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PROLOGUE


[image: ]


In Lisbon, every Saturday night, the most popular and trendiest club in the city hosts an exceptional evening that everyone dreams of being invited to.


It is as much a musical than a social gathering where two audiences that everything opposes meet and tame each other: the middle class living within the city walls and the bad boys coming from the ghetto. The man behind this success is called Miguel. This young label director signs young artists and DJs coming straight from the underprivileged suburbs.


Around one am, the crowd rushes to the entrance of the club but not everyone will be able to enter, only the most interesting people will be admitted. Miguel takes care of welcoming the VIPs and charges everyone who is not on the guest list. As he is the producer of the evening, he receives fifty percent of entrance fees and he is already excited thinking of the small fortune he will make. At the back of the club, his right hand man stationed in the dark ensures that the club owner does not bring in any friend through the emergency door for free. Miguel is smart, cunning, he knows all the managers’ tricks and is wary of them.


Fortunately, the evening ends uneventfully and without bloodshed. The young man goes to the boss’s office to receive his share for the evening. The latter hands him a less than thick wad of banknotes. Miguel is suspicious, he knows some cash is missing. He recounts under the eyes of the boss and his guard dog as they begin to sweat. The security guard stands close to the boss, ready for all eventualities but especially for the worst. Miguel is well known in the middle of the night; his tough reputation is well established. The count is not right, of course, but the young entrepreneur remains calm. He knows what he has to do in this kind of situation. He targets the security guard first, staring at him.




	You, he says, pointing at him. Let us chat for two minutes.





The person he is pointing to does not move, the director begins to shake.




	If you don’t get out of here right away, I promise you I’ll go visit your little family and especially your brats. They’re still going to school downtown, right?





A bead of sweat forms on the man’s forehead, he clenches his jaw but chooses to disobey his superior at the risk of losing his job. Even if Miguel is not very strong, he has an aura about him. He ends up leaving under the frightened eyes of his boss who is silently begging him to stay. The threat often works. The young man approaches the director with a threatening look. From his belt, he pulls out a hidden knife, a small penknife seemingly harmless but terribly sharp. His most faithful companion, he always keeps it on him, just in case. He creeps up to the director, sitting in his chair, shaking and sweating profusely. In a split second, he places the small knife under the mingy man’s greasy throat as he begins to squeal like a helpless animal. Miguel calms him down by pressing the knife a little harder on his throat. He doesn’t need to do anything else, the man gives in.




	Take it, take everything! begs the manager, pointing to the rest of the money.





Miguel is satisfied, he got what he wanted. A broad smile curls up on his face as he prepares to head home and celebrate this victory. Beyond the cultural mix he instilled, the young director is a real business shark. He had been terribly lacking money in his life and he will not let anyone take what is his due. But Miguel forgets one thing: Humiliation, like revenge, is a double-edged sword. And such behaviour, more often than not, comes with consequences…




CHAPTER 1
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A chilly August evening. Nelson had just finished his tour, he shivered as he got back on his red scooter. On his way home, he was daydreaming about music. He knew what he would do as soon as he got home: compose. Tonight, he wouldn’t join the gang that hung around the towers, he was tired of being teased by them. Even though he knew they weren’t doing it out of wickedness, he couldn’t help but compare himself to Miguel, his brother, the kingpin, the prodigy. While he sold soft pizzas and dreamed of music, his brother ran one of the biggest music labels in the area, and it was he who provided the income that allowed them both to survive. Tonight he was on a big spree: a night out at the most upscale nightclub in town, and Miguel had a front row seat. Of course, when he got home, he would be sure to brag about how much money he had made. His brother was greedy, cunning and vicious. He represented a threat to the competition, and did not hesitate to get his hands dirty to get what he wanted, besides, his reputation tended to precede him: he was feared and respected. Money was his second family, or truth be told, I even think it was his first. And that made all the difference. They had truly grown since leaving Cape Verde and had gradually drifted apart, as sometimes it happens in life.


After a 20-minute drive, he arrived home. His brother earned a good living, but that did not prevent him from living in the least wealthy part of the suburbs. Their house was a small shack with shaky walls and a roof that was missing a few tiles. They had ended up getting used to living in this slum that had kept the smells and shadows of their childhood. Nelson parked his delivery scooter at the back, making as little noise as possible. All he wanted to do was go up to his room to indulge in his favourite activity without attracting any attention. But Miguel was already there, waiting for him, slumped on the couch.




	Nel! I was waiting for you. I made so much money tonight!





He straightened himself and stood up. A wide smile appeared on his tanned face.




	How much? Nelson asked, indifferent.


	Look at that! He waved the wad of cash under the boy’s nose. Enough to not worry about money for a while. And to think that I almost got screwed, they tried to screw me over, these motherfuckers!





As usual, Nelson thought, rolling his eyes. Miguel cut the bundle in half and threw it on the table.




	Take it, treat yourself.





This sentence was full of innuendo but Nelson managed to stifle his annoyance and took the money. He thanked his brother and then went up to his room, which he double-locked. Tonight, he wanted to write a song about his love for music and no one was allowed to come and disturb him. Kizomba had been his favourite musical genre since childhood and it fit perfectly into Portugal’s landscape and traditions. He had been spoon fed Afro music since childhood and it had been carrying him ever since. It made him dream of a new life, far from the ghetto. Of a simple and peaceful life centered by only one thing: his love of music. Nothing mattered to him anymore. But one day that dream would become reality and he would finally be happy and fulfilled. Nelson had promised himself that he would leave as soon as the opportunity arose, without looking back, leaving behind him this life that he hated a little more each day. A bluish butterfly came to rest on the sill of his window, flapping its wings. Nelson noticed it and thought that sometimes life did show us beautiful things. Then he lost himself again to the music.




CHAPTER 2
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The young boy raced down the stairs, almost tripping. He had forgotten to wake up this morning and was late for work. Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed that Miguel had remained on the sofa and that a half-naked young woman had joined him during the night. Empty beer bottles were scattered all over the place, along with a few clothes and still-lit cigarettes. A strong cannabis smell was floating through the air. He violently slammed the door behind him to express his anger and got on his scooter. Lateness had been his best friend lately, but his boss had made it very clear: no more being late or he would be fired. And Nelson could not lose that job, that was the only thing that would get him out of that hell hole. Suddenly he braked abruptly. A police car appeared around the corner. Those parasites were always there, watching for the slightest gesture, the slightest misstep of people of the same species as Nelson. That’s what they called them to hide their racism, people of the same species, different from their own species, inferior. Whenever they got the chance, they would harass the local youth. They drove closely by Nelson, and Nelson prayed they would not arrest him. His prayers were heard, they drove past him slowly, and in what seemed like a never-ending moment, glared suspiciously at him, then went on to continue patrolling. Relieved, he rushed off again, there was no way he would be late again!
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