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Chapter 1

[image: ]


The Reckless Life of Norah Mat

Gooding never slept. It only paused to refill its glass. The streets pulsed under the orange glow of streetlamps, laughter leaking from bars, car engines roaring like hungry animals. Among that restless hum, one name carried like perfume in the wind - Norah Mat.

At twenty-eight, she was the town’s most notorious melody - loud, intoxicating, and impossible to ignore. She didn’t walk; she arrived. Her perfume announced her before her heels did, her laughter cut through the smoke and the sweat of nightclubs like champagne bubbles rising to the surface.

In Gooding, people whispered about her the way others whispered about ghosts - with envy, with curiosity, with fear.
“She’s trouble with lipstick,” said the women.
“She’s money with legs,” said the men.
No one really knew where her wealth came from, but everyone knew she had it. A different car every few weeks. A rented penthouse where parties lasted until the horizon turned silver. She tipped bartenders with notes so crisp they felt printed for her alone.
And yet, behind her emerald eyes, there lived a fatigue - a flicker of something brittle, like glass ready to crack.

That Friday night began like all the others - a cocktail of flashing lights, loud bass, and people who mistook chaos for happiness. Norah sat at the VIP corner of The Velvet Room, a place where Gooding’s reckless elite gathered to worship noise and forget their loneliness.

“Babe, you’re too quiet tonight,” called Tumi, her friend - the kind who thrived on proximity to Norah’s fame. “Come on, you look like someone who lost her shadow.”

Norah smiled, though her lips trembled. “Maybe I did,” she murmured, swirling her drink. “Maybe it ran away.”

Tumi laughed, not catching the undertone. “Girl, your shadow wouldn’t dare.”

But Derrick would have understood.
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Derrick Nosi was the only calm in her hurricane - a simple man in a town addicted to showmanship. He worked at a car garage on the outskirts, hands perpetually stained with oil, saving up for a wedding that never came.

They’d met two years before, when Norah’s BMW refused to start after a night of rain. Derrick had fixed the car without asking for payment, and she’d fallen for the humility in his eyes. For a while, they lived in that fragile illusion that love could bridge two worlds.

But Norah belonged to nights that didn’t end, and Derrick to mornings that began early. He hated the way her phone buzzed constantly, how strange men called at midnight, how money seemed to appear from nowhere.

When he tried to ask, she would change the subject, or worse, laugh.
“Relax, babe. I’m just living my best life,” she’d say, kissing his cheek.
And Derrick, foolish in love, would let it go.
But lately, he’d seen fear in her eyes - quick, fleeting glances over her shoulder, hands trembling as she scrolled her messages. Once, he caught her deleting entire conversations. Another time, she screamed in her sleep.

Something was wrong. He felt it before the world did.
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That night, while Gooding sang and stumbled, Norah slipped out of The Velvet Room before midnight. She drove alone, the city lights flickering past like dying stars. Her heart beat unevenly, her palms slick on the steering wheel. Her phone buzzed again and again, one name flashing like a curse: Kapsen Tod.

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

At a red light, she opened her messages - dozens from Kapsen.

You think you can disappear from me?
You owe me more than you know, Norah.
Don’t forget who made you.
Her breath hitched. Then another message, colder than the rest:

You die when I say you die.

Norah’s eyes stung. She hit the throttle when the light turned green, tears smearing her mascara. Somewhere in her chest, panic screamed louder than the music on her stereo.

She dialed Derrick and the man didn’t answer. She tried again. Still nothing.

So she called her mother instead.

Her mother, Agnes Mat, lived two hours away in a quiet village. They hadn’t spoken much lately. Norah’s glamorous city life embarrassed her mother, or maybe scared her. But tonight, Norah’s voice shook.
“Mama...”
Agnes stirred awake. “Norah? It’s late. What is it, child?”

“Mama, I-”
Her voice broke.
“Mama, I think I’m going to die.”
“Stop that talk! What are you saying?”

Norah swallowed hard. “My boyfriend, Mama... my boyfriend.”

And then the line went dead.
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When Derrick finally picked up his phone minutes later, he saw the missed calls - and a message that made his heart collapse:

I am going to die... 

He read it again and again, unable to breathe.
“No,” he whispered. “No, she’s just... drunk texting again.”
But something inside him knew. He jumped into his pickup and sped through the empty streets toward her apartment. The night blurred past him, and fear became a taste - metallic and sharp.
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The police found her before dawn.

Her apartment smelled of expensive perfume and spilled wine. The music was still playing - a soft jazz tune looping endlessly. Norah lay motionless in a pool of blood beside the glass coffee table, her phone just inches from her hand.

There were no signs of forced entry. No neighbors had heard screams - only the thump of music, the normal sound of her reckless nights.

Detective Mandla Khama, the lead investigator, stood over the body. He’d seen many murders in his twenty years on the force, but this one felt... theatrical. Too deliberate.
“She sent that message before she died,” said one of the officers, holding a printed copy of the text.
Khama frowned. “To her mother?”

“Yes, sir. Timestamp matches about twenty minutes before her estimated time of death.”

Khama looked down at Norah - at the crimson spread under her, the half-empty glass of champagne, the silver necklace twisted around her wrist.
“This wasn’t a robbery,” he said quietly. “This was personal.”
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By morning, Gooding was buzzing with rumors.
“She finally crossed the wrong person.”
“They say her boyfriend did it.”
“No, no - I heard it was Kapsen Tod. You know, the big man.”
“Her money was dirty, that’s what.”
Everyone had a theory, and everyone wanted to believe they’d known it all along - that Norah Mat was too wild to live forever.

At the garage, Derrick sat motionless on a stool, staring at his oil-stained hands. The radio in the corner whispered the news:

“Police have confirmed the death of 28-year-old Norah Mat, a well-known socialite in Gooding...”

He couldn’t move. He couldn’t think.
His boss, Old Sello, touched his shoulder. “Son, you should go home.”
But home was where Norah’s laughter used to echo.
He drove to the police station instead.
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When Derrick arrived, the officers eyed him with thinly veiled suspicion. They’d already connected the dots - the boyfriend, the last person she called, the one she accused in her dying message.

Detective Khama approached, his tone firm but not unkind. “Mr. Nosi, thank you for coming. We need to ask you some questions.”

Derrick’s voice cracked. “You think I killed her?”

Khama studied him. “I think she believed she was going to die. And she named you.”

“She was scared,” Derrick said. “She’s been scared for weeks. Someone’s been threatening her.”

“Who?”

“I don’t know! She never told me. She just... she said someone was watching her. That she couldn’t leave.”

Khama exchanged a glance with his partner. “You had a fight recently?”

Derrick nodded weakly. “Two nights ago. She came home late, smelling like alcohol and smoke. I asked her where she’d been, and she said I wouldn’t understand. I got angry. I said things I regret. But I didn’t kill her.”

Khama leaned forward. “Do you know a man named Kapsen Tod?”

Derrick froze. The name felt like poison. “I’ve heard of him. Everyone has.”

Khama’s voice dropped. “He called her twenty times last night. We found his messages on her phone.”

Derrick’s eyes widened. “He’s the one she was afraid of.”

Khama nodded slowly. “Maybe. But until we know more, you’re staying here.”
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Outside, the sky over Gooding turned pale - that bruised hour before sunrise. Reporters crowded around the cordoned-off apartment, cameras flashing.

Inside, the forensic team worked in silence. Every object was bagged, every smudge dusted. On Norah’s dresser, they found a small, leather-bound diary - the kind that didn’t belong in her glittering world.

Khama opened it carefully. The handwriting was neat, almost delicate.

They think I’m untouchable. But I’m drowning, every day. Kapsen says he owns me. Derrick says he loves me. I don’t know which one will kill me first.

Khama closed the book.
“Get me everything on this Kapsen Tod,” he said.
By afternoon, Norah’s death had split Gooding in two - those who mourned her and those who claimed they’d seen it coming. Her face appeared on every social feed, filtered and smiling, frozen in digital perfection. The girl who’d danced through every party now lay on every screen, silent and cold.

In the village, Agnes Mat sat on the edge of her bed, clutching her daughter’s old photograph. The police had called that morning to confirm what her heart already knew.

Her neighbors whispered outside. “She said her daughter was rich,” one murmured.
“Rich in sin,” said another.
Agnes pressed her hands to her chest and wept - not only for the death but for the distance that had grown between them. Her last memory was Norah laughing on the phone, promising to visit soon. Now, her last words were a prophecy.
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That night, Detective Khama returned to the crime scene. The apartment felt different now. It was hollow, like a stage after the play had ended. He looked at the bloodstains, the overturned glass, the faint scent of Norah’s perfume that still clung to the air.

He’d seen greed, jealousy, rage - but this felt like something darker. Something orchestrated.

He replayed her final message in his mind.

I am going to die mum, my boyfriend killed me.

Why send that message before she died - not while?
Why write “my boyfriend
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