
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


“Everything’s fine—flu, like I said,” she replied, voice tight. Then, hesitating, “Rodney... did anything happen last night?”

“Well, I had the sweetest, most peaceful sleep in a long time. You were... great, love,” he chuckled.

“No!” she screamed. “You can’t mean that. We just slept—nothing happened, right? Be serious!”

“Well, it might’ve meant nothing to you, but it was unforgettable to me.”

Thia froze. The word cut straight through her. Her stomach knotted, breath caught. Unforgettable. She wasn’t ready for this—wasn’t ready for the memories it dragged into the light.
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Chapter 1
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THE ALARM CLOCK’S RELENTLESS ringing shattered the delicate cocoon of sleep, and Thia reluctantly flung the blankets aside. Her body protested, heavy with exhaustion. It was her day off, yet the duties of a wife waited like shadows at every corner—get the children ready for school, tend to laundry, scrub the house, retrieve them later, attend a parents’ meeting, and finally, navigate the web of details for the school reunion planned next month.

“Morning, honey,” Chad’s calm voice floated in from the bathroom as he stepped into the room, fresh from a shower.

“Morning,” she mumbled, pushing herself upright, feeling the ache in her limbs. She moved toward the wardrobe, selecting Chad’s clothes for work, before heading to her children’s room to rouse them. By the time the kids were bundled off to school and Chad had left for work, Thia felt drained to a degree she hadn’t thought possible—her day had barely begun.

The house, now quiet and empty, offered no respite. She threw herself into chores with mechanical precision, only to glance at the clock and realize it was well past eleven a.m. Where had the hours vanished? 

She hurried through a much-needed shower and prepared a light snack. But as she reached for her keys, her phone chimed. An unfamiliar number flashed across the screen with a single word: hi. She slipped the phone into her pocket, dismissing it—there was too much to do.

The weight of responsibility pressed on her shoulders, pulling her in every direction. She and Chad had decided to build a house prematurely, aiming to provide a stable home for their children, yet the cost was her exhaustion. 

Long hours, overtime, motherhood, wifehood, bills, and family obligations created a storm that left her breathless. The house had reached window level, yet Thia couldn’t quell the gnawing dissatisfaction as she compared herself to her peers. 

Chad, ever calm and content, chided her for overextending herself, but she couldn’t stop; the drive to achieve, to surpass, was insatiable.

When she pulled into the school parking lot, Rose and Robert were already waiting, their small figures brimming with energy. They leapt into the car, their chatter a welcomed distraction from the storm inside her.

“How was your day?” she asked, maneuvering through the crowded lot. The children narrated every detail, their voices overlapping in an exuberant chorus as they drove to their grandmother’s house. Upon arrival, the kids scrambled from the car, their excitement barely contained, and Thia followed more slowly, carrying their schoolbags.

“Hush,” their grandmother commanded, arms open wide, gathering them into warm, enveloping hugs. “Go into the kitchen. You’ll find chocolate chip cookies and milk waiting.” Turning to Thia, she added another embrace. 

“You look exhausted.” 

At sixty-five, Linda moved with surprising grace, dressed in a soft blue doll dress, her afro carefully combed with streaks of grey that only accentuated her elegance. Laugh lines framed her mouth, and a dimple appeared when she smiled—a testament to a life well-lived.

“I am,” Thia admitted, collapsing into the couch with dramatic flair. “Between double shifts at work and the endless house chores... I’m beyond exhausted. The only comfort I get these days is a bubble bath and a glass of wine—once a month.”

Linda chuckled, shaking her head. “I warned you about rushing into family life. Look where it’s landed you.” 

Thia’s cheeks burned at the memory of her mother’s candid discussions on relationships and sex, conversations held since she was thirteen, always unconventional but always wise. “I know, I know,” she waved off her mother’s continued teasing. “There’s no use dwelling on what’s done. Besides, I am not like you.”

Linda scoffed softly. “You could be, if only you decide what you want and let your heart follow your mind instead of leading it blindly,” she teased. “So, how is my son-in-law?”

“Chad is fine,” Thia replied, a small smile tugging at her lips. “He was promoted last week, which will help us finally finish our dream house.”

“Wonderful—at least you picked a good man to settle down with.” Linda observed her grandchildren now, engrossed in cookies and milk, before settling beside Thia. “So... when is the meeting?”

“Six p.m., but I’ll meet the ladies an hour earlier for coffee and reunion planning. I’ll pick up the kids around 7:30, and if the meeting runs late, I’ll get updates from other parents,” Thia explained, glancing at her wristwatch.

Linda’s eyes twinkled with memories. “Greet the girls for me. Tell Angel to give me a call. It’s been ages since we last spoke.” 

Thia smiled, remembering how her mother had always guided her friends as she did her—with wisdom and gentle care.

“Thanks for keeping the kids,” Thia said, hugging her mother before leaving for the coffee shop.

***
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THIA STEPPED INTO THE warm embrace of the coffee shop, the aroma of coffee and pastries wrapping around her like a soft blanket.

Her friends were already seated, voices low as they debated the high school reunion.

“Afternoon, ladies,” she greeted, smiling as she hugged each of them. The familiar touch of friendship washed over her.

“Thia, you’re late,” Nicole teased.

“Sorry, love,” Thia murmured with a blush. “I had to drop the kids at my mother’s place.”

“How is she?” the ladies asked together.

“She’s wonderful,” Thia replied, settling beside Angel.

“I miss Ms. LC’s advice,” Diane said, teasing. Thia flushed. Her mother had earned that nickname years ago, guiding the girls with wisdom that was sometimes embarrassing but always valuable.

Thia’s gaze swept over her friends. Nicole, the group’s bookworm, was glowing with her first pregnancy. Diane, married young, had embraced her role as a full-time mom. Angel, ever the free spirit, still carried her trademark independence. Compared to them, Thia often felt like she was walking a tightrope between motherhood, marriage, and work, never quite balanced.

Their laughter carried her back to teenage sleepovers, when her mother would slip into her room with talks on love and choices—lessons Thia had never forgotten, even if they made her squirm.

“Your mother taught us so much,” Diane said warmly. “If it weren’t for her, I wouldn’t be married now. She showed us how to choose character over charm. Even you, in the end, followed her advice—mostly.”

More like the nice man fell into my lap, Thia thought, though she only smiled and waved it off. “Enough about my mother. Let’s focus on the reunion. How are the plans?”

Nicole opened her notebook, and the group leaned in, filling gaps with ideas and laughter until the table buzzed with energy.

Soon, Thia glanced at her watch. They were cutting it close for the parents’ meeting. She rose with Diane, while Nicole rested a hand on her rounded belly and stayed behind with Angel to update the other classmates.

Outside, as they slid into Thia’s car, Diane’s eyes lit with mischief. “Did you notice who joined the reunion WhatsApp group yesterday?”

Thia chuckled. “No. You know I don’t keep up with social media. Who is it?”

“Your first love—who else?” Diane blurted, watching her closely for a reaction.

But Thia’s face remained serene. “I’m not concerned. I have a good husband and beautiful children. What more could I want?”

Diane huffed. “I thought you’d be curious. He’ll be at the reunion.”

“I’m not,” Thia said softly. Her voice was steady, but her heart wasn’t.

Inside, she admitted what she would never say aloud: Yes, I do want to know. I want to see him. See if he’s changed.

She allowed herself a fleeting fantasy—him gone soft with age, maybe a little pot-bellied. But she knew better. She had followed his life through headlines: the business mogul, the eligible bachelor, the man who had once been hers.

Rodney had always been her first, her soul mate. Losing him had left a quiet ache that never healed. She had hoped time would alter the story, but it hadn’t.

Now she was married to Chad—a good man, a steady man. But deep down, she knew: it was a marriage born of circumstance, not desire.
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Chapter 2
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9+ YEARS AGO

“What number are you comfortable with in terms of sexual partners?” Linda asked, her voice calm yet carrying the weight of experience.

Thia shuddered, wishing she could melt into the bed and disappear, though the thought was futile—the covers were already claimed by her three best friends, each sprawled with a comfort she envied. They were having a sleepover, and as usual, her mother was doling out wisdom, unsolicited at times, Thia thought.

“One,” Angel replied without hesitation, her voice crisp in the stillness of the room. Thia and the rest of the girls burst into giggles. That sounded like a tall order.

“One is good,” Linda said with a soft smile, eyes twinkling as she scanned their faces. “And what about the rest of you? What do you think?”

“One,” they all answered. Linda laughed softly, shaking her head.

“Hmmm, let me rephrase,” she winked, leaning lightly against the doorway. “If you knew that a single addition to a person’s list of sexual partners could determine the success of a marriage, how many partners would you want your future husband to have had before he came to you? Remember, each additional partner increases the risk of divorce in the future.”

Thia frowned. She opened her mouth and whispered, “None.” The denial echoed from her friends as well, to her surprise. Her mother nodded but wasn’t done.

“Okay,” she continued, steady and firm. “I know you talk about boyfriends and relationships with your friends at school, and you watch these chick flicks that perhaps should be banned—but we need to talk honestly. Forget the facades. If you say zero because of what I just explained, then ask yourselves this: are you willing to remain chaste for that one special person, the one who has also chosen to remain faithful, waiting for marriage?”

Thia groaned, low and embarrassed, feeling the weight of every word pressing down on her chest.

“You can groan all you like,” her mother said, “but that won’t stop nature from taking its course. There will come a time when you must decide—whether to experiment before marriage, risking heartache and mistakes, or to wait and enjoy this God-given gift with the one you marry. If you act before marriage without care... you are simply foolish. Yes, you are.”

Thia sat up straighter, horrified yet riveted. She hadn’t realized how deeply this advice could penetrate until now. Her mother’s calm authority made it impossible to dismiss.

“By your expressions, I can imagine you’re thinking about the ‘cool girl’ at school, the one who told you how heavenly it felt, or the charming boy reputed to be an expert in... matters of intimacy.” 

Diane and Nicky snickered softly; Angel lay back, plumping her pillow, listening intently.

Thia realized why this might mean more to Angel. Angel’s mother had only given ten-minute pep talks, which often left her flustered and skeptical. In contrast, Linda’s words were clear, deliberate, and impossible to ignore.

“When a person engages in sex outside of marriage, they can’t see clearly,” her mother continued. “Their judgment is clouded by emotions. Decisions made in such a state often lead to heartbreak or mistakes—look around you: a sister with a cheating spouse, a husband dealing with alcoholism. These patterns often begin with choices made before marriage, in moments governed by passion rather than reason. Angel, I see your hand up. Is there something you want to say?”

Angel, shy but eager, responded, “It’s just a comment I’d like to make.”

“Go ahead,” Linda encouraged.

“My older sister was dating a cool guy,” Angel began, fingers emphasizing the word cool. “She adored everything about him—his swagger, his flashy bling, and even tolerated his love for alcohol. She laughed at his drunken antics and relished the passion they shared. But when she fell pregnant and was forced to marry, everything changed—for her. My brother-in-law remained the same, yet she began to resent him. They are struggling financially; when he gets his salary, he is off on a drinking spree and forgets to report to work. My sister wonders what she ever saw in him. That’s why your words about clarity and rational thinking resonated with me.”

Thia felt a shiver run through her. She could picture the heartbreak and confusion. So that’s what she means... passion can blind you. I don’t want to be blind.

“Thank you, Angel. Perfect example of clouded vision,” her mother said softly. “For a while, the thrill of sex blinded her sister—she could no longer see his faults. To you, it may have been obvious that he was struggling with an addiction, that he was far from a good partner—but she didn’t see it. Her vision was clouded by infatuation, by emotion.”

Linda’s voice softened, whisper-like, and Thia felt it settle in her chest. “This is the age to master your bodies, to tame your emotions, and not allow them to run wild. The choices you make now will follow you even after marriage. If you never learn self-control before marriage, don’t think it will magically appear once you say, ‘I do.’ Don’t imagine that your ‘ugly frogs’ will suddenly transform into prince charmings by the pastor’s hand, that your character will suddenly refine itself while your body struggles to remember restraint. The body you failed to honor in youth is the same one you bring into marriage—and trust me, the risks of betrayal and heartache are real.”

Thia’s stomach tightened. Every choice now... shapes the rest of my life. 

Her mother paused, letting the words sink in. “Just because a boy can match the color of his shoelaces with his shirt, or hold a bottle of alcohol with an effortless swagger, doesn’t mean he is husband material. And just because a girl has learned to gyrate like a lithe serpent doesn’t make her a good wife. Character, my dears, is what counts. Not the gloss, the charm, or the thrill.”

Thia felt the lesson carve itself into her mind. She could see herself making mistakes, or worse, being blinded by infatuation—and now she had a map, a warning, a guide.

“It’s not hopeless,” her mother said. “There is always hope for those who have made mistakes. But imagine the effort, the healing, the painstaking work required to repair those broken parts of your soul and body. Why not take the higher road? Do it right the first time. With God’s help, your life can be a marvel to witness. Guard your heart above all else. Every challenge in life traces back there.”
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