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The front doorbell buzzed, cutting through the quiet hum of the air conditioner in the small law firm office in central Polokwane. Mpho Molefe quickly switched her computer monitor from the mindless solitaire game she’d been playing to the security camera feed. The old security guard, Mama Ruth, shuffled across the tiled floor, her chair creaking as she rose from her afternoon nap to answer the door.

“Look up, look up,” Mpho whispered under her breath, leaning closer to the screen. The camera angle was terrible—fixed too high—so all she could make out was the top of a man’s head: neatly cropped hair, dark and precise. “Useless thing,” she muttered, fiddling with the joystick to zoom in, but it only blurred the image more.

Not that she expected much excitement. The senior partner had mentioned over his morning coffee that an important client from Johannesburg was coming in—a big-shot mining entrepreneur looking for advice on a tender. Mpho pictured the usual type: pot-bellied, in his fifties, with a flashy watch and a booming laugh. She stifled a smile at the thought.

The converted old house on Church Street didn’t make for the most modern office layout. The reception area was tucked at the front, with creaky wooden floors and high ceilings that echoed every footstep. Trying to look busy, Mpho straightened the pile of files on her desk and adjusted her headset.

When the visitor finally stepped into the reception area, Mpho had to catch her breath. He was nothing like she’d imagined. Tall, broad-shouldered, in a perfectly tailored charcoal suit that screamed Sandton sophistication. His hair was a sharp low fade, his skin a rich deep brown, and his jawline strong enough to make her forget her own name for a second.

He moved with quiet confidence, scanning the room briefly before his eyes landed on her desk. No pot belly, no loud laugh—just an aura of controlled power that made the small space feel even smaller.

“Good morning,” he said, his voice deep and smooth, with that polished Gauteng accent. “I’m here to see Mr. Ramoshaba. Thabo Nkosi.”

Mpho stood up quickly, smoothing her simple black skirt. “Dumela, rra. Yes, he’s expecting you. Please take a seat—I’ll let him know you’re here.”

As she picked up the phone to buzz the partner, she stole another glance. His shoes were polished to a shine, and he carried a sleek leather briefcase. Definitely Joburg money—mining, probably platinum or chrome, given the big tenders floating around Limpopo these days.

Mr. Ramoshaba’s voice crackled through the intercom. “Send him in, Mpho. And bring us some tea, please.”

Thabo nodded politely at her as he headed toward the partner’s office. “Thank you, miss...?”

“Molefe. Mpho Molefe.”

He smiled—a quick flash of white teeth that made her stomach flip. “Ke a leboga, Mpho.”

As the door closed behind him, Mpho sank back into her chair, fanning herself with a file. Mama Ruth chuckled from her corner. “O bona, that one is trouble. Sharp like a new blade.”

Mpho laughed it off, but her mind wandered. Back home in her village outside Tzaneen—dusty roads, rondavels, baobab trees silhouetted against the sunset—she dreamed of escaping this receptionist life. Polokwane was better than the village, with its malls and tarred streets, but still... it felt small. Johannesburg, now that was the dream: skyscrapers, opportunities, a life bigger than answering phones and fetching tea.

Her bank app notification pinged on her phone: balance R214.50, with rent due next week. She sighed. Dreams were free, but everything else in this country cost money—and connections.

Little did she know, the man behind that closed door was about to offer her both.
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The meeting lasted almost two hours. Mpho kept herself busy rearranging the appointment book, answering a few calls, and pretending not to listen every time the muffled voices from Mr. Ramoshaba’s office rose a little. Thabo Nkosi’s tone was calm but firm, the kind of voice that didn’t need to shout to be heard. When the door finally opened, both men stepped out together, the senior partner looking pleased, clapping Thabo on the shoulder like they’d just sealed a deal worth millions.
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