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About the book: 

 

In the vibrant yet turbulent world of Victory High School, EDGE OF US  dives deep into the 

tangled lives of Sphiweokuhle, a determined and principled student; Tumelo, a loyal friend with a 

fiery temper; and London, a charming troublemaker with a hidden agenda. At the center of their 

storm lies Natasha, the queen bee whose ruthless schemes threaten to destroy anyone who crosses 

her. 

What starts as petty high school drama quickly spirals into a web of betrayal, secrets, and 

unexpected alliances. Sphiwe’s life takes a dark turn when she becomes the target of Natasha’s 

relentless campaign to ruin her reputation, a plot fueled by jealousy and hidden vendettas. With 

the help of her friends, Sphiwe must navigate lies, blackmail, and scandal while uncovering the 

deeper conspiracy pulling the strings behind Natasha’s reign of terror. 

As their worlds collide, love blossoms in unexpected places, alliances form and shatter, and 

loyalties are tested. In the chaos, Sphiwe’s group discovers that surviving high school isn’t just 

about passing exams—it’s about protecting your heart, your name, and the truth. 

Set against the backdrop of buzzing school corridors, secret meetings at Club 88, and the shadowy 

motives of those they trust, EDGE OF US, a gripping South African telenovela that blends love, 

rivalry, and redemption into an unforgettable tale of resilience. 

Will Sphiwe and her friends uncover the truth and rise above Natasha’s schemes, or will they fall 

victim to the shadows lurking in the starlight? 
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Chapter One 
 

 

Sphiweokuhle’s family home is modest but warm, with sunlight streaming through the kitchen 

window. The smell of fried eggs and toast fills the air as Ma Dlamini moves around with practiced 

efficiency, balancing cooking and tidying. Bongani, Sphiwe’s 13-year-old brother, sits at the 

table, munching on a piece of toast and scrolling on his phone. The clatter of hurried footsteps 

comes from upstairs. 

Ma Dlamini: (calling out) Sphiweokuhle! If you don’t come down now, you’ll miss your ride! 

Sphiwe rushes down the stairs, her school uniform slightly crumpled, her bag slung over one 

shoulder. She stops at the kitchen counter and grabs a piece of toast. 

Sphiwe: (hurriedly) I’m coming, Ma! Tumelo will wait for me. 

Ma Dlamini: (shaking her head) That poor boy. You keep him waiting every day. One day, he’ll 

leave without you. 

Sphiwe: (smirking) He wouldn’t dare. 

Bongani snickers from the table, leaning back in his chair. 

Bongani: Maybe he’s just too scared to leave you. He likes you, you know. 

Sphiwe: (rolling her eyes) He’s my best friend, Bongani. Stop being dramatic. 

Bongani: (grinning) Friends don’t wait outside every morning. Friends don’t— 
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Ma Dlamini: (interrupting, with a stern look) Bongani, finish your breakfast before you’re late. 

Sphiwe checks her reflection in the microwave door, quickly tucking a stray braid back into her 

neat hairstyle. The sound of a car horn blaring outside cuts through the morning chatter. 

Ma Dlamini: (waving her dishcloth) There he is. Go on now, and don’t forget your lunch! 

Sphiwe grabs the brown paper bag her mother holds out and rushes out the door. Outside, Tumelo 

leans casually against his father’s old Toyota Corolla. His school blazer is unbuttoned, and his tie 

hangs loosely around his neck. He checks his watch exaggeratedly as Sphiwe approaches. 

Tumelo: (grinning) Late again, Miss Dlamini. What’s your excuse this time? 

Sphiwe: (mocking his tone) Late? You’re lucky I even agreed to ride with you. I could walk, you 

know. 

Tumelo: (laughing) Sure, and by the time you get to school, Ma’am Mnisi will already have you 

writing essays. 

Sphiwe hops into the passenger seat, throwing her bag in the back. Tumelo gets into the driver’s 

seat and starts the car. The engine sputters before roaring to life. 

Tumelo: (teasing) You should treat this car with respect. It’s the only reason you’re not walking 

in the heat. 

Sphiwe: (smirking) You mean your dad’s car? 

Tumelo: (mock serious) Details, Sphiwe, details. 

The two of them laugh as the car pulls out of the driveway. The streets are alive with the sounds of 

morning traffic—children walking to school, taxis hooting for passengers, and street vendors 

setting up their stalls. Tumelo glances at Sphiwe out of the corner of his eye. 

Tumelo: So, are you ready for today’s test? 

Sphiwe: (groaning) Don’t remind me. I stayed up all night studying, but I still feel like I know 

nothing. 

Tumelo: (playfully) Don’t worry. If you fail, I’ll remind everyone how smart you used to be. 

Sphiwe: (laughing) You’re the worst. 

As they approach the school gates, the energy of the morning intensifies. Students gather in 

groups, catching up and sharing gossip. Tumelo parks the car in the corner of the lot, and they 

step out. 

Sphiwe: (adjusting her bag strap) Here we go. Another day in paradise. 

Tumelo: (grinning) Don’t sound so excited. 

Just as they walk toward the gates, a sleek, black BMW pulls up. The sound of its engine alone 

commands attention. Students stop what they’re doing to stare as London steps out, dressed in his 

perfectly tailored blazer and polished shoes. His presence is magnetic, and he knows it. Natasha, 

his glamorous but sharp-tongued girlfriend, steps out of the passenger side, clinging to his arm. 

Natasha: (loudly) London, you didn’t have to drive me today, you know. Everyone’s staring! 

London: (grinning smugly) Let them stare. They should know who runs this school. 
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Tumelo rolls his eyes as Sphiwe tries not to look impressed. London notices her and smirks, his 

gaze lingering just long enough to make her uncomfortable. 

London: (calling out) Tumelo, you need to upgrade that taxi of yours. It’s embarrassing. 

Tumelo: (biting back) I’ll take advice from you the day you learn how to drive without your dad’s 

money. 

Sphiwe tugs on Tumelo’s arm, pulling him away before the exchange can escalate. Natasha 

laughs, leaning closer to London. 

Natasha: (mocking) Did you see her face? She probably wishes she could sit in your car just 

once. 

London: (with a sly grin) Who knows? Maybe one day she will. 

As Sphiwe and Tumelo enter the school grounds, Sphiwe glances back briefly, catching London’s 

smirk. She quickly looks away, annoyed with herself for even noticing. 

Tumelo: (grumbling) I don’t know why you let him get to you. He’s just a spoiled brat. 

Sphiwe: (forcing a smile) He doesn’t get to me. He’s nothing to me. 

But as they walk toward their classroom, Sphiwe can’t shake the strange feeling London’s gaze 

left behind. And she wonders if Tumelo noticed the way her voice faltered when she said it. 

Random Student 1: (whispering to her friend) Sphiweokuhle and Tumelo are always together. 

Are they dating or what? 

Random Student 2: (giggling) Tumelo wishes. Everyone knows Sphiwe has a thing for London. 

Sphiwe hears snippets of the gossip but keeps walking, pretending not to care. Tumelo clenches 

his fists but says nothing, his jaw tight. They stop by the entrance, where Lindo, their lively and 

outspoken friend, intercepts them. 

Lindo: (excitedly) You two are late! What happened this time? Did Tumelo’s car finally give up? 

Tumelo: (sarcastic) Good morning to you too, Lindo. And no, the car is fine. 

Lindo: (grinning) I’m surprised. That thing is older than half the teachers here. 

Sphiwe laughs, but her attention shifts when she sees London walking past, surrounded by his 

usual entourage, including Natasha and Ian. He doesn’t stop but throws a lingering glance in her 

direction. Natasha notices and tightens her grip on his arm. 

Natasha: (loudly) Babe, can we go? I’m tired of standing here. Some people have nothing better 

to do than stare. 

Lindo raises an eyebrow, sensing the tension. 

Lindo: (whispering to Sphiwe) She’s talking about you. You know that, right? 

Sphiwe: (murmuring) Let her talk. She’s always like that. 

Lindo: (teasing) But London isn’t. Did you see the way he looked at you? He’s trouble, babe. 

Handsome trouble. 
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Tumelo: (interrupting, irritated) Can we drop this? London is not some god. He’s just a guy with a 

fancy car and an ego bigger than this school. 

Sphiwe exchanges a glance with Lindo, who smirks knowingly. The school bell rings, interrupting 

the moment. 

The trio heads to their respective classes, but on her way to English, Sphiwe is stopped by a 

prefect, Zama, who looks concerned. 

Zama: Sphiwe, Ma’am Mnisi wants to see you before class. 

Sphiwe: (confused) Me? What for? 

Zama: (shrugs) I don’t know. She just said you should come to her office immediately. 

Sphiwe glances at Tumelo and Lindo, who are already in their seats. Tumelo gives her a worried 

look as she grabs her bag and leaves. The walk to Ma’am Mnisi’s office feels endless, and her 

stomach knots with anxiety. When she enters, Ma’am Mnisi is seated behind her desk, her 

expression unreadable. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (sternly) Sphiweokuhle, sit down. 

Sphiwe sits, her heart pounding. 

Sphiwe: (nervously) Did I do something wrong, Ma’am? 

Ma’am Mnisi: That depends. Do you know why you’re here? 

Sphiwe shakes her head, genuinely confused. Ma’am Mnisi slides a piece of paper across the 

desk. It’s an anonymous letter, written in neat but unfamiliar handwriting. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (coldly) Someone left this in my staffroom mailbox this morning. I’ll let you read 

it. 

Sphiwe picks up the letter, her hands trembling. It reads: 

"Dear Ma’am Mnisi, 

You should know that some students in your class are prioritizing boys over academics. 

Sphiweokuhle Dlamini spends more time with Tumelo and London than on her schoolwork. 

Perhaps that’s why her grades are slipping." 

Sphiwe’s face burns with humiliation and anger. She looks up at Ma’am Mnisi, who watches her 

intently. 

Sphiwe: (stammering) Ma’am, this isn’t true. I— 

Ma’am Mnisi: (cutting her off) I don’t care about your personal life, Sphiwe. What I care about is 

your academic performance. This term is critical for you and the entire class. I’ll be keeping a 

closer eye on you. Do I make myself clear? 

Sphiwe: (nodding) Yes, Ma’am. 

Ma’am Mnisi waves her off, and Sphiwe leaves the office, clutching her bag tightly. As she walks 

back to class, her mind races. Who could have written the letter? And why? 
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During break Sphiwe sits quietly under a tree, staring at the sky, her mind tangled with thoughts. 

The letter from Ma’am Mnisi’s office weighs heavily on her. Lindo plops down beside her, her 

bright energy breaking the tension. 

Lindo: (nudging Sphiwe) Hey, wena, what’s with the long face? Did Ma’am Mnisi finally ban 

your late arrivals? 

Sphiwe: (forcing a smile) It’s nothing. Just... school stuff. 

Lindo: (leaning in) School stuff? Since when do you keep secrets from me? Spill, Dlamini. 

Sphiwe hesitates, glancing around to make sure no one is listening. Tumelo, who’s been standing 

nearby, joins them, holding three ice lollies he bought from the tuck shop. 

Tumelo: (handing one to Sphiwe) I got your favorite—orange. Now tell us what’s really going on. 

Sphiwe accepts the ice lolly, sighing heavily. 

Sphiwe: Someone wrote a letter to Ma’am Mnisi, saying I’m not focusing on school because of... 

boys. 

Lindo: (eyes widening) Are you serious? A letter? Who even does that? This isn’t primary school! 

Tumelo: (scowling) Who would be that petty? Do you think it’s... Natasha? 

Sphiwe doesn’t answer, but her gaze naturally drifts toward Natasha, who is seated across the 

courtyard with London and Ian. Natasha looks radiant, tossing her long braids over her shoulder 

as she laughs at something Ian says. Sphiwe quickly looks away, but Tumelo catches it. 

Tumelo: (firmly) It’s her. I know it. She’s always hated how you don’t bow down to her like 

everyone else. 

Sphiwe: (sighing) It doesn’t matter. Ma’am Mnisi already believes it. Now she’s watching me like 

a hawk. 

Lindo: (frowning) This isn’t over. We’re finding out who did this. And when we do— 

Tumelo: (cutting in, determined) We’ll handle it. Together. 

The three of them sit in silence for a moment, the noise of the schoolyard fading into the 

background. But before they can plan their next move, a loud commotion draws their attention. 

Near the school gates, London is leaning casually against his car while Natasha argues with a 

group of prefects. Her voice is sharp and full of indignation. 

Natasha: (yelling) I wasn’t late! The bell rang while we were walking in. You can’t punish me for 

that! 

Prefect Zama: (calmly) Rules are rules, Natasha. You know that. Late is late. Now hand over 

your phone and report to detention. 

Natasha: (smirking) Oh, please. Do you think I care about detention? Take my phone. 

Natasha dramatically tosses her phone onto Zama’s clipboard, her attitude earning a few snickers 

from the crowd that’s gathered to watch. London watches the scene unfold, clearly amused, but 

says nothing. His silence irritates Natasha further. 

Natasha: (turning to London) Are you just going to stand there? Say something! 

London: (smirking) What do you want me to say? You’re handling it like a queen. 
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The crowd laughs, and Natasha’s frustration grows. She storms off toward the administration 

block, leaving London to soak in the attention. Ian, ever the peacekeeper, steps in. 

Ian: (to Zama) Relax, man. She’s just blowing off steam. 

Zama: (sternly) Tell her to blow off steam in detention, then. 

As the crowd disperses, Sphiwe catches London looking directly at her again. His gaze lingers just 

long enough to make her uncomfortable. Tumelo notices and steps closer to her protectively. 

Tumelo: (to London) What are you staring at, bro? 

London: (casually) Nothing. Just wondering why you’re always her shadow. 

Tumelo tenses, but Sphiwe places a hand on his arm, stopping him from saying anything else. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) Let it go, Tumelo. He’s not worth it. 

London chuckles, clearly enjoying the reaction, before turning and walking back to his car. Ian 

shakes his head, giving Sphiwe a small, apologetic smile before following his friend. 

As the day goes on, Sphiwe tries to focus in class, but the weight of the letter lingers. During 

lunch, she finds herself in the library, hoping for some quiet. She’s flipping through a book when 

she hears footsteps behind her. Turning, she sees Natasha standing there, arms crossed. 

Natasha: (smirking) Hiding in the library? That’s cute. 

Sphiwe: (coolly) What do you want, Natasha? 

Natasha: (pretending to think) Oh, nothing. Just wondering how you’re holding up after your 

little meeting with Ma’am Mnisi. 

Sphiwe stiffens, her mind racing. How did Natasha know about that? Natasha notices the reaction 

and steps closer. 

Natasha: (mocking) Don’t look so shocked. People talk, you know. Maybe you should stop 

giving them so much to talk about. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) If you have something to say, just say it. 

Natasha: (leaning in) Fine. Stay away from London. You’re not his type, and trust me, you don’t 

want to be. 

Sphiwe clenches her fists, but before she can respond, Natasha smirks and walks away, her heels 

clicking against the tiled floor. Sphiwe sits back down, her heart racing, feeling a mix of anger 

and confusion. Natasha walks out of the library, her expression unreadable. But as soon as she’s 

out of sight, she pulls her phone from her blazer pocket and types a quick text. 

Natasha (texting): I handled it. She knows her place. 

She hits send and smirks, her confidence radiating. She doesn’t notice Ian approaching until he’s 

right in front of her. 

Ian: (curious) What are you up to? 

Natasha: (smirking) Just reminding certain people to stay in their lane. 

Ian: (sighing) Let me guess—Sphiwe? 

Natasha: (crossing her arms) She needs to learn. London is mine. She can’t just flutter her lashes 
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at him and think she’ll get his attention. 

Ian: (frowning) Natasha, you’re overreacting. London barely even talks to her. 

Natasha: (snapping) You think I don’t see it? The way he looks at her? He’s distracted, Ian, and 

I’m not about to lose him to some... nobody. 

Ian shakes his head, clearly disapproving, but doesn’t press further. Natasha, feeling emboldened, 

flips her braids over her shoulder and walks toward the quad, her mind racing with plans to 

ensure her position as queen of the school remains unchallenged. Back in the library, Sphiwe sits 

frozen at the desk. Natasha’s words replay in her mind: “Stay away from London. You’re not his 

type.” The words sting more than she’d like to admit. She knows Natasha’s cruel, but a small part 

of her wonders if she’s right. 

Sphiwe closes her book and leans back in her chair, staring at the ceiling. A memory from the 

morning resurfaces—London’s lingering gaze, the faint smirk on his lips. Was he really looking at 

her? And if he was, why? 

Tumelo’s voice breaks her reverie as he walks into the library, his bag slung over one shoulder. 

Tumelo: (concerned) I figured I’d find you here. You okay? 

Sphiwe: (forcing a smile) I’m fine. Just needed some quiet. 

Tumelo: (sitting across from her) Lindo told me about Natasha. What did she say this time? 

Sphiwe hesitates, not wanting to drag Tumelo into more drama. But his concerned gaze softens 

her resolve. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) She told me to stay away from London. Said I wasn’t his type. 

Tumelo: (angrily) That’s ridiculous. She’s just threatened by you. 

Sphiwe: (bitterly) Threatened? By me? She’s Natasha. She has everything. 

Tumelo: (leaning forward) She’s scared because she knows you’re better than her in every way 

that matters. Don’t let her get into your head, Sphiwe. 

Sphiwe smiles faintly, but her thoughts remain conflicted. Part of her wants to believe Tumelo, but 

another part is consumed by self-doubt. The bell rings, signaling the end of lunch, and Sphiwe 

stands, her shoulders heavy with the weight of the day. As the students gather for the final period, 

Tumelo and Sphiwe walk toward class together. They pass the soccer field, where London and Ian 

are playing a casual game with some friends. London notices Sphiwe and Tumelo walking side by 

side and pauses, his expression unreadable. 

London: (to Ian) Hold on. 

He jogs to the edge of the field, calling out to Tumelo and Sphiwe. 

London: (grinning) Hey, Tumelo! Does your taxi service extend to school tours too? 

The comment draws laughter from the soccer players. Tumelo stops in his tracks, his jaw 

tightening. 

Tumelo: (coldly) At least I don’t need my daddy’s money to get through the day. 

London: (mocking) Wow, sensitive much? Relax, bro. It’s just a joke. 
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Sphiwe grabs Tumelo’s arm, trying to pull him away, but Tumelo shrugs her off, stepping closer to 

London. 

Tumelo: (challenging) If you’ve got something to say, just say it. 

London: (calmly) I already did. Maybe next time, I’ll make sure Sphiwe hears it first. 

Tumelo clenches his fists, but Sphiwe steps between them, her voice firm. 

Sphiwe: (angrily) Stop it. Both of you. This is stupid. 

London smirks, clearly enjoying Tumelo’s reaction, but he backs off, jogging back to the field. 

Tumelo glares after him, his anger simmering. 

Tumelo: (muttering) One day, I’m going to wipe that smug look off his face. 

Sphiwe sighs, her frustration growing. The tension between Tumelo and London feels like a storm 

brewing, and she’s caught in the middle. As they head to class, she can’t help but wonder how 

long she can keep the peace. 

As the day winds down, the tension between the three characters continues to escalate. Natasha’s 

jealousy, Sphiwe’s inner turmoil, and Tumelo’s growing resentment toward London set the stage 

for an inevitable clash. Meanwhile, London’s smirk hints at his own motivations—whether they’re 

genuine interest in Sphiwe or a ploy to unsettle Tumelo, only time will tell. Later that afternoon, 

Natasha sits in the school parking lot, scrolling through her phone while waiting for her ride. Her 

mind races as she formulates her next move. Seeing London’s interest in Sphiwe—even if it was 

fleeting—has ignited a fire in her. She refuses to let anyone threaten her position as his girlfriend. 

She dials a number, and after a few rings, Ian picks up. 

Ian: (over the phone) Natasha, what now? 

Natasha: (coolly) I need your help. 

Ian: (sighing) Let me guess. This is about Sphiwe again? 

Natasha: (snapping) Of course, it’s about her. London won’t stop looking at her, and she’s acting 

all innocent. I need you to find something on her—anything I can use to shut her down. 

Ian: (hesitating) Natasha, this is going too far. Why don’t you just talk to London instead of 

dragging everyone else into your paranoia? 

Natasha: (smirking) Because London doesn’t need to know. This isn’t about him—it’s about 

making sure she knows her place. 

Ian groans in frustration but doesn’t argue further. Natasha hangs up, satisfied. She leans back in 

her seat, already planning how to make Sphiwe’s life a nightmare. Her phone buzzes with a 

message from an unknown number. 

Text Message: “You should be careful, Natasha. Not everything goes your way forever.” 

Natasha’s smirk falters as she stares at the message. She looks around the parking lot, but there’s 

no one suspicious in sight. Shaking off the unease, she deletes the message and heads for her car. 

Meanwhile, Tumelo is still fuming from his earlier encounter with London. As the school day 

ends, he spots London in the locker room, packing his soccer gear. The room is mostly empty, with 

only a few players lingering. 
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Tumelo: (walking in) Hey, London. 

London looks up, his smirk returning when he sees Tumelo. 

London: (mockingly) What’s up, chauffeur? Here to carry my bag too? 

Tumelo: (coldly) Cut the crap, London. What’s your problem with me? 

London laughs, casually slinging his bag over his shoulder. 

London: Problem? I don’t have a problem. You’re the one who keeps acting like you own 

Sphiwe. 

Tumelo: (stepping closer) I don’t own her, but I care about her. And I don’t need someone like 

you messing with her head. 

London’s smirk fades slightly, replaced by a more serious expression. 

London: (calmly) And what if she’s not just your problem to care about? Ever think about that? 

The tension between them is electric. Tumelo’s fists clench, but before things escalate, Ian walks 

in, his usual calm demeanor diffusing the situation. 

Ian: (quickly) Guys, chill. This isn’t the place for this. 

London shrugs, brushing past Tumelo on his way out. 

London: (over his shoulder) Relax, Tumelo. If she’s yours, you’ve got nothing to worry about. 

Tumelo glares after him, Ian staying behind to try and talk him down. 

Ian: (sincerely) Tumelo, don’t let him get to you. London doesn’t mean half the things he says. 

Tumelo: (bitterly) Yeah? Well, I mean every word I say. He needs to stay away from Sphiwe. 

Sphiwe sits in her room that evening, staring out the window. The day’s events weigh heavily on 

her. Natasha’s warning, London’s lingering gaze, Tumelo’s protectiveness—it’s all too much. 

Her phone buzzes with a message from Tumelo. 

Tumelo (texting): “You okay? If you need to talk, I’m here.” 

Sphiwe types a reply but deletes it. She doesn’t know what to say. Instead, she sets the phone down 

and lies back on her bed, her thoughts spiraling. 

"What if Natasha’s right? What if I’m not enough? But why does London keep looking at me like 

that? And Tumelo... he’s always been there for me. Why does it feel like I’m pushing him away?" 

Her phone buzzes again, this time with a message from an unknown number. 

Text Message: “Careful who you trust. Not everyone is who they seem.” 

Sphiwe sits up, her heart pounding. She stares at the message, unsure of what to do. The weight of 

everything feels like it’s crushing her, and for the first time, she feels truly alone. Natasha’s 

schemes, Tumelo and London’s tension, and Sphiwe’s growing inner turmoil. The next morning, 
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Natasha is already up early, pacing her room as she finalizes her scheme. She’s decided that 

she’ll hit Sphiwe where it hurts the most—her reputation. She calls Lindo, putting on her sweetest 

voice. 

Natasha: (cheerfully) Lindo! Babe, I need your help with something. 

Lindo: (suspiciously) What kind of help? If this is about dragging Sphiwe into your drama— 

Natasha: (cutting her off) Relax! It’s nothing bad. I just want to... understand her better. You 

know, be the bigger person. 

Lindo: (hesitant) Uh-huh. And why do I feel like this is going to backfire? 

Natasha: (innocently) Come on, Lindo. You’re her bestie, right? I figured you’d want to help me 

smooth things over. 

Lindo sighs, reluctantly agreeing to meet Natasha before school. As Natasha hangs up, her lips 

curl into a sly smile. She already knows what she’s going to do—use Lindo to dig up dirt on 

Sphiwe and spread it through the school like wildfire. Sphiwe arrives at school feeling uneasy. 

The mysterious text from the night before lingers in her mind, and as she walks through the 

hallways, she can’t shake the feeling that people are whispering about her. She reaches her locker 

and finds Tumelo waiting for her. 

Tumelo: (smiling) Morning. Feeling better today? 

Sphiwe: (distracted) Not really. Tumelo, something weird is going on. 

She shows him the text message from the unknown number. Tumelo frowns, scrolling through it. 

Tumelo: (seriously) This isn’t random. Someone’s messing with you. 

Sphiwe: (nervously) But who? And why? 

Before Tumelo can answer, Lindo appears, looking flustered. She hesitates before approaching 

them. 

Lindo: (awkwardly) Uh, Sphiwe... Can we talk? Alone? 

Sphiwe glances at Tumelo, who nods reluctantly and steps back. Lindo pulls Sphiwe aside, her 

voice low. 

Lindo: (guiltily) Natasha wants to meet with me. She says she wants to get to know you better. 

But... something feels off. 

Sphiwe: (sharply) Of course, it’s off! Natasha doesn’t “get to know” people; she tears them down. 

Why would you even agree? 

Lindo: (defensively) I thought maybe I could find out what she’s planning and warn you. But now 

I’m not sure if it’s a good idea. 

Sphiwe sighs, rubbing her temples. The day is already spiraling out of control, and it hasn’t even 

started properly. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) Stay away from her, Lindo. Whatever she’s planning, I’ll deal with it myself. 

During lunch, the tension between Tumelo and London finally erupts. Sphiwe, Lindo, and Tumelo 

are sitting under their usual tree when London strolls by with Ian and Natasha. London’s gaze 

immediately locks onto Sphiwe. 
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London: (grinning) Hey, Sphiwe. Enjoying the shade? Must be nice having Tumelo play 

bodyguard all day. 

Tumelo stands, his jaw tight. 

Tumelo: (snapping) You’ve got a lot to say for someone who hides behind daddy’s money. 

London: (calmly) And you’ve got a lot to prove for someone who’s always in second place. 

The tension is palpable as a crowd begins to gather. Sphiwe tries to step between them, but 

Natasha grabs her arm, stopping her. 

Natasha: (mocking) Let them go, Sphiwe. Maybe Tumelo needs to learn that not everything 

revolves around him. 

Sphiwe: (angrily) You’re loving this, aren’t you? 

Natasha: (smirking) I’m just enjoying the show. 

Back in the center of the confrontation, Tumelo takes a step closer to London, his fists clenched. 

Tumelo: (low and dangerous) Say one more thing about her. I dare you. 

London: (taunting) Why? So you can finally do something about it? 

Before Tumelo can swing, Ian steps between them, pushing them apart. 

Ian: (shouting) Enough! This isn’t worth it. Both of you, grow up. 

Tumelo glares at London one last time before storming off. Sphiwe hesitates, torn between 

following him and staying to confront Natasha. Natasha, meanwhile, looks entirely too pleased 

with herself. Sphiwe sits alone under the tree as the crowd disperses, her emotions swirling. 

Natasha’s schemes, the mysterious messages, and the growing rivalry between Tumelo and 

London all weigh heavily on her. She feels trapped, unable to escape the chaos unfolding around 

her. After the tense confrontation during lunch, Natasha wastes no time setting her plan in motion. 

She approaches a group of students gathered near the soccer field, her signature charm on full 

display. 

Natasha: (smiling sweetly) Hey, guys. You’ll never believe what I heard about Sphiwe. 

The group leans in, curiosity piqued. Natasha lowers her voice, just loud enough for them to hear 

but soft enough to sound like she’s reluctant to share. 

Natasha: (whispering) I heard she’s been messaging London, begging for his attention. It’s so 

embarrassing. Poor Tumelo doesn’t even know. 

Gasps ripple through the group. Natasha feigns concern, playing the role of the well-meaning 

friend. 

Student 1: (shocked) Seriously? Sphiwe? She doesn’t seem like that type. 

Natasha: (shrugging) I thought the same thing, but I saw the texts myself. She’s practically 

throwing herself at him. 

Student 2: (eagerly) Do you still have the messages? 
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Natasha smirks, pulling out her phone. She’s fabricated a series of fake texts, carefully crafted to 

look like they’re from Sphiwe. She scrolls through them, letting the group catch glimpses. 

Natasha: (innocently) I don’t want to spread this around, but I thought you guys should know. 

Someone should talk to Tumelo before he gets hurt. 

The group exchanges looks, and Natasha steps away, satisfied as whispers about Sphiwe begin to 

spread. Her plan is gaining momentum, and she can already see the cracks forming in Sphiwe’s 

reputation. In another corner of the school, Sphiwe sits with Lindo, her face pale as she recounts 

the events of the day. She shows Lindo the mysterious text messages, her hands trembling. 

Lindo: (confused) Who would send these? And why? 

Sphiwe: (desperately) I don’t know, but they’re trying to mess with me. First Natasha, now this... 

Lindo takes the phone, examining the messages closely. 

Lindo: (hesitating) Sphiwe, what if this is Natasha? You know she’s capable of this. 

Sphiwe: (shaking her head) Maybe... but why would she send these anonymously? If it was her, 

she’d want me to know. 

Lindo: (thoughtfully) Then who else has something to gain from making you look bad? 

Before Sphiwe can respond, her phone buzzes again. Another message pops up. 

Text Message: “I warned you. Stay away from London, or everyone will know the truth.” 

Sphiwe’s heart races as she stares at the screen. Lindo looks over her shoulder, her expression 

darkening. 

Lindo: (firmly) You need to show this to Tumelo. He’ll know what to do. 

Sphiwe hesitates, torn between involving Tumelo and trying to handle the situation herself. Deep 

down, she knows that whoever’s behind the messages isn’t going to stop until they’ve completely 

destroyed her. 

Across campus, Tumelo sits on the bleachers by the soccer field, his jaw clenched as he replays 

the confrontation with London in his mind. Ian approaches, his hands stuffed into his pockets. 

Ian: (cautiously) Hey. You good? 

Tumelo: (bitterly) Do I look good? 

Ian: (sighing) Look, I know London can be a pain, but you’re letting him get to you. He’s not 

worth it. 

Tumelo: (snapping) It’s not just about him. He keeps messing with Sphiwe, and I’m not going to 

stand by and let it happen. 

Ian: (carefully) Are you sure this is about London? Or is it about how you feel about Sphiwe? 

Tumelo glares at Ian, but the question hangs in the air. Before he can respond, London appears, 

casually strolling across the field. 

London: (grinning) What’s this? A little therapy session? Should I join? 
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Tumelo stands, his fists clenched again, but Ian steps between them. 

Ian: (firmly) Don’t. He’s not worth it. 

London: (mockingly) Listen to Ian, Tumelo. You wouldn’t want Sphiwe to see you lose your cool 

again. Might ruin your little knight-in-shining-armor act. 

Tumelo’s resolve wavers, but he takes a deep breath and steps back, glaring at London. 

Tumelo: (coldly) Stay away from her, London. I mean it. 

London smirks but doesn’t respond, walking away as if he’s already won. Ian watches him go, 

then turns back to Tumelo. 

Ian: (quietly) You need to talk to Sphiwe. Whatever’s going on, it’s only going to get worse if 

you keep bottling this up.  

The day ends with all three storylines converging. Natasha watches from a distance as rumors 

about Sphiwe spread through the school, her satisfaction growing. Sphiwe, still shaken by the 

mysterious messages, finds herself caught between confiding in Tumelo or confronting Natasha 

directly. And Tumelo, consumed by his anger and protectiveness, resolves to put an end to 

London’s games once and for all. By the next day, Natasha’s fabricated texts have taken on a life 

of their own. Whispers about Sphiwe and London echo through the hallways, growing more -

outrageous with every retelling. Sphiwe walks into school, her head held high, but the hushed 

tones and lingering stares chip away at her confidence. 

Lindo rushes to her side near the lockers, her face a mix of guilt and worry. 

Lindo: (whispering) Sphiwe, it’s bad. Everyone’s talking about you and London. 

Sphiwe: (confused) What are you talking about? 

Lindo hesitates before pulling out her phone and showing Sphiwe screenshots of the fake 

messages Natasha shared. Sphiwe’s eyes widen as she scrolls through the texts. 

Sphiwe: (furious) I never sent these! Who would do this? 

Lindo: (gently) It has to be Natasha. She’s been working overtime to tear you down. 

Sphiwe: (shaking her head) This isn’t just her. Someone else is involved. Natasha doesn’t fake 

messages—she uses what she already knows. 

Before Lindo can respond, Natasha walks by with a group of students, her voice loud and pointed. 

Natasha: (mockingly) I guess some people can’t help themselves, huh? I mean, chasing after 

someone else’s boyfriend? Pathetic. 

The group laughs, and Sphiwe’s hands clench into fists. Her face burns with embarrassment, but 

her fury overrides her fear. She takes a step toward Natasha, her voice steady but sharp. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) You think this is funny, Natasha? Spreading lies to make yourself feel better? 
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The hallway grows quiet as students stop to watch the confrontation. Natasha smirks, her 

confidence unshaken. 

Natasha: (innocently) Lies? Oh, sweetie, I didn’t create those messages. Maybe you should look 

at your own actions before blaming others. 

Lindo steps in, her voice loud and clear. 

Lindo: (angrily) Stop it, Natasha! Everyone knows you’re behind this. You’re just jealous because 

London looked at someone other than you for once. 

The crowd murmurs in agreement, and Natasha’s smirk falters slightly. But before Sphiwe can 

press further, a voice cuts through the tension. 

Tumelo: (angrily) What’s going on here? 

Tumelo pushes through the crowd, his eyes scanning the scene. He sees Sphiwe, her face flushed 

with anger, and then Natasha, her smirk returning as she spots him. 

Natasha: (sweetly) Tumelo, maybe you should ask Sphiwe why she’s been messaging London. I 

mean, it’s all over school now. 

Tumelo freezes, his jaw tightening. He turns to Sphiwe, confusion and hurt flickering across his 

face. 

Tumelo: (softly) Is that true? 

Sphiwe: (desperately) No! Tumelo, it’s all fake. I don’t know who’s doing this, but it’s not me. 

Before Tumelo can respond, London strolls into the scene, his usual smirk firmly in place. 

London: (mocking) Oh, don’t be so quick to deny it, Sphiwe. You’re making me feel special. 

Tumelo spins to face him, his anger boiling over. 

Tumelo: (yelling) You stay out of this! 

London: (calmly) Why? Afraid of the truth, Tumelo? Maybe she’s not as loyal as you think. 

Tumelo lunges at London, shoving him hard. The crowd gasps as London stumbles but catches 

himself, his smirk never wavering. 

London: (smirking) That all you got? 

Before the fight can escalate, Ma’am Mnisi, the strict and no-nonsense school counselor, steps 

into the scene. Her voice is sharp and commanding. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (sternly) Enough! Both of you, my office. Now. 

Tumelo and London glare at each other but reluctantly follow her, leaving Sphiwe standing in the 

center of the crowd, her emotions swirling. Natasha watches with satisfaction, her plan unfolding 
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exactly as she’d hoped. As the crowd disperses, Sphiwe turns to Lindo, her voice low but 

determined. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) I’m not letting her get away with this. 

Lindo: (nodding) What’s the plan? 

Sphiwe: (firmly) First, we find out who’s helping her. Then, we end this once and for all. 

After the crowd disperses, Sphiwe pulls Lindo aside, her jaw clenched with determination. The 

embarrassment and anger bubbling inside her have crystallized into a single thought: someone 

helped Natasha craft those messages, and she’s going to find out who. 

Sphiwe: (whispering) Lindo, there’s no way Natasha did this alone. She’s not smart enough to 

fake messages this good. 

Lindo: (nodding) True. Natasha’s good at stirring drama, but tech stuff? Not her thing. 

Sphiwe: (thinking out loud) That means she had help. Someone who knows enough about me to 

make it look real. 

Lindo frowns, scanning the hallway. 

Lindo: (hesitant) What about Ian? He’s always hanging around London. Maybe he helped 

Natasha to protect his friend. 

Sphiwe considers this, but something doesn’t add up. 

Sphiwe: (shaking her head) Ian wouldn’t. He’s too neutral for this kind of drama. Plus, he was the 

one who stopped the fight. 

Before Lindo can respond, a thought strikes Sphiwe. 

Sphiwe: (suspiciously) What about Ntando? He’s close to Natasha, and he’s always on his phone. 

Lindo: (wide-eyed) Ntando? You think he’d do this? 

Sphiwe doesn’t answer. Instead, she strides down the hallway, her eyes scanning the crowd for 

Ntando. She spots him near the computer lab, chatting casually with another student. She 

approaches him, her voice sharp. 

Sphiwe: Ntando, I need to talk to you. Now. 

Ntando looks up, surprised by her tone. 

Ntando: (grinning) What’s up, Sphiwe? You look tense. 

Sphiwe: (seriously) Don’t play dumb. Did you help Natasha fake those messages? 

The grin fades from Ntando’s face as he glances around, clearly uncomfortable. 

Ntando: (nervously) What are you talking about? I don’t know anything about— 

Sphiwe: (cutting him off) Don’t lie to me, Ntando. I know Natasha couldn’t have done it alone. 
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Ntando hesitates, and Sphiwe takes a step closer, her voice low and firm. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) If you tell me the truth now, I’ll keep your name out of it. But if I find out you 

were involved and you lied to me... 

The unspoken threat hangs in the air, and Ntando’s shoulders slump. He looks around to make 

sure no one is listening before leaning in. 

Ntando: (whispering) Fine. I helped her. But it wasn’t my idea! Natasha came to me with some 

screenshots and asked me to tweak them. She said it was just for fun, that it wouldn’t go this far. 

Sphiwe’s fists clench as anger washes over her. 

Sphiwe: (coldly) And you just went along with it? You knew what this would do to me! 

Ntando: (defensively) I didn’t think she’d actually use them! Look, I’m sorry, okay? 

Sphiwe glares at him, her voice dripping with disdain. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) You’re going to fix this, Ntando. Either you tell everyone the truth, or I will. 

And trust me, you don’t want me to do it. 

Meanwhile, in Ma’am Mnisi’s office, Tumelo and London sit in tense silence. Ma’am Mnisi glares 

at them from behind her desk, her disappointment evident. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (sternly) I don’t care what your issues are. Fighting on school grounds is 

unacceptable. Now, one of you needs to tell me what’s going on. 

Tumelo crosses his arms, his jaw tight, while London leans back in his chair, completely unfazed. 

London: (calmly) Nothing to tell. Tumelo can’t handle competition. That’s all this is. 

Tumelo snaps, slamming his fist on the desk. 

Tumelo: (yelling) You’re the one who keeps pushing! You and your stupid games! 

Ma’am Mnisi: (raising her voice) Enough! I don’t care who started it. You’re both in detention 

for the rest of the week. And if this happens again, you’ll be suspended. Do I make myself clear? 

London shrugs, while Tumelo glares at him. The tension between them is thick as they leave the 

office and head back into the hallway. 

London: (mockingly) You really need to work on that temper, Tumelo. It’s not a good look. 

Tumelo: (low and angry) Stay away from Sphiwe. I mean it. 

London: (smirking) Or what? You’ll throw another tantrum? Face it, Tumelo. You can’t protect 

her from me—or from herself. 

Tumelo watches as London walks away, his fists clenched. Deep down, he knows London isn’t the 

only problem. Something bigger is happening, and he’s determined to figure it out. In the girls’ 

restroom, Natasha leans against the sink, texting furiously. She’s thrilled with how the day is 
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unfolding, but she knows she can’t stop now. Sphiwe is strong—too strong to be taken down with 

just one hit. 

Natasha: (to herself) If Sphiwe wants to fight back, fine. I’ll make sure she has nothing left to 

fight for. 

She types a new message, sending it to a group of students she knows will spread it far and wide. 

Text Message: “You didn’t hear this from me, but Sphiwe’s been meeting London after school. 

Apparently, Tumelo doesn’t know.” 

As the message sends, Natasha smirks, already imagining the chaos it will cause. She adjusts her 

makeup in the mirror, her confidence unshaken. 

Natasha: (to her reflection) Checkmate, Sphiwe. 
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Chapter Two 
 
 
 

 In the school’s courtyard after the tension-filled events of the morning. Sphiwe sits under a tree 

with Lindo, replaying her conversation with Ntando in her mind. Tumelo is nowhere to be found, 

and the absence weighs on her. Meanwhile, Natasha watches from a distance with a sly grin, 

surrounded by her ever-present entourage. 

Lindo: (nervously) So… what now? Ntando admitted it. Are you going to tell Tumelo? 

Sphiwe: (sighing) I don’t know. Tumelo’s already dealing with London. If I tell him this, it’ll just 

make things worse. 

Lindo: (worried) But you can’t handle this alone. Natasha won’t stop unless you fight back. 

Sphiwe leans back against the tree, staring up at the branches. She feels the weight of the rumors, 

the whispers, and the growing tension between Tumelo and London. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) What if fighting back makes me like her? I don’t want to stoop to her level, 

Lindo. 

Lindo: (firmly) Standing up for yourself doesn’t make you like her. It makes you strong. 

Sphiwe nods, but her resolve wavers. She knows Natasha is watching her every move, waiting for 

her to crack. 



  

25 

 

 

On the other side of the courtyard, Natasha leans against a picnic table, scrolling through her 

phone. She glances up at Sphiwe and smirks. 

Natasha: (to her friends) Look at her. Pretending to be innocent. 

Naledi: (giggling) She looked so clueless earlier. It’s almost sad, angiboni azi eqinisweni. 

Ayanda: (hesitating) But what if she figures out you made the messages? Uzoyithini Natasha 

Natasha: (confidently) She won’t. Even if she does, who’s going to believe her? Besides, by the 

time she tries, I’ll already have everyone convinced she’s been sneaking around with London. 

Natasha types another message on her phone and sends it off, her grin widening as she imagines 

the chaos it will cause. 

Natasha: (smirking) Let’s see how she handles this one. 

In the school’s locker room, Tumelo sits on a bench, still fuming from the earlier confrontation. 

Ian walks in, throwing his gym bag onto a nearby bench. 

Ian: (carefully) Heard about what happened with London. You okay? 

Tumelo: (angrily) No, Ian, I’m not okay. He’s messing with Sphiwe, and now the whole school’s 

talking about them like it’s true. 

Ian: (calmly) And punching him is supposed to fix that? 

Tumelo: (snapping) What do you want me to do? Just stand by while he drags her name through 

the mud? 

Ian sits down next to Tumelo, his voice serious. 

Ian: (firmly) No. But fighting him isn’t going to help Sphiwe. If anything, it’s giving him exactly 

what he wants. 

Tumelo leans forward, his head in his hands. Ian watches him for a moment before speaking 

again. 

Ian: (gently) Look, if you care about her, then you need to talk to her. Find out what’s really 

going on before you lose your temper again. 

Tumelo looks up, nodding slowly. Ian’s words hit home, but the anger still simmers beneath the 

surface.Back in the courtyard, Sphiwe and Lindo are packing up their things when Tumelo 

approaches. His expression is a mix of concern and frustration. 

Tumelo: (softly) Sphiwe, we need to talk. 

Lindo glances between them, sensing the tension. She excuses herself, leaving them alone. 

Sphiwe: (hesitant) Tumelo, I— 

Tumelo: (cutting her off) Did you message London? 
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Sphiwe’s eyes widen, hurt flashing across her face. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) No! How can you even ask me that? 

Tumelo: (softly) Because I don’t know what’s real anymore. Everywhere I turn, people are saying 

things about you and London, and I don’t know what to believe. 

Sphiwe takes a deep breath, her voice steady but emotional. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) Tumelo, you know me. You know I would never do something like that. This is 

Natasha’s doing. She’s the one spreading lies about me. 

Tumelo studies her face, the sincerity in her eyes. Slowly, he nods, the tension easing slightly. 

Tumelo: (gently) I believe you. But we need to do something about this. Together. 

Sphiwe hesitates, then nods. For the first time all day, she feels a glimmer of hope. 

As Sphiwe and Tumelo talk, Natasha’s new message begins circulating around the school. 

Students whisper in the hallways, glancing at Sphiwe and Tumelo as they pass. Natasha, standing 

in the shadows with a satisfied smirk. The chaos she’s created is far from over. 

Natasha: (to herself) Let’s see how long you can keep up this little act, Sphiwe. 

The bell rings, and the scene fades out, leaving the audience eager to see how Sphiwe and Tumelo 

will face Natasha’s schemes and whether London will escalate the rivalry further. The courtyard 

is quieter now, most students having moved on to their afternoon classes or cliques. Sphiwe spots 

Ntando sitting alone near the school’s back gate, fiddling nervously with his phone. She 

approaches with purpose, her jaw tight and her eyes focused. Ntando notices her coming and 

immediately tenses. 

Sphiwe: (coldly) We need to talk. 

Ntando: (nervously) I already told you everything earlier Sphiwe. What else do you want? 

Sphiwe: (crossing her arms) The truth. All of it. Why did you help Natasha? 

Ntando: (glancing around) Look, it wasn’t personal, okay? Natasha made it sound like a harmless 

prank. 

Sphiwe: (leaning closer) A harmless prank? You helped her destroy my reputation Ntando. You 

knew what you were doing. 

Ntando shifts uncomfortably, his voice lowering. 

Ntando: (quietly) She threatened me. Said she’d spread lies about me too if I didn’t help. You 

know how she is. She doesn’t stop until she gets what she wants. 

Sphiwe’s expression softens slightly, but her determination remains firm. 

Sphiwe: (calmly) Then help me stop her. Admit what you did. Tell everyone the messages were 

fake. 
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Ntando: (panicking) Are you crazy? If I do that, Natasha will come for me. And London? He’s 

got her back. I’ll be ruined. 

Sphiwe steps closer, her voice low and intense. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) You’re already in this. The only way out is to tell the truth. Otherwise, you’ll go 

down with her. 

Ntando hesitates, torn between fear and guilt. After a moment, he sighs heavily, his shoulders 

slumping. 

Ntando: (defeated) Fine. I’ll do it. But you better have my back when this blows up. 

Sphiwe: (nodding) I will. 

Meanwhile, Natasha’s latest message spreads like wildfire. In the cafeteria, a group of students 

whispers loudly, their eyes darting toward Tumelo as he enters with Ian. 

Student 1: (giggling) Did you hear? Tumelo and Natasha? I never saw that coming. 

Student 2: (mockingly) Poor Sphiwe. First London, now this? No wonder she’s losing it. 

Tumelo hears the whispers and stops in his tracks, his fists clenching. Ian places a hand on his 

shoulder, trying to keep him calm. 

 

Ian: (quietly) Don’t. That’s exactly what they want. 

Tumelo: (through gritted teeth) This has gone too far. 

Natasha enters the cafeteria moments later, her entourage trailing behind her. She spots Tumelo 

and flashes him a smug smile, daring him to react. Tumelo starts toward her, but Ian pulls him 

back. 

Ian: (firmly) Not here. 

Tumelo glares at Natasha but relents, storming out of the cafeteria. Natasha watches him go, her 

smirk widening. 

Natasha: (to her friends) Looks like I hit a nerve. 

Outside, Tumelo paces near the basketball court, his anger boiling over. Ian follows him, trying to 

calm him down. 

Ian: (sternly) Tumelo, think this through. Natasha’s baiting you. Don’t give her what she wants. 

Tumelo: (snapping) She’s dragging Sphiwe’s name through the mud, and now she’s coming for 

me too? I can’t just stand by, Ian. 

Ian: (calmly) Then be smart about it. You want to take her down? Hit her where it hurts. 

Tumelo stops pacing, Ian’s words sinking in. A plan begins to form in his mind. 
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Tumelo: (determined) You’re right. Natasha thinks she’s untouchable, but everyone’s got a 

weakness. 

He pulls out his phone, scrolling through his contacts until he finds London’s number. Ian raises 

an eyebrow. 

Ian: (confused) What are you doing? 

Tumelo: (smirking) If Natasha’s using London to back her up, then I’ll use him to turn on her. 

Ian looks skeptical but doesn’t stop him as Tumelo hits “call.” With a  determined expression as 

the phone rings. As the storm loose, Natasha in the girls’ restroom, adjusting her lipstick. Her 

phone buzzes with a new message, and her smug smile falters as she reads it. 

Text Message: “We need to talk. Tumelo’s coming for you. – London” 

Natasha’s confidence wavers for the first time as she realizes she might be losing control of her 

carefully constructed chaos. With an uneasy expression, the basketball court is dimly lit as the sun 

sets. Tumelo stands near the hoop, phone pressed to his ear. A few moments pass before London 

picks up. 

London: (laughing mockingly) Well, well. Didn’t expect a call from you. Let me guess—you’re 

calling to apologize for trying to break my jaw this morning? 

Tumelo: (coldly) I’m not here to talk about the fight. This is about Natasha. 

London: (pausing) Natasha? What about her? 

Tumelo: (sharply) You know exactly what I’m talking about. The rumors, the lies—she’s been 

using you to back her up while she tears Sphiwe and me apart. 

London: (amused) And what makes you think I care? 

Tumelo: (calmly, but firmly) Because when Natasha’s done with me, she’ll come for you. That’s 

how she works. 

There’s a pause on the other end as London considers Tumelo’s words. He leans against the wall 

of the locker room, his expression shifting from amusement to thoughtfulness. 

London: (casually) You think I don’t know who Natasha is? I’ve seen her play these games 

before. But here’s the thing, Tumelo—I’m not afraid of her. 

Tumelo: (pressing) Maybe not. But do you really want to be her pawn? The whole school’s 

watching this unfold, and when it blows up, you’ll be the one standing next to her. 

London: (smirking) So what’s your plan? You want me to betray her? 

Tumelo: (firmly) I want you to think about what happens when her lies catch up to her. If you’re 

smart, you’ll cut ties before she drags you down too. 

London exhales, his smirk fading slightly. He doesn’t respond, and Tumelo takes that as his cue to 

end the call. 
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Tumelo: (seriously) Think about it Mr. My dad got the bag. You know where to find me. 

He hangs up, his jaw tight as he stares out at the darkening sky. 

Inside the school library, Sphiwe meets Lindo. She clutches a voice recorder in her hand, the 

weight of what she’s about to do sinking in. Lindo looks at her, concerned. 

Lindo: (worried) Are you sure about this? If Natasha finds out you recorded Ntando, she’s going 

to flip. 

Sphiwe: (resolute) She deserves to. I’m done hiding, Lindo. 

The two make their way to the center of the library, where a small group of students is gathered, 

including some of Natasha’s entourage. Sphiwe steps forward, her voice steady but loud enough 

to draw attention. 

Sphiwe: (clearly) I want everyone to hear this. 

She plays the recording. Ntando’s voice echoes through the quiet library, admitting to faking the 

messages and implicating Natasha. Gasps ripple through the crowd as whispers start to spread. 

Student 1: (shocked) Did he really say that? 

Student 2: (whispering) So Natasha lied about everything? 

Sphiwe turns off the recorder, her eyes scanning the room. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) This is the truth. Natasha’s been lying to all of you. It’s time she’s held 

accountable. 

Across the school, Natasha is in the restroom, pacing nervously. Her phone buzzes with multiple 

messages as news of Sphiwe’s recording spreads. 

Text Message 1: “Sphiwe just exposed Ntando. Everyone knows now.” 

Text Message 2: “Did you really fake all of that? People are turning on you, Natasha.” 

She slams her phone onto the counter, her breath coming in short bursts. For the first time, she 

feels her control slipping away. 

Natasha: (to herself) No. This isn’t over. 

She grabs her phone and dials Ntando, her voice sharp and demanding. 

Natasha: (angrily) What did you do? You were supposed to keep your mouth shut! 

Ntando: (on the phone, nervously) I didn’t have a choice. Sphiwe cornered me. 

Natasha: (furious) You’re pathetic. Do you know what you’ve done? 

Natasha hangs up, her mind racing as she formulates her next move. Her reflection in the mirror 

is a mixture of panic and rage. 

Natasha: (to herself) If Sphiwe thinks she’s won, she’s in for a surprise. 
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Natasha strides purposefully down the hallway, her heels clicking against the tiled floor. Her 

expression is unreadable, but her eyes burn with anger. She stops in front of her locker, yanks it 

open, and pulls out her tablet. She scrolls through her photos, landing on a folder labeled 

“Receipts.” A cruel smile creeps across her face. In a secluded corner of the school, Natasha 

meets with her closest ally, Amanda, who is visibly uneasy after the recent fallout. 

Amanda: (nervously) Natasha, I don’t think this is a good idea. The whole school’s already 

turning on you. Maybe we should just lay low. 

Natasha: (cutting her off) Lay low? That’s not how I play. If Sphiwe wants to humiliate me, she 

needs to remember who she’s dealing with. 

Amanda: (hesitant) What are you planning Jack? 

Natasha holds up her tablet, the folder visible on the screen. 

Natasha: (smirking) I’ve been keeping tabs on Sphiwe for weeks. Parties, texts, private 

moments—let’s just say I have enough dirt to bury her reputation for good. 

Amanda: (shocked) You’re going to leak that? Isn’t that going too far? 

Natasha: (coldly) Too far? She played dirty first. I’m just finishing what she started. 

Meanwhile, in the school courtyard, Sphiwe stands near Tumelo, who has finally calmed down 

after his tense call with London. A group of curious students has gathered around them, including 

Ian, Lindo, and a few others who’ve started piecing together the truth about Natasha’s schemes. 

Lindo: (to Sphiwe) So what’s the plan MaDlamini? Everyone’s talking about the recording, but 

Natasha isn’t the type to back down. 

Tumelo: (firmly) That’s why we’re taking this public. If Jack wants to keep playing games, we’ll 

make sure everyone knows exactly who she is. “Queen Drama Natasha Jack” 

Ian: (nodding) It’s risky, but it might be the only way to stop her. 

Sphiwe hesitates for a moment, her eyes scanning the crowd. She feels the weight of the decision, 

but Tumelo’s steady presence reassures her. She takes a deep breath and nods. 

Sphiwe: (determined) Let’s do it. 

Tumelo steps forward, addressing the group of students with a calm but commanding voice. 

Tumelo: (to the crowd) You’ve all heard Natasha’s lies. Now it’s time to hear the truth. 

Sphiwe pulls out her phone and plays the recording of Ntando’s confession again, ensuring that 

the growing crowd hears every word. Gasps ripple through the group, and some students begin 

murmuring their support. 

Student 1: (to Sphiwe) Why didn’t you say something earlier? We would’ve believed you. 

Student 2: (to Tumelo) So Natasha really made all of this up? That’s low, even for her. 
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London watches from the sidelines, leaning against a tree. His expression is unreadable, but 

there’s a flicker of doubt in his eyes. Natasha’s phone call still echoes in his mind, and Tumelo’s 

words about being dragged down with her begin to take root. 

As the crowd grows louder, London notices Natasha approaching from a distance, her tablet 

clutched tightly in her hands. He steps away from the tree, intercepting her before she can reach 

the group. 

London: (calmly) Where do you think you’re going? 

Natasha: (snapping) Move, Sengwayo. I’ve got business to handle. 

London: (blocking her path) Is this how you want to go out? Playing the villain to the very end? 

Natasha: (glaring) What are you talking about? 

London: (sharply) Tumelo’s right, Natasha. This isn’t just about Sphiwe anymore. Everyone’s 

watching, and when you fall, you’re taking me down with you. 

Natasha falters for a moment, caught off guard by London’s shift in tone. She quickly recovers, 

her voice dripping with defiance. 

Natasha: (coldly) Then stay out of my way. I don’t need you. 

London steps aside, watching as Natasha storms toward the crowd, her resolve unwavering. He 

looks back at Tumelo and Sphiwe, conflicted but unwilling to make a move just yet. Natasha 

reaches the courtyard, her cruel smile returning as she lifts her tablet. The crowd falls silent, 

sensing another confrontation brewing. Tumelo and Sphiwe exchange a glance, bracing 

themselves for what’s to come. 

Natasha: (loudly) Enjoying your little victory? Don’t get too comfortable. I’ve got something to 

share with everyone too. 

The courtyard falls silent as Natasha stands before the growing crowd, her tablet clutched tightly 

in her hands. Her lips curve into a smug smile, her confidence restored by the anticipation of her 

next move. Sphiwe and Tumelo exchange tense glances, their unease palpable. 

Natasha: (loudly) So, Sphiwe thinks she can play the hero now? Cute. But every hero has a dirty 

little secret. 

She swipes on her tablet, pulling up an incriminating photo of Sphiwe at a party, holding a bottle 

of alcohol. The image is blurry but suggestive enough to spark murmurs among the students. 

Natasha: (mocking) Our innocent Sphiwe, caught partying with the same people she claims to 

hate. Hypocrisy much? 

Student 1: (whispering) Is that really her? 

Student 2: (skeptical) It could be fake. Natasha’s good at this. 

Sphiwe steps forward, her heart pounding, but her voice is steady. 

Sphiwe: (calmly) Is that the best you’ve got, Natasha? A blurry picture that could be anyone? 
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Natasha: (smirking) Oh, I’ve got more. 

She pulls up screenshots of private messages, carefully edited to make it seem like Sphiwe has 

been gossiping about her friends. Gasps ripple through the crowd as Natasha continues her 

performance. 

Natasha: (to the crowd) See? She’s not the victim she pretends to be. 

London, still lingering on the edges of the crowd, watches the scene unfold. He sees the 

uncertainty in Sphiwe’s eyes and the way Natasha thrives on chaos. Finally, something shifts in 

him. He steps forward, his voice cutting through the murmurs. 

London: (calmly) That’s enough Natasha. 

The crowd turns to him, surprised. Natasha’s smirk falters as London approaches her. 

Natasha: (annoyed) What are you doing? 

London: (sharply) Telling the truth. 

He looks at the crowd, his voice steady but filled with conviction. 

London: (to the students) Those messages? Fake. The photo? Probably staged too. You all know 

Natasha better than that. She’s been lying and manipulating everyone from the start. 

Natasha’s eyes widen, her grip on her tablet tightening. 

Natasha: (hissing) London, shut up. 

London: (ignoring her) She used me, just like she’s trying to use all of you. Don’t let her get away 

with it. 

Taking advantage of the moment, Tumelo steps beside London, nodding in agreement. 

Tumelo: (to the crowd) London’s right. Natasha’s been controlling everyone with her lies for too 

long. 

Sphiwe gathers her courage, stepping forward as well. Her voice is steady, but her emotions are 

raw. 

Sphiwe: (to Natasha) You’ve spent so much time trying to tear me down Jack, but you know 

what? I’m still here. You can’t break me. 

The crowd begins to turn, murmurs growing louder as students start questioning Natasha’s 

motives. Natasha, realizing she’s losing control, tries to regain her composure. 

Natasha: (desperate) Don’t fall for this! They’re just jealous. They’ve always been jealous of me. 

Student 3: (sarcastic) Yeah, jealous of a liar? Sure. 

Student 4: (to Natasha) Give it a rest Natasha. We’re done listening to you. 
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The tide fully shifts as more students voice their support for Sphiwe and Tumelo. Natasha’s smug 

demeanor crumbles as she realizes her power is slipping away. 

Natasha looks around, her face a mixture of anger and disbelief. London stands beside Sphiwe 

and Tumelo, his arms crossed defiantly. The crowd disperses slowly, leaving Natasha standing 

alone in the courtyard. Her tablet slips from her hands and clatters to the ground as she stares 

after them. 

Natasha: (quietly) This isn’t over. 

Natasha storms into the empty classroom where Amanda is waiting, nervously scrolling through 

her phone. Amanda looks up, startled by Natasha’s sudden entrance. 

Amanda: (hesitant) Thetha… what happened out there? Everyone’s talking about— 

Natasha: (snapping) Don’t. I don’t want to hear it. 

She slams her tablet on the desk and glares at Amanda, her voice cold and calculated. 

Natasha: (calmly) They think they’ve won. Sphiwe, Tumelo, even London. But they’re wrong. 

Amanda: (nervous) Maybe it’s time to just let it go. This is getting out of hand— 

Natasha: (cutting her off) Let it go? (laughs bitterly) Do you think I’ve made it this far by letting 

things go? Ndingu Jack m’na. 

She begins pacing, her mind racing with ideas. 

Natasha: (to herself) If they want war, I’ll give them one. But this time, I won’t make the mistake 

of playing fair. 

Amanda: (concerned) What are you planning? 

Natasha: (smirking) Something that will make Sphiwe and Tumelo wish they’d never crossed me. 

And London? He’ll regret ever turning his back on me. I thought he loved, what a fool in me. 

Later that evening, Natasha sits in her dimly lit bedroom, her face illuminated by the glow of her 

laptop screen. She opens a private chat with an anonymous username and begins typing furiously. 

Natasha’s Message: “I need information on Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London. Anything you can 

find—family, secrets, past mistakes. I’ll pay.” 

After a few moments, the anonymous user responds. 

Anonymous: “Consider it done. Check back tomorrow.” 

Natasha leans back in her chair, a satisfied smile on her face. She glances at a corkboard on her 

wall, covered in photos, notes, and connections between her targets. She picks up a photo of 

Sphiwe and pins it to the center. 

Natasha: (quietly) Let’s see how perfect you are when your skeletons come tumbling out.   
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The next morning, Sphiwe and Tumelo sit together in the school library, their faces serious. Lindo 

joins them, pulling out a notebook filled with scribbled ideas. 

Lindo: (excited) Okay, so if we’re going to take Natasha down for good, we need to stay ahead of 

her. She’s probably already plotting her next move. 

Tumelo: (nodding) Agreed. The only way to stop her is to expose her before she can strike again. 

Sphiwe hesitates, her fingers nervously tapping the edge of the table. 

Sphiwe: (softly) I just… I don’t want to become like her. I don’t want to hurt people the way she 

does. 

Tumelo: (gently) You’re not like her Dlamini. You’re standing up for yourself. That’s different. 

Lindo gives her a reassuring smile. 

Lindo: Besides, it’s not just about you. Natasha’s hurt so many people. If we don’t stop her, she’ll 

just keep doing it. 

Sphiwe nods, her resolve strengthening. 

Sphiwe: (determined) You’re right. Let’s do this. 

Across the school, London sits alone on the bleachers, staring at his phone. The weight of his 

decision to side against Natasha is starting to sink in. Ian approaches, sitting beside him with a 

curious expression. 

Ian: (teasing) Look at you, the school’s new hero. Didn’t think you had it in you to stand up to 

Natasha. 

London: (smirking) Don’t get used to it. I’m not exactly a hero. 

Ian: (seriously) Maybe not, but you did the right thing. People are starting to see Natasha for who 

she really is. 

London sighs, running a hand through his hair. 

London: (quietly) Yeah, but now I’m stuck in the middle of this mess. Natasha’s not going to let 

this slide. 

Ian: (shrugging) Maybe. But you’re not alone. Tumelo and Sphiwe have your back now, right? 

London looks thoughtful, his expression softening slightly. 

London: (murmuring) Maybe it’s time I actually start choosing the right side. 

The entire day was drowned in scheming and plotting against each other. The following day 

Natasha is walking confidently into the school’s courtyard, a folder of information tucked under 

her arm. She smirks as she sees Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London talking in the courtyard, completely 

unaware of the storm she’s about to unleash. 
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Natasha: (to herself) Game on. 

The school bell rings, signaling the start of a new day. Students mill about in the courtyard, 

exchanging the latest gossip. Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London stand near the steps, their conversation 

cut short as Natasha approaches. 

Natasha: (mocking) Good morning, heroes. Enjoying your fifteen minutes of fame? 

Tumelo: (calmly) What do you want Natasha? 

Natasha: (smirking) Oh, nothing much. Just thought you’d like to see what happens when you 

cross me. 

She pulls out a stack of papers from her folder and hands them to a group of nearby students, who 

eagerly take them. The pages are photocopies of private messages, carefully fabricated to 

implicate Sphiwe, Tumelo, and even London in a scheme to manipulate their classmates. 

Natasha: (to the crowd) Looks like our so-called heroes have their own little secrets. 

The students begin reading, their murmurs growing louder as they pass the papers around. 

Student 1: (to Sphiwe) Is this true? You’ve been talking about us behind our backs? 

Student 2: (to Tumelo) So you’ve been playing us this whole time? 

Sphiwe’s face pales as she grabs one of the papers, scanning the fabricated messages. Tumelo 

looks furious, while London crosses his arms. 

Sphiwe: (sharply) These are fake! Natasha made them up! 

Natasha: (innocently) Oh, sure. Blame me. Because I’d totally have the time to invent all of this. 

Tumelo steps forward, his voice firm and steady. 

Tumelo: (to the crowd) She’s lying. This is what she does—she manipulates people. Don’t fall for 

it again (rolling his eyes) 

London: (calmly) Think about it. Why would we go through all this trouble just to scheme against 

you? 

Some students hesitate, their trust in Natasha wavering. However, a few remain unconvinced. 

Student 3: (to London) You used to be her right-hand guy. How do we know you’re not still 

working with her? 

Sphiwe looks at Tumelo and London, her expression tense but resolute. She takes a step forward, 

addressing the group with a calm but passionate tone. 

Sphiwe: (to the crowd) I know Natasha has a way of making people believe her lies. I used to 

believe them too. But you’ve seen the real her—what she’s capable of. Ask yourself: who’s 

benefited from all this drama? Not us. Not you. Only her. 
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Her words begin to sway the crowd, some students nodding in agreement. Natasha’s smirk falters, 

but she quickly recovers. 

Natasha: (laughing) Oh, please. You think a little speech is going to save you? You’ve 

underestimated me. 

She pulls out her phone and taps the screen. Moments later, a group chat notification pings on 

multiple students’ phones. It’s a voice recording of Tumelo and London during one of their heated 

arguments, edited to sound like they’re conspiring against Sphiwe. 

Voice Recording: “She’s too soft. We’ll use her to take Natasha down, then we’ll handle her 

later.” 

The crowd gasps, their suspicions reignited. Sphiwe turns to Tumelo and London, her expression 

filled with confusion and hurt. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) Is this true? 

Tumelo: (desperate) No! She edited it! You have to believe me (jumping in front of her with 

confusion expression) 

London: (firmly) It’s a fake Sphiwe. You know us better than that. 

Sphiwe hesitates, the weight of doubt pressing on her. Natasha watches with satisfaction, knowing 

she’s planted the seed of mistrust. 

The bell rings, breaking the tension. Students begin dispersing, their whispers filling the air. 

Sphiwe looks at Tumelo and London, her expression torn. Natasha walks away with a victorious 

smirk, her plan seemingly successful. The classroom is nearly empty after the bell rings. Sphiwe 

lingers by her desk, her hands trembling slightly as she clutches the fabricated message. Tumelo 

and London approach cautiously, their expressions a mix of frustration and concern. 

Sphiwe: (without looking up) Did you say it? 

Tumelo: (firmly) No. You know I’d never— 

Sphiwe: (cutting him off) I don’t know what to believe anymore. 

She finally looks up, her eyes filled with confusion and hurt with tears piling up. Tumelo steps 

closer, his voice softening. 

Tumelo: (earnestly) Sphiwe, you know Natasha’s playing us. That recording was edited. You’ve 

seen what she’s capable of. 

London: (calmly) She’s trying to divide us. It’s her classic move—turn everyone against each 

other so she can stay on top. 

Sphiwe hesitates, her emotions warring within her. She looks at London, her voice trembling. 

Sphiwe: (softly) You used to work with her. How do I know you’re not still on her side? 

London’s expression hardens briefly, then softens as he sighs deeply. 
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London: (honestly) Because I made a mistake before, and I’m done being her pawn. You don’t 

have to trust me completely, but trust what you’ve seen—she’ll do anything to win. 

Sphiwe looks between them, her heart racing. She thinks back to all the times Natasha has lied, 

manipulated, and hurt others. She takes a deep breath, her voice steadier. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) If we’re going to stop her, we need to be united. But I need the truth—no 

secrets, no games. 

Tumelo: (nodding) You have my word. 

London: (genuinely) Mine too. 

Sphiwe searches their faces for a moment before nodding slowly. The tension eases slightly, but 

the sting of Natasha’s attack still lingers. 

Meanwhile, Natasha is in the school’s media lab, leaning back in a chair with her feet on the desk. 

Amanda sits nearby, her expression uneasy as Natasha scrolls through her phone, reading 

comments on the group chat. 

Natasha: (smirking) They’re eating it up. Sphiwe’s precious little team is falling apart, and I 

didn’t even have to try that hard. 

Amanda: (hesitant) Don’t you think this is… I don’t know, too much? 

Natasha: (laughing) Too much? Amanda, this is just the beginning. 

She leans forward, her eyes gleaming with excitement. 

Natasha: (darkly) By the time I’m done, no one will dare challenge me again. 

Amanda fidgets with her bracelet, her guilt growing as Natasha continues to gloat. She opens her 

mouth to speak, but Natasha cuts her off. 

Natasha: (snapping) Don’t tell me you’re getting soft now. You’re either with me, or you’re 

against me. 

Amanda swallows hard, nodding reluctantly. But her conflicted expression hints at a crack in 

Natasha’s carefully built alliance. Later that evening, Amanda sits in her room, staring at the 

same fabricated messages Natasha handed out earlier. Her conscience weighs heavily on her as 

she recalls how she helped Natasha create them. 

Amanda’s Flashback: Natasha sits at her desk, laughing as she shows Amanda the edited 

screenshots. “This is going to be epic,” Natasha says, her eyes gleaming with mischief. Amanda 

hesitates, her fingers hovering over the keyboard, but ultimately presses send. 

Back in the present, Amanda buries her face in her hands, her guilt overwhelming her. She picks 

up her phone, scrolling through her contacts until she lands on Sphiwe’s name. Her thumb hovers 

over the call button, but she hesitates. 

Amanda: (to herself) What if she doesn’t believe me? 
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Her phone buzzes with a new message from Natasha. 

Natasha’s Message: “Tomorrow, we finish this. Be ready.” 

Amanda stares at the screen, torn between loyalty to Natasha and her growing sense of right and 

wrong. She takes a deep breath and types a message to Sphiwe. 

Amanda’s Message: “We need to talk. It’s about Natasha.” 

It’s the following day at school, like wise a tense dramatic one. The school day progresses with an 

uneasy tension hanging in the air. Students are abuzz with gossip about the fabricated messages 

and Natasha’s allegations. Meanwhile, Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London regroup in the music room, 

trying to strategize their next move. The trio is unaware that Natasha is already three steps ahead, 

preparing her most shocking move yet. 

Natasha walks into the principal’s office, her face an artful blend of feigned concern and quiet 

determination. Principal Nkosi  looks up from her desk, raising an eyebrow as Natasha sets down 

a thick folder of documents. 

Principal Nkosi: (suspicious) What is this, Natasha? 

Natasha: (innocently) Proof. I thought it was my responsibility as a student leader to bring this to 

your attention. 

Principal Nkosi opens the folder, her expression hardening as she flips through the pages. Inside 

are not only the fabricated messages but also doctored images of Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London 

involved in compromising and illegal activities. 

Principal Nkosi: (angrily) Natasha, if these are real, this is extremely serious. Are you certain 

about this? 

Natasha: (nodding solemnly) I wish I weren’t, Ma’am, but I thought the school needed to know 

the truth before things got out of hand. 

An hour later, the school intercom crackles to life as Principal Nkosi’s voice echoes through the 

hallways. 

Principal Nkosi: (sternly) Sphiwe Dlamini, Tumelo Mahlangu, and London Sengwayo, please 

report to my office immediately. 

The trio, sitting in the cafeteria, freezes. Around them, students murmur and exchange glances. 

Sphiwe looks at Tumelo and London, her face pale. 

Sphiwe: (whispering) What now? 

Tumelo: (grimly) This can’t be good. 

They stand and make their way to the office, the crowd parting like the Red Sea. Natasha leans 

against a locker nearby, watching them with a satisfied smirk as Amanda stands behind her, guilt 

written all over her face. 
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In the principal’s office, the trio is met with cold stares from Principal Nkosi and two stern-

looking teachers. The folder of fabricated evidence sits open on the desk. 

Principal Nkosi: (seriously) I’ve received some troubling reports about the three of you. These 

documents suggest you’ve been involved in behavior that not only breaks school rules but also 

violates the law. 

Sphiwe steps forward, her voice trembling with outrage. 

Sphiwe: (defensively) This is a lie! Natasha made all of this up! 

Tumelo: (angrily) She’s framing us. You can’t honestly believe this! 

Principal Nkosi holds up a hand to silence them. 

Principal Nkosi: (firmly) The evidence is overwhelming. Until we can conduct a thorough 

investigation, the three of you are suspended effective immediately. 

The trio stares at her in disbelief, their world crumbling around them. 

London: (quietly, to himself) She really went this far. 

As they leave the office, the hallway is packed with students whispering and pointing. Sphiwe’s 

eyes burn with unshed tears, while Tumelo clenches his fists, his anger barely contained. London 

walks silently, his face unreadable. Natasha stands at the end of the hallway, her smirk widening 

as they approach. 

Natasha: (mocking) Oh, don’t look so shocked. You should’ve known better than to mess with 

me. 

Tumelo takes a step toward her, but Sphiwe grabs his arm, shaking her head. 

Sphiwe: (whispering) Not here. She’s not worth it. 

They walk past her, the weight of their suspension hanging heavily on their shoulders. Amanda 

watches from a distance, her guilt intensifying as Natasha revels in her victory. 

Later that evening, Sphiwe sits in her room, staring at her phone. She notices an anonymous 

message in her inbox. Hesitant, she opens it. 

Anonymous Message: “I know what Natasha did. Meet me at the basketball court after dark. 

Come alone.” 

Sphiwe’s heart races as she reads the message. Desperate for answers, she grabs her jacket and 

sneaks out of the house. When she arrives at the court, the dimly lit area is empty except for a 

shadowy figure standing near the hoop. 

Sphiwe: (cautiously) Who are you? 

The figure steps into the light—it’s Amanda, her face pale and anxious. 

Amanda: (whispering) I need to tell you something. About Natasha. 
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Sphiwe’s eyes widen, hope flickering in her chest for the first time. But before Amanda can say 

more, the sound of a car door slamming interrupts them. They turn to see Natasha standing by a 

sleek black car, her arms crossed and a dangerous look on her face. 

Natasha: (coldly) Amanda, you really don’t know when to keep your mouth shut, do you? 

Sphiwe steps in front of Amanda, her voice firm despite the fear coursing through her. 

Sphiwe: (defiantly) It’s over Natasha. She’s going to tell me everything. 

Natasha smirks, pulling out her phone. 

Natasha: (darkly) Oh, you’re going to regret saying that. Both of you. 

The tension at the basketball court is palpable. Amanda fidgets nervously behind Sphiwe as 

Natasha steps closer, her phone in hand, ready to escalate the situation. Sphiwe stands her 

ground, her eyes locked on Natasha’s calculating gaze. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) Amanda, you don’t have to be afraid of her anymore. Just tell me the truth. 

Natasha: (mocking) Amanda, don’t even think about it. Remember what I have on you. 

A flicker of fear crosses Amanda’s face, but she clenches her fists and steps forward, her voice 

trembling. 

Amanda: (nervously) I can’t do this anymore Natasha. I—I helped her. I helped her fake those 

messages and the recording. 

Sphiwe’s eyes widen in shock, while Natasha’s smirk fades into a cold glare. 

Natasha: (snapping) Amanda, you idiot! 

Amanda: (pleading) I’m sorry, Sphiwe. She blackmailed me into doing it. I thought I didn’t have 

a choice, but I see now how wrong I was. 

Sphiwe: (softly) Why are you telling me this now? 

Amanda: (desperately) Because I can’t let her destroy your life like she’s done to so many others. 

Natasha lets out a bitter laugh, regaining her composure. 

Natasha: (mocking) Oh, how touching. A betrayal and a redemption arc all in one night. But 

here’s the thing, Amanda—you’ve just signed your own downfall. 

She raises her phone, showing a video she secretly recorded earlier of Amanda admitting to 

faking evidence with her help. 

Natasha: (darkly) One tap, and this goes to Principal Nkosi. Let’s see how you explain yourself 

when you’re suspended, too. 

A flicker of panic flashes across Amanda’s face, but Sphiwe steps forward, her voice steady and 

defiant. 
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Sphiwe: (angrily) You’re pathetic. You don’t win because you’re smart or strong—you win 

because you scare people into doing your dirty work. 

Natasha: (smirking) Call it what you want, Sphiwe. But it works. 

Before anyone can respond, Tumelo and London appear from the shadows, having followed 

Sphiwe after seeing her leave her house. Tumelo’s eyes blaze with anger as he steps forward. 

Tumelo: (sharply) Enough Natasha. This ends tonight. 

Natasha: (rolling her eyes) Oh, look. The gang’s all here. What’s the plan, boys? Talk me to 

death? 

London pulls out his phone, his expression calm but determined. 

London: (coolly) Actually, no. We’re recording this. 

Natasha freezes as she notices the phone in London’s hand, its camera pointed at her. Tumelo 

raises his own phone, confirming they’ve been capturing the conversation. 

Tumelo: (mocking) Say hi to your adoring fans, Natasha. Let’s see how Principal Nkosi feels 

about your little empire once we show her this. 

Natasha’s smirk falters, but she quickly regains her composure, her voice icy. 

Natasha: (threatening) You think this will stop me? I have more dirt on all of you than you can 

imagine. One video won’t change anything. 

Sphiwe: (calmly) Maybe not. But it’ll show everyone who you really are. 

Natasha takes a step back, her mind racing as she weighs her options. Amanda seizes the moment, 

stepping closer to Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London. 

Amanda: (urgently) She keeps all her dirt in her locker. That’s where the originals of the fake 

messages are. If you can get those, you can clear your names. 

Natasha: (furiously) Amanda, you traitor! (shouts as she walk off) 

London: (to Amanda) Are you sure? 

Amanda: (nodding) Yes. But you’ll have to be quick—she’ll try to destroy everything once she 

realizes you’re coming for it. 

Sphiwe looks at Tumelo and London, determination replacing the doubt that had plagued her 

earlier. 

Sphiwe: (decisively) Then let’s end this. 

As the group begins to leave, Natasha steps back forward, her voice sharp. 

Natasha: (shouting) You think you’ve won? This isn’t over! 
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Tumelo: (over his shoulder) It will be soon enough. 

The group rushes off into the night, their goal clear but the stakes higher than ever. Natasha 

watches them go, her fists clenched and her mind already working on her next move.  

The night is still, save for the sound of hurried footsteps as Sphiwe, Tumelo, London, and Amanda 

rush through the empty school grounds. The air is tense, each of them feeling the weight of what’s 

at stake. They stop outside the lockers, where Natasha’s personal locker sits at the far end of the 

hallway, a few twists and turns away from the main entrance. Sphiwe takes a deep breath, her 

voice steady despite the pounding of her heart. 

Sphiwe: (whispering) We’ll split up. Tumelo, you take the left corridor. London, you take the 

right. Amanda, you stay with me. 

Amanda looks nervous but nods, glancing back at the hallway as though afraid someone might 

spot them. They move quickly and silently, their shoes barely making a sound on the cold tiles. 

Tumelo heads off first, glancing back to give them a reassuring look. London follows suit, moving 

smoothly toward the right side. Sphiwe and Amanda head toward the locker area, both of them 

tense but resolute. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) We can’t afford to mess this up. If we get caught— 

Amanda: (interrupting) I know. I’ll keep watch. 

They reach Natasha’s locker, its lock glinting in the dim light of the hallway. Amanda glances 

over her shoulder, watching for any sign of Natasha’s return, while Sphiwe crouches down in 

front of the locker. Before Sphiwe can even touch the lock, she hears a faint sound behind her. She 

spins around quickly, her heart racing, but it’s only Amanda’s nervous sigh. But as they start to 

refocus on the locker, a loud voice echoes down the hallway. 

Principal Nkosi: (shouting) What are you doing here?! 

The trio freezes in horror, turning to see Principal Nkosi at the end of the hallway, her eyes 

narrowing as she approaches them. Amanda’s face turns pale, her nerves getting the best of her. 

Amanda: (panicking) We… we were just— 

Sphiwe: (cutting her off, thinking quickly) We were just looking for our books. We got mixed up 

with the lockers. 

The principal doesn’t buy it. She eyes them suspiciously, her hand poised to reach for her phone. 

Principal Nkosi: (sternly) You know the rules. I’m calling security. 

Suddenly, from the corner of the hallway, Tumelo and London rush forward, making a sharp turn 

towards the locker area, their faces filled with urgency. 

Tumelo: (loudly) Principal Nkosi! Wait—there’s been a misunderstanding! 

London: (assertively) We were just looking for some evidence. You know, from the 

accusations… 
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Sphiwe can see the hesitation in the principal’s eyes, and quickly, she grabs the lock from 

Natasha’s locker. Her hands are shaking as she works to open it, hoping to find the evidence 

before it’s too late. After what seems like an eternity, the lock clicks open. Sphiwe pulls the locker 

open, her breath caught in her throat as she stares at what’s inside. It’s not the files or messages 

she was expecting—it's a stack of carefully kept photos, some showing her and her friends in 

embarrassing situations, others manipulated to look like they were doing something illegal. Her 

stomach churns as she realizes how far Natasha has gone to make them look guilty. 

Sphiwe: (in disbelief) These… these are fake. 

London and Tumelo come up behind her, both of them taking in the photos with a sense of grim 

realization. They exchange a look, each of them recognizing how close they are to losing 

everything. 

London: (quietly) Natasha’s gone too far this time. 

Tumelo: (angrily) She’s not going to get away with this. 

Before they can gather the photos and figure out their next step, the sound of footsteps grows 

louder. Principal Nkosi and the school security guard are closing in. Panic floods Sphiwe’s chest 

as she grabs the stack of papers, pushing them into her bag. 

Sphiwe: (urgently) We need to go. Now. 

Without another word, they dart down the hallway, weaving through the shadows, just as 

Principal Nkosi rounds the corner and spots them running. Her voice booms down the corridor. 

Principal Nkosi: (yelling) Stop them! 

As the group rounds the corner, they hear Principal Nkosi’s shouts grow fainter behind them. 

They make their way to a safe spot near the back of the school, panting and out of breath. But the 

danger isn’t over yet. 

London: (out of breath) We’ve got the evidence, but what now? 

Sphiwe: (determined) Now we expose her. We go straight to the school board, and we show them 

everything. 

But before they can strategize further, Sphiwe’s phone buzzes in her pocket. She takes it out, her 

face draining of color as she reads the message. 

Message from Natasha: “You think you’ve won? Think again. I’ve already sent the files to the 

school board, and you won’t be able to clear your names. I’ll ruin you, Sphiwe. You and your 

friends. You can’t stop me.” 

Sphiwe stares at the message in shock, her grip tightening on her phone. She looks up at the 

others, her voice filled with a new, desperate urgency. 

Sphiwe: (shocked) She already sent it. 

London and Tumelo exchange worried glances. Amanda, standing off to the side, watches with 

growing guilt. 
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Amanda: (softly) I didn’t know she was going to do this. 

Sphiwe turns to Amanda, her voice cold but not unkind. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) You have to decide, Amanda. You can’t keep helping her. 

Amanda looks at her feet, her emotions torn between guilt for betraying her friends and fear of 

what Natasha might do to her if she turns against her now. As she struggles internally, the team 

realizes they need to act fast—before Natasha’s final strike can ruin them all. 

The tension hangs thick in the air as the group regroups at their usual meeting spot, a small café 

near the edge of town. It’s quiet, almost too quiet, as they settle in around the table. The reality of 

Natasha’s betrayal is beginning to settle in, but Sphiwe knows they can’t afford to act recklessly. 

They need a plan. A quiet, calculated move that will allow them to uncover more of Natasha’s 

secrets without exposing themselves further. Sphiwe, her eyes steely with determination, leans 

forward, her voice low but intense. 

Sphiwe: (strategically) We can’t go to the school board yet. If we do, we risk everything. Natasha 

has her fingers in too many pies. We need to find out exactly how deep this goes. 

London: (nodding) So we dig deeper. But we need to be careful—Natasha’s expecting us to make 

a move, and she’ll be watching every step we take. 

Tumelo: We need to get into her phone. There’s got to be something there—something that 

connects her to the people she’s been manipulating. 

Sphiwe: (thinking) Right. We can’t just walk into her house or locker and expect to find 

something. But we might be able to get her to trust us again—at least long enough for us to get 

what we need. 

Amanda: (hesitant) You mean, we pretend to work with her? 

Sphiwe’s gaze turns to Amanda, her eyes sharp. 

Sphiwe: (calmly) It’s the only way. She won’t see it coming if we act like we’re on her side. If we 

do it right, we’ll get access to everything she’s hiding. 

Tumelo: (frowning) It’s risky. But if it works… we could finally put an end to this. 

London shifts in his seat, his expression conflicted. He’s not entirely comfortable with the idea of 

pretending to side with Natasha, but he knows it’s the best option they have left. 

London: (reluctantly) Fine. We play the game. But we do it on our terms. We don’t lose control. 

Sphiwe nods, her expression hardening with resolve. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) Exactly. We need to stay two steps ahead of her. Let’s gather whatever we can. 

We’ll meet back here tomorrow to go over what we’ve learned. 

As the conversation shifts to more technical details, Amanda stares down at the table, her fingers 

fidgeting nervously. She can’t shake the weight of what she’s done, of what she’s still doing. She 

knows she’s walking a fine line—caught between the desire to make things right and the fear of 
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what Natasha might do if she pulls away completely. But as Sphiwe’s voice breaks through her 

thoughts, Amanda slowly raises her eyes, her guilt evident in her gaze. 

Amanda: (quietly) I don’t know if I can keep pretending, Sphiwe. Natasha has a way of making 

you feel like you’re the one in control when you’re really just trapped in her web. 

Sphiwe meets Amanda’s gaze, her voice softening as she speaks with understanding but also a 

firm resolve. 

Sphiwe: (gently) You’re not alone in this. We’ll help you get out of this, Amanda. But we need 

you. We need you to trust us, to trust that we’ll bring Natasha down together. 

Amanda looks down at her hands, her mind racing with conflicting emotions. She doesn’t know if 

she can go through with this, but one look at the determined faces of her friends makes her heart 

ache with loyalty. She takes a deep breath and finally nods. 

Amanda: (softly) I’ll do it. I’ll help. 

Sphiwe smiles faintly, offering Amanda a reassuring nod. 

Sphiwe: (determined) Good. Now let’s figure out how to play this game without losing ourselves 

in the process. 

Meanwhile, across town, Natasha sits in her room, her phone propped up on the desk in front of 

her. Her eyes narrow as she scrolls through the messages from Sphiwe, Tumelo, and the others. 

She’s aware that they’re planning something, but she’s already steps ahead. Natasha’s fingers 

hover over her phone, a wicked smile curling at the corners of her lips as she begins to type out a 

series of cryptic messages. 

Natasha: (thinking, coldly) You think you can beat me at my own game? You’re already too late. 

She hits send, her expression dark as she leans back in her chair, knowing the next phase of her 

plan is already in motion. She’s not going to let them take her down that easily. 

The screen fades to black, and the quiet hum of tension hangs in the air. The group has agreed on 

their next steps, and Natasha is already preparing her retaliation. With the stakes higher than 

ever, the game is far from over. Who will come out on top? Only time will tell. 
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Chapter Three 
 

The sun is setting, casting a golden glow over the school campus as the group prepares for the 

next phase of their plan. The air is thick with anticipation and unease. Sphiwe, Tumelo, London, 

and Amanda meet in their secret hideout—a secluded spot behind the school gym where no one 

can overhear their conversations. They are ready to execute their covert operation, but their 

nerves are on edge. The weight of the situation is heavy, and the consequences of failure loom 

over them. 

Sphiwe: (focused, determined) Tonight’s the night. We need to get into Natasha’s phone and 

email. If we can find the proof that she’s been coordinating everything behind the scenes, we’ll 

have her. 

Tumelo: (quietly) But we can’t do this in the open. If she catches wind of us snooping around, it’s 

game over. We need to act fast and keep it clean. 

London: (nodding) I’ll work my magic on her social media. If she’s been planning anything, 

there’s no way it hasn’t leaked online. 

Amanda: (uneasy) Are we sure about this? What if she finds out? What if it’s too late to back 

out? 

Sphiwe turns to Amanda, her expression hard yet compassionate. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) We don’t have a choice anymore, Amanda. We’re in this together, and we need 

to finish what we started. You don’t have to do this alone. 

Amanda exhales, anxiety written all over her face, but she knows this is their only option. She 

nods, trying to steady her nerves. 
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Amanda: (whispering) Alright. Let’s do it. 

The next day at school, the group puts their plan into action. They keep their movements discreet, 

making sure to avoid drawing attention as they go about their day. Natasha, ever the expert 

manipulator, remains suspiciously calm, unaware of the storm brewing around her. Sphiwe, 

Tumelo, and London are all tasked with gathering intel from different angles while Amanda does 

her best to keep Natasha distracted. 

In the school library, Sphiwe and Tumelo begin their investigation. Sphiwe works her way through 

Natasha’s belongings, checking for any sign of her phone or computer, while Tumelo keeps watch 

at the door. Tumelo’s eyes flicker nervously as the tension builds—every creak of the floorboards, 

every passing shadow feels like a threat. 

Sphiwe: (hushed) I can’t believe we’re doing this. 

Tumelo: (nervously) Keep it together. We can’t back out now. 

Sphiwe, with steady hands, manages to locate Natasha’s phone hidden in her backpack. Her heart 

races as she pulls it out, praying Natasha hasn’t locked it down with a passcode. 

Sphiwe: (whispering) Here goes nothing. 

She taps the screen and, to her relief, Natasha’s phone unlocks. Sphiwe breathes a quiet sigh of 

relief before opening the messages app. 

Inside Natasha’s phone, Sphiwe scrolls through the text messages. As she reads, her blood runs 

cold. The messages are full of plans—manipulative exchanges with several students, and mentions 

of blackmail. She uncovers a series of texts between Natasha and someone named “T,” 

confirming that they were both involved in orchestrating the rumors about the group. Natasha had 

been planning to sabotage Sphiwe’s friends from the very beginning. 

Sphiwe: (whispering, to herself) This… this is worse than I thought. 

Tumelo leans in, his eyes widening in disbelief as he reads over her shoulder. The realization 

dawns on him just how deep Natasha’s web of lies goes. 

Tumelo: (shocked) This is… this is proof. We can use this. 

Just as they start to breathe a little easier, a sudden noise echoes from the hallway, signaling 

someone is approaching. Panic sets in. 

Sphiwe: (urgently) We need to go. Now! 

The two of them scramble to put everything back in place, shoving Natasha’s phone back into the 

backpack just as the door opens. It’s Amanda, her face a mix of fear and determination. 

Amanda: (anxiously) She’s coming! Hurry! 

Sphiwe and Tumelo exchange a quick look before darting out of the library and into the nearest 

stairwell, making their way to the back exit. Their hearts are pounding as they rush through the 

hallways, feeling the weight of what they’ve just uncovered. They’ve found something huge, but 

they know it’s not over yet. Natasha won’t let this slip without a fight. Back in her room, Natasha 
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sits on her bed, the glow of her phone illuminating her face. She scrolls through her social media 

accounts, checking her latest posts and interactions. She doesn’t notice the subtle hint of panic 

creeping into her demeanor, but she feels it. Natasha’s fingers twitch as she sees a message 

notification from an unknown number. It’s a screenshot of the conversation Sphiwe and Tumelo 

found—proof that Natasha was behind the rumors. 

Natasha: (gritting her teeth) So, they think they can expose me, huh? 

She smirks to herself, typing out a message to her accomplice, “T,” who’s been helping her with 

her schemes. 

Natasha: “The game’s on. They think they can get me? Let’s show them what happens when you 

mess with me.” 

Her fingers fly across the screen, her expression one of malicious intent. Natasha isn’t just going 

to let this go. She’s already plotting her next move—one that will ensure Sphiwe and her friends 

will pay for trying to bring her down. 

Meanwhile, Amanda walks through the crowded hallway, her thoughts a whirlwind. She can’t 

shake the weight of her actions, especially after what she just witnessed. The discovery of 

Natasha’s betrayal has shaken her to her core, and now, she feels more lost than ever. She stops 

for a moment, staring at the floor, torn between staying loyal to her friends and her fear of 

Natasha’s wrath. 

Suddenly, she hears footsteps approaching. It’s Natasha. She knows she needs to make a decision. 

Natasha: (coldly, smiling) Amanda. I didn’t see you there. How are we feeling about this little… 

game? 

A chill runs down Amanda’s spine. Natasha’s smile is sharp, calculating—she knows Amanda is 

slipping, and she’s ready to reel her back in. Amanda freezes, caught between two worlds—her 

loyalty to her friends and the ever-looming threat of Natasha’s control. Her hands tremble as she 

stares back at Natasha, the realization settling in: one wrong move could destroy everything she’s 

fought for. Meanwhile, Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London wait in the shadows, unaware of how quickly 

things are about to spiral out of control. Amanda, standing frozen in the hallway, caught between 

the cold smile of Natasha and the storm brewing in her own heart. Natasha’s icy gaze pierces 

through her, like a predator sizing up its prey. Amanda’s fingers twitch nervously as she knows, 

deep down, this moment could change everything. The quiet tension between them is almost 

suffocating. 

Natasha: (voice low and almost amused) You look like you’ve got something on your mind, 

Amanda. You’re not going soft on me, are you? 

A nervous laugh escapes Amanda’s lips, but her eyes betray her fear. She feels trapped, like 

there’s no easy way out now. Natasha leans closer, the scent of her perfume overwhelming, 

making Amanda feel even smaller. 

Amanda: (softly) No... I just... I was just thinking about everything, Natasha. 

Natasha raises an eyebrow, her lips curling into a knowing smile. She’s used to making people 

squirm, and she knows Amanda is the weakest link in their little group. 
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Natasha: (mockingly) Thinking, huh? Well, you better be careful where your thoughts lead you. 

Because, remember, you’re only here because you chose to be. You know the kind of power I 

have over you, Amanda. Don’t make me remind you. 

Amanda’s stomach tightens. She wants to speak, to say something that would sever the hold 

Natasha has over her, but the fear of what might happen if she does keeps her silent. Natasha 

steps closer, brushing past Amanda with a little too much confidence, her fingers grazing 

Amanda’s arm. 

Natasha: (whispering) Don’t forget your place. We’re all in this together—unless you want to 

make a fool of yourself and ruin everything you’ve worked for. 

Amanda watches her leave, her heart racing, the weight of Natasha’s words sinking deeper. She 

feels like she’s suffocating, but somehow, the confrontation feels like a turning point. For better or 

worse, she’s going to have to make a choice. And soon. 

Meanwhile, in the back alley behind the school, Sphiwe and Tumelo are finally able to breathe 

again, having narrowly escaped from Natasha’s prying eyes. They’re standing together, phones in 

hand, reviewing the messages they uncovered earlier. The discovery is big—bigger than they 

realized. Tumelo stares at his screen, shaking his head in disbelief. 

Tumelo: (in awe) This is insane. If we show this to the others, they’ll see how twisted Natasha 

really is. This isn’t just rumors—it’s blackmail, manipulation… it’s everything we feared. 

Sphiwe scrolls through the messages one last time, her brow furrowed. It’s clear Natasha’s 

control runs deeper than anyone could have guessed. There’s even talk about how Natasha has 

been pulling strings in the student council, using her position to manipulate others for her own 

gain. 

Sphiwe: (gravely) This is worse than I thought. She’s got a whole network going on here. She’s 

not just targeting us—she’s been controlling half the school. 

Tumelo looks up, his jaw tight, the weight of the situation sinking in. 

Tumelo: (angrily) So, what’s the plan now? We can’t let her get away with this. We have to 

expose her before she does even more damage. 

Sphiwe takes a deep breath, steeling herself. They’ve come this far, and now they can’t back 

down. She’s the one who found the evidence, and now it’s time to act. 

Sphiwe: (decisively) We go to the principal. We take this evidence straight to him. It’s the only 

way to make sure Natasha can’t control anyone else. 

But just as Sphiwe is about to dial the principal’s number, her phone buzzes in her hand. It’s a 

text from Amanda. 

Sphiwe: (reading the message) "I don’t know what to do. Natasha knows. I think she’s onto me." 

Tumelo looks at Sphiwe, his concern growing. 

Tumelo: (worried) What does that mean? Is she turning on us? 
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Sphiwe doesn’t have an answer. All she knows is that they’re running out of time. Natasha’s grip 

on Amanda is tighter than they thought. 

Back in her room, Natasha, now fully aware of the danger her little scheme is in, sits down with a 

smirk as she watches a video on her phone. It’s a new message from “T,” her loyal accomplice. 

She plays the video, watching it on a loop as her fingers tap rhythmically against her desk. 

Natasha: (whispering) They think they can stop me. They really do. 

The video is a private recording of a conversation between Tumelo and Sphiwe, caught through 

hidden cameras Natasha had placed in strategic places around the school. It’s proof that they’re 

onto her, and now she knows exactly what they plan to do next. A cold smile spreads across her 

face. 

Natasha: (quietly) Let the games begin. 

She sits back in her chair, her fingers moving deftly across her phone. Natasha’s mind races as 

she starts to think of her next move—something so devious, so clever, that it will keep them on 

edge. She can’t let them take her down now. Not after everything she’s worked for. 

Her phone buzzes once again. She looks at it and sees a message from “T” confirming a new twist 

in her plan. She smirks, knowing she has the upper hand—for now. At the same time, Sphiwe, 

Tumelo, and Amanda meet again in their safe spot, the weight of their discovery and the risk 

they’ve just taken now sinking in. Sphiwe’s expression is a mix of worry and determination as she 

types out a reply to Amanda’s text. 

Sphiwe: (typing) “We’re with you. Don’t let her intimidate you. We’ll make this right.” 

Amanda reads the message and, for the first time in days, feels a flicker of hope. But she knows 

that the fight isn’t over—not by a long shot. Natasha’s retaliation will be swift, and the group 

needs to be prepared for whatever comes next. They’ve entered a dangerous game, and now, 

there’s no turning back. In the shadowy backroom of the school gym. Sphiwe, Tumelo, and 

Amanda are gathered around a small table, illuminated by the dim glow of a single desk lamp. 

The discovery they’ve made is monumental, but so is the risk they face. Their conversations are 

hushed, a sense of urgency thickening the air. Natasha is still a few steps ahead, and they know 

the next move could either expose her or sink them deeper into her trap. A text from Amanda has 

just been sent to Sphiwe: "I don’t know if I can keep doing this, Sphiwe. She’s threatening me 

again. I don’t know how much longer I can handle this." 

 Amanda’s face is pale, and she stands a few feet away, anxiously wringing her hands together. 

Sphiwe: (softly, almost to herself) This isn’t just about us anymore. Natasha’s making it personal. 

Tumelo: (looking up from his phone) What do you mean? We know she’s ruthless, but this is 

getting too far. The whole school is under her control. 

Sphiwe’s gaze sharpens. The messages on Natasha’s phone weren’t just rumors and 

manipulation—they were threats, too. Natasha’s ability to control people, to manipulate them into 

doing her bidding, is evident in every word. The worst part is, Sphiwe knows there are people in 

their circle who are still loyal to Natasha, and those same people could be watching them right 

now. 
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Sphiwe: (intensely) She’s not just a bully, Tumelo. She’s orchestrating everything. All of this is 

part of her bigger plan. And now, Amanda’s caught in the middle of it. 

A flash of guilt flickers across Amanda’s face as she catches the edge of Sphiwe’s words. She’s 

been the weakest link, and it’s not easy to admit that to herself. 

Amanda: (quieter) I’ve tried to stay loyal, but… every time I turn around, Natasha’s got 

something new on me. I can’t even look at her without her threatening to expose everything. I’m 

scared. 

Sphiwe: (sighing) I get it. But we’re not backing down now. We’re all in this together, Amanda. 

We can’t let her break us. 

Tumelo leans forward, a frown deepening on his face. He knows Sphiwe is right, but there’s a part 

of him that’s uneasy, unsure about how far Natasha is willing to go to protect herself. And then 

there’s London—the third player in all of this. He’s been silent so far, but his presence is still felt. 

Tumelo: (gritting his teeth) We need a way to protect you Amanda. If Natasha can’t get to you, 

she’ll go after us next. 

The room falls into a heavy silence as everyone realizes how little time they have before things 

escalate even further. The pressure of their situation is sinking in, and none of them can afford to 

make a mistake. 

Suddenly, a loud bang echoes from outside the gym, followed by hurried footsteps. The sound of 

the school bell rings, signaling the end of the day. Panic sets in as Sphiwe’s phone buzzes again, 

but this time, it’s a notification from the school group chat. Her heart sinks as she reads the new 

post. 

The message reads: 

“I know what you’ve all been up to. It’s cute how you think you can fight me, but let me remind 

you who’s in charge here. Don’t forget, I have eyes everywhere. Anyone who thinks they can stand 

in my way will regret it. The truth always comes out, but when it does, it’s never pretty. Consider 

yourselves warned.” It’s a clear threat. And it’s aimed directly at the group. Sphiwe, Tumelo, and 

Amanda exchange uneasy glances, realizing just how serious this has become. 

Sphiwe: (glaring at the phone) She’s threatening us again. She’s made it clear she knows we’re 

onto her. She’s trying to control the narrative before we can expose her. 

Amanda: (whispering, shaking) What does she want from me? I can’t keep living like this. She’s 

going to ruin everything. 

The words hang heavy in the air as the group feels the weight of Natasha’s power closing in on 

them. Just as they’re about to discuss their next move, the door to the gym creaks open, and 

London steps inside. His eyes are shadowed, and his usual cocky swagger is replaced by an 

unusual tension in his posture. He’s clearly been stewing on something. 

London: (coldly) I hope I’m not interrupting anything. 

Sphiwe and Tumelo exchange looks, but it’s clear from the tension in the air that the uneasy 

alliance they’ve had with London is starting to fray at the edges. The two guys have been at odds 
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ever since London seemed to side with Natasha during their initial confrontation, but now the 

stakes have risen. 

Tumelo: (snapping) London, what do you want? We’re trying to figure out a way to expose 

Natasha, and you're walking in here like you own the place. 

London’s eyes flash with irritation. He leans against the doorframe, arms crossed. 

London: (mockingly) You think I’m just going to sit back and let you guys run the show? I'm not 

your backup plan, Tumelo. I have my own ideas. 

Sphiwe steps in before Tumelo can retort, her voice cutting through the tension like a blade. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) Both of you, enough. Right now, we need to stick together. The more we fight 

amongst ourselves, the easier Natasha will be able to take us down. 

London eyes Sphiwe carefully, weighing her words, before his gaze shifts to Tumelo. There’s a 

cold calculation in his eyes, as though he’s still unsure of where his loyalty truly lies. 

London: (shrugging) Fine. I’m here because I want to win, not just to watch you two screw this 

up. I have my own stake in this. If we’re really going to take down Natasha, we need to be smarter 

than she is. 

Tumelo clenches his fists, but Sphiwe steps between them again, her voice unwavering. 

Sphiwe: (sharp) No more distractions. We need a plan. Now. 

Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London reluctantly agree to combine their efforts. The path forward isn’t 

easy, but it’s the only option they have. The group agrees on a risky plan—one that involves using 

Natasha’s own game against her. They’ll take everything she’s been manipulating and turn it into 

the ultimate weapon. But the risks are high, and Natasha is a formidable opponent. 

Sphiwe: (determined) We’ve got one shot at this. We find her weaknesses, we expose them, and 

we do it quickly. We can’t let her control this school any longer. 

London steps forward, his usual arrogance momentarily replaced by a more focused intensity. 

London: (quietly) I know where Natasha keeps some of her secrets. I can get us in. We need to 

move fast—before she makes her next move. 

Sphiwe nods, her mind already racing with the possibilities. Tumelo, though still wary of 

London’s sudden involvement, knows this is their best shot. The camera pulls back slowly as the 

group, now more united than ever, begins to make their plans in earnest. Outside, the day is 

fading into night, and the school is quiet, but the storm that’s brewing is far from over. Each of 

them is now fully aware of the dangerous game they’re playing, and they know that any mistake 

could cost them everything. As the group sit in the dimly lit gym as they gather around their plans. 

The air is thick with anxiety and determination. Amanda shifts uncomfortably, her mind running 

in circles with the weight of Natasha's threats hanging over her head. She’s never felt so exposed, 

so vulnerable. Her hands tremble as she holds her phone, afraid of any new messages from 

Natasha. 
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Amanda: (softly, breaking the silence) I don’t know if I can do this, Sphiwe. What if she’s right? 

What if we can’t stop her? 

Sphiwe’s gaze softens as she looks at Amanda, sensing the vulnerability that she’s been hiding. 

Despite her own fears and doubts, Sphiwe knows they can’t afford to show weakness now. 

Sphiwe: (reassuringly) You’re not alone in this, Amanda. We’re all in this together. Natasha’s just 

trying to scare you. Don’t let her win. We’ve come too far to turn back now. 

Amanda nods hesitantly, but her heart races. Deep down, she knows Sphiwe is right, but the fear 

of what might happen if they fail haunts her. Natasha’s threats have never felt more real. It’s not 

just her reputation on the line anymore—it's everything. 

Tumelo: (interrupting, tone firm) If we don’t act soon, it’ll only get worse. She’s already got us 

on the defensive. We need to take control. 

Sphiwe meets Tumelo’s eyes and gives a small nod. Tumelo’s voice is usually sharp, but there’s a 

fire in it now—he’s ready to take on whatever comes next, even if that means facing off with 

Natasha directly. 

London shifts uncomfortably in his seat, watching the group talk with increasing frustration. He’s 

been quiet for too long, and the pressure is mounting. He knows Natasha's power firsthand and 

doesn’t like the direction this plan is heading. His allegiance is still somewhat up in the air, but 

it’s becoming clearer by the minute that if he wants to survive this, he’ll need to be on the right 

side of the battle. 

London: (sharply) You all seem so confident, but do you even know what you’re up against? 

Natasha’s got a network. She’s got people who do her bidding. This isn’t just a petty high school 

rivalry anymore—this is about power. And you think you can take that down with a couple of 

texts and a few sneaky plans? 

Sphiwe glares at London, a flash of anger in her eyes, but she holds herself back. She’s heard his 

type of talk before. There’s always that one person who thinks they know better but never actually 

takes action. 

Sphiwe: (coldly) You think we don’t know what we’re up against? This isn’t just about Natasha. 

It’s about all the lies she’s been spinning to control everything. We’re going to take it back. We 

just need to be smart about it. 

London studies her for a moment, then looks over at Tumelo, his expression unreadable. There’s a 

flicker of something in his eyes—recognition or perhaps respect—but it’s fleeting. 

London: (reluctantly) Fine. But I’m not doing this just for you, Sphiwe. I’m doing it for me too. If 

we don’t end this now, there’s no telling what’ll happen next. 

The group falls silent as the weight of London’s words settles in. They know they’re up against 

something much bigger than they anticipated, but it’s too late to back out now. The evidence 

they’ve gathered needs to be used strategically. They need to bring Natasha down in one fell 

swoop. 

Sphiwe: (decisively) We go straight to the principal. We show him everything. The texts, the 

recordings, the people she’s manipulated. It’s time we put an end to her reign. 
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Tumelo, despite his usual bravado, looks thoughtful as he processes the plan. His fingers tap 

against his phone anxiously, like he’s trying to figure out the right move. 

Tumelo: (hesitant) What if Natasha’s already two steps ahead of us? What if she’s planted 

something on us already? If we go to the principal and she’s got something on us, we’ll be the 

ones in trouble. 

Sphiwe pauses, her mind racing. Tumelo raises a valid point. They can’t afford to be reckless, 

especially when Natasha has so much power. But if they wait too long, they risk losing the upper 

hand. The stakes are too high. 

Sphiwe: (resolutely) We can’t wait. We have to act now. We’re running out of time. 

Amanda’s anxiety grows as she watches the conversation unfold. She knows Natasha is relentless, 

but the idea of confronting her head-on terrifies her. She’s never felt more afraid of the 

consequences. Her phone buzzes again—another message from Natasha. This one is even more 

sinister than the last. 

Natasha’s Message: “You should have stayed out of it, Amanda. You can’t run from the truth. I 

always find a way to make people regret crossing me. You’ll see.” 

Amanda’s face pales as she reads the message, her hands trembling more violently now. Her 

heart races as the weight of Natasha’s words sinks in. She knows that Natasha doesn’t make 

empty threats. She’s capable of destroying everything—Amanda’s friendships, her reputation, and 

even her future. 

Sphiwe notices Amanda’s reaction and places a comforting hand on her shoulder, pulling her out 

of the spiral of anxiety. 

Sphiwe: (softly) She can’t control you anymore, Amanda. You have the power to change 

everything. You’re stronger than this. 

Amanda: (voice shaking) But what if I make it worse? What if I make things worse for all of 

you? 

Sphiwe shakes her head firmly, her eyes full of conviction. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) You won’t. We’re all in this together. You’re not alone, Amanda. 

Amanda nods slowly, her resolve beginning to rebuild, but deep down, she’s still terrified. She 

knows the path ahead is dangerous, but she also knows that there’s no turning back now. She has 

to trust her friends—and herself. 

As the conversation winds down, Natasha, still seated in her darkened room, watching the entire 

interaction unfold through her phone. She leans back in her chair, a dark smile creeping across 

her face as she watches the trio’s every move. 

She taps out a quick text, her fingers moving swiftly. A message is sent to her accomplice, "T"—

the one who’s been helping her track her rivals. She’s ready for the next move. With the power she 

holds, she’s not about to let Sphiwe and the others tear down everything she’s worked so hard to 

build. 
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Natasha: (smirking to herself) Let’s see how long you last, Sphiwe. You have no idea what’s 

coming. 

Amanda’s phone buzzes again. She freezes, her heart pounding in her chest as she stares at the 

message from Natasha. The words seem to echo in her head: 

“You think you can hide from me, Amanda? You’re making a huge mistake. I always find a way.” 

She clenches her phone tightly in her hands, her mind racing. Natasha has been one step ahead 

from the beginning, and the fear that Amanda might be the next victim haunts her. 

Amanda: (breathing shakily) I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up… Every time I 

think I’m doing the right thing, I just feel like I’m digging myself deeper into a hole. 

Sphiwe looks at her sympathetically but firmly. She knows Amanda is scared, but they can’t afford 

to let fear control them now. 

Sphiwe: (softly) Fear is what Natasha wants, Amanda. It’s how she controls people. We’re 

Amanda’s phone buzzes again. She freezes, her heart pounding in her chest as she stares at the 

message from Natasha. The words seem to echo in her head: 

“You think you can hide from me, Amanda? You’re making a huge mistake. I always find a way.” 

She clenches her phone tightly in her hands, her mind racing. Natasha has been one step ahead 

from the beginning, and the fear that Amanda might be the next victim haunts her. 

Amanda: (breathing shakily) I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up… Every time I 

think I’m doing the right thing, I just feel like I’m digging myself deeper into a hole. 

Sphiwe looks at her sympathetically but firmly. She knows Amanda is scared, but they can’t afford 

to let fear control them now. 

Sphiwe: (softly) Fear is what Natasha wants, Amanda. It’s how she controls people. We’re 

Amanda: (voice cracking) What if we’re wrong? What if… what if she’s untouchable? I’ve seen 

her destroy people. She doesn’t just ruin reputations—she makes sure there’s nothing left to fight 

for. 

Sphiwe: (firmly, stepping closer) Amanda, listen to me. Natasha only has power because we let 

her. Every time someone backs down, she gets stronger. But this time, it’s different. You’re 

different. You’ve already taken the first step by standing with us. That’s something she can’t take 

away. 

Amanda hesitates, her eyes darting between Sphiwe, Tumelo, and London. Her breathing slows as 

a flicker of determination begins to take hold. She wipes her eyes and straightens her shoulders, 

as if trying to absorb some of Sphiwe’s courage. 

Amanda: (nodding slowly) You’re right. I can’t let her control me anymore. I’m in… whatever it 

takes. 
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London steps forward, his arms still crossed. His tone is sharp, his skepticism impossible to 

ignore. 

London: That’s great and all, but words don’t mean anything unless we actually have a plan that 

works. Natasha’s got connections—teachers, students, even people outside the school. You think 

she’s just going to let us walk in and expose her? She’ll bury us before we get close. 

Tumelo: (snapping) So what’s your solution, London? Sit back and let her keep running the 

show? If you’re not willing to fight, then what are you even doing here? 

London glares at Tumelo, the tension between them sparking again. The room feels heavier as 

their rivalry reignites, the old wounds between them bubbling to the surface. 

London: (sarcastic) Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you were the expert on taking down Natasha. 

What’s your big plan, huh? Punch her into submission? 

Tumelo: (stepping closer, fists clenched) At least I’m doing something instead of sitting around 

complaining. Maybe if you weren’t so busy protecting your own skin, we’d actually get 

somewhere. 

Sphiwe quickly steps between them, her voice sharp and commanding. 

Sphiwe: (angrily) Enough! This isn’t about either of you. It’s about all of us. If we’re going to 

take Natasha down, we need to work together. That means putting aside whatever this is. Right 

now. 

The tension lingers, but London eventually looks away, muttering under his breath. Tumelo 

exhales sharply, stepping back as well. The group’s fragile unity is holding—for now. 

Amanda suddenly speaks, her voice quiet but steady. 

Amanda: (hesitant) There’s… there’s something I haven’t told you. About Natasha. 

The group turns to her, their curiosity and concern piqued. Amanda takes a deep breath, 

gathering her courage. 

Amanda: She keeps… files. On people. Evidence, rumors, anything she can use as leverage. I’ve 

seen it. She has everything hidden on her laptop, but I don’t know where she keeps it when she’s 

not using it. 

Sphiwe: (narrowing her eyes) If we can find that laptop, we can turn the tables. Everything she’s 

been doing—it’ll all be there. 

Tumelo: (grinning slightly) Finally, some real dirt. That’s exactly what we need. 

London: (skeptical) And how do you plan to get it? Natasha’s not stupid. She probably has it 

locked away somewhere we’ll never find it. 

Amanda: (quietly) She doesn’t trust anyone. She always keeps it close—at school, at home. If we 

can figure out where she hides it, we might have a chance. 
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Sphiwe’s mind races as she processes Amanda’s words. She knows they’re running out of time, 

but this lead could change everything. If they can get their hands on Natasha’s files, they’ll finally 

have the upper hand. 

Sphiwe: (decisively) We need to figure out her routine. When she’s distracted, where she goes. If 

we can catch her off guard, we’ll have a shot at getting that laptop. Amanda, you’re the only one 

who’s been close enough to her to know. Can you do it? 

Amanda hesitates but nods, determination flickering in her eyes. 

Amanda: (quietly) I’ll try. But we have to be careful. If she catches us… 

Tumelo: (smirking) She won’t. We’ll make sure of it. 

London: (grudgingly) Fine. But this is your show, Sphiwe. If this goes south, don’t expect me to 

clean up the mess. 

Sphiwe ignores London’s comment, her focus entirely on the task ahead. She looks at the group, 

her voice steady and commanding. 

Sphiwe: (resolutely) This is our chance. If we stick together, we can do this. No more fear, no 

more running. Natasha’s time is up. 

The group exchanges uncertain but determined glances. The stakes have never been higher, but 

for the first time, they feel like they might actually have a chance. With Sphiwe’s determined face 

and Natasha, who’s typing furiously on her laptop, unaware of what’s coming. 

As Natasha continues working, her phone buzzes. A message from her accomplice, "T." 

T’s Message: “They’re planning something. They’re getting closer. Want me to handle it?” 

Natasha smirks, her fingers hovering over her phone as she types a chilling reply. 

Natasha’s Message: “Let them try. They’ll regret it soon enough.” 

The ominous tension building as both sides prepare for the inevitable confrontation. The battle 

lines are drawn, and the game is about to change. 

Sphiwe: (whispering) London, keep an eye on the entrance. If Natasha shows up, we need to 

know immediately. 

London: (raising an eyebrow) What am I, your lookout now? 

Sphiwe: (snapping) You said you were in this. Act like it. 

London rolls his eyes but reluctantly moves toward the main entrance. Despite his aloof 

demeanor, he knows the stakes are too high to mess around. 

Amanda clutches her books tightly to her chest, walking closely behind Tumelo. She feels exposed 

in the open, every glance from passing students making her skin crawl. Her phone buzzes again, 

and her stomach drops. Another message from Natasha. 
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Natasha’s Message: “You think I don’t see you? Keep playing, Amanda. I’ll remind you what 

happens to traitors soon enough.” 

Amanda stops in her tracks, her face pale. Tumelo notices and turns back to her, concern etched 

on his face. 

Tumelo: (gently) Amanda, what is it? 

She shows him the message, her hands trembling. Tumelo’s jaw tightens as he reads it. He places 

a reassuring hand on her shoulder, his voice low and protective. 

Tumelo: (firmly) Don’t let her get in your head. We’ve got this. You’ve got us. 

Amanda nods weakly, but the fear in her eyes remains. Sphiwe glances back, noticing their 

exchange, and her resolve hardens even more. 

As the school’s main entrance. Natasha strides in with her usual confidence, her designer bag 

slung over her shoulder. Students part like the Red Sea as she walks, their hushed whispers 

following her like an ominous soundtrack. Behind her, her accomplice, Ntando, follows closely, 

his expression cold and unreadable. 

Random Student: (whispering) Did you hear what happened to Masego last week? Natasha 

found out he was talking behind her back. He’s been suspended. 

Another Student: (nervously) She doesn’t play games. 

Natasha smirks, clearly enjoying her reputation. Her eyes scan the crowd, landing briefly on 

London, who stiffens under her gaze. She notices him lingering near the lockers and arches an 

eyebrow, her suspicion piqued. 

Back in the science lab, the group regroups. Sphiwe spreads out a piece of paper on the table, 

outlining their plan in hushed tones. Tumelo leans over her shoulder, nodding as she talks. 

Amanda sits nervously, fidgeting with her phone, while London stands near the door, keeping 

watch. 

Sphiwe: (pointing to the paper) Natasha always keeps her bag with her during class, but during 

lunch, she leaves it in her locker. That’s our best chance to get to the laptop. Amanda, do you 

know her combination? 

Amanda hesitates, her face contorting with guilt and fear. 

Amanda: (quietly) I… I don’t know the exact combination, but I’ve seen her use it before. I might 

be able to guess. 

Tumelo: (grinning) That’s all we need. Once we get that laptop, it’s game over for her. 

London: (sarcastically) Yeah, assuming we don’t get caught and expelled in the process. 

Sphiwe shoots him a warning look, but Tumelo interjects, his voice sharp. 

Tumelo: (angrily) Why are you even here if you’re just going to doubt everything? You’re either 

with us or against us, London. Make up your mind. 
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London: (calmly) Relax, Tumelo. I’m here, aren’t I? Just don’t expect me to play hero if things 

go sideways. 

Sphiwe takes a deep breath, trying to calm the tension. She knows they can’t afford to fall apart 

now. 

Unbeknownst to the group, Natasha has been watching them closely. From her perch on the 

second floor, she observes Amanda’s nervous glances and London’s presence near the science 

lab. Her suspicions grow as she notices their hushed conversations and their deliberate 

movements. 

Natasha: (to Ntando) They’re planning something. Amanda’s too jumpy to keep her mouth shut. 

Ntando: (nodding) Want me to intercept? 

Natasha: (smirking) Not yet. Let them think they’re ahead. The bigger their plan, the harder 

they’ll fall. 

The lunch bell rings, and the hallways flood with students. Natasha casually heads to the 

cafeteria, her confident demeanor unshaken. The group waits for a few minutes before moving 

toward Natasha’s locker. The tension is thick as Amanda nervously approaches the lock, her 

hands shaking slightly. 

Amanda: (whispering) I think I remember the pattern… 

Sphiwe and Tumelo stand guard while London keeps watch from the corner. Amanda fumbles with 

the combination, her heart racing as the lock refuses to budge. Sweat beads on her forehead as 

she tries again. 

Sphiwe: (urgently) Hurry, Amanda. 

London: (quietly) We’ve got company. 

Natasha’s accomplice, Ntando, appears at the end of the hallway, his piercing gaze locking onto 

them. London stiffens, his voice low and tense. 

London: He’s coming this way. 

Sphiwe curses under her breath, her mind racing as she tries to decide their next move. Amanda 

finally hears the click of the lock opening, and she exhales shakily. 

Tumelo: (grinning) Got it. 

Amanda swings the locker door open, revealing Natasha’s designer bag sitting neatly inside. 

Tumelo reaches for it, but Sphiwe stops him, her voice firm. 

Sphiwe: (whispering) We need to be smart. Just grab the laptop. 

Amanda reaches into the bag, her fingers brushing against the sleek laptop. She pulls it out 

carefully, her hands trembling as she places it into Tumelo’s backpack. Ntando’s footsteps grow 

louder, and the group freezes, their hearts pounding as he approaches. 
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Tumelo zips his backpack shut just as Ntando rounds the corner. The group scatters, each heading 

in a different direction to avoid suspicion. Ntando stops in front of the open locker, his eyes 

narrowing as he takes in the scene. He pulls out his phone, texting Natasha immediately. 

Ntando’s Message: “They’ve taken something. What do you want me to do? 

Sphiwe and Tumelo duck into an empty classroom, their breathing heavy with adrenaline. Tumelo 

pulls out the laptop, holding it up triumphantly. 

Tumelo: (grinning) We did it. 

Sphiwe: (nodding, but serious) This is just the beginning. Now we have to figure out what’s 

inside before Natasha realizes what we’ve done. 

 Natasha in the cafeteria as she reads Ntando’s message. Her jaw tightens, and her eyes darken 

with fury. She stands abruptly, her every movement radiating cold determination. 

Natasha: (to herself) They think they’ve won? Cute. Let’s see how long that lasts. 
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Chapter Four 
 

 

Natasha is leaving the cafeteria, her expression stone cold. Her usual entourage trails behind her, 

oblivious to the growing storm in her mind. Ntando approaches her in the hallway, his pace quick 

and deliberate. He glances over his shoulder, ensuring no one is listening, before leaning in to 

speak. 

Ntando: (lowering his voice) They took the laptop. 

Natasha stops dead in her tracks, her jaw clenching. She exhales sharply through her nose, 

forcing a tight smile as other students pass by. Once the coast is clear, her mask drops, and her 

fury becomes evident. 

Natasha: (coldly) Who? 

Ntando: Sphiwe, Tumelo, Amanda… and London. They were all there. 

Natasha’s eyes narrow at the mention of London. Her anger is tinged with disbelief, but it only 

fuels her resolve. 

Natasha: (darkly) Of course London would switch sides. I should’ve cut him off sooner. 



  

62 

 

 

Ntando: What’s the move? 

Natasha takes a moment to compose herself, her mind racing through her options. Finally, she 

straightens her posture and flashes a chilling smirk. 

Natasha: (calmly) Let them have their little victory. They don’t know what they’re dealing with. 

That laptop is worthless without the password, and if they try to break in… well, let’s just say I’ve 

set some traps. 

Ntando nods, a hint of admiration in his expression as he realizes Natasha has already 

anticipated this scenario. 

In abandoned classroom where Sphiwe, Tumelo, Amanda, and London have reconvened. The 

laptop sits on a desk, its sleek surface gleaming under the fluorescent lights. Amanda paces 

nervously while Tumelo and London stand on opposite sides of the room, their rivalry still 

simmering just beneath the surface. 

Amanda: (panicking) What if she knows already? What if she comes after us? 

Sphiwe: (calmly) She’ll know, eventually. But for now, we have the advantage. We just need to 

figure out how to get into this thing. 

Tumelo: (grinning) Leave that to me. How hard can it be? 

He sits down and opens the laptop, his confidence quickly fading as a password prompt appears 

on the screen. He types a few random guesses, but the screen remains locked. 

Tumelo: (frustrated) Great. It’s locked. 

London: (sarcastic) Brilliant observation, genius. Did you think she’d leave it wide open for us? 

Tumelo: (snapping) At least I’m trying! What are you doing? Standing there looking pretty? 

Sphiwe cuts in before their argument escalates. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) Enough! We don’t have time for this. Amanda, do you know anything about her 

password? 

Amanda hesitates, wringing her hands. She racks her brain for any clues Natasha might have left 

behind. 

Amanda: (slowly) She… she mentioned once that she uses something no one would ever guess. 

Something personal. 

London: (skeptical) That narrows it down to everything. 

Sphiwe: (thinking aloud) What about her birthday? Or her favorite designer? 

Amanda: (shaking her head) No, it’s not that obvious. She’s too paranoid for that. 

Tumelo tries another guess, but as soon as he hits “Enter,” the laptop screen flashes red, and an 

ominous warning appears: “Unauthorized access detected. System lockdown in 30 seconds.” 
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Tumelo: (panicking) Uh… guys? 

Sphiwe: (rushing over) What did you do? 

Tumelo: (defensively) I didn’t know it would do that! 

The group watches in horror as the countdown begins. Amanda covers her mouth, her eyes wide 

with fear. 

Amanda: (whispering) She’s going to know. 

London: (urgently) Shut it down! Turn it off before it locks us out completely! 

Tumelo fumbles with the power button, but nothing happens. Sphiwe grabs the laptop and closes 

it, the countdown stopping abruptly. The group lets out a collective sigh of relief, but the tension 

remains thick. 

Sphiwe: (seriously) We can’t mess around with this. Natasha’s already ten steps ahead. If we’re 

going to beat her, we need someone who knows how to get past her defenses. 

Natasha is in her room, pacing back and forth as she checks her phone. A notification pops up on 

her screen: “Failed login attempt detected.” She smirks, her suspicion confirmed. 

Natasha: (to herself) Amateur hour. 

She quickly dials a number. A mysterious voice answers on the other end. 

Mysterious Voice: (calmly) What do you need? 

Natasha: (smirking) A favor. Someone tried to break into my system. Track it, and make sure 

they regret it. 

Mysterious Voice: (chuckling) Consider it done. 

She hangs up, her smirk widening. Natasha’s game is just beginning, and she’s ready to play it to 

win. 

Back in the classroom, the group sits in silence, the weight of their situation pressing down on 

them. Sphiwe breaks the silence, her voice steady but urgent. 

Sphiwe: (decisively) We need help. Someone who can get into this laptop without triggering 

another lockdown. 

Tumelo: (curiously) Like who? 

Sphiwe: (thinking) Someone who knows how to work around systems like this. I have an idea… 

but it’s risky. 

London: (rolling his eyes) Riskier than stealing Natasha’s laptop? 

Sphiwe ignores him, her mind racing as she formulates a plan. 
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Amanda: (whispering) We’re dead. She knows. I just know it. 

Tumelo: (snapping) You don’t know that! Stop freaking out. 

Amanda: (yelling) Freaking out? Natasha has ruined people for less! Do you even know what 

she’s capable of? 

Sphiwe stops pacing and places a firm hand on Amanda’s shoulder, her voice low but reassuring. 

Sphiwe: (calmly) Amanda, we’re not going to let her win. Not this time. But you need to stay with 

us, okay? 

Amanda nods weakly, her eyes darting to the laptop as if it might explode. London watches the 

exchange with a sardonic smile, his voice cutting through the room like a knife. 

London: (mocking) Great pep talk, Sphiwe. But let’s face it—this was a mistake. 

Tumelo: (glaring) If you’re so sure of that, why are you still here? 

London: (smirking) Someone has to keep you from getting us all expelled. 

Sphiwe steps between them, her voice sharp. 

Sphiwe: Enough. We don’t have time for this. London, either contribute or leave. Tumelo, stop 

taking the bait 

Meanwhile, Natasha sits in the computer lab, her fingers flying across the keyboard. The 

mysterious voice from earlier, revealed as her tech-savvy cousin Kabelo, is on the other end of a 

video call. His screen shows the faint outline of a tracking program. 

Kabelo: (smirking) I’ve got a ping. Whoever tried to get into your laptop is still nearby. 

Natasha: (leaning in) Where? 

Kabelo: (grinning) The old science wing. Looks like your "friends" couldn’t resist. 

Natasha’s eyes darken, her lips curling into a sinister smile. 

Natasha: Perfect. Let’s give them something to remember. 

Kabelo presses a key, and a new command uploads to the laptop. Natasha closes the call and 

stands, her entourage looking at her expectantly. 

Natasha: (coldly) Follow me. Time to end this little rebellion. 

Back in the classroom, Tumelo tries another attempt to access the laptop. Suddenly, the screen 

flickers, and a video feed appears. It’s Natasha, her face filling the screen, her expression smug 

and unbothered. 

Natasha: (mockingly) Hello, darlings. Enjoying my laptop? 
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The group freezes, their eyes wide with shock and dread. Amanda lets out a small gasp, and 

Tumelo slams the laptop shut, but Natasha’s voice continues through the speakers. 

Natasha: (laughing) Oh, don’t be shy. You wanted my attention, and now you’ve got it. Did you 

really think I wouldn’t notice? 

Sphiwe snatches the laptop, her mind racing as she tries to figure out how to stop the feed. 

London steps closer, his calm façade cracking slightly. 

London: (low) This is bad. 

Natasha: (smirking) You have no idea how bad. 

The video feed cuts off, but the damage is done. The group stands in stunned silence, the weight of 

Natasha’s words sinking in. The door to the classroom slams open, and Natasha strides in, 

flanked by Ntando and two other members of her entourage. Her presence sucks the air out of the 

room, her expression a mix of amusement and menace. 

Natasha: (sweetly) Oh, don’t stop on my account. 

The group instinctively backs away, but Sphiwe steps forward, her chin held high. Tumelo moves 

to her side, his fists clenched, while Amanda shrinks into the corner. London stays rooted to his 

spot, his face carefully neutral. 

Sphiwe: (coldly) What do you want, Natasha? 

Natasha: (mocking) Me? I want my laptop back. And maybe an apology. You know, for being so 

bold. 

Tumelo: (snapping) Bold? You’ve been ruining people’s lives for years. We’re just leveling the 

playing field. 

Natasha’s eyes flash with anger, but she quickly regains her composure. 

Natasha: (smirking) Cute speech, Tumelo. But here’s the thing—you’ve already lost. 

She snaps her fingers, and Ntando steps forward, holding up his phone. A video plays: grainy 

footage from a security camera showing the group breaking into Natasha’s locker. 

Natasha: (gleefully) I’ve got everything I need to bury you. Unless… you’re willing to make a 

deal. 

Sphiwe squares her shoulders, her voice steady and defiant. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) We’re not playing your game, Natasha. 

Natasha’s smile falters slightly, but she quickly masks it with a chuckle. 

Natasha: (mocking) Brave words, Sphiwe. Let’s see how brave you are when this hits the 

principal’s desk. 

London: (calmly) You’re bluffing. If you wanted to report us, you’d have done it already. 
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Natasha’s eyes narrow, and for a brief moment, uncertainty flickers across her face. Sphiwe seizes 

the opportunity. 

Sphiwe: (pressing) You need us just as much as we need you. Whatever’s on that laptop, it’s 

bigger than just blackmail. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be here. 

Natasha’s expression hardens, but she doesn’t respond. The group exchanges a tense look, 

realizing they’ve hit a nerve. Tumelo steps forward, his voice firm. 

Tumelo: (coldly) You’re not as untouchable as you think, Natasha. 

The tension in the room is electric as the two sides face off, neither willing to back down. The 

scene ends with a close-up of Natasha’s face, her confident mask cracking ever so slightly. 

Natasha: (mockingly) Fine. You’ve made your point. But don’t think this is over. 

Sphiwe doesn’t respond, her piercing gaze locked on Natasha, refusing to back down. Tumelo 

crosses his arms, silently daring Natasha to make another move. Natasha tilts her head, her tone 

shifting to something unsettlingly calm. 

Natasha: (coldly) You’re playing with fire, Sphiwe. I hope you’re ready to get burned. 

She turns on her heel and strides out of the room, her entourage trailing after her. Ntando pauses 

briefly, glancing back at the group with a mix of pity and smugness before following her. The door 

slams shut behind them, leaving the group in silence. 

For a moment, no one speaks. The adrenaline that had fueled their confrontation begins to fade, 

replaced by the gravity of what just happened. Amanda sinks into a chair, burying her face in her 

hands. 

Amanda: (muffled) We’re so screwed. 

London: (calmly) She’s bluffing. 

Tumelo: (snapping) How can you be so sure? Did you see her face? 

London: (shrugging) She’s too calculated to act on impulse. If she had the power to crush us right 

now, she would’ve done it. 

Sphiwe listens to the exchange quietly, her arms crossed as she processes their next steps. She 

finally speaks, her voice steady but low. 

Sphiwe: (decisively) We still have her laptop. That’s the only leverage we’ve got, and she knows 

it. 

Tumelo: (nodding) But for how long? She won’t stop until she gets it back. 

Sphiwe walks over to the laptop, picking it up and holding it protectively. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) Then we use it before she does. Amanda, you need to tell us everything. Every 

secret, every code, everything Natasha might use against us. 
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Amanda hesitates, her guilt and fear evident. She looks up at Sphiwe, her voice trembling. 

Amanda: (quietly) If I tell you everything… she’ll come after me. 

Sphiwe: (softening) She already is. But you’re not alone in this, Amanda. Not anymore. 

Amanda nods reluctantly, her trust in Sphiwe growing despite her lingering fear. Tumelo and 

London exchange a wary glance, the first hint of a truce forming between them. The group 

disperses from the classroom, agreeing to meet later to dig into the laptop. Sphiwe and Tumelo 

walk down the hallway together, their voices low. 

Tumelo: (curious) Do you really think we can beat her? 

Sphiwe: (thoughtfully) I think we have to try. 

They stop at the stairwell, where Tumelo hesitates before speaking again. 

Tumelo: (seriously) You know this doesn’t end with the laptop, right? Natasha’s not just going to 

walk away. 

Sphiwe: (nodding) I know. But we have to start somewhere 

 Natasha in her car, parked outside the school. She sits in the driver’s seat, typing furiously on her 

phone. Ntando sits beside her, glancing at her screen uneasily. 

Ntando: (hesitant) Are you sure about this? 

Natasha: (coldly) Positive. 

She presses “send,” and the camera pans to show the message: a cryptic warning sent to 

Sphiwe’s phone. The screen reads: "You should’ve stayed out of my way. Now it’s personal." 

Natasha leans back in her seat, her expression unreadable as she stares out the window. 

Natasha: (to herself) Let’s see how brave you really are, Sphiwe. 

Back at her house, Sphiwe sits on her bed, staring at her phone. Natasha’s message glares back at 

her, but instead of fear, determination flickers in her eyes. She locks her phone and pulls out the 

laptop, placing it on her desk. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) Your move, Natasha. 

Sphiwe sits on her bed, the glow of Natasha’s threatening message still illuminating her phone 

screen. She locks it and turns to the laptop on her desk, its presence both a weapon and a ticking 

time bomb. Just as she’s about to open it, her bedroom window rattles violently. She jumps, her 

heart racing. 

Sphiwe: (muttering) What the—? 

She cautiously approaches the window and peers outside. Tumelo stands below, holding his phone 

and gesturing for her to come down. He looks frantic, his face pale in the dim streetlight. 
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Tumelo: (shouting softly) Sphiwe, it’s urgent! 

Sphiwe grabs a jacket, tucks the laptop into her bag, and slips out of her room quietly. She meets 

Tumelo at the gate, his breath visible in the cold night air. 

Sphiwe: (concerned) Tumelo, what’s going on? 

Tumelo: (panicking) London called. Natasha’s making her move—tonight. 

       London is already there, leaning against a bench with his arms crossed. Amanda sits 

nervously on the edge of the bench, wringing her hands. Tumelo and Sphiwe arrive, their footsteps 

crunching on the gravel path. 

London: (gruffly) Took you long enough. 

Sphiwe: (snapping) What’s happening, London? 

London: (seriously) Natasha’s been busy. I overheard Ntando talking to some guy on a call. 

They’re planning to frame you, Sphiwe. 

Amanda: (gasping) Frame her? For what? 

London: (grimly) Theft. She’s going to claim you stole cash from her locker. 

Sphiwe’s eyes widen in shock, but then her expression hardens. 

Sphiwe: (angrily) She’s bluffing. 

London: (shaking his head) No, she’s not. She’s already planted the “evidence. 

The group exchanges panicked glances. Sphiwe takes a deep breath, trying to steady herself. 

Tumelo: (determined) Then we have to stop her. 

London: (skeptical) How? Walk into her house and demand she back off? 

Amanda: (timidly) What if we go to Ma’am Mnisi? Tell her everything? 

Sphiwe: (firmly) No. We can’t go to the teachers—not yet. Natasha’s too good at twisting the 

story. 

Suddenly, Sphiwe’s phone buzzes. She glances at the screen. It’s an email from an unknown 

address. The subject line reads: “Check the files—Natasha isn’t who you think she is.” 

Tumelo: (leaning over) What is it? 

Sphiwe: (reading aloud) “The files on her laptop will show you the truth. But you have to act 

fast.” 

The group exchanges bewildered looks. 

London: (suspiciously) Who sent that? 
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Sphiwe: (shaking her head) I don’t know. 

Before they can process the email, the sound of footsteps echoes in the distance. Natasha’s voice 

cuts through the still night air, her tone dripping with satisfaction. 

Natasha: (mockingly) Well, well, well. What do we have here? 

The group turns to see Natasha emerging from the shadows, Ntando and Kabelo flanking her. 

Each of them holds their phones, recording the scene. 

Natasha: (smirking) Midnight meetings, stolen property… You’re making this way too easy for 

me. 

Tumelo: (growling) Get lost, Natasha. 

Natasha: (laughing) Oh, Tumelo, always the hero. But you see, I don’t need to go anywhere. 

You’ve already handed me everything I need. 

She gestures to Kabelo, who steps forward with his phone. A video plays: doctored footage of 

Sphiwe and Amanda breaking into Natasha’s locker and stealing a wad of cash. 

Amanda: (panicking) That’s not real! 

Natasha: (mockingly) Oh, but it looks so convincing, doesn’t it? 

Sphiwe steps forward, her voice steady but cold. 

Sphiwe: (defiantly) You’re not going to win, Natasha. 

Natasha: (grinning) Oh, darling, I already have. 

Before Natasha can continue, a loud voice interrupts. 

Voice: (shouting) That’s enough! 

The group turns to see Ma’am Mnisi stepping out of the darkness, her arms crossed and her 

expression fierce. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (sternly) What is going on here? 

Natasha’s smug demeanor falters. She quickly hides her phone behind her back. 

Natasha: (innocently) Ma’am, we were just— 

Ma’am Mnisi: (cutting her off) Save it. I’ve been hearing whispers about this nonsense all day, 

and I’m not impressed. Everyone back to school—now. 

The group reluctantly follows Ma’am Mnisi, their plans derailed. As they walk, Sphiwe exchanges 

a tense glance with Tumelo. Natasha, trailing behind, glares daggers at Sphiwe, silently 

promising this isn’t over. The group marches in tense silence back to the school, led by Ma’am 

Mnisi. The cold night air bites at their skin, but it’s nothing compared to the icy tension crackling 
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between Natasha and Sphiwe. Ma’am Mnisi keeps glancing back, her sharp eyes scanning the 

group for answers. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (stopping abruptly) Enough. Someone tell me what’s really going on here. 

The group exchanges uneasy glances. Natasha steps forward, her voice laced with faux 

innocence. 

Natasha: (sweetly) Ma’am, I was just trying to help. I saw Sphiwe and her friends sneaking 

around the school late at night, and I got worried. 

Sphiwe: (angrily) That’s a lie! She’s trying to frame me! 

Ma’am Mnisi: (raising her hand) Quiet, both of you. 

Ma’am Mnisi’s piercing gaze locks onto Natasha, who shifts uncomfortably under the scrutiny. 

Sphiwe clenches her fists, fighting the urge to lash out further. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (firmly) I’ll be the judge of what’s true and what’s not. Now, everyone, follow me 

to my office. 

In Ma’am Mnisi’s office, a cramped space filled with papers and the scent of stale coffee. The 

group squeezes inside, the tension thicker than ever. Ma’am Mnisi sits behind her desk, her 

expression stern. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (calmly) Let’s start with the facts. Natasha, you said you saw Sphiwe and her 

friends sneaking around. What exactly did you see? 

Natasha: (quickly) I saw them in the park, acting suspicious. Then I noticed they had something 

of mine—a laptop, Ma’am. 

Tumelo’s eyes narrow, and Amanda looks down guiltily. Ma’am Mnisi turns her attention to 

Sphiwe. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (to Sphiwe) Is this true? Do you have her laptop? 

Sphiwe hesitates, weighing her options. Lying would only make things worse, but the truth could 

expose everything. 

Sphiwe: (reluctantly) Yes, but— 

Natasha: (interrupting) See? She stole it! 

Sphiwe: (sharply) I didn’t steal it! She’s been using it to spread lies about me and everyone else! 

Ma’am Mnisi: (raising her voice) Enough! 

The room falls silent. Ma’am Mnisi leans forward, her expression unreadable. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (calmly) If what Sphiwe is saying is true, then there’s evidence on the laptop. Is 

there not? 
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Natasha’s confident façade begins to crack. She glances nervously at Ntando, who looks down, 

avoiding eye contact. 

Natasha: (quickly) Ma’am, I don’t think it’s necessary to invade my privacy. This is just a 

misunderstanding— 

Sphiwe: (cutting her off) You mean you’re scared of what we’ll find? 

Natasha glares at Sphiwe, her eyes filled with venom. Ma’am Mnisi ignores their exchange and 

gestures to the laptop in Sphiwe’s bag. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (firmly) Sphiwe, open the laptop. Let’s see what’s inside. 

Sphiwe hesitates, her heart pounding. If they open the laptop now, Natasha’s secrets could be 

exposed, but it could also escalate the feud beyond repair. Before Sphiwe can respond, there’s a 

loud knock at the office door. Everyone freezes. Ma’am Mnisi frowns, clearly not expecting 

visitors this late. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (calling out) Come in. 

The door creaks open, revealing Mr. Dlamini, the school’s IT technician. He’s holding a USB 

drive and looks slightly out of breath. 

Mr. Dlamini: (apologetically) Sorry to interrupt, Ma’am, but I found something you need to see. 

He walks in and hands the USB drive to Ma’am Mnisi. Natasha’s face drains of color as he 

explains. 

Mr. Dlamini: (calmly) I was doing routine maintenance on the school’s network when I found 

this. Someone’s been using a personal device to access student files and manipulate them. 

He glances pointedly at Natasha, whose hands start to shake. 

Natasha: (defensively) This is ridiculous! You can’t prove it was me! 

Mr. Dlamini: (calmly) Actually, I can. The device ID matches your laptop. 

The room erupts into chaos. Natasha tries to argue, but her voice is drowned out by Tumelo and 

London’s triumphant shouts. Ma’am Mnisi raises her hand for silence. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (sternly) Enough! I will handle this from here. Natasha, Ntando, you’re coming 

with me. 

Natasha glares at Sphiwe one last time before storming out of the office with Ma’am Mnisi and 

Ntando. The door slams shut, leaving the remaining group in stunned silence. 

Tumelo slumps into a chair, letting out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding. 

Tumelo: (grinning) Did you see her face? Priceless. 

London: (smirking) This isn’t over, but it’s a start. 
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Sphiwe doesn’t respond. She stares at the now-closed door, her thoughts racing. Amanda places a 

hand on her shoulder. 

Amanda: (softly) You did the right thing, Sphiwe. 

Sphiwe nods, though her unease lingers. The camera zooms in on her face as her determined 

expression returns. 

Sphiwe: (quietly) It’s not over until she’s out of our lives for good. 

Sphiwe stands near the office window, staring out at the quiet campus. The tension in the room 

lingers, even after Natasha’s dramatic exit. Tumelo leans against the desk, his arms crossed, 

while London paces back and forth, his frustration evident. Amanda sits quietly in a corner, biting 

her lip. 

Tumelo: (breaking the silence) So what now? Natasha’s been caught red-handed, but you know 

she’s not going to let this go. 

London: (nodding) He’s right. Natasha’s the type to bounce back harder. This isn’t the end—it’s 

just the beginning. 

Sphiwe: (calm but resolute) Then we need to stay ahead of her. If she wants to play dirty, we’ll 

fight smarter. 

Amanda clears her throat, her voice trembling slightly as she speaks. 

Amanda: (hesitantly) There’s… something else you should know. 

Everyone turns to her, curiosity and concern etched on their faces. 

Sphiwe: (gently) What is it, Amanda? 

Amanda: (nervously) Natasha didn’t do all this alone. She’s working with someone outside the 

school. I overheard her talking about “the backup plan.” It’s not just about framing you, Sphiwe. 

She’s planning to destroy your reputation completely—online and everywhere else. 

London: (furiously) Of course she is. That’s classic Natasha. 

Tumelo: (gritting his teeth) Who’s helping her? 

Amanda: (hesitating) I don’t know… but she mentioned meeting someone at “Club 88.” 

Sphiwe’s eyes narrow as she processes the information. 

Sphiwe: (determined) Then that’s where we go next. 

London: (skeptically) You want to go to Club 88? It’s a hotspot for college students and adults. 

We’ll stick out like a sore thumb. 

Sphiwe: (shaking her head) Not if we’re careful. This might be our only chance to figure out 

who’s behind this. 



  

73 

 

 

Tumelo: (grinning) I’m in. Natasha’s already crossed too many lines—I’m ready to cross a few of 

my own. 

Amanda: (nervously) What if we get caught? 

Sphiwe: (firmly) We won’t. We’ll plan this out carefully. No risks, no mistakes. 

As the group begins discussing their next steps, the door to the office creaks open. Ma’am Mnisi 

reenters, her expression unreadable. She closes the door behind her and takes a deep breath 

before addressing them. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (calmly) Natasha is suspended until further notice, pending a formal investigation. 

But that doesn’t mean this issue is resolved. I’ll need statements from all of you in the morning. 

Sphiwe nods, grateful but cautious. 

Sphiwe: (carefully) Thank you, Ma’am. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (narrowing her eyes) Don’t thank me yet. I’ve been in this school long enough to 

know there’s more to this story. If you’re planning something reckless, I suggest you rethink it. 

The group exchanges guilty glances, but no one responds. Ma’am Mnisi sighs and shakes her 

head. 

Ma’am Mnisi: (sternly) Be careful. You’re all on thin ice. 

With that, she leaves the room, leaving the group in stunned silence. 

After a moment, Tumelo breaks the silence with a dry chuckle. 

Tumelo: (smirking) Well, she definitely knows we’re up to something. 

Sphiwe: (determined) Then we’ll just have to be smarter. Natasha thinks she’s untouchable, but 

everyone has a weak spot. 

London: (curiously) And how do you plan to find hers? 

Sphiwe: (with a glint in her eye) By going to Club 88. If she’s meeting someone there, we’ll find 

out who it is and what they’re planning. 

The room is quiet after Ma’am Mnisi’s departure. The weight of her words settles heavily on the 

group. Tumelo leans against the wall, arms folded, while Sphiwe sits at the desk, her hands 

clasped tightly together. London paces restlessly, and Amanda nervously picks at the hem of her 

blazer. 

Sphiwe: (softly) Maybe… we’ve been going about this all wrong. 

The group looks at her, puzzled. Tumelo straightens up, his brow furrowed. 

Tumelo: (skeptically) What do you mean? Natasha’s been coming for your throat since day one. 

Now we’re supposed to just let it go? 
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Sphiwe: (sighing) No, I’m not saying we let it go. But fighting fire with fire isn’t getting us 

anywhere. All this drama—it’s exhausting, and it’s dragging us down to her level. 

London: (snorting) So what, you want us to hug it out with Natasha? She’d stab you in the back 

the second you turned around. 

Sphiwe: (firmly) I’m not saying we trust her. I’m saying we stop giving her reasons to come after 

us. Maybe if we focus on clearing our names and keeping our heads down, she’ll lose interest. 

Tumelo: (frustrated) You really think Natasha’s just going to back off? She’s not wired like that, 

Sphiwe. She lives for this kind of chaos. 

Amanda: (hesitantly) But Sphiwe has a point. If we keep fighting her, we’re just giving her more 

ammunition. Maybe there’s another way. 

London: (incredulous) Another way? Like what, handing her a victory on a silver platter? 

Sphiwe: (shaking her head) No. We don’t give her anything. But we don’t stoop to her level 

either. We focus on what really matters—getting through this without letting her ruin us. 

There’s a pause as the group considers her words. The tension in the room seems to ease slightly, 

though it doesn’t disappear entirely. 

Tumelo: (reluctantly) Fine. But if she comes at us again—if she tries anything—I’m not sitting 

back and doing nothing. 

Sphiwe: (nodding) Agreed. We’ll defend ourselves if we have to. But let’s not escalate things if 

we can help it. 

London: (grumbling) I still think this is a mistake, but whatever. I’ll go along with it—for now. 

Amanda: (smiling faintly) Maybe this is what we need—a fresh start. 

Sphiwe looks at each of them in turn, her expression serious. 

Sphiwe: (calmly) We’re stronger together. Natasha can’t tear us down if we don’t let her. 

The group begins to relax, the animosity in the room giving way to a tentative sense of unity. 

Tumelo pulls out his phone and starts scrolling, while London sits down with a sigh. Amanda 

hesitates, then reaches into her bag and pulls out a small, wrapped item. 

Amanda: (nervously) I, um, got this for you, Sphiwe. I was going to give it to you earlier, but… 

everything happened so fast. 

She hands the package to Sphiwe, who unwraps it to reveal a simple charm bracelet with a small 

pendant shaped like a dove. 

Sphiwe: (touched) Amanda… this is beautiful. Thank you. 

Amanda: (smiling shyly) I thought it might be a reminder—to stay peaceful, no matter what 

happens. 
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Sphiwe fastens the bracelet around her wrist, her determination renewed. The group begins 

talking quietly, planning their next steps with less urgency and more focus. For the first time in 

what feels like forever, there’s a sense of calm. 

A shadowy figure is seen lingering outside, watching the group intently. The faint glow of a phone 

screen illuminates their face—it’s Natasha. 

Natasha: (whispering to herself) Enjoy your little peace while it lasts. 
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