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Chapter 1
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Nicole’s heart started racing again as she heard her name sounding in her ears: “Nicole Burger?” It had taken her more than an hour, since she had been waiting for her name to be called out, to calm the wild beating of her heart in her chest. It frustrated her immensely that she did not have control over her body and as she needed to feel in control at all times, her body’s weakness frustrated her. At this point in time, there was a lot she was unable to control in her life, but she was determined to change this, hence the decision that placed her here today. 

This was the first step in regaining control. Over the last few days, her world as she knew it had been disintegrating at a dizzying speed and she could hardly keep up with the daily discoveries she had to deal with. Everything that she knew and cherished as a child seemed to have been a distortion of the truth and now that she had finally finished school, it felt as if her parents regarded their duty towards her as something that had come to an end. Even if this was not the case, it sure as hell felt like it. They did not even try to spare her feelings as they started arranging their new separate lives. Their marriage of almost twenty-five years had fallen apart long before this, but in order to give Nicole, their only daughter, the best chance to develop into a well-balanced young individual, they stuck to their vows until she had finished her final exams.

Now, her parents had too much to deal with and everything they had bottled up for so long came bursting out. The trauma of them admitting defeat and being able to let their true feelings show, meant that it came out unedited and emotionally raw, something Nicole was not used to. Up until this point, her life had been an illusion of harmonious order, planned to the finest detail by two parents who believed that it was their duty to provide her with a safe and stable environment for her to develop in.

They never argued or discussed politics, finances or adult life in front of her. They wanted to protect her from unnecessary worry. Although they were right in doing so when she was a young girl, they failed to gradually let her experience the reality of life as she became ready to do so. This made the discovery that they had a failing marriage and that they were actually living a lie, that more confusing for Nicole.  Nicole had to discover that both her parents had very different ideals of how they wanted to live their lives, as opposed to what she had been led to believe. Only two weeks after being told that they were divorcing, her father had packed his belongings and moved to another province and she was left in a house with her mother, who was distant and interested only in chasing the life she had missed out on while she was trapped in the marriage. 

Nicole felt that she was to blame for their years of obvious torment and she felt disillusioned and confused as to what to make of the values and morals her parents had tried to instil in her over the years. At a time when she was supposed to think of what career path she would follow and which tertiary institution to join to succeed in her goal, she was now faced with no certain future at all. Her parents were so caught up in their own pain that they completely lost track of her and since they were both fighting for the best financial gain from the divorce, there was no mention of her being able to study. 

For the first time in her life, she had to make decisions regarding her future without guidance. She felt desperate; she had no siblings to share the load of her guilt and no close relatives that offered their support. It seemed as if the few loving relatives that she had were too scared to come too close to them. It felt as if they feared that they might catch whatever madness came over the Burger household.

Desperate people do desperate things and when her best friend announced that she had decided to join the police force, it all suddenly made sense. The more Jacqueline explained her reasoning for doing so, the more Nicole became convinced that it was the answer she was waiting for. If she joined the Force, it would mean financial security, even while she was in training. She would have medical aid, pension, a place to board and a whole new family of police members that fought an honourable cause of protecting and serving the public. As a bonus, she could also stay in contact with her closest friend.

Nicole thought that she would be able to let her disappointments take a backseat by joining and be forced to rather concentrate on serving her community in a place of order and discipline, where they had very clear guidelines as to how their members were to act and where she hoped to find unconditional support. Or so she believed.

Nicole’s parents were relieved when she announced her decision. It took care of a pressing problem with which they could not deal at this stage. Where they would normally not have encouraged her to make such a choice, they now reasoned that their daughter would at least be taken care of while they were trying to sort out their own mess and it would mean that they would not have to deal with any further financial strain.

Nicole’s mother even offered to accompany her to the recruitment office, but Nicole refused. She knew that the mother she knew before the news of the divorce became known would never have wanted this for her daughter and the betrayal, she felt by her mother settling for second best for her own selfish reasons, made her doubt her mother’s authority even more. This was something she was going to do on her own, so that she could be responsible for her own actions. She would never again let anyone determine her future. She felt determined to do this alone, but she was frightened by the prospect of facing her future alone though. She had never done anything remotely as brave in her life before.

Although she was a strong leader among her peers and confident of her academic and physical abilities, she had never been challenged in the real world and she had nothing to measure her abilities by. The only thing she knew was that, if Jacqueline, who was physically and mentally not as blessed as she was, could join the Force without any problems, she would surely be accepted as well.

“Nicole Burger!” The voice impatiently sounded in her ears again and she looked around as if she too was searching for this stubborn soul who would not answer. Only when she realised that she was the only female in the room and everyone was looking directly at her, did she come to her feet.

“I’m sorry,” she said and stuck her hand out, in the most confident manner her body would let her, to greet the man that had been calling her name.

“I am Nicole Burger.” Nicole could see how the older man’s expression relaxed as she flashed her beautifully arranged teeth at him.

“Come,” he invited, “we do not have all day,” and as she followed him into his office, she could see that, although he sounded stern, his eyes smiled at her. Nicole knew, in that moment of his weakness, that he would become her ally in being chosen out of the thousands of applicants to join the police force that year. Nicole was not your typical applicant. Unlike some of the men that applied, women seldom joined the Force to make a career out of it when they possessed the level of intelligence that Nicole had; the few that did, usually did so as graduates to join the police as officers in the field of psychology, forensics or other specialised fields. Although there were beautiful girls in the Force, Nicole was blessed with the genes of an Amazon.

Nicole was almost six feet tall. She had long auburn hair with a natural curl and her skin was flawlessly creamy. She had a natural blush to her cheeks that most women could only accomplish by applying blusher, which in turn enhanced the intensity of her startling emerald green eyes. Nicole’s lips were full and plump and she could see how the man seated opposite her stared at her mouth while she spoke. She meticulously planned her outfit for the day, as she knew that the simplest of garments could make her stand out even more.

She knew that she was not going to be able to hide her obvious beauty, but she wanted to be taken seriously and therefore she chose to wear an understated, almost conservative floral skirt that she had borrowed from her mother’s closet. She finished the outfit off with a cream-coloured silk blouse, as it was the only formal piece of clothing that she could find that would match the skirt. In her mind, she looked prim and proper and definitely decent enough to help keep law and order in a very conservative country such as South Africa, which was still dwelling in the midst of Apartheid.

I have to make a good impression; she naively encouraged herself. In reality, the innocent eighteen-year-old girl in front of him had already charmed Lieutenant Visagie. Nicole was dressed appropriately for the interview, but she could just as well have walked in naked, as the sheerness of the material that she wore hugged her body in such a manner that it might as well not have been there. Not only was she so beautiful that he found it difficult to take his eyes off her, but she had the most pleasant and charming demeanour about her.

I must make a note of this one, he reminded himself, but it would, as with most men, be difficult for him to forget her in any event. It seldom happened that people did not like Nicole, except for the odd girls who felt jealous when their partners afforded her too much attention, but even then, her likable personality confused and frustrated them. Although confident in the knowledge that she was exceptionally beautiful, she was by no means arrogant and although she had become accustomed to the power that it held over the opposite sex, she was still not mature enough to know how to deal with it or how to use it to its full extent.

“So why have you decided to join us?” the Lieutenant asked while he rearranged the applications in front of him in an attempt to avoid staring at her any further. The truth was that he had already made up his mind that, even if she was the most mentally and physically challenged person he knew, he was going to do all in his power to ensure her acceptance into the police force.

“I want to do something worthwhile with my life,” she answered with a serious face in an attempt to convince him that she had given the matter a great deal of thought. Lieutenant Visagie gave a faint smile and then continued to ask her about her academic accomplishments, interests and her take on life in general, as he would normally do with all the other applicants.

Nicole found it easy to make conversation about most topics, as she had grown up mainly around adults and as a skilled conversationalist, she soon turned the conversation around to suit her. She cunningly managed to gather information about the Force, what to expect and what they were looking for in their members, in order to give her a better chance at being selected. She also got the man in front of her to give her a glimpse of who he was, without him even realising it.

She knew that from now on she was on her own and her survival instincts were kicking in. She saw every new person that she met as a possible ally on her journey. She needed to create a safety net and she was going to make sure that it consisted of people that she felt she could trust. She liked the Lieutenant and could sense that he was a decent person. The fact that he was working at the head office in Cape Town was a perk, because if she ever needed to have strings pulled in the future, he would be able to help her. They were busy for over an hour when the Lieutenant suddenly looked at his watch.

“Shit!” he said, alarmed and then apologised quickly for his language.

“You will have to excuse me, I did not realise what time it is,” he explained.

Nicole realised that they had been chatting for too long and that the Lieutenant was not supposed to have kept her so long.

“The secretary will give you the necessary forms for your medical examination and she will explain to you what to do from there,” he said gently, as if he was an old friend that wanted to help her on her journey.

When she reached the door, she gave him a knowing smile and took his hand while she looked him straight in the eye, “Thank you.” 

“It’s been a pleasure, Nicole,” he returned her smile. 

Nicole felt relieved that her interview had gone so well. She knew that she had passed the first elimination phase, as in the hour that she had to wait before she was called, she had witnessed many disappointed faces disappearing down the hallway, without an invitation to a medical examination. She took a seat, as the secretary ordered her to do and wondered how such a young girl was able to work as a secretary. 

She cannot be much older than me? she thought. The girl looked as if she took her work very seriously. She hardly smiled and frowned as she worked through the paperwork in front of her. Nicole was fascinated. She could not understand how people could take worldly tasks so seriously. She knew that, in order for the world to function properly, it was imperative for people to complete certain tasks, but she failed to see why people took it all so seriously. In her mind, you could take care of what needed to be done and still enjoy life around it as well.

Nicole could not resist her mischievous nature: “How old are you?” The girl looked up, clearly confused by the question.

“I said how old are you?” Nicole repeated her question, as if the girl had not heard her, although she knew that the girl had heard her clearly the first time. 

“I am eighteen,” she answered before she could stop herself and she looked surprised by her compliance. Nicole smiled at her; her suspicions were right, as was usually the case. 

“So am I. My name is...” she tried to make small talk, but she was rudely interrupted. 

“Nicole Burger, yes I know,” the girl said seriously as she looked down at Nicole’s file. 

“Are you a student?” Nicole persisted. 

“Yes,” the girl gave in. The two started chatting about the Police College and about when they would be attending, if Nicole was selected. 

“You will only be going to the Police College at the end of the year, as all applicants that are selected now will start in September. I will be going in June,” the girl informed her. 

“That’s too bad,” Nicole said, honestly disappointed that she would have to face the dreaded college on her own, as Jacqueline was also going to the college in June. 

“Listen, I really have to get through this,” the girl said, and she picked the stack of files up to show Nicole. 

“Take these forms and go to the big white building across the street. There you hand in your forms at the desk on the first floor. Doctor Manning will give you your medical examination. I will let them know that you are coming and maybe you will not have to wait that long,” the girl offered as she handed Nicole the necessary forms.

“Thank you. What’s the examination like?” Nicole wondered out aloud. 

“Don’t worry, it’s no worse than your boyfriend’s fumbling,” and she burst out laughing. 

“Oh, so now you’re being funny?” Nicole teased back, and they shared the laughter of newfound friendship. Nicole took the forms from the secretary and headed down the hallway to the lift. 

That wasn’t so bad, she thought to herself. I can do this. 

Nicole walked out of the building and there, in front of her, was an impressive white five-level building. Nicole’s body was still on an adrenaline rush from the interview and her hands were shaking a little. As she was not comfortable with undressing in front of strangers, the medical examination was a challenge in itself, so she braced herself before she took the first step in the direction of the building.
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As if the first few hours of the morning were not strenuous enough, Nicole’s heartrate quickened again.

Will you stop already? she scolded herself. This always happened; the willpower of her logical brain was once again overpowered by the reaction of her body when faced with unknown territory. 

Can the two of you work together? she appealed to her senses, but she knew that no matter how hard she tried to convince her body that there was nothing to worry about, her pulse would continue to quicken and she realised that her palms were sweaty when she opened the door of the building. 

Nicole found her way to the lift, which was crowded with young men on the same quest as she was. She noticed that they all had athletic physiques and that they were all neatly dressed. They made space for her, as if she was someone of importance. She had not noticed any other women in the recruitment office, except for the secretary and came to the conclusion that she was outnumbered.

This should have been a sign that the police force was not necessarily the right place for a young innocent woman, but instead she chose to see it as a challenge. She viewed it as an incentive that only the strongest women were able to get selected for the job. Especially now, she had to prove to herself that she was one of those strong women and she vowed that she would persist even if it meant pushing her body to breaking point. When the door of the lift opened, the men waited for her to exit and then they followed her through the glass doors that faced them. 

A fat middle-aged woman placed a sandwich that she was busy devouring on a piece of paper in front of her and with her mouth still filled with the remains of a monstrous bite, ordered them all to take a seat. Nicole’s body hardly touched the seat when she heard the woman calling her name. 

“Nicole Burger?” 

“Yes?” she answered quickly and she came to her feet.

“You will be first. Come, I don’t have all day!” and she impatiently held a file with Nicole’s name on it out for her to collect.

“Must I go in?” Nicole asked cautiously, not sure if she was only supposed to take the file and wait, or if she should take it and enter the only visible door in the room. 

“No, the doctor will call you,” the woman spat the words out. If she could just have entered immediately, Nicole would not have had time to fear the unknown embarrassment she was about to face, but now she had to patiently take a seat and await her fate. 

It took a further ten minutes of watching how the young men in the room were called in one by one to collect their individual files and sent back to take a seat, before the stained door, of which the white paint had started to peal, opened. 

“Nicole Burger?” the grey-haired man inquired. 

“That’s me,” Nicole said in a chirpy voice in an attempt to lighten the mood in the room, but the seemingly grumpy old man did not even look up. The doctor did not even wait for her response; he only turned and disappeared into the hole he came from. 

“At least someone had thought of me so I can get this over with,” she encouraged herself as she remembered the secretary’s words that she would let them know in advance that Nicole was coming. 

The man stood with his back turned to Nicole while he looked at some papers on his desk. He did not remotely resemble the well-groomed doctors she had been accustomed to as a girl growing up in a privileged neighbourhood. This man was overweight, his hair was a mess and he hunched over as if he carried the world on his two broad shoulders. He wore a white overcoat, which made him look more like a lab assistant than a doctor and Nicole could imagine him doing experiments on his young unsuspecting victims. 

“Put your file on the bed!” he ordered in a deep crackling voice, before clearing his throat. Nicole did as he asked. 

“Undress, but you may keep your panties on,” he said in the same smoker’s voice as before and once again, he tried to clear his throat. Nicole felt stripped of all her dignity; for the first time in her life, she felt like a number and nothing else. The doctor kept fiddling with the papers in front of him. For a moment, Nicole contemplated fleeing the room, but her feet remained glued to the floor. She could not understand why she had to rid herself of her bra as well, but convinced herself that the doctor must have a good reason.

Nicole stripped to her panties as fast as she could, in the hope that it would set the pace for the rest of the examination. As if the doctor had eyes in the back of his head, he turned as soon as she let her bra fall onto her blouse, which she had already placed on the chair next to the examination bed. Now, for the first time, he lifted his head to face her, but instead of searching for her eyes, he looked at every other inch of her body. 

“We need to measure you, come,” he said and indicated the measuring stick against one of the walls. Nicole walked over to it, so annoyed by the fact that she had to do this dressed in only her panties that she did not even feel self-conscious anymore. With her shoulders pulled back and her backbone straight, she proudly stood still so that the doctor could measure her. He took much longer than he needed to, first to adjust the metal pin that indicated her length and then to adjust his thick spectacles to take the reading. 

“Hmm, hmm,” he cleared his croaky throat, “one seven six,” and he bent over his desk to write her length down. 

“Climb on the scale,” he ordered, and she did this as proudly as she could, while biting her tongue. The doctor then came closer, peering over his spectacles, with his head bent forward at the near naked body in front of him. When he reached her, he took a stance next to her and bent forward with his head nearly touching Nicole’s one breast. Nicole jerked away. 

“No, you must stand still!” he reprimanded her and with his one huge hand placed in the small of her back, he roughly pushed forward, while countering the movement with his other hand placed just above her breasts. This action, with one hand pushing forward and one pressing back, forced her spine into such a position that it seemed as if she was pushing her chest out. The coarseness of the skin on his hands made her skin crawl and gave her goose pimples. As a result, Nicole’s nipples jumped to attention and she felt like screaming at the doctor, but she decided to swallow the little pride she had left to get the medical examination over with. 

“Sixty-two,” the doctor said softly, and he went back to the desk to write it down. 

“Can I get dressed now?” Nicole asked, desperate to cover her body. 

“No, you can get onto the bed,” he said without turning to look at her. Nicole gave a sigh and did as she was told. Her body felt rigid and she lay on the narrow metal framed bed with her arms tucked in tightly next to her torso.

“Okay,” the doctor said as he came to stand next to the bed and looked down at Nicole’s body, “let’s see.” 

Haven’t you seen enough? Nicole silently asked herself. The doctor did not touch her and instead only questioned her about previous injuries, operations and other illnesses that she might have had. While he was doing this, he kept his gaze on her delicate, exposed body. Not once did he look her in the eyes and Nicole wished that she knew in advance that she would be subjected to this, as she would at least have dressed in panties that were less revealing. 

Instead, she was only wearing a small white cotton bikini panty and as she glanced down at the small mound that it covered, she could see that it did not leave much to the imagination. Then, as she placed her head back on the cushion, she saw the doctor’s face for a split second and she could see his face was pulled in concentration as the sight before him fixated him. She sighed again and closed her eyes, hoping that if she did not witness what was happening, it would not haunt her later. 

“So, you say you had a mole removed under your arm when you were thirteen?” he echoed her answer to one of his previous questions. 

“Let’s see here...” he said as the warm rough tips of his fingers touched the skin on her one breast. 

Nicole was so shocked at the touch that she gave a little gasp and opened her eyes to see if she was not imagining it, but to her amazement his hand was hovering over her breast. To her, something just did not seem right with the situation. Up until then no one except herself had ever touched her breast, as she was still very innocent. His hands were much too big for the small firm breast he was fondling. He slowly messaged her breast in a circular movement, taking his time, and when he finally reached her nipple, he pressed on it with his index finger, which nearly covered it entirely, and moved it in a circular motion. 

“No, nothing there...” he said and then he continued to feel her other breast in the same fashion. 

Obviously, there wouldn’t be anything there, you stupid old man, I am only eighteen, she cursed him silently. 

“Now,” his voice boomed in her ears and she opened her eyes in bewilderment. 

What now? she thought, panicking about what his fingers might do to her next. As she feared, he moved down towards her lower body and stretched his hand out to touch the rim of her panties.

“No!” Nicole nearly screamed and they both looked straight into each other’s eyes, bewildered by the shrieking sound that came out of her mouth. Nicole had to think fast. 

“I...I need to go to the toilet,” she quickly explained her reaction. 

“Oh, okay,” he said and relaxed. “I think I have seen enough anyway. You may go,” he said while still staring at her. Nicole was amazed at the intensity of the blue eyes that hid behind his glasses and for an instant, she saw something there that made her feel pity for him, but it was not enough to keep her attention, as she wanted to get dressed and get out of the office. Doctor Manning turned his back on Nicole while she dressed and hunched over as if he had a new burden to carry. Nicole did not even bother to greet him and when she finally exited the room, she felt free and able to breathe again. 

“Miss,” the receptionist called after Nicole as she reached the lift, “you have to go back to the recruitment office for another interview.” 

So quickly? she thought to herself. After what she had just been through, she did not feel like going back, but she was sure the worst was over, so she encouraged herself to do as she had been asked.

“So, how was the medical?” a knowing face greeted Nicole.

“I thought you were joking about the boyfriend thing,” Nicole accused the secretary, who seemed to take pleasure from the fact that she was not the only one who had experienced the infamous Doctor Manning. 

“At least it is over,” the girl took pity on Nicole as she could see that it had been more traumatic for Nicole than it had been for her. Nicole was not amused and she took a seat in a corner, while grabbing one of the magazines that lay on the coffee table in front of her so that she could bury her nose in it. 

“We all went through it, it isn’t that bad, Nicole,” the secretary persisted. 

“Well, maybe that’s the best you can do, but if I want someone’s hands all over me, I prefer them to be much younger and attractive,” Nicole answered tartly. 

“Can I make you some coffee?” the girl offered. “I am Nicky Vos, by the way.” 

“Yes, that would be nice,” Nicole capitulated, not really upset that Nicky had not warned her, but feeling very humiliated by the fact that she had to endure the sort of treatment that applicants were subjected to. Nicole was accustomed to the best and expected to be treated accordingly, but in this one morning she had discovered that life outside her safe haven was something completely different to what she had imagined. Then the phone rang, and Nicky answered it. When she finished the call, she looked at Nicole. 

“Nicole, I am sorry, but they forgot to tell you that you have to have blood tests done. It is in the same building where you had your medical examination, but this time on the ground floor,” she sighed. 

“Ag, that’s okay, the morning cannot get any worse,” she tried to set Nicky at ease. 

“I am really sorry,” Nicky sympathised with her. 

Another hour elapsed before Nicole arrived back at the headquarters. 

“Okay, now I refuse to run around anymore. I have been questioned, fiddled with and had blood drained from my body, so what’s next?” Nicole teased as she fell back into the same chair that she had previously occupied. “It baffles me that the police force even gets people to apply for positions!” 

“Well, don’t run away now, I enjoy seeing other people suffer,” Nicky teased her back. 

Before long, Nicole was ushered into a Captain’s office. She could see that the woman behind the desk was small and that she looked stylish in her police uniform: a blue pencil skirt and matching princess style jacket. The three stars on her shoulders made her look decorated and important and Nicole could imagine herself in one of these uniforms. The Captain wore practical navy-blue heels and blackmail stockings. 

Not bad, but the shoes I don’t like, Nicole thought to herself.

“Good morning, I am Captain Meiring,” the woman introduced herself and offered a tiny hand for Nicole to shake. Nicole felt huge in comparison when the woman rose to her feet. She reached to Nicole’s nose, with heels on, while Nicole wore flat slip-on shoes. Nicole could not imagine how they had accepted such a small woman into the police force, as she perceived it to be a place for strong woman and she looked around for evidence of a degree or other qualifications. She found what she was looking for on the walls of the office. The woman she was looking at had a doctor’s degree in psychology. 

So, this is a pencil pusher? she thought to herself, but answered, “Good morning, I am Nicole Burger,” and then her mouth erupted into a spontaneous smile as she immediately felt at ease with this woman. The interview did not last long, as the Captain was quickly taken with the witty and well-mannered young girl in front of her. They spoke about Nicole’s interests, the reason for her joining the police force and Nicole’s take on life. Nicole answered comfortably, in true beauty queen fashion, while drawing from the ideals she was groomed on as a child. Nicole did not see them as her ideals anymore, however, as she was busy discovering a whole new take on life and was not too sure how she, Nicole Burger, felt about it. 

“Well Nicole, it was nice meeting you. I will see you next week then,” the Captain confirmed her safe passage. 

“How did it go?” Nicky asked before Nicole could speak. 

“I think it went well,” she said, “but where do I have to be next week?” 

“So, you made it, that’s great!” Nicky said, obviously relieved. “You must be at the Wynberg police station on Wednesday at 09:00 for tests.” 

“What tests?” Nicole demanded. 

“Nothing to worry about, it’s a physiological and intellectual evaluation,” Nicky said, “but the good news is that it’s the final step in joining the police force.” 

“Can I go now?” Nicole asked, tired out by the events of the morning. 

“Yes, and good luck,” Nicky greeted. 

“Yes, and good luck with your training,” Nicole greeted back.

As she stepped out into the sun, Nicole was suddenly filled with excitement. She felt confident that she was going to be accepted, as the interviews had gone well and she knew that she had passed the medical examination. The tests the following week was of no concern to her either, as she knew she would pass them with flying colours as well. When she reached home though, she found her mother sulking over yet another one of her parents’ fights and she quickly fled to her room to ponder the events of the day.
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The week that followed flew by and within a few days, she found herself seated in a passage at the Wynberg police station, which was situated next to the Wynberg Magistrate’s Court. Nicole had never been in a police station before and this was one of the bigger ones that she would have the privilege to see. It was a three-level building that consisted of red clay bricks and huge windows. The ground level was allocated for the police station, the second level housed the detectives and administrative personnel and the third level was where the barracks were situated. Only male members were allowed to reside here. There were also a couple of out buildings at the back. 

One served as the prison cells and the other was the mess hall where the police officers ate. The dining hall was converted into an examination room to accommodate the day’s tests. There was very little talking amongst the aspirant recruits, as they all looked nervous. There were three other girls in the group of thirty and as her direct competition, Nicole immediately sized them up. One girl looked shy and timid and Nicole predicted that she would not be able to last long if she had to be selected. The other two girls looked hardened by life and were much more comfortable between the men than she was. Nicole was not quite sure where she fitted into the picture, as she was not as spoilt as the one and not as worldly wise as the other two.

After half an hour’s wait, the applicants were called into the examination room and they were seated at desks. Each one was supplied with a pencil and the silence reminded Nicole of her final school exam, which made her stomach turn with nervous excitement.

I have nothing to lose, she tried to set her mind at ease. Nicole could hardly concentrate on what was being explained to them by Captain Meiring, who was dressed casually in jeans and a blouse and instead, she opted to scan her surroundings. Some of the applicants looked constipated and a few were chewing their nails and the pencils that had been handed to them.

There were a few confident young men though that sat back relaxed in their chairs as if they had done this, many times before. One of these young men was a very attractive dark-haired individual, with a wide jaw line and dimple cheekily hiding in the middle of it. He turned to Nicole as her eyes ran over his muscular body. He returned her evaluating gaze and smiled in appreciation. 

Yes, you too, Nicole thought to herself. 

“You may start,” Captain Meiring’s voice startled Nicole back to reality. Shit, what? Nicole panicked, not sure what exactly she had to do, but thanks to her skilful mathematical brain, she quickly followed the others’ lead and turned the papers in front of her over and started with the questionnaire. The questions resembled the IQ tests that she had done as a child in primary school, only this time there were also secret codes to decipher, but the answers still came easily. 

After they had finished and handed in the first questionnaire, they had to complete a psychological questionnaire. This was easy; as she instinctively knew exactly what they wanted to hear and she answered accordingly. Nicole was able to place herself in anyone’s shoes, as she had a natural ability to understand people and it afforded her the skill to assess and manipulate people and situations as she pleased. 

“You may hand your papers in at the front desk,” the Captain said when all the applicants were finished, “and we will let you know if you had been selected as soon as possible.” 

Nicole immediately rose to her feet to leave. She walked behind a group of applicants that frustrated her as they were walking at a snail’s pace. When they reached the back door of the front building, through which they had to pass to exit the complex, they filed into the building one after the other and she followed them. She was walking head down, mesmerised by the rhythm of her feet, but when she reached the door, she suddenly saw a huge pair of black leather shoes in front of her small slender feet. 

She looked up, recognising the pair of muscular legs, torso and shoulders of the young man she had appreciated earlier in the examination room, finally settling her gaze on the strong face in front of her. He was much taller and broader than she had anticipated and the smell of his deodorant was intoxicating to her. She froze for a second, taking time to take all of him in and then she gave a soft and gentle smile and his mouth mirrored hers. 

“Thank you,” she said as he held the door for her.

He did not speak, only acknowledging her with a gracious nod and then she willed her body through the door. 

Nicole walked through the corridors and then passed through the Charge Office and although she could feel him towering over her as he followed her through the police station, she did not dare to turn and start a conversation. When they finally exited the building, she felt relieved to open a gap between them, as the mere size of his powerful body intimidated her, although not enough to prevent a last appreciative glance before she opened the door of her mother’s car, which she had borrowed for the morning. 

Within two weeks, Nicole received the much-anticipated news. Nicky telephoned her to confirm and congratulate her on her acceptance into the police force and informed her that she had to report for duty at the Table View police station the following Monday morning, as she lived in Table View and it was the closest to her house. She was told that she would be a student and that she had to learn as much as possible in the time that she was stationed there, until she had to report at the Police Training College in September. Head Office would let her know of her travelling arrangements well in advance and the rest of the information that she required would be given to her during her first day at work. 

Nicole was also informed that she would be paid a basic salary during her term as a student and that she would receive a salary adjustment after she had graduated as a Police Constable. In addition, she would have medical insurance from the first day that she started working and she would also join the police’s pension fund immediately. 

“Aaaaaa!” Nicole screamed as she put the phone down. 

She could not believe how easy it had been to get accepted into the police force and gain financial independence. Things looked rosy and she felt that her future looked bright again. 
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Chapter 4
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Monday morning could not have come sooner than it did, as Nicole now hated being at home. Her mother did not cook anymore; she seldom left their house and hardly came out of her room. Where they normally had daily conversations, their conversations were now limited to the most necessary. Although Nicole was worried about her mother’s emotional state, she could do nothing about it, as her mother would not let Nicole near her. Nicole chose to walk to the police station, as it was situated only three blocks from where they lived. 

Nicole was dressed in a black ankle-length pencil skirt and grey polo neck short sleeved t-shirt, which highlighted her long athletic physique. Her long, layered auburn hair was tied into a ponytail at the back of her head and her long fringe was tucked behind one ear. She looked very stylish and the dull colours accentuated the red colour in her hair, making her look more beautiful than usual. When she entered the building, she felt apprehensive as the five middle-aged men in their uniforms all turned their heads to face her. Table View police station was one of the less busy stations as its crime rate was low and therefore there was no one else in the room she entered, except for five policemen on duty. As they could not perceive the young beauty in front of them as being one of them, they all jumped to their feet to help her, mistaking her for one of the civilians who had come to report something. The first to reach the counter was a long sinewy man in his late thirties, and although he looked much too young for it, his hair was nearly completely grey.

“Can I help?” he offered. 

“Yes, I am looking for the Station Commander.” 

“Well, follow me,” he invited. Nicole followed Sergeant Muller down the corridor of the face brick building, past three doors and stopped behind him as he came to a standstill in front of the Captain in charge of the station’s office door. This police station was small in comparison to the one in Wynberg and as such did not have a high-ranking officer in charge.

“Captain?” the Sergeant inquired as he peered around the door. 

“Yes?” she heard the distinctive sound of a mature and gentle voice. 

“Captain, there is someone to see you.” he informed the man hiding behind the wall. 

“You may let them in.” Nicole braced herself for the introduction, as this would be her boss over the next few months and when she entered the office, she smiled as friendly as possible and took his hand in a firm grip as he offered it to her. 

“Good morning, I am Nicole Burger. I am the new student.” she explained her presence and she could see that he had been informed of her coming as he nodded in acknowledgement. 

“Good morning, Nicole, I have been waiting for you.” the Captain said and nodded to the Sergeant, “Thank you, you may go.” Nicole turned to look at the Sergeant that had just delivered her to the Captain and could see the shock on his face at discovering that she was one of them. He stood there frozen for a second as the information struck him and he looked at her in a totally different way than he did when she had entered the building. She was family. A smile appeared on his face as he turned to join the rest of his shift in the Charge Office. 

During the next hour, Nicole was informed that she would work shifts of eight hours, for five days, after which she would have two days off, the day that the night shift ended excluded. So, although technically you only had the next two days off, it felt like three as the day your shift ended you had to yourself as well. She would have to work two afternoon shifts from two in the afternoon until ten in the evening, for two consecutive days, and then she would work two morning shifts from six in the morning until two in the afternoon. On the fourth day, when she was to work her last afternoon shift, she would have to work double shifts, which meant that she would have to report for duty on that same day for night shift, which started at ten and ended at six the following morning. The last day of her cycle would end with a night shift.

At first, when she heard this, she thought it sounded like torture, but as the possibilities of such a work schedule sank in, she realised that she would have a lot of free time during the day and the fact that she would be off during the week at times would afford her the time to visit shops at times when they are least active due to normal office hours for civilians. 

The Captain then proceeded to walk Nicole through the station, explaining what the offices were for and what each one of the people inside of them were responsible for. There were too many people to remember and Nicole did not even try to do so. 

“You will remember everything in time,” the Captain said as if he knew exactly what she was thinking, and it dawned on her that he too once was a student and probably remembered what it felt like to be in her shoes. 

“This is why I am going to place you with a shift. That is where you will learn to understand the working of the station best,” he continued. Nicole did not speak; she was in awe of her surroundings and kept an arm’s length behind him. When they reached the door that separated the offices and the Charge Office, the Captain turned to face Nicole. 

“Since you are here and the morning shift has already started, I think you can just as well fall in with them, I will introduce you.” he said. Nicole was nervous. The men she had previously seen looked like hardened men and there was no one of her age she would be able to relate to. The Captain opened the door and came to a standstill in the doorway. 

“Guys, I want to introduce you to Nicole Burger, she will be joining you on your shift,” and then he stepped out of the way for the men to look at their newest member. 

One by one, the men stood closer to introduce themselves. 

“Hi, I am Muller,” the Sergeant that had led her to the Captain’s office introduced himself. 

“Hello, I am Vos,” a younger and attractive tall and dark-haired man said while shaking her hand enthusiastically. 

“Hi, Baardenhorst,” an enormous bearded man introduced himself and although he looked reserved and serious, she sensed an underlying mischievousness. She immediately took a liking to him and knew they would become friends. 

“Burger,” she responded as she picked up that they used their surnames and not their first names, when referring to themselves.

“Bergie,” Sergeant Baardenhorst proclaimed aloud and the room fell apart as they doubled over with laughter. (Bergie is also a name used for a destitute person in South Africa.) Nicole knew that she would not escape the new nickname as they found it too funny.

“It looks like you are going to fit in quite well,” the Captain said as he turned to return to his work, trying his utmost not to let her see that he too enjoyed the joke.

“Don’t forget about me,” a grey old man said from behind the Charge Office desk, where he was busy writing in a large book. Nicole came closer and took his hand as he offered it. 

“I am Sergeant Mostert,” he smiled at Nicole and could see that this man was gentle and could not figure out why he had joined the Force. She liked him, so she smiled accordingly. 

“Nicole,” a deep voice made her swing around and she looked into a bloated sweaty face, which was uncomfortably close to hers. Nicole took a step back so she could size up the man standing in front of her. 

“Yes?” she answered, immediately annoyed by his intrusion of her personal space. 

“I am Sergeant Swart,” he introduced himself, “but you can call me Eugene.” Nicole reluctantly took his hand and tried to make the contact with the soft, sweaty sausages covering her hands as short as possible and pulled away nearly as soon as her hand touched his. She made a mental note to stay clear from this man as his presence made her skin crawl. 

She had mastered the art of ignoring a person’s existence without them even realising it, as she was taught this by example from an early age, by two parents who wanted only the best for their daughter. They would not allow her to mix with people of a lesser social background as her, out of their own ignorance, from growing up in similar advantaged homes as they had created for themselves. By ignoring the existence of people and circumstances that they did not understand or know how to deal with, they thought that it would not affect them. In truth, it only allowed circumstances and feelings to boil to such a point that the damage in the end sometimes was nearly impossible to rectify. 

The Burgers’ were not mean-spirited in the least, but like most white South African young people in the Apartheid era, they were groomed into a passive ignorant culture of adults who chose to ignore the absurdity of their government at the time in order to enjoy the security, wealth and stability that it offered, at a price they would only in future discover and have to pay dearly for. 

“Is this the whole shift?” she directed her question to Sergeant Mostert as she thought he, as the oldest, would be in charge.

“No, we have a female member as well, but she is off sick today. She is also a Sergeant and her name is Ava Brighton,” he said and went on with his work.

Contrary to what she perceived, Sergeant Mostert was not the shift commander, this she was informed of by the shift commander himself, namely Sergeant Baardenhorst. He continued to explain that they took turns doing duty in the Charge Office and outside. They were posted two per vehicle and they had two vehicles at their disposal in which they had to patrol the whole of Table View and Bloubergstrand. Although this was a large area, it was not very populated yet. 

In the mid-eighties, most of the area consisted of farms with the exception of the town itself and the oil refinery on the outskirts of Table View. The refinery was heavily guarded, as this was a prime target for the Resistance Movement to Apartheid, and they seldom needed to patrol there. For the time being, Sergeant Baardenhorst felt that it would be better for Nicole to stay in the Charge Office to learn how to do the administration involved in their work, as this would give her a clear view of what they did. This meant that she would sit with the Charge Office commander, who was also rotated, but Sergeant Brighton mostly performed the duty, as she did not like working on one of the patrol vehicles. 

Here, the Charge Office commander would teach her how to take a statement from a complainant and how to open a docket for investigation, how to book prisoners into their cells, until they could be transferred to court and all the other logistics of keeping book of the contents of the safe and the fire arms which the officers had to book in and out on each shift. She would also be taught how to give the Charge Office over to the next Charge Office commander and how to take meticulous notes in the Incidence Register so that if anything happened, which needed to be questioned, she would know exactly when and how it happened. 

This was to protect the Charge Office commander and the officers on duty, as sometimes things get lost or stolen on shifts, people are hurt, prisoners are locked up, prisoners escape and so forth. For this reason, every little detail had to be written in this holy book. Nicole would only later learn the true meaning of how important the book was to the workings of the Charge Office and how it could be used or abused to safeguard police officers from prosecution for criminal behaviour. Although she was not immediately informed of the silent oath that existed between policemen, she could sense that there were a deep understanding and silent language that existed, which she had to tune into if she wanted to survive. 

“Well, we have to start the day; I hope you enjoy it on our shift. Sergeant Mostert will take care of you until Ava comes back,” Sergeant Baardenhorst said and turned in unison with the other men and disappeared into the cold sea air outside.

“Come, pull up a chair,” Sergeant Mostert invited with a genuinely caring smile. Nicole sensed that he took a liking to her as much as she had him and that he felt protective of her. Nicole took the chair next to Sergeant Mostert and he offered her coffee from a flask he had brought from home. 

“That would be lovely,” she said and gratefully took the steaming cup from him as he handed it to her. 

“I will be with you in a moment,” the Sergeant said as he started writing in the Incidence Register, “I need to finish this first.” In silence, Nicole sat back in her chair and started sipping the hot brew of cheap instant coffee that was handed to her and strangely, it tasted surprisingly pleasant. She could for the first time since she had entered the station take in her surroundings and she saw that the police station was impeccably clean. The tiled grey floor had obviously just been mopped and she wondered who was responsible, as she did not notice any servants in the station, except for the tea lady that was there to cater to the needs of the office personnel. 

The charge office counter was made of solid wood and varnished to a glistening sheen. She suspected that this had to be done regularly as she could see how, over the years; it has taken its fair share of abuse as the dents and scratches on it attested. In the middle of the counter, there was a partitioning structured on top of it that separated the counter, and the partitioning extended to the entrance, where the civilians entered. The Charge Office could be entered from two single doors. On the left side, there were wooden benches and the other side was empty. You could enter the floor space, where the policeman sat, from either side through the counter, which was cut and attached by hinges and could lift up. 

She would later see that the open space was where complainants came to give their statements and the other section was for use by police officers from other stations who came to fill their vehicles, at the petrol pump the station housed on its grounds. Here they would come to fill in the petrol register, make small talk or have a cup of coffee. This space was also used for taking statements in rape cases, child abuse cases or any other sensitive case where the officer in charge of taking the statement required some privacy. 

There was a hallway leading from the entrance to the station, behind the Charge Office, to the offices, with a seating area for visitors to wait until they would be called to the respective offices where they needed to be. There was also direct entry to this hallway from the inner Charge Office. The door opened into a small corridor, which led into the main hallway. Out of this smaller corridor the door to the small kitchen was housed. On the left of where Nicole sat, and opposite the door to the offices, there was an opening which led to a temporary holding cell, where prisoners were held until they were registered in the Charge Office books. 

Nicole would only be shown what was hidden here on her first night shift, where she would discover the proper prison cells, behind this cell, all consisting of heavy iron doors and small barred windows, a single open toilet, a few grey blankets, bare cement floors and blue painted walls with graffiti of all sorts bearing testimony to the hordes of criminals that had passed through them. The cells had a distinctive urine smell to them and due to the small windows, the cells were dark and a person’s eyes had to adjust from the light in the office to be able to see inside. They were also lice-ridden and not a place where any dignified human being would want to spend a night.

Nicole looked at the walls in the Charge Office, which were decorated with maps of the area and posters informing the public of their rights, safety tips and all sorts of notifications of importance. Then a young black man clothed in neatly pressed green overalls entered the Charge Office from the temporary holding cell and Nicole, immediately sensing that it was a detainee, jerked as his presence startled her. Nicole’s heart pounded so hard against her chest that she did not even feel the hot fluid in her hand spilling onto her lap. 

Sergeant Mostert lazily looked up as Nicole’s body jerked and, in that instance, he realised what Nicole must have thought. He looked at the young man and they both started laughing, with the young man’s grin emphasised by the contrast of his brilliant white teeth to his dark skin. This only annoyed Nicole as she realised her mistake in believing the prisoner was trying to escape and it was obvious that the Sergeant was well aware of the young man’s presence in the station and that they knew each other. 

“It’s okay, John, you can go to the kitchen,” Sergeant Mostert said to the young man who came to a halt as a result of Nicole’s reaction. In that instance, Nicole could sense the mutual respect between the two men. The young man hung his head to disguise his amusement with the silly white girl’s reaction towards him and he unknowingly shook his head. Nicole felt embarrassed and angry for making such a mistake.

Until now, the only people of colour she had ever had to deal with was her nanny, Maria, who had taken care of her from an early age. Maria was a big coloured woman, with four upper front teeth missing. Nicole was very fond of her and although she knew that she was not white, she never even considered the colour difference, as Maria became a mother figure, which she freely hugged and kissed as she would her own mother. As a raised Christian, she saw people of colour as human beings and she believed that all things living were created by God and needed to be treated with respect. 

Her religion, which was supposed to instil these values in her, was also the downfall of many old white Afrikaners (an Afrikaans word for a South African who spoke Afrikaans), as it made them haughty in believing that anyone not serving God was an untrustworthy infidel who became a threat to their way of life. Therefore the “Wise Men” at head of state found it their duty to protect this at any means necessary. The sad thing though, was that since she like many other young people, was fed the propaganda and misconceptions of the reining “Christian” government at the time, that people of different races than whites, was criminals and out to destroy the peaceful existence of what they perceived as order and stability, she was as a result subconsciously judgmental and weary of men of colour, as the only images she saw of them was on television.

Here, they were portrayed as barbaric, by a government ruled media which manipulated the ANC’s protest marches by not showing the desperation of a nation not being allowed the right to freedom, but chose to use the anger of the masses to frighten the privileged minority into wanting to protect their children from the savages. The image of black men and woman being set alight by their fellowmen, with fuel-filled tires around their upper torsos, burning the skin from their naked bodies, still haunts many young South Africans today. Thus, her naïve assumption that poor John, who was serving time for petty theft, was trying to escape, or worse, going to harm them.

Sergeant Mostert, wise beyond his years, which was a substantial number already, placed a hand on Nicole’s shoulder as John disappeared into the hallway. 

“Don’t stress, John is a decent guy,” he said softly so that no one else could hear. He understood the wariness Nicole experienced as a result of her secluded upbringing, but also recognised her empathetic soul. He knew that as time would pass, she would come to understand, as he has, that people of colour were just as human and barbaric as the souls fortunate enough to be born to pale skins. Sergeant Mostert went on to explain that although they only had temporary holding cells at police stations, convicts like John were placed at police stations, where they worked as hard labourers. 

They were responsible for keeping the station clean, gardening, washing the police vehicles, cooking for the other prisoners being held there and in return they were allowed more freedom and more space to sleep in than they would be afforded in the overcrowded prisons of South Africa. They were hardly ever dangerous and were mostly locked up for petty crimes. Nicole relaxed when he explained this to her and felt thankful for having such a gentle, kind man looking out for her. This relationship would become one of her most cherished she would develop on her journey in the Force. The feeling was mutual and Mostert smiled at her as he fondly took her under his wing. 

The rest of the day went by faster than she could concentrate on and when she finally picked up her handbag to leave the station, she felt drained by all the new information. She wondered how she was going to remember all the registers and the finer details of keeping them up to date, when she would finally be put in charge of doing so. 

The rest of the shift slowly returned to book their firearms into safekeeping and to log off so that they could have a well-deserved rest. The whole day was mostly spent alone with Mostert, with the odd visit from one of the shift members, when they had to book a prisoner into the cells or had to hand a docket in for processing. 

If work is going to be like this every day, I am going to love it! Nicole thought to herself, happy to find not only that she felt confident that she would master her new work, but for making a new friend. 

*(A docket consisted of a cardboard file containing the statement of a complainant opening a case for investigation. These files get registered in the Charge Office by the Charge Office commander and will be collected by the detectives on duty for investigation. At the end of an investigation, these dockets can be as thick as a novel, consisting of statements of the complainant, witnesses, the accused, evidence, photos, medical files and so forth. Then it is presented to the state prosecutor for evaluation and if it is deemed a watertight and worthy case, a court date is set. If not, it is sent back for further investigation and if the prosecutor sees it as a waste of the government’s time and money, it is thrown out. There are no copies, and if it gets misplaced or lost, it can lead to a criminal avoiding being prosecuted, and therefore it must be monitored carefully and the only way it can be handled is by booking it out in a register to keep track of its whereabouts.) *



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 5
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The next day flew by as she and Sergeant Mostert tried to keep up with the work in the Charge Office. They were particularly busy that week and Sergeant Mostert commented on it, trying not to discourage Nicole about the amount of work awaiting her, but unbeknownst to him, she did not care to work hard; she loved a challenge and the harder she had to work for something the more she appreciated the end result on its completion. Minor tasks usually bored her and up until now, the work she witnessed was by no means difficult or overwhelming. 

Nicole actually got a little frustrated by the sergeant as he did not have the time to train her at a pace she could cope with. She was used to processing huge amounts of information in a short period of time and possessed the ability to retain and implement it in an efficient and accurate manner. She did not flaunt this capability of hers though, as she had discovered, from a young age, the power of letting people assume that she was of average intelligence, since they then unknowingly revealed more about their true nature, as they relaxed in her company, not intimidated by the power of her brain.

Especially with men, she kept her intelligence understated, as men, or the boys up until then she had to deal with in particular felt threatened by her and tried to dominate conversations or put her down in order to feel in control, as young men were brought up in a society that frowned upon any sign of weakness. Boys had to be rough and tough and in charge of their woman and men who were not, nor had a preference to love their own gender, were shunned by the men who believed that it was the right way. 

Once again, a way of habit, enforced by years of ignorance and unwillingness to change, but slowly and surely a new breed of young people was starting to develop into adults, who questioned the ways of the past, as these rules they were taught failed to keep them or the parents, who taught it to them, happy. 

“You must remember to take an afternoon nap,” Sergeant Mostert reminded Nicole as she readied herself to return home.

“Why?” Nicole frowned and for an instant she thought the old man was taking this fatherly figure thing a bit too far. 

“You have to be back here at ten, and there is no way you are going to survive the night if you don’t,” he knowingly challenged her.

“Oh, that’s right, I totally forgot,” she replied. 

Nicole was still energised by the buzz of the morning’s activities and found that first afternoon nap difficult. This would be the only time though as this was the start of a bizarre skill she was beginning to master. When you serve in the police force, you quickly learn to sleep at all times of day and at will, as your body bypasses its natural rhythms to ensure that it receives enough rest. What Nicole did not know just yet was how she would also master the skill to stay awake for three days straight, especially when she discovered partying up a storm with her fellow officers, while still working shifts in between. A dangerous feat if you take into consideration that you need your wits about you when in charge of a firearm or worse still, driving a police vehicle at high speed in peak traffic. 

Since she was still young and in an environment that created a false sense of invincibility, she fell into the same trap as most police officers, not acknowledging the reality and seriousness of the work she chose to do. This was a time when police officers were respected and obeyed, as they still enforced fear into the public. The death penalty was still enforced, and police officers still got away with beating arrestees, while the law did not favour criminals and therefore the country was a safe place to live in. 

Children could play in the streets, walk to school or travel into town on their own, without any harm befalling them. There was a heavy price to pay for this privileged life in the police force though, which Nicole would discover in the nearing future, but for now things could not look more promising. 

That evening, Nicole walked the short distance to the police office in the well-lit main road. She could smell the sea on the cool night breeze and she became aware of the change in her surroundings. The streets were lit by the streetlamps into an orange haze and the sea breeze made little droplets appear on everything, which in return made the surrounding surfaces sparkle in the light. The road she had so many times paced now looked unfamiliar. 

Before she could give it thought, she heard the “Special” in charge of guarding the gate’s voice; “Good evening, the Charge Office is through there...” he smiled a friendly smile at her. 

She could hardly make out his black face in the dark unlit cubicle situated in the middle of the big cast iron gate that protected the police station, and the smaller one for pedestrian use. The only thing she could make out was the man’s brilliantly white teeth grinning at her. 

“Don’t worry, I know my way, I am a student,” she replied before he could finish. 

From the darkness, his face came peering out: “Then good evening, miss,” he smiled even wider and the size of his mouth surprised and amused her. “I am Moses,” and before Nicole could think about what she was doing, she offered him a hand and he hesitated only for a second before taking it into his rough and warm black hand, cupping it on top with his other hand, as was their custom, and shook it with vengeance. Nicole liked Moses and from the face she saw, she could see that he was a warm and honourable man with huge kind eyes. 

“I am Nicole, Moses,” she introduced herself, before she continued on her way down the paved walkway that led her into the police station. 

*(“Specials”, as they were known in the police force, were men of colour that were employed and trained in the handling of firearms and self-defence skills by the police force to assist them in keeping guard and other security tasks, which did not merit the time of a well-trained officer. As only white males and females were allowed to join the Force in the Apartheid era, the only way men of colour could join the police force was as one of these special attendants.) *

When Nicole entered the office, she could see her whole shift, to which she had become accustomed to, prepare for the night ahead. Somehow, she felt more excited about her night shift than she did about her daily shifts; maybe it had something to do with the feeling of excitement she had experienced as a child when she would stay up late with her friend when they had a sleepover. She knew that she would come to love her night shifts as, it was a welcome change to the monotonous rhythm of live and the night and early morning hours, held promise of adventure as this was the time serious crimes were committed. 

There was no one sitting at the Charge Office commander’s post though and she found it strange that Sergeant Mostert was putting on his police-issue overcoat and pack his flashlight in his backpack. He was obviously preparing for a night on the road and she felt disappointed. She had not really had the opportunity to get to know the rest of the shift as they were too busy during the day and she was now wondering how her first night’s shift would be like in the company of some stranger. 

“Good evening,” the members of the shift said in near unison. 

“Hi,” she said in a disappointed tone. She made her way around the counter and placed her handbag on a counter behind a partitioning, to the left of the Charge Office, so that it would be out of sight from the public. Here, the other members of her shift had already placed their snacks and drinks for the evening. There was more than enough space, as the surface was about 2 metres in length and 1 metre in width. 

Without a word, she took a seat on the chair next to the Charge Office commander’s seat, as she usually did. She did not dare ask who would be placed in the charge office with her, in fear of Sergeant Swart being the lucky one. She absolutely dreaded the thought of spending the night in his creepy presence. During that first week, she noticed that the rest of the shift’s members kept to themselves, only occasionally staring at her as if they were trying to figure out what to make of her. She did not mind it though, as she too was trying to size them up. 

It was only when Sergeant Swart looked at her that she hated it, because she instinctively knew that he was probably having filthy thoughts while doing so, as the slyest smile always appeared on his face when he looked at her, his eyes became hazy and she could swear that she once or twice saw a droplet escape the corner of his mouth, but he licked at it before she could be sure. This always seemed to pull him back to reality and then he would continue with what he was doing. 

“Please don’t let it be him, please don’t let it be him, I won’t...” she was pleading for some intervention while her head was turned down to the table in front of her and while her eyes were tightly shut. 
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