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Chapter 1

 “Enjoy your three days of
vacation,” Delia excitedly yelled to Noah while he waved off her
words with his hands. She was good at ordering him around and
forgetting that he was his own man and the CEO to a successful
software developing company.

Once he got
outside the house, Godfrey quickly sprang from the seat and opened
the backdoor for him. Noah nodded in greeting to his driver of five
years, a retired prison warden who happened to enjoy giving him the
same treatment he usually got from his lil sister. At times he
would wonder on who the boss and the employee was between them,
considering Godfrey could take charge of his life and boss him
around, like he would have done with the prisoners.

“Are
you ready to mix and mingle with your employees’ sir?” Godfrey
asked with a smirk and chuckled at seeing the roll of his eyes in
the mirror. Godfrey was already at it by addressing him as ‘sir’,
he could just sniff the duplicity in the air. His driver was up to
no good.

“This
is good, sir,” Godfrey continued. “It has been long since you took
a break and socialized. The workshop will give you both of those
things in my way of thinking. ”

“Yah
right... Are you sure this trip is meant for me and not you? The
last time we were at the lodge, you did make a female friend. What
was her name by the way, Deanna, Doris—?”

Godfrey bellowed
out a laugh as he started the car. “Doreen. She is happily married
now.”

“I’m
so sorry to hear that my old friend. She was pretty young if I
could point out that to you. What you need is someone more of your
age.”

“Absolutely not.” Godfrey vehemently shook his head. “What I
need is a young, spunky woman who can keep up with me. Women my age
have their energy sapped out from all that childbearing. They no
longer have the zeal to life and their sex drive is moot. Maybe
they’d work for you, considering you don’t have any wild oats to
sow but they probably wouldn’t for me, since despite my advanced
age as you’ve kindly pointed out, I still have a few more wild oats
to sow,” Godfrey jested and had Noah choking on his saliva. Noah
coughed and cleared his throat while his driver
chuckled.

“Don’t worry, if I catch an eye at one of those oldies, I’ll
refer them to you,” he finished with a wink. Noah snorted and
crossed his long legs, settling more comfortably on the luxurious
seat of his Maybach, before he reached for the Chronicle magazine
on the seat. He would rather read about what other software
companies were doing, which his was probably failing to implement,
so it dominated the industry, than listen to what Godfrey thought
about his sexual conquests and in this instance lack of
them.

Work was where he
found his fulfilment in. Godfrey was paid handsomely and more than
any executive chauffeur, while his sister had a closet full of
fashionable clothes. By closet full meaning a room which more or
less looked like a department store, expensive jewellery and not
forgetting the wide range of places to travel to on a
whim.

She had a huge
following on Instagram and tiktok where she usually put up her
thoughts, opinions and comments including videos of small
overlooked places for relaxation and little charming restaurants
that sold delicious delicacies, the bonus being affordability
including for the common folks. A blog, a podcast, and then that go
vegan campaign she was now doing. A busy bee is what he usually
called her.

He could
grudgingly admit that his little sister was good at what she did.
With these demands coming from both his lil sister and Godfrey,
before he added his company and the employees with families that
looked up to him, he just didn’t have the time to sow his wild oats
as his driver had put it.

His mind soon
drifted further in thought as the powerful car ate up the miles
taking him to his destination. At forty, he was considered to be a
man in his prime, and ready to settle down. He’d spent his teenage
years and twenties taking care of his little sister by making ends
meet, until he reached a point where he was able to send himself
back to school so he completed the studies he had failed to.
Afterwards that’s when he set about working on his dream. The
blood, the sweat, the long hours as the adage goes, he gave it his
all. What he now had was an attestation to that, including
something else, a horde of grasping women he had rather stay far
away from.

There he went
again in thinking about women. This was probably Delia and
Godfrey’s fault from the barbs they had been making over his love
life of late. Delia had recommended this workshop for him. It was
meant to be for his employees only, but his sneaky sister called
June, his personal assistant and ordered her to reschedule whatever
‘important’ meetings he had to attend to, for the next three days
before she booked a suite at the Tripod lodge.

“What
if you are to meet the one, at the lodge,” had been her reasoning
that morning after she dropped the bombshell over his nicely
planned work day and informed him to get changed because his so
called ‘important meeting’ had been rescheduled for another time.
Delia was very much aware that the meeting was a game of golf with
some of his associates.

“You
have no right to shift my life around like this,” Noah grumbled
while his bossy little sister giggled and pasted a few kisses on
his face.

“Big
bro, be spontaneous for once. Not everything in your life has to be
all proper, orderly and straight laced like you.” Noah grimaced
before he retorted, “This is not right; you do know this workshop
is for the team to think outside the box without the confines of
being in an office space. With me lurking around, they might not be
comfortable, out goes their creativity, and you say goodbye to
those fancy shoes and clothes.” He looked at the designer outfit
she was wearing and smirked.

Delia rolled her
eyes, shook her head and affectionately said with a chuckle. “Noah
grow up, do you have to think the worst all the time. Just be
around them for a few minutes, urge them on to do their best and
leave. It’s not like they will be the only guests at the lodge.
Wander off and look around the place, not lock yourself up in the
room—yes Noah, I’m aware that every time you go out on any kind of
business trip you stick to your monitor more.”

She patted his
chin since he had widened his eyes at her. “For once just let go,
let loose and enjoy life,” she pointed out with a wink, then
ordered Estelle his maid to pack a suitcase for him.

Being forcefully
thrown out of his house is what had happened in this case. His
little sister was capable of dragging him to the car if possible;
hence he had reluctantly marched up the stairs, and changed into
something more formal before he waved her off. He snorted at what
she hollered when he got out of the house. “My little boy, free at
last to explore the world.” Delia was just too smart for her own
good.

He slightly
grinned at the thought of the spunk she had to life. Delia had
proven to him that he had done something good in his life. There
was a time when her beautiful face was marred by streaks of tears.
Delia might not remember the sad childhood they had well enough,
since she was three when the tragic death of their parents
occurred.

Even though no
one could totally save everyone, after all he was human; when Noah
became a success; he made sure his company held a Charity Benefit
Ball each year so they helped the community where they possibly
could.

In the circles he
now moved in, he had the privilege of getting likeminded people
like him, eager to see to the betterment of society, into making
those necessary contributions. Soup kitchens and night shelters
were scattered all over the city, so children living in the streets
would make use of them, the kitchens to get a well-balanced meal
and shelters for sleeping and freshening up.

Up to date, the
buildings ran efficiently, and also hired teens from sixteen years,
still living in the streets to work in them. By doing so, the teens
would not take the downward, spiralling path he had taken after his
parents’ death. He just didn’t want any child to go through what he
did.

Noah had also
made a few intelligent and profitable Investments, enabling him to
have what he termed a comfortable life. Even though having made
that much progress in business, Alexander Inc. has always been his
baby and first love.

He frowned
slightly and decided for once to let Delia’s optimistic nature rub
onto him and look forward to this workshop. Maybe like she had
advised, he would finally meet the lady after his heart.

That perfect
lady, who shared the same ideals with him, was independent and knew
what she wanted in life. Rich and spoilt wasn't worth his
consideration as he preferred one who would have gone through the
ups and downs of life and a woman who wouldn’t rely on her family
coffers to bail her out, but would be willing to think outside the
box.

Riches could take
a lifetime to make and be lost in an instant; hence he wanted a
loyal woman because he valued that above everything else. Delia
better prayed he met his ideal woman or he was going to wring her
neck for wasting three days of his life once he got back home. He
threw the magazine aside, crossed his arms over his broad chest on
that thought and decided to take a nap.

***

“Sweetie behave
and don’t you be talking to strangers about our business,” Quentin
advised. Debra turned away, refusing to let Quentin see how scared
of him she could sometimes be and walked towards the window. The
view outside was breath-taking and she let it lull her to a calm
semblance. Quentin had mentioned that he will be attending a team
building workshop with his workmates and hence due to how she’d
been acting of late, he couldn't let her remain home
alone.

She’d thought the
place they were traveling to would be dreary looking, all
professional and cold like any other workplace. In all her wildest
dreams, she hadn’t expected to go through a virgin forest with lush
vegetation and a sprawling castle-like building they would be
staying in for the next three days. She’d been totally focused on
the word ‘work’, not realizing that her husband was here to do
both, work and play.

A slight brush of
his hand on her arm almost had her jumping from her skin. She
hadn’t heard his approach, and that usually unnerved
her.

“Beautiful, right,” he commented and continued to run his hand
on her arm. She slightly trembled at a loss of how to behave around
him. Braving a look at him, she smiled before she answered, “Yes it
is. I can't wait to try out the pool; did you see how huge it is?
Then they is this,” she pointed to the Tripod’s lodge brochure,
showing the exciting activities on offer.

Quentin chuckled,
“Yes love, I did. Though I was thinking more on—,” he continued
stroking her hand and blatant desire clouded his blue eyes, “making
use of this huge bed.”

Debra moistened
her lips with the tip of her tongue and her throat suddenly became
dry. “Umm, I’m on my period,” she tentatively said and winced from
the pressure that was applied to her arm where he still held her.
Quentin frowned and groaned. She flinched, and slightly shifted
away when he pressed his forehead to hers. He cupped her head on
the back so she remained still, then touched her tummy and tenderly
stroked it. A few quivers of apprehension rose.

“You
should get checked again so we start on that baby making.” She
nodded and for a brief moment didn't flinch when he pulled away and
tenderly brushed her hair aside. When he was being this sweet and
charming, she could catch a glimpse of the man she once fell in
love with. He twirled one of her locks on his finger and murmured,
“I love you with blonde.”

The sound of a
car arriving outside had Quentin and Debra looking through the
window, since their room was on the ground floor and were in time
to see a luxury car pull in. Quentin swore beneath his breath and
Debra curiously looked at him before she asked, “Who is that?” then
watched a tall, impressively handsome man, get off from the car
after his driver opened the door for him.

Her brow furrowed
as she recalled that she might have seen his picture in a magazine
or maybe
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