for over thirty thousand. Your typical owner is a collector, an enthusiast. With money. Who locks up his collection properly so they don’t get stolen. And if a criminal gets his hands on one . . . He will battle to get the ammunition on the black market . . .’

‘Thanks, Bossie. That’s all I wanted to know.’

Griessel could see he had made the warrant officer curious about the nature of his query, but all Bossert said was: ‘Captain, if I can help. To get you guys back here with us. Anything . . .’

 

Cupido opened the door of the townhouse and the pleasant aroma of fresh baking wafted out to greet Griessel.

Vaughn’s black T-shirt was dusted with flour.

‘Afternoon, ma’am, is the man of the house at home?’

‘Benna, that’s sexist. Just so you know, all the best bakers in the world are men,’ he said and stood back to let Griessel enter.

The fruit of Cupido’s labour was displayed on the kitchen counter, blueberry and chocolate mint muffins.

‘You’re really serious about this baking,’ Griessel said.

Donovan, Desiree’s son, came in from the passage.

‘Hi, Uncle Benna, it’s the start of an industry. We’re in business now, me and Uncle Vaughn.’ He was eleven, tall and skinny, deep blue eyes with the cafe-au-lait skin and
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