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Chapter 1: The Breaking Point
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The walls of the Yeni household seemed to shrink whenever an argument broke out. The tension between Zama and her mother had reached its peak, just as it always did when the topic of

university came up.
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“I am not wasting another year, Ma! I’m going to KZN whether you like it or not!” Zama’s voice echoed through the lavish dining room, her fists clenched at her sides.
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Across the table, Qamata Nozimanga Jojo sat with her usual air of control, her expression unreadable, but her piercing gaze sharp enough to cut through Zama’s defiance. “Ungangiphakameli,

Zamantungwa. As long as you live under my roof, you will do as I say.”




Zama scoffed, shaking her head. “Under your roof? You mean Dad’s roof! Or do you forget that he’s the one paying for everything?”
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Her father, Dalingcebo Jacob Yeni, sighed deeply. He had remained silent for most of the argument, as he often did when mother and daughter clashed. “Zama, you need to calm down,” he said finally, rubbing his temples. “This isn’t the way to handle things.”
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Zama turned to him, desperation creeping into her voice. “Baba, you know this isn’t fair! Three years, Baba! Three years I’ve been sitting at home because Ma doesn’t want me to study business!






Ngikhathele!”
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Her twin brothers, Nkosiyabo and Nkosenye, sat quietly in the corner, exchanging wary glances. They had witnessed enough of these fights to know better than to get involved.
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Qamata leaned forward, her perfectly manicured nails tapping against the polished wooden table. “You are my only daughter,

Zamantungwa. I have sacrificed too much for you to throw your life away chasing... foolish dreams.”




Zama let out a bitter laugh. “Foolish dreams? Ma, you run businesses! You built an empire! But now that I want to do the same, suddenly it’s a ‘foolish dream’?”
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Her mother’s jaw tightened. “I built this for you to have a respectable life, not to run around like some street hustler!”
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Zama flinched. That was what this was about. Her mother knew. Maybe not everything, but enough. The late nights, the money

Zama never explained, the company she kept. Qamata had spent years trying to shape her daughter into a polished, obedient version of herself—but Zama wasn’t her mother, and she never would be.
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“I’m going to KZN,” Zama said firmly, her voice steady now. “With or without your approval.” For the first time in the entire argument, her mother smiled. It was a small, knowing smirk. “Oh, baby girl... You really think you’re in control here?” (Continued)






Zama met her mother’s smirk with a cold stare, refusing to back down. But deep down, she knew what that look meant—Qamata always had a plan, always had control.
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Dalingcebo, sensing the tension thickening, stood up and placed a firm hand on his daughter’s shoulder. “Qamata, enough,” he said, his voice calm but heavy with warning. “Zama is old enough to

make her own choices.”
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Qamata tilted her head, her smile never fading. “She can make her own choices, yes. But I control the money. And unless she wants to go to KZN with nothing but the clothes on her back, she will listen to me.”
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Zama’s stomach tightened. This was exactly why she had started finding ways to make her own money. She knew her mother would use financial power to trap her.
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“I don’t need your money,” Zama shot back.
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Her mother let out a soft chuckle. “Oh? And where exactly will you get money for tuition, accommodation, food? You think that boy of yours will take care of you?”
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Zama’s breath caught in her throat. Her body stiffened. She knows.






Dalingcebo frowned. “Qamata, what are you talking about?”

Qamata picked up her wine glass, swirling the deep red liquid lazily. “Oh, please, Dali. Do you think your daughter has been sitting at home all these years like a lost puppy? She’s been busy. Just not in ways that you’d approve of.”
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Zama’s fingers curled into fists. “You don’t know anything about me.”




Her mother’s smirk widened. “Don’t I? How long did you think you could hide it, Zamantungwa? Or did you really think I wouldn’t find out about your little romance with Ghost?”
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The room fell into a suffocating silence.
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Nkosenye and Nkosiyabo sat up, eyes widening. Even Dalingcebo looked taken aback. He turned to Zama. “What is she talking about?”
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Zama’s pulse pounded in her ears. Her mother had never said his name before—not directly. She had always dropped hints, sent warnings, but this was different.
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Qamata took a sip of her wine and placed the glass down gently. “Dating a thug, sneaking around behind my back like some desperate township girl— how embarrassing.”






Zama clenched her jaw. “He is not a thug.”




Her mother let out a mocking laugh. “Oh, sweet girl. Do you think love will save you? That boy is nothing but trouble, and he will take you down with him.”
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Dalingcebo exhaled sharply, rubbing his temples. “Zama, tell me it’s not true.”
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Zama hesitated for half a second—just long enough for everyone in the room to know the truth.

Her father shook his head. “I thought you were smarter than this.”
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She felt her throat tighten, but she refused to let them see her crack. Instead, she turned to her mother and squared her shoulders. “Believe whatever you want. But I’m leaving.”
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Qamata leaned back in her chair. “Then leave. But don’t come crawling back when you fail.”



––––––––

[image: ]



Zama didn’t waste another second. She turned on her heel and

stormed up the stairs. She needed to get out of here, to breathe, to think.




––––––––

[image: ]



Later That Night






The streets of Vosloorus were quiet, except for the distant hum of passing taxis and the occasional shout of drunkards stumbling home. Zama stood outside the high walls of her family home, waiting.






A black BMW M2 with tinted windows slowed to a stop in front of her. The passenger window rolled down, revealing the man who

had been her escape for the past five years.
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Nkosana “Ghost” Mvuleni.
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At 26, Ghost was one of the most respected names in the Vosloorus underworld. He wasn’t just a gangster—he was a businessman, a

man who knew how to make power work for him.
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He looked at her, his sharp features unreadable. “What happened?”
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Zama shook her head. “Same thing that always happens.”
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Ghost studied her for a moment before unlocking the door. “Get in.”

Zama didn’t hesitate. She slid into the car, inhaling the familiar scent of leather and cologne. As soon as the door shut, he reached over and tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze.
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“Talk to me.”
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For a moment, she didn’t say anything. Then, finally, she exhaled. “She knows about us.”






Ghost didn’t flinch. If anything, he looked amused. “And?”
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“She called you a thug. Said you’d ruin me.”
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A slow smirk tugged at Ghost’s lips. “And do you believe that?”
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Zama held his gaze. “No.”




Ghost chuckled, leaning back in his seat. “Good girl.” He started the car, the deep growl of the engine filling the silence. “Where to?”
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Zama looked out the window, her mind racing.
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“Anywhere but here.”
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Chapter 2: The Price of Freedom
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The car sped through the streets of Vosloorus, the quiet hum of the engine cutting through the tension in the air. Zama’s mind raced.

The confrontation with her mother had been inevitable, but she hadn’t expected it to happen so soon. Her whole life, her mother

had been in control, dictating her every move. And now, everything she’d built in secret was at risk of being torn apart.










Ghost drove with a steady hand, his eyes scanning the dark roads ahead. Zama could feel the calmness he exuded, the way he handled every situation with the precision of a seasoned kingpin. It was one of the things she admired about him, even though she hated that it also made him untouchable, distant at times.
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Zama glanced at him, studying the way his jaw clenched as he shifted gears. “You’re not worried about my mother, are you?”
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Ghost’s eyes flickered to hers, and he gave a slight smile. “I don’t worry about things I can’t control.”
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That answer stung more than it should have. Zama knew he was right; worrying about her mother’s reaction wouldn’t change anything. Still, the weight of her mother’s words hung in the air, haunting her. “You’ll fail.”
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Zama turned away and looked out the window, watching the streetlights blur as the car sped past. Her dream of being a businesswoman—of living the life she had always wanted—seemed so distant now. The road ahead was going to be a lot harder than she had imagined.




Eventually, the car turned off the main road and into a quieter, dimly lit street. Ghost pulled up to an old building with steel gates. This was one of his safe houses, a place where he kept his business dealings concealed.






As soon as the car stopped, Zama opened the door and stepped out. The cool night air hit her face, and for a moment, she forgot about the fight at home. She forgot about the secrets, the lies, and the pressure that had been suffocating her for years.
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Ghost stepped out behind her, his long strides closing the distance between them. He placed a hand on her shoulder, turning her to face him. “You need to let go of whatever happened tonight,” he said, his tone softer than before. “It won’t fix itself by brooding.”
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Zama looked up at him, searching his eyes. He was always so composed, so confident. She hated that about him. He made everything look easy.




“I can’t just forget it, Ghost,” she whispered. “She’s always had control over me. Always. And now—now she knows about us. I’m not just her daughter anymore; I’m her enemy.”
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Ghost’s expression softened for a moment, but only for a second. His eyes narrowed as he placed his hands on her waist. “You’re not her enemy, Zama. You’re your own person. That’s the problem.

You’ve spent your whole life trying to fit into her world, and now you’re stepping out of it. She can’t stand it.”
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Zama shook her head, frustration rising in her chest. “But what if I fail? What if she’s right?”






He lifted her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze.

“Then you try again. That’s the game we play, baby. We win, we lose, but we never stop. You’ve got everything it takes to run this world.”
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She wanted to believe him. She had always wanted to be like him— strong, untouchable, fearless. But the reality of her situation was too real to ignore.




Ghost kissed her forehead softly. “You don’t have to do this alone.”
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Zama felt the knot in her stomach loosen, just slightly. For the first time that night, she allowed herself to believe that maybe—just

maybe—she could have everything she wanted.
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(Continued)
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Morning



––––––––

[image: ]



Zama’s eyes fluttered open to the soft hum of the city. The room felt too quiet, almost suffocating, but she was grateful for the space.

The past few days had been overwhelming. The fight with her mom, the unexpected fallout, and now the decision she needed to make— what to do with her life, where to go next. Ghost had promised that the answers would come. But she had never expected they’d come with such weight.








Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Zama glanced at it, expecting another text from her mother demanding she return home. But it wasn’t. It was Ghost.
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“We need to talk. Come by when you wake up.”
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Zama couldn’t help but feel a rush of unease as she read the message. Ghost’s business—his family’s business—was something she was still getting to know, but she had no idea what he wanted from her. Whatever it was, she could feel it coming, like a storm on the horizon.
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She reluctantly got out of bed, dressing quickly, her mind spinning with thoughts of what might happen next. She needed to go see

him. She needed answers.
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Late Morning
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Ghost’s house was a sleek, modern mansion that stood out against the gritty backdrop of Vosloorus.

It didn’t belong here, and yet it did. Zama arrived and walked inside without knocking—she knew Ghost wouldn’t mind. He was always expecting her.
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He sat in the living room, a glass of whiskey in hand, looking calm as ever. The entire place was tastefully decorated, minimalist and sharp, with dark tones that matched his persona. There was a






tension in the air that Zama couldn’t shake, though. Something was off, and she knew Ghost was the key to figuring it out.
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“Good morning,” Zama said, settling on the couch across from him. “You said we need to talk. What’s going on?”
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Ghost leaned back, his eyes scanning her face. He had a way of reading her, knowing when she was hiding something, when she was playing it cool. But this time, she couldn’t hide the nerves that were gnawing at her.
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“You’re not going back to your mom,” he said bluntly. “You can’t. Not after what happened.”

Zama froze, her heart racing. “I don’t have a choice. I can’t live in this... limbo forever.”
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Ghost looked at her carefully. “You do have a choice. But that choice comes with a price.”
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He paused for a moment before continuing, placing his glass of whiskey down on the coffee table and leaning in slightly.



––––––––

[image: ]



“You’ve been following your mother’s rules your whole life. You’ve stayed within her expectations, her world. But what do you really want, Zama?” His gaze was intense now, almost as if he could see straight through her. “You want to be your own person. To make






something out of yourself. You want power. And I can give you that.”
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Zama swallowed, unsure of where this conversation was headed. “What do you mean?”




“You know I’m not just some street guy. My family is in business— real business. Not the kind of business you’re used to seeing in Vosloorus. But it’s not for the faint of heart. You’ve got to be ruthless, sharp, and willing to take risks. The question is— are you?”
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Zama stared at him, trying to process what he was saying. She had always known Ghost came from money, from power, but the depth of his involvement in something much larger than her could only mean one thing—he wasn’t just playing around.
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“You want me to join your family’s business?” she asked slowly, trying to wrap her mind around it.
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Ghost nodded. “Not just join. I want you to help build it. You’ve got what it takes, Zama. More than most people I know. You want to be a businesswoman? Do you want to live the kind of life you’ve been dreaming of? This is how it starts.” Zama’s head was spinning. She had always wanted to escape her mother’s grip, to forge her own path. But this? It was a dangerous road—one that would test her, change her, and likely tear apart the life she knew. Still, part of her

felt the pull. Ghost had always been there, a constant in her life, and








now, he was offering her a chance to become something bigger, something more.




“You want me to work with you?” she asked, the weight of his offer settling heavily on her shoulders.
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“I’m not just offering you a job,” Ghost said, leaning in closer now. “I’m offering you a place beside me. You’ll have power, influence. You’ll make the rules. But it won’t be easy. There are people who won’t like it, people who will try to take you down.”



––––––––

[image: ]



Zama’s chest tightened. This was the moment. She had dreamed of something like this, but now that it was here, it felt like a dream she wasn’t sure she was ready to step into.




“I’m not scared of a challenge,” she said, her voice steady, though her heartbeat faster than she’d like to admit. “But how do I know I’m ready for this? How do I know this is what I want?”
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“You don’t. That’s the beauty of it. You get to decide. And trust me, Zama, you’ve got everything it takes to make it. But you’ve got to take that first step. So, what will it be?”




Zama’s mind raced as she stared at him. Everything she had wanted, everything she had dreamed of, was right in front of her. But it was no longer a matter of dreams—it was reality. And reality came with consequences. Her heart pounded as she considered her options. But deep down, she knew there was only one answer.






“I’m in.”
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Ghost’s eyes flashed with a mixture of approval and something else—something harder. “Good. We start tonight.”
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Chapter 3: Into the Storm
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Late Afternoon
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Zama sat on the balcony of Ghost’s house, staring out at the sunset as it painted the sky in shades of orange and pink. She could hear the faint hum of the city below, but here, high above it all,

everything seemed quieter, more controlled. Her phone buzzed again. She glanced at the screen and sighed.
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It was her mother.
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“Where are you? Come home. You need to face what you’ve done.”
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Zama had ignored the last few calls, but she knew this wasn’t going to end. Her mother was relentless, and she wasn’t the type to let

things go, especially when her control was being challenged.








She could feel her stomach knot as she typed out a quick reply.
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“I’m not coming home, Mom. I’m fine.”
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She pressed send, then threw the phone on the coffee table, rubbing her face in frustration. Ghost’s words echoed in her mind: “You want power?

You’ve got to take it. But it won’t be easy.” It was one thing to make the decision to step into his world, but it was another to live with the consequences.
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Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the front door opening. Ghost entered the living room, dressed in a sleek black suit, looking as calm and collected as always.
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“You alright?” he asked, his voice soft but serious.




Zama nodded, though she couldn’t shake the anxiety gnawing at her. “Yeah. Just... my mom keeps calling. I don’t think she’s going to stop.”
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Ghost stood there for a moment, considering her words. Then he walked over and sat down beside her.






“You can’t keep avoiding her,” he said quietly. “She’ll keep pushing. You’ve stepped away from her life, but she won’t let you go that easily.”
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Zama’s eyes narrowed. “I know. But I’m not going back to that. I’ve made my choice.”
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“I get it,” Ghost said. “But you must handle this. She won’t just let it slide.”
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Zama’s phone buzzed again, but this time it wasn’t her mother. It was a text from one of Ghost’s men. She read it quickly:




“Your mom’s here. She’s at the gate, asking for you. What should we do?”
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Zama’s heart skipped a beat. Her mother had found her. She should’ve known it wouldn’t take long. She quickly stood up, pacing in the living room.
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“Damn it,” she muttered under her breath. “She’s here.”




Ghost stood too, his expression unreadable. “I’ll handle this. Stay here.”
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“No,” Zama said sharply. “I’m not hiding. If she’s here, I’ll face her.”






Ghost paused, clearly not thrilled with the idea, but Zama was already heading for the door. She had made her choice. She couldn’t keep running from her mother, not forever. She’d never be free that way.




Outside, at the gate
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Zama walked up to the front gate, her footsteps heavy with uncertainty. Her mother stood there, arms crossed, her face a

mixture of anger and disbelief. She looked out of place here, in this upscale neighbourhood, but the fury in her eyes was unmistakable.
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Her mother had always been a woman of status. She drove luxury cars and lived in a double-story house in the heart of Vosloorus, a house that screamed power and control. She had built their family’s wealth from the ground up, and she wasn’t going to let Zama walk away from it without a fight.
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“You think you can just walk away from everything we’ve built for you? You think you can live your life the way you want? Do you think I won’t make you regret this?”
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Zama squared her shoulders, trying to hold her ground. “I’m not your puppet, Mom. I never was.

I’ve made my decision. You don’t control me anymore.”








Her mother’s face reddened, and Zama could see the wheels turning in her mind, plotting her next move. “I’ll make sure you regret this. You can’t live like this forever.”
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Zama stepped back, her eyes hard. “I’m not going back, Mom. I’m moving forward.”




Before her mother could respond, Ghost appeared behind Zama,

his presence commanding. “It’s over, Zama’s made her choice. You need to leave now.”
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Zama’s mother turned to face Ghost, her face twisting in disdain. “You think you have the right to control my daughter? You think you can tell me what to do? This isn’t over.”
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Her mother’s words hung in the air, thick with venom, but Zama didn’t flinch. Ghost wasn’t backing down, and neither was she.
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“Take her home,” Ghost said, his tone final.
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Zama’s mother glared at her one last time, then stormed off, her heels clicking loudly against the pavement. Zama watched her go, her heart still pounding in her chest.
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Evening






The moment her mother was gone, the weight of what had just

happened began to sink in. Zama felt a sense of relief mixed with something darker— guilt. Her mother had never been easy to deal with, but there was still a part of Zama that felt torn. No matter how much she hated the control her mother exerted over her, she was still her mother.
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Ghost placed a hand on her shoulder, his touch steady. “You did what you had to do. But she won’t be gone for long. She’ll keep coming.”




Zama turned to face him, the intensity in her eyes growing. “I know. And when she does, I’ll be ready.”
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Ghost nodded, then took a step back. “There’s more at stake now, Zama. You’re not just dealing with your mom anymore. You’re in something much bigger than that.”
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Zama glanced at him, her mind swirling with everything she was beginning to understand. Her life had already changed. And now, there was no turning back.
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Chapter 3: Into the Storm (Continued)
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Nightfall






The sun had long since set, but Zama couldn’t seem to calm her racing thoughts. The confrontation with her mother had been intense, but it wasn’t over. She knew it wasn’t over. Her mother had made it clear that she wouldn’t give up so easily, and Zama’s

departure had thrown her world upside down.
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She stood in front of the mirror, adjusting her nightdress. Her reflection was a strange mix of defiance and uncertainty. Ghost’s words were still fresh in her mind. “There’s more at stake now,

Zama. You’re not just dealing with your mom anymore. You’re in something much bigger than that.




––––––––

[image: ]



A soft knock on the door interrupted her thoughts.

Ghost entered the room, his calm demeanour providing a strange sense of comfort. He leaned against the doorframe, his arms crossed.
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“You good?” he asked, his eyes searching hers.
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Zama turned away from the mirror, nodding. “I think I’m still trying to process everything.”
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“I get it,” Ghost said, walking into the room and taking a seat on the bed. “But you know, you made the right choice. You’ve always known what you wanted, even when others didn’t.”






Zama’s eyes flickered to him, a half-smile forming on her lips. “Maybe. But I’m not so sure anymore. The way things are, I don’t even know what I want anymore.”
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Ghost studied her for a moment. “You’re just in a storm right now. But storms pass. And when it clears, you’ll see things for what they are.”




Zama didn’t respond. She knew he was right, but it didn’t make the situation any easier. There were still so many unanswered

questions—about her future, about her mother’s relentless pursuit, about Ghost’s world that she was slowly starting to step into.
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The silence between them lingered, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. Ghost was always a calm presence in the chaos, and Zama found herself relying on that more than she realized.




The Next Morning
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[image: ]



The sun was barely up when Zama’s phone buzzed again. She reached for it, eyes still half-closed. Another message from her mother.
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“You can run, but you can’t hide. I will find you.”
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Zama rubbed her eyes, letting out a slow breath. This wasn’t over, not by a long shot. She quickly typed back, trying to keep her cool.






“I’ve made my decision. You can’t change it.”
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She set the phone down and stared at the ceiling. Her mind was racing with thoughts of what her mother might do next. What lengths would she go to get her back? Zama wasn’t sure if she was ready for what came next, but she knew she couldn’t go back. Not to that life. Not to the person her mother wanted her to be.




Zama walked into the living room of Ghost’s house, where he was sitting at the bar, sipping coffee. He looked up when she entered, giving her a small smile.
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“Morning,” he said, his voice low.
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“Morning,” she replied, walking over and sitting

across from him. “My mom’s not backing down. I can feel it.”




Ghost nodded, setting his coffee cup down. “She won’t. But she’s not the only one who can be relentless.”
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Zama looked at him, confused. “What do you mean?”
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Ghost stood up and walked over to the window, his back to her. “You’re not just in her fight. You’re in a bigger game now, Zama. It’s not just about family anymore. It’s about power. And once you






make the choice to move forward, you need to be prepared for everything that comes with it.”
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Zama felt a chill crawl up her spine. She didn’t know if she was ready for everything Ghost was talking about. But she knew one thing: there was no turning back. Not now.
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“Ghost, what’s really going on?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.




He turned around, his gaze steady. “You’ll find out soon enough. But for now, just trust me. Your mom’s going to come at you hard, but so will others. You can’t let your guard down.”
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Zama nodded, her mind spinning with more questions than answers. Ghost had always been cryptic, but something in his tone told her that the game she was about to step into was far more dangerous than she realized.
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Chapter 4: Into the Game


[image: ]





The next few days blurred into one long, tense stretch of time. Zama spent her days at Ghost’s house, trying to shake the feeling of being trapped between two worlds. Her mom’s relentless attempts to reach her continued, with more messages, more calls, and even

visits to the Mvuleni estate. Zama could only ignore her mother’s interference for so long.










One afternoon, Ghost came to her with a proposition.



––––––––

[image: ]



“I’ve been thinking,” he began, leaning against the doorframe of the living room. “It’s time you learned the family business. You want power? This is where you start.”



––––––––
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Zama looked at him, her heart pounding. “You think I’m ready for that?”




Ghost’s eyes locked with hers, and she could see the seriousness in his expression. “You were born ready. I’ll guide you, Zama. But you have to trust me. The world you’re about to enter isn’t easy, but if you want to survive it, you have to be willing to play the game.”



––––––––
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Zama took a deep breath. She wasn’t sure if she was ready, but she knew one thing for sure. Her life had already changed. And there was no going back now.



––––––––
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Zama’s first lesson in the family business wasn’t what she expected. Ghost didn’t sit her down in a study with textbooks or give her speeches. Instead, he took her to a meeting with one of his closest associates, a man named Thami, who handled the logistics of their operations.
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