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  Chapter one
Chapter 1 



Pumulo Mubita believed luxury should feel effortless, problems existed to be solved and nobody ignored the Mubita Group.
Unfortunately, Mongu seemed determined to challenge her beliefs. 
The black SUV rolled slowly through the wide roads leading toward the newest Mubita luxury development while Pumulo stared out the tinted window at the Barotse floodplains stretching endlessly beneath the morning sky.
Beautiful. Wild. Ancient.
The Zambezi River shimmered in the distance beneath the rising sun while fishermen moved across the water in narrow canoes like silhouettes carved into history itself.
Pumulo adjusted her sunglasses slightly.
Interesting.
Very different from Lusaka.
Lusaka moved fast. Aggressively.
Glass buildings. Traffic. Luxury malls. Business lunches. People constantly chasing something.
Mongu moved differently.
Slower.
Like it did not care whether the modern world kept up with it or not.
Her assistant Luyando looked over carefully.
“You okay?”
Pumulo nodded once.
“Fine.”
Which technically was not a lie.
She was fine.
Just slightly overwhelmed by the fact that her father had dropped a billion-dollar flagship project into her lap and essentially said: All the best, daughter. Try not to destroy the family legacy.
No pressure. Absolutely none.
The Mubita Group was not just another hospitality company.
It was a dynasty.
A multi-generational luxury resort empire founded by her great-grandfather decades ago before eventually expanding across Zambia and beyond.
Safari lodges. Luxury hotels. Private retreats. Conference resorts. International partnerships.
If wealthy people wanted elegance surrounded by nature— the Mubita Group built it.
And now?
Now they were bringing luxury to the Zambezi River itself.
You have to understand something about the mighty Zambezi River.
This was never just water.
Long before luxury resorts, billion-dollar developments or executive boardrooms existed, the Zambezi was already shaping kingdoms, feeding civilizations, powering trade routes, and sustaining entire generations along its banks.
The river stretches across southern Africa with a force so immense it produces one of the most breathtaking natural wonders on Earth — the mighty Victoria Falls — where thunderous water crashes into ancient rock with enough power to shake the ground beneath your feet.
For centuries, fishermen studied its moods.  Farmers depended on its floodplains for survival. Kings built influence around it. Families raised children beside it.
And in Mongu, there were families who understood a dangerous truth better than anyone else:
If you controlled the river… you controlled everything.
The newest project would sit on the banks of one of the most powerful rivers in Africa.
A prestige riverside luxury safari resort.
Private boat cruises. Fishing excursions. Luxury eco-tourism. World-class dining. River-view suites. High-end safari experiences.
It was supposed to become one of the crown jewels of the company.
Supposed to.
The SUV stopped outside the massive property entrance where workers moved around carrying equipment beneath the rising heat.
Pumulo stepped out smoothly in cream skirt and a silk blouse while surveying the partially completed resort.
Beautiful.
Absolutely breathtaking.
Modern architecture mixed with natural river aesthetics. Wood. Stone. Glass. Open terraces overlooking the water.
This place was going to print money.
Which was exactly why what happened next nearly gave her hypertension.
The procurement manager approached nervously holding a tablet.
Not a good sign.
Nobody approached billion-dollar projects nervously unless disaster was involved.
“Good morning, madam.”
Pumulo smiled politely.
“Morning. How are operations?”
The man hesitated.
Another bad sign.
Pumulo’s internal alarms activated immediately.
“We are experiencing… a few challenges.”
Ah.
Corporate language for: everything is on fire.
Pumulo folded her arms calmly.
“What kind of challenges?”
The man exchanged a nervous glance with another employee nearby.
Interesting. Very interesting.
Pumulo narrowed her eyes.
“Speak frankly.”
Silence.
Then finally:
“We are struggling to secure fish suppliers.”
Pumulo blinked once.
“…What?”
“The local suppliers are refusing long-term contracts.”
“That makes no sense.”
The second employee cleared his throat awkwardly.
“It is not just fish.”
Pumulo stared.
Oh no.
“The fishing excursion companies are refusing cooperation too.”
“…Excuse me?”
“And the luxury boat suppliers.”
Pumulo removed her sunglasses slowly.
Like a woman preparing for violence.
“I need somebody to explain to me,” she said carefully, “why a riverside luxury resort currently has no fish, no boats, and no fishing excursions.”
Nobody spoke immediately.
Which somehow made things worse.
Finally the procurement manager sighed nervously.
“There are rumors the Lisulo family instructed people not to work with us.”
Pumulo stared blankly.
“What?”
Both employees looked horrified simultaneously.
Luyando stepped in quietly.
“The Lisulo family controls most fishing logistics along the Zambezi.”
Pumulo blinked.
“…Controls?”
“Yes.”
“How exactly does one family control fish?”
The silence that followed felt judgmental.
Luyando answered carefully.
“They control distribution systems, fishing fleets, exports, transportation routes, preservation facilities… most major resorts already work with them.”
Pumulo stared in disbelief.
“You are telling me there is some kind of fish mafia operating in Mongu?”
Luyando visibly fought laughter.
“This is not funny.”
“No madam.”
“It is a little funny.”
The procurement manager cleared his throat carefully.
“The fishermen trust them.”
“Why?”
“Because the Lisulos have worked with river communities for generations.”
Pumulo blinked slowly.
This was getting increasingly ridiculous.
“So let me understand this correctly,” she said carefully. “Our world-class luxury riverside resort may open…”
She paused dramatically.
“…without fish?”
Nobody answered.
Which unfortunately felt like a yes.
Pumulo closed her eyes briefly.
Amazing. Fantastic. Wonderful start.
And suddenly—
she remembered the city planning meeting.
Oh no.
The infamous meeting.
The one her father attended personally.
The entire city had gathered to hear the Mubita Group’s expansion plans.
The mayor. Local officials. Business leaders. Environmental representatives.
And apparently— the Lisulo family.
Pumulo suddenly remembered hearing her father complain about “river traditionalists” afterward during dinner.
At the time she ignored it because honestly?
Her father complained about everybody.
But now the memory returned vividly.
The Lisulos had raised concerns about overexpansion along the Zambezi.
Overfishing. Environmental disruption. Floodplain damage. Luxury tourism affecting fishing communities.
And her father— being her father— had apparently responded with all the humility of a conquering emperor.
Which meant: not at all.
Pumulo rubbed her forehead slowly.
“Please tell me my father did not insult the people controlling the fish supply.”
Nobody spoke.
Which meant yes. 
Luyando finally sighed.
“There was… tension.”
“Tension?”
“The meeting ended badly.”
“How badly?”
The procurement manager looked nervous again.
“…Voices were raised.”
Pumulo stared at the sky.
“Of course they were.”
Because naturally her father could not simply attend a meeting peacefully like a normal wealthy man. 
No.
He had to emotionally duel other dynasties apparently.
Wonderful. Absolutely wonderful.
Pumulo pulled out her phone immediately and called him.
Her father answered on the third ring.
“Yes?”
No greeting. Naturally.
“Dad,” she said carefully. 
Silence.
Pumulo closed her eyes.
“What happened now?” 
“What happened,” she repeated dramatically, “is apparently nobody here will supply us fish, boats etc.  because you insulted one of the most powerful fishing groups in the world.”
Her father sounded unimpressed.
“Then find another supplier.”
“THE LISULO GROUP CONTROL THE SUPPLIERS.”
Silence.
Then finally:
“Ah.”
AH???
That was his response???
Pumulo nearly combusted.
“Ah???”
“Calm down.”
“I am not calm.”
“I can hear that.”
“Dad our luxury fishing resort currently has no fish.”
“That sounds like an operations issue.”
Pumulo stared at the phone in betrayal.
“Operations issue???”
“Yes.”
“You publicly fought these people!”
“And I made you COO for a reason.”
There it was.
The Mubita parenting philosophy: survive or perish.
Her father continued calmly.
“I did not spend money sending you to expensive schools so you could panic over logistics.”
Pumulo nearly dropped the phone.
“Dad—”
“Resourcefulness matters more than credentials.”
“I am being resourceful right now by calling you.”
“No. You are being dramatic.”
The disrespect. The absolute disrespect.
“What about Mubiana?” she demanded. “Technically the CEO should be handling this.”
Her father scoffed immediately.
“Mubiana is handling the Lake Tanganyika expansion.”
“And your second son?”
“He is with the finance teams.”
“So basically everyone abandoned me.”
“No,” her father corrected calmly. “We gave you responsibility.”
Which unfortunately sounded worse.
Pumulo collapsed dramatically into a nearby chair.
“Dad, these people despise us.”
“No,” he replied calmly. “They despise me.”
“That is not comforting.”
“You will figure it out.”
Easy for him to say. He was not the one opening a fish resort with no fish.
Then suddenly his tone softened slightly.
“Your mother misses you.”
Pumulo blinked.
That emotional whiplash was classic Mubita father behavior.
“You cannot emotionally distract me right now.”
“Visit Lusaka this weekend.”
“I am in crisis.”
“You are always in crisis.”
“…That feels unnecessary.”
“You will survive. Goodbye.”
The call ended.
Pumulo stared at the phone in disbelief.
Then slowly lowered it.
Luyando watched cautiously.
“…How did it go?”
Pumulo stood slowly.
“My father has abandoned me to river politics.”
“Ah.”
“And apparently there is some kind of fishing dynasty operating here.”
“Correct.”
“And their chairman despises  my father.”
“Very correct.”
Pumulo inhaled deeply.
Then smiled.
Which somehow frightened everybody nearby.
“Fine.”
Luyando looked nervous immediately.
“Madam?”
Pumulo grabbed her sunglasses calmly.
“If Mongu wants to play dynasty games…”
She slid the glasses back onto her face.
“…then it is time to meet the so-called River Nobles.”






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2 


Pumulo Mubita had expected many things when she moved to Mongu. 
Supply chain issues? Reasonable.
Construction delays? Expected.
River politics? Annoying but manageable.
What she had not expected—
was an offensively beautiful golf course sitting in the middle of Mongu’s deep Kalahari Desert sands. 
Pumulo stood beside the black SUV staring at endless stretches of impossibly green grass beneath the blazing Zambian sun.
Luyando stood beside her looking deeply entertained.
“You are impressed.”
“Mhm.”
Pumulo adjusted her sunglasses slowly.
The estate stretched across the landscape with manicured hills, artificial ponds, imported palm trees, and luxury stone pathways winding across the property.
In the distance, golfers moved across the course while attendants carried equipment behind them.
Ridiculous.
Entirely ridiculous.
“Mongu sits on Kalahari sands,” Pumulo muttered. “How exactly did somebody grow this much grass?”
Luyando answered calmly.
“Money.”
Fair.
Very fair.
Still—
she hated how impressed she was.
Because this place should not exist.
Yet somehow it did.
Which unfortunately told her something important about the man she came to meet.
Litapi Lisulo clearly did not think in normal limitations.
Dangerous trait.
Very dangerous trait.
Pumulo inhaled deeply before checking her reflection one final time in the SUV mirror.
Perfect.
Cream blouse. Tailored skirt. Gold jewelry subtle enough to suggest wealth without screaming it.
If she was going to negotiate with Mongu nobility apparently—
she intended to look like Lusaka nobility too.
Luyando looked at her carefully.
“You know he is probably going to annoy you.”
“Probably?”
“Definitely.”
Pumulo sighed dramatically.
“Wonderful.”
Then she started walking toward the golf course.
The first thing Pumulo noticed about Litapi Lisulo was that he did not immediately acknowledge her existence.
Which honestly?
Felt illegal.
Because people usually noticed Pumulo.
Quickly.
She was beautiful. Elegant. Polished. Confident.
Rooms typically reacted when she entered them.
Litapi?
Litapi continued golfing like she was part of the landscaping.
Pumulo stopped several feet away while one of his friends quietly whispered something near him.
Litapi did not even glance over.
Interesting.
Very interesting.
Pumulo folded her arms slowly.
Internally? She was spiraling.
Did he not see me?
No. Impossible.
Maybe he was pretending not to see her.
Which somehow felt worse.
One full minute passed.
Then another.
Pumulo stared harder.
This man was golfing peacefully while she was suffering from operational collapse.
The audacity.
Finally—
Litapi turned.
And unfortunately—
the man was stunning.
Tall. Broad-shouldered. Composed.
The kind of composed that came from a lifetime of knowing exactly who he was.
His white golf shirt fit him perfectly while expensive sunglasses rested against dark skin glowing beneath the afternoon sun.
And then there were his eyes.
Calm.
Steady.
Dangerously observant.
Litapi looked at her slowly from head to toe.
Then back up again.
No rush. No apology.
Like he had all the time in the world.
Pumulo immediately disliked how aware she suddenly became of herself.
Annoying.
Very annoying.
Litapi finally spoke.
“So your father sent you to clean up his mess.”
Straight to violence. Wonderful.
Pumulo blinked once.
“Excuse me?”
His expression barely changed.
“You are here because the Mubita Group suddenly realized riverside resorts require actual riverside relationships.”
Pumulo inhaled slowly.
Remain calm.
Professional.
Do not attack the arrogant fisherman.
Unfortunately— she failed immediately.
“Actually,” she said sharply, “I am here because your family is blocking suppliers.”
Litapi tilted his head slightly.
“Blocking?”
“Yes.”
“How unfortunate.”
Pumulo narrowed her eyes.
“Oh please.”
Litapi handed his golf club calmly to one of the attendants before finally giving her his full attention.
And somehow—
that felt worse.
“Let us get to the point,” he said evenly. “You need fish for your luxury riverside resort.”
“Yes.”
“And fishing excursions.”
“Yes.”
“And boats.”
“…Yes.”
Litapi nodded thoughtfully.
Then:
“That sounds like a difficult situation.”
Pumulo stared at him in disbelief.
“You are enjoying this.”
“A little.”
One of his friends laughed openly nearby.
Pumulo ignored him aggressively.
“My family has built luxury resorts for generations,” she said coolly. “We operate world-class establishments.”
Litapi glanced toward his friends briefly.
Then back at her.
“World class.”
“Yes.”
“Mhm.”
Something about the way he said it irritated her immediately.
“You have something to say?”
“Yes.”
He stepped slightly closer.
Not enough to invade her space.
Just enough to destabilize it.
“Along the banks of the Zambezi River,” he said calmly, “there is a pecking order.”
His friends immediately became quieter.
Pumulo folded her arms tighter.
“And?”
Litapi’s expression remained infuriatingly composed.
“Other than the royal family, my family sits at the top of it.”
Silence.
Actual silence.
Pumulo blinked slowly.
Did this man hear himself speak???
Who says things like that out loud voluntarily?
One of the golf friends coughed suddenly to hide laughter.
Litapi continued calmly.
“You people arrive from Lusaka believing money automatically creates influence.”
Pumulo stared at him.
“You people?”
“Yes.”
“That sounded offensive.”
“It was educational.”
Pumulo gasped dramatically.
“I have never met someone this arrogant in my life.”
“That is statistically unlikely.”
His friends burst into laughter.
Traitors. All of them.
Litapi folded his arms loosely now.
“You are building a luxury fish resort before securing relationships with the people controlling the fishing.”
Pumulo opened her mouth.
Closed it.
Then reopened it.
“That is not the point.”
“It feels exactly like the point.”
She despised that he sounded reasonable while insulting her.
That should not have been possible.
Litapi glanced toward the golf course casually.
“Well, Ms. World Class…”
There it was.
The nickname.
And somehow—
the way he said it felt simultaneously insulting and entertaining.
“…all the best feeding your guests at a fish resort with no fish.”
His friends laughed again.
One actually turned away laughing into his drink.
Pumulo stood frozen in complete disbelief.
Humiliation. Actual humiliation.
At a golf course.
In front of strangers.
By a man with imported grass and inherited audacity.
Wonderful.
Absolutely wonderful.
Pumulo inhaled sharply.
“You know what?”
Litapi raised one eyebrow.
“What?”
“You are unbelievable.”
“I hear that often.”
“I can see why.”
Then—
because dignity no longer
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