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Prologue: A Love That Lingered
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Some loves don’t die. They linger in the silent spaces between memories, whispering in moments that should have moved on. 

This is a story of such love. Not perfect, not painless—but real, raw, and unforgettable.

When James met Malaïka in January 2023, he did not know their story would evolve into a complex, emotional whirlwind of deep love, soul-touching moments, painful losses, and heartbreak that never quite healed. He was older, seasoned by life, 

carrying both wisdom and wounds. She was younger, radiant with youth, fresh from university,   and carrying the bright-eyed hope of someone yet to be bruised by love. The odds weren’t in their favor—age, status, money, and the society they lived 

in—yet they dared to love.

They met at a company party, barely spoke, yet something passed between them—an unspoken recognition. Weeks later, fate nudged them closer. What began as late-night chats and shared meals quickly deepened into a love so intimate it felt like destiny had stitched their hearts together. They cooked together, laughed over spiced tea, and kissed under Musanze skies. 

They vowed forever under streetlights and promised six children even before naming the first.

But love is rarely a straight line. The very things that drew them together—vulnerability, dreams, the hunger for belonging—also became sources of misunderstanding. Emotional scars, past lovers, poor communication, and quiet betrayals crept in. 

They endured miscarriages, health battles, and the weight of unspoken doubts. And yet, James chose her again and again—even when her loyalty wavered, even when the nights grew cold, even when their shared laughter turned into silence.

This is not a story of villains and saints. It is a story of two souls who tried—again and again—until life and love slowly tore them apart. But one truth remains: James still loves her. Even now, when she is gone. Even now, when her heart might 

belong to another.

This book is his attempt to remember everything—the joy, the pain, the ordinary and the extraordinary. Because some loves, even if they don’t survive, deserve to be remembered.

And so, the story begins...
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Chapter 1 – When She Smiled at the Party
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It was January 2023, and January in Kigali always carried this electric energy—new year, new hopes. That evening, Jalia Hall in Kabuga was alive with color and movement. It was the annual InnovaTel Ltd. staff party, a moment meant to celebrate the company's growing success and the fresh energy brought in by new recruits.

The buffet tables carried the scent of roasted goat, grilled fish, fried Matoke, and steaming pilau. Fanta Citron, Primus, and Mützig flowed freely alongside Amarula and dry gin. The DJ, perched like a priest of rhythm behind his booth, spun a playlist that danced between Rwandan classics, Afrobeats, zouk, and West African highlife—music that made even the shyest toes tap.

James stood near the edge of the crowd, sipping a cold Petit Mützig. He was not in uniform tonight—no sales reports or targets to chase, no team of fifty-four sales reps looking up to him for guidance. Just a man in a simple white shirt and old-school trousers, trying to blend in while carrying the quiet dignity of someone who's used to moving district to district, from Rubavu to Rulindo, by bus, taxi-moto, and prayer. James danced with a few familiar coworkers—just friendly spins, polite laughter. He wasn't expecting anything. Not connection, not magic.

But then... he saw her.

Malaïka. A new sales rep assigned to Rubavu, fresh from a university in Kenya. She wasn't trying to be noticed. That's what struck him. When the DJ mixed into Bruce Melodie's "A l'aise," she closed her eyes and swayed, her braids swinging like pendulum weights keeping perfect time. She moved like someone who'd grown up with music in her bones.

Their interaction was brief—just a polite "Muraho." But when a slow jam played and they danced one song, her palm resting lightly on his shoulder, James catalogued unexpected details: the lavender scent of her hair oil, subtle beneath the party's sweat and perfume. Her smile was unforced, her laughter effortless.
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