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Pontsho Kalane’s Tuesday morning begins like any other—meditation at six, protein smoothie at six-thirty, dressed and checking emails by seven. The Waterkloof mansion is silent around her, expensive and empty, floor-to-ceiling windows offering views of manicured gardens she pays someone else to maintain.

At thirty, she’s conquered what everyone said was impossible. Built TechKhaya Solutions from a startup in her mother’s Mamelodi garage into a billion-rand cybersecurity empire. Forbes featured her. President Mampela mentioned her company in a speech about South Africa’s digital future. She’s everything a success story should be.

She should feel triumphant.

Instead, she feels hollow.

Her phone rings—Marcus Bhengu, her Head of Security. She almost doesn’t answer. Marcus never calls this early unless something’s wrong.

“Ms. Kalane.” His voice is tight. “Where are you?”

“At home. Why?”

“Don’t go anywhere. I’m coming to you now with a specialist from Executive Protection Services. Don’t open the door for anyone except me.”

Her stomach drops. “Marcus, what happened?”

Before she can inhale again, a cold wave grips her spine — the same sensation she felt the day her father died, when the world shifted without warning.

“Your car. The Mercedes. It was taken for routine servicing yesterday afternoon.”

“I know that. It’s on the calendar—”

“The mechanic took it for a test drive last night. Highway speed, N1 northbound.” Marcus’s voice cracks slightly. “The brakes failed. Completely. The car went through a barrier, rolled three times. Ms. Kalane, if you’d been driving—”

The world tilts. She sits down hard on her meditation cushion.

“The mechanic?”

“Critical condition. ICU at Kalafong Hospital. But Pontsho—” He never uses her first name. “—someone tampered with those brakes. Professionally. This wasn’t mechanical failure. This was attempted murder.”

The words don’t make sense. Can’t make sense.

“I don’t... who would want to kill me?”

“That’s what we’re going to find out. I’m bringing someone who can keep you alive while we investigate. Former Special Forces, the best in the business. He’ll be there in fifteen minutes. Stay inside. Lock the doors.”

The call ends.

Pontsho sits in her meditation room—the room designed for peace, for centering, for controlling her mind—and feels control slipping away. Someone tried to kill her. Someone studied her routine, knew which car she drove, had access to her schedule and her mechanic’s shop.

Someone close to her wants her dead.

Her hands shake as she pulls up the news on her phone. It’s already everywhere: TECHKHAYA CEO’S CAR IN DEADLY CRASH

PONTSHO KALANE ESCAPES DEATH - MECHANIC CRITICAL BRAKE FAILURE OR FOUL PLAY?

The articles speculate. Business rivals? Disgruntled employees? Personal enemies? They don’t know. She doesn’t know.

But someone does.

Through the window, she sees a convoy approaching—two security vehicles flanking a black SUV. They park in her circular driveway with military precision. Marcus emerges first, scanning the property with professional paranoia. Then the SUV’s passenger door opens.

The man who steps out makes her breath catch despite the terror coursing through her veins.

He’s tall, broad-shouldered, moving with controlled economy that speaks of serious training. Tactical gear that’s seen real action, not costume-shop posturing. Dark skin, close-cropped hair, intelligent eyes that catalog threats and vulnerabilities in sweeping glances. Something about his bearing—the way he moves, the set of his jaw—whispers Mamelodi streets and township survival skills wrapped in military discipline.

He’s the most dangerous-looking man she’s ever seen.

And somehow, watching him approach her door, she feels the first flutter of safety since Marcus’s call.

She opens the door before they knock. Marcus makes introductions in her marble-floored foyer.

“Ms. Kalane, this is Jabu Fakude. Former Special Forces Brigade, now runs Sentinel Executive Protection. He’s the best there is.”

Jabu extends a hand. “Ms. Kalane.”

His voice is deep, controlled, with the unmistakable cadence of Mamelodi underneath professional polish. When she shakes his hand, his grip is firm but careful—strength leashed, controlled.

“Mr. Fakude. Marcus says someone tried to kill me.”

“Yes, ma’am. And they’ll try again.” He releases her hand, all business. “We need to talk about security protocols. May we sit?”

She leads them to her living room—designer furniture, abstract art, those floor-to-ceiling windows she suddenly sees with new eyes. How exposed is she? How visible?

Jabu’s expression confirms her fears. He walks to the windows, studies the garden, turns back with a blunt assessment.

“Your house is a security nightmare. Too many windows, too much glass, multiple access points. You’re exposed from three sides, and those gardens provide cover for anyone wanting to approach unseen.” He pulls out a tablet, shows her aerial photos of her property. “See these positions? Perfect for snipers. Your walls are decorative, not defensive. Your electric gate can be disabled in under a minute. And these windows—” He gestures to the beautiful glass. “—one bullet, and you’re done.”

The words hit like physical blows. Her beautiful home—her achievement, her sanctuary—described as a death trap.

“It’s beautiful,” she says weakly.

“It’s indefensible.” No sugar-coating. “Someone with resources and planning tried to kill you, Ms. Kalane. That means they’re smart, patient, well-funded. They’ll study your patterns, find your vulnerabilities, strike when you’re most exposed. My job is to eliminate those vulnerabilities and keep you breathing until we identify the threat.”

“How do you propose to do that?”

“First, you move out of this house. Temporarily. Somewhere secure, defensible, with proper protection.”

“I’m not abandoning my home—”

“Would you rather abandon your life?” He doesn’t raise his voice, but intensity radiates from him. “Because that’s the choice, ma’am. Pride or survival. You pick.”

She’s not used to being spoken to this way—direct, uncompromising, treating her like someone who needs saving instead of a celebrated CEO. It’s infuriating.

And somehow refreshing.

“Where would I go?”

“Hotel. High-rise, limited access points, security we can control.” He makes notes on his tablet. “Second, you get a protection detail. Specifically, me. I go everywhere you go—work, meetings, home, gym. You don’t go anywhere alone until this threat is neutralized.”

“For how long?”

“As long as it takes. Could be weeks. Could be months.”

“That’s impossible. I have a company to run, a life to live—”

“You’ll run your company from secure locations with me present. You’ll live your life with adjustments. Or you’ll die, Ms. Kalane.” He towers over her, uncompromising. “Those are the options. I understand this is disruptive and uncomfortable. But attempted murder is also disruptive and uncomfortable. The difference is you survive one and not the other.”

Marcus intervenes gently. “Pontsho, please. Just until we figure out who’s behind this. Jabu’s protected government ministers, foreign dignitaries, high-risk targets across Africa. If anyone can keep you safe, it’s him.”

She looks between them—Marcus, who’s never steered her wrong, and Jabu, this intense stranger who makes her feel simultaneously threatened and protected.

“Fine. One month. If you haven’t identified the threat by then, I’m reassessing.”

“Fair enough.” Jabu extends his hand again. “Then we have a deal, Ms. Kalane. I’ll keep you alive. You follow my instructions without argument. Agreed?”

She shakes his hand, feels that same jolt of electricity. “Agreed. But Mr. Fakude? I don’t follow instructions well. Just a warning.”

His lips quirk—almost a smile. “Noted. This should be interesting.”

—-
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Jabu gives her thirty minutes to pack essentials while he and his team sweep the house for additional threats, install temporary security measures, arrange transport to the hotel.

Pontsho moves through her bedroom in a daze, throwing designer clothes into luggage. This morning she woke up to meditation and smoothies. Now she’s fleeing her home because someone wants her dead.

Who? Why?

TechKhaya has competitors, certainly. But corporate rivalry doesn’t usually escalate to murder. Unless there’s something she’s missing. Unless the threat is closer than she thinks.

Her phone rings. Sipho.

She stares at his name on the screen, thumb hovering over the answer button. Sipho Thebe—her fiancé of six months. Successful investment banker. Old Pretoria money. The man she’s supposed to marry in six months in a wedding already featured in multiple lifestyle magazines.

She answers.

“Darling, I just saw the news. Are you alright? Why didn’t you call me?”

“I’m fine. Wasn’t even in the car. But Sipho, someone tampered with the brakes. Deliberately.”

“That’s—my God, that’s terrifying. Where are you now?”

“At home. Packing. Security is moving me to a hotel.”

“Nonsense. Come stay with me. Mother’s house is huge, very secure, and you’ll be with family.” His voice is warm, concerned, everything a fiancé should be. “You shouldn’t be alone in some sterile hotel. Come to Brooklyn. I’ll take care of you.”

Take care of her. Like she’s a child who needs protecting, not a woman who built a billion-rand company.

“The security team recommended—”

“Security team?” He laughs—affectionate, slightly condescending. “Pontsho, that’s excessive. You’re upset, not thinking clearly. Come to the estate. Mother would love to have you. We both would.”

The thought of staying with Sipho’s mother, Elizabeth Thebe—ice queen of Pretoria’s old money elite—makes her skin crawl. But maybe being with Sipho, her fiancé, would feel safer than a hotel room with a dangerous stranger standing guard.

“I’ll think about it. I need to go—”

“Wait. About the engagement party Saturday night. Mother’s planned everything—three hundred guests, full catering, the works. We can’t cancel now.”

She’d forgotten. The engagement party—elaborate, expensive, designed to properly introduce her to Pretoria’s elite society. Mrs. Thebe has been planning it for months. 

“Sipho, someone just tried to kill me. I’m not exactly in a party mood.”

“Which is exactly why we shouldn’t cancel. Show whoever did this that they can’t intimidate you. That you’re strong, unafraid.” His voice turns persuasive. “Plus, you’ll be surrounded by hundreds of people, security everywhere. Probably the safest place you could be.”

“Or the most exposed.”

“Trust me, darling. Saturday night—beautiful dress, champagne, celebrating our future. It’s exactly what you need
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