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  Chapter one
Chapter 1 


The wedding venue looked like something pulled from an old-money dream. 
White string lights hung from enormous acacia trees overlooking the river, reflecting softly against the dark water below. Crystal lanterns floated across the pool near the reception area while waiters in pressed white jackets moved carefully between tables carrying trays of champagne and miniature appetizers.
Music drifted warmly through the evening air.
Elegant.
Expensive.
Carefully curated.
Exactly the kind of event Liseli had been dreading all week.
“You look beautiful,” her older sister, Namakau, said for what felt like the fifth time that evening as they walked toward the reception area together.
Liseli adjusted the thin strap of her satin bronze dress and forced a small smile.
“Thank you.”
“You could at least pretend to enjoy yourself.”
“I am pretending.”
Her brother-in-law, Akalemwa, laughed quietly beside them.
“That’s actually true.”
Liseli shot him a grateful look.
“At least somebody here understands me.”
Namakau rolled her eyes dramatically.
“Oh please. You’ve complained about this wedding since the invitation arrived.”
“Because I already knew exactly how tonight would go.”
And she had been right.
They had barely entered the venue before the questions started.
“When are we attending your wedding?”
“You’re too beautiful to still be single.”
“Surely there’s someone?”
“You work too much.”
“You need children before your mother starts losing sleep.”
Liseli smiled politely through every interaction while internally contemplating throwing herself directly into the river.
By the time they finally reached their table near the water, her social battery was already dying.
She sat down carefully and reached immediately for the glass of water waiting beside her plate.
Around them, Lusaka’s elite moved effortlessly through the evening.
Mining dynasties.
Agriculture empires.
Old infrastructure families.
Political connections disguised as social friendships.
Everyone dressed beautifully.
Everyone smiled beautifully.
Everyone quietly observed each other.
Liseli leaned back slightly in her chair.
“You know,” she muttered softly to Namakau, “I genuinely think these people survive entirely on gossip and imported champagne.”
Namakau nearly choked on her drink.
“Liseli.”
“I’m serious.”
“You’re impossible.”
“And yet you invited me anyway.”
Akalemwa grinned.
Before he could say anything, several people suddenly greeted him loudly from across the reception.
“Akalemwa!”
He immediately stood.
“Excuse me for one second.”
Namakau followed after him shortly afterward, leaving Liseli temporarily alone at the table.
She exhaled in relief almost immediately.
Finally.
Peace.
The cool river breeze softened against her skin while distant laughter and live music blended into the atmosphere around her.
For a moment, she simply watched the water quietly.
Until the energy at the table shifted.
People greeted someone nearby enthusiastically.
Several women straightened subtly.
A few men stood to shake hands.
Liseli looked up.
And immediately understood why.
Tall.
Dark suit.
Broad shoulders.
Effortlessly confident.
Strikingly handsome. 
The kind of face magazines loved and society mothers adored.
Nawa Simasiku.
Of course.
Even she knew who he was.
Everyone did.
One of the most watched heirs in Lusaka.
Mining royalty.
Old money in the most intimidating sense of the phrase.
The Simasiku family name carried weight in rooms before anyone from the family even entered them. Copper, cobalt, construction, transport corridors, export networks—people whispered about their influence the way some people discussed weather. Casually. Constantly. As if it shaped everything without needing to announce itself.
And standing in the middle of it all was Nawa, smiling easily while greeting guests as though he had known every single person his entire life.
Which, honestly, he probably had.
Akalemwa suddenly returned looking pleased.
“Nawa!” he greeted warmly. “Finally.”
The two men clasped hands like old friends.
“You disappeared after the ceremony,” Nawa replied.
“I was being held hostage by relatives.”
“That sounds about right.”
Everyone laughed lightly.
Then Akalemwa gestured toward their table.
“Come sit before another aunt kidnaps you.”
Nawa glanced toward the empty chair beside Liseli.
His eyes met hers for the first time.
And lingered.
Not long enough to be inappropriate.
Just long enough for her to notice.
Something unreadable flickered briefly across his expression before he smiled politely.
“Liseli.”
“Nawa.”
His voice was smooth. Controlled. Familiar with attention.
She already disliked how aware she suddenly became of herself under his gaze.
He sat down beside them casually while several nearby guests continued greeting him from surrounding tables.
It was fascinating, honestly.
People gravitated toward him naturally.
Not even intentionally.
The entire atmosphere bent slightly around his presence.
Liseli picked up her water again.
Dangerous, she thought immediately.
Not physically.
Emotionally.
Men like him were dangerous emotionally.
Too charming.
Too practiced.
Too used to attention.
And unfortunately for society, he was attractive enough to make poor decisions look reasonable.
“You look thrilled to be here,” he said suddenly beside her.
She turned slightly.
“I’m trying my best.”
His mouth curved faintly.
“That bad?”
“You have no idea.”
“Family interrogations?”
She stared at him briefly.
“How did you know?”
“Because my mother already asked when I’m getting married twice tonight.”
That surprised an actual laugh out of her.
Small.
Quick.
But real.
Nawa noticed immediately.
Something about that seemed to amuse him.
“Well,” she replied dryly, “at least they’re consistent.”
“Oh, they’re relentless.”
“Mine too.”
For a brief moment, the conversation became unexpectedly easy.
Natural.
Then one of his relatives approached the table loudly.
“Nawa! Your mother is looking for you.”
He sighed softly.
“Of course she is.”
The relative laughed before walking away again.
Nawa stood reluctantly.
But before leaving, he looked back toward Liseli once more.
“You’re surviving this wedding much better than I am.”
“That’s because I mastered emotional detachment years ago.”
That earned another quiet laugh from him.
Interesting, she thought unwillingly.
Very interesting.
And somehow that realization irritated her more than it should have.
Because men like Nawa belonged to a world she already knew better than to trust.
Beautiful things in elite circles almost always came with consequences.
And judging from the way women watched him every time he moved—
he came with many.






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2 


By the time dinner officially began, Liseli already wanted to go home. 
The wedding somehow became louder as the night deepened.
More champagne.
More laughter.
More people pretending not to observe each other while very obviously observing each other.
The live band near the river shifted into softer jazz while couples slowly filled the dance floor beneath the hanging lights.
Namakau leaned toward her excitedly.
“They’re about to do the couples’ dance.”
Liseli immediately shook her head.
“Absolutely not.”
“Oh relax.”
“I am relaxed.”
“You look like you’re being held hostage.”
“That’s because I probably am.”
Akalemwa laughed under his breath.
“You know,” he said, “one day you’ll attend one of these events without behaving like a political prisoner.”
“That sounds unlikely.”
Namakau rolled her eyes before grabbing her husband’s hand.
“Come dance with me before my sister ruins love permanently.”
“I think that already happened years ago,” Liseli muttered.
But they were already walking away laughing together.
And just like that—
she was alone again.
Honestly?
Perfect.
Liseli immediately reached for her phone.
Candy Crush first.
Then Instagram.
Then messages from her best friend complaining about a disastrous date.
Liseli smiled faintly to herself.
“Should I be offended?”
Her head snapped upward.
Nawa had returned.
He loosened the top button of his suit jacket slightly before sitting beside her again.
“You disappear a lot,” she observed.
“So do you.”
“I’m literally sitting right here.”
“Yes,” he said smoothly, “but emotionally you’ve been missing for at least an hour.”
She stared at him.
“You say things like that to all women?”
“Only the emotionally unavailable ones.”
She nearly smiled again and hated herself for it.
He leaned back slightly in his chair.
“Hiding behind your phone at a wedding is very antisocial, by the way.”
“Hiding behind fake conversations seems worse.”
“That’s fair.”
Before he could continue, two women approached the table excitedly.
“Nawa!”
Both women looked expensive.
Beautiful hair.
Designer dresses.
The kind of effortless glamour that came from growing up inside money instead of chasing it.
“Nalukui,” Nawa greeted politely.
“Mwangala.”
Liseli immediately wanted to disappear.
The women sat down without invitation like they had done so a hundred times before.
“Oh my goodness,” Nalukui laughed dramatically, “do you remember the Livingstone polo weekend?”
Nawa rubbed a hand briefly against his jaw.
“That sounds dangerous already.”
“It was dangerous,” Mwangala added. “You disappeared with that South African investor lady and came back hours later.”
“That sounds like business.”
“That was absolutely not business.”
The women burst into laughter.
Liseli took a sip of water quietly.
Here we go.
For the next twenty minutes, the conversation became a whirlwind of:
private schools
old vacations
polo tournaments
parties in Cape Town
mutual friends
inside jokes
Liseli sat there politely while internally contemplating whether jumping into the decorative fountain nearby would be socially inappropriate.
Probably.
Unfortunately.
But through all of it—
Nawa kept glancing at her.
Not subtly either.
Every few minutes she would feel it again.
His eyes.
Watching her reaction.
Watching her expressions.
Watching her quietly dissociate from the conversation.
And annoyingly…
the awareness started making her self-conscious.
She adjusted her hair unnecessarily.
Crossed her legs differently.
Looked down at her phone again.
Why do I suddenly care how I look?
That realization irritated her immediately.
Meanwhile, Nalukui was still speaking animatedly.
“And then remember when everyone thought Nawa was dating that diplomat’s daughter?”
Mwangala laughed loudly.
“Oh my goodness yes.”
Nawa sighed tiredly.
“You people create rumors recreationally.”
Liseli opened Instagram again mostly to avoid eye contact.
Then unfortunately—
she saw his profile.
His name sitting there.
Verified.
Naturally.
Before she could stop herself, curiosity quietly won.
She clicked it.
Photos immediately appeared:
Polo matches.
Mining conferences.
Family events.
Private jets.
Him standing beside politicians.
Him laughing somewhere on a yacht.
Him shaking hands at international summits.
Him looking offensively attractive in black and white photographs for absolutely no reason.
Ridiculous.
She scrolled farther.
And farther.
And farther.
Then disaster struck.
Her thumb slipped.
The screen refreshed.
And suddenly—
the heart beneath an old photo turned red.
Liseli froze.
No.
No no no no no.
Her soul was doing back flips in her body.
She stared at the screen in horror.
The photo was old too.
Very old.
Which somehow made it worse.
She quickly unliked it.
But it was too late.
Internally, she was already planning her relocation to another continent.
Beside her, the conversation continued uninterrupted.
Neither woman noticed.
Nawa hadn’t checked his phone yet.
Liseli sat perfectly still.
Perhaps if she stopped moving entirely, death would come peacefully.
A few moments later, Nawa casually picked up his phone from the table.
Her heartbeat stopped.
He glanced downward briefly.
Paused.
Then very slowly—
a smile appeared.
Small.
Quiet.
Dangerous.
He said absolutely nothing.
Which was somehow a thousand times worse.
Heat immediately rushed into Liseli’s face.
He knows.
Oh my goodness 
He knows.
But he simply locked his phone again and continued listening to Nalukui speak as though nothing happened.
No teasing.
No exposing her.
Nothing.
The silence became intimate.
Private.
A secret sitting directly between them while everyone else remained unaware.
And suddenly Liseli could barely breathe normally anymore.
A few minutes later, Mwangala finally stood.
“We should go greet the bride before she disappears again.”
Nalukui nodded quickly.
“Nawa, don’t vanish before afterparty.”
“No promises.”
The women laughed before walking away together.
And just like that—
Liseli was alone with him again.
The air suddenly felt different.
Quieter.
He rested one arm lazily against the back of his chair before turning slightly toward her.
“You know,” he said smoothly, “there are easier ways to get my attention.”
Liseli closed her eyes briefly.
“I despise you already.”
That made him laugh properly for the first time that evening.
And unfortunately—
it was a very nice laugh.






  
  Chapter three
Chapter 3


By the time Liseli finally escaped the wedding, her social battery was completely dead. 
The drive home through Lusaka felt quieter than usual.
Streetlights blurred softly outside the tinted windows while her driver moved steadily through the late-night traffic.
She leaned against the leather seat and closed her eyes briefly.
Unfortunately, every time she did, she immediately remembered:
You know, there are easier ways to get my attention.
Her embarrassment returned instantly.
She opened her eyes again with a groan.
Humiliating.
Absolutely humiliating.
Her phone buzzed beside her.
Her best friend.
How bad was the wedding?
Liseli typed immediately:
I accidentally liked a wealthy man’s old Instagram photo while sitting beside him.
There was a long pause.
Then:
You mean flirted.
I mean suffered.
Another pause.
Was he attractive?
Unfortunately.
Her friend sent multiple laughing emojis.
Liseli locked her phone and stared out the window again.
The worst part wasn’t even the accidental like.
It was the fact that Nawa had noticed…
and chosen not to embarrass her publicly.
That somehow made the moment feel strangely private.
Intimate, almost.
Which was dangerous.
Because men like Nawa specialized in emotional confusion.
When she finally reached home, the estate was quiet.
One of the house staff greeted her softly before taking her shawl.
“Did you enjoy the wedding, Madam?”
“Survived it,” Liseli corrected tiredly.
The woman smiled knowingly.
Liseli headed upstairs toward her room, already mentally preparing to remove her makeup and emotionally recover from the evening forever.
Her phone buzzed again just as she sat down at her vanity.
Unknown number.
She frowned slightly.
Then opened the message.
Thought I’d save you the trouble. This is my number in case you were planning to continue your investigation.
Liseli stared at the screen.
Absolutely unbelievable.
A laugh escaped her before she could stop it.
She typed back slowly.
You seem very confident for someone whose old photos are apparently vulnerable to accidental attacks.
The response came almost immediately.
“Accidental.”
Very accidental.
I’m not convinced.
That sounds like a personal problem.
Another immediate response.
Dangerous answer.
She smiled despite herself.
And before she realized it—
they were talking.
Not heavily.
Not emotionally.
But easily.
The kind of conversation that moved naturally without effort.
Even pretty people can be dangerous, she typed.
Is that a confession or an allegation?
Could be both… but on second thought, I plead the Fifth.
Don’t I have to interrogate you in person for you to plead the Fifth?
She paused briefly.
Then his next message appeared before she answered.
Do I need to come collect you?
Liseli stared at the screen.
The man flirted like breathing was a professional skill.
She typed carefully:
I don’t go around giving strangers my address.
Stranger is harsh. We technically survived a wedding together.
Barely.
That still counts.
She shook her head softly while smiling.
Dangerous, dangerous man.
The typing bubble appeared again.
Does your boyfriend know you were stalking strangers on social media tonight?
Liseli immediately rolled her eyes.
Does your girlfriend know you’re texting random women after midnight?
A few seconds passed.
Then:
How come I’m not aware of this girlfriend you speak of?
That answer settled somewhere unexpectedly warm inside her chest.
Annoying.
Very annoying.
Still, she refused to make this easy for him.
Maybe she’s tired of your behavior.
That’s fair honestly.
She laughed quietly.
Outside her windows, the city had become almost completely still now.
The conversation slowed naturally afterward.
Not awkwardly.
Comfortably.
Like neither of them was trying too hard.
Eventually Nawa sent:
You should sleep before you accidentally like more historical artifacts on my Instagram.
Liseli covered her face briefly in embarrassment.
I genuinely hope your phone falls into the river.
Goodnight, Liseli.
There was something unexpectedly soft about seeing her name from him.
She stared at the message a moment longer than necessary before replying.
Goodnight.
Afterward, she set her phone down carefully.
But sleep didn’t come immediately.
Instead, she found herself opening LinkedIn absentmindedly.
And there he was again.
Tagged at some international mining expo in Gaberone.
Photographs beside executives.
Panels discussing cobalt and lithium exports.
Infrastructure partnerships.
Energy transition investments.
Comments full of admiration from people across the industry.
It reminded her again exactly who he was.
Nawa did not simply belong to wealth.
He belonged to power.
His family controlled and owned mining operations across multiple regions in the world including Zambia. Copper. Cobalt. Industrial transport. Processing facilities. Entire logistics networks.
And her family also controlled and owned mining operations across multiple regions in the world including Zambia. 
Mining circles in Zambia were strangely intimate despite their size.
Everyone knew everyone eventually.
Her brother-in-law’s family specialized in manufacturing mining equipment.
Nawa’s family extracted minerals.
Her family managed extraction and international supply contracts.
All their lives overlapped whether they wanted them to or not.
Her phone buzzed again.
This time it was her mother.
Are you coming to the showgrounds on Saturday? The polo match starts at 2.
Liseli sighed softly.
Another elite social event.
Wonderful.
She typed back:
Yes.
Then after a brief hesitation…
she reopened Nawa’s messages one last time before sleeping.
And unfortunately—
the sight of his name still made her smile a little.






  
  Chapter four
Chapter 4 


The birthday dinner somehow felt even more dangerous than the wedding. 
At least at the wedding, Liseli had been emotionally prepared for chaos.
This?
This felt personal.
The dinner was held at Akalemwa and Namakau’s home beside the pool area overlooking the garden. Soft lanterns glowed against the water while low music drifted through hidden speakers among the trees.
Elegant.
Intimate.
Far too small for her to successfully disappear inside.
Which meant one thing:
Nawa would absolutely become a problem.
And unfortunately—
he did.
Immediately.
Liseli had barely sat down before she realized he had intentionally chosen the seat directly across from her.
Not beside her.
Across.
Where he could look at her comfortably all evening.
Annoying man.
Namakau noticed too.
Of course she noticed.
Her older sister noticed everything.
Liseli immediately focused very hard on her water glass.
Tonight she would behave properly.
No awkward moments.
No accidental flirting.
No emotional confusion.
Just normal civilized interaction.
Simple.
Unfortunately, Nawa seemed personally committed to destroying that plan.
Throughout dinner:
he kept staring at her.
Not even discreetly anymore.
Every time she looked up—
there he was.
Watching her with that same calm unreadable expression that somehow felt more intimate than outright flirting.
So naturally, Liseli avoided eye contact entirely.
She spoke politely to everyone else.
Asked questions.
Smiled appropriately.
Pretended he did not exist.
Across the table, Nawa leaned back slightly in his chair.
Then very lightly—
he tapped his phone against the table once.
Liseli ignored it immediately.
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