
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One: Blessings or a Warning?
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I had no idea that the month of January new year  would change my life.

It started with a surprise—one I hadn’t seen coming at all. My husband, Tshepo, came home one Friday evening carrying a box wrapped in gold. He smiled like a schoolboy who’d just won a prize. “Naledi, open it,” he said.

Inside was the latest Samsung Galaxy phone. I gasped.

“Babe, why?” I asked, holding it like it was crystal. “It’s too much.”

“You deserve it,” he said simply, kissing my forehead.

It was just the beginning.

The following week, a contractor came to our home. Tshepo had organized house renovations without telling me. “We’ll redo the kitchen, upgrade the bathrooms. You’ve always wanted a walk-in closet, right?” he said as if we were just discussing groceries.

Then came the car. Not just any car—a luxury SUV I had once pointed at on the highway, saying, “Imagine driving that to Sunday service.”

And now it was mine.

Everyone said I was glowing. “Naledi, you’re living the dream,” a friend whispered to me during our women’s prayer breakfast.

But beneath the glow, something itched in my spirit.

Not because I didn’t feel loved. Tshepo had always been a good husband. A God-fearing man. A gentle leader. We weren’t just partners in marriage; we were partners in ministry. We had started our church together, prayed through hardships together, and stood hand-in-hand on the pulpit many times. Our bond was woven through the spirit of God and the sweat of sacrifice.

But suddenly, his love became... extravagant. Too extravagant. It felt like he was apologizing for something he hadn’t said.

And I was right.

It was a Tuesday evening. I had just come back from a women’s fellowship gathering. Tshepo was sitting outside in the garden with his Bible open, but he wasn’t reading. He looked... heavy. Like a man carrying stones in his heart.

“Babe,” he said softly when I joined him.

“Yes?”

“I need to speak to you. And I need you to hear me as your husband. And as a man before God.”

He paused. My heart began to race.

“Go on,” I said.

He breathed in deeply. “I want to take a second wife.”

The air vanished from my lungs.

I stared at him. Maybe I didn’t hear properly. Maybe the Spirit was testing me.

“What did you say?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I’ve prayed. I’ve fasted. I’ve sought counsel,” he continued. “And I feel led—”

“You feel led? By who?” I snapped. “By God?”

He looked hurt, but he didn’t answer.

“Tshepo,” I said, standing up, “we are pastors. We are ministers of the Word. We counsel people about marriage, about faithfulness. How do you stand before the church and say, ‘Husbands, love your wives as Christ loved the church,’ and now this?”

He stood up too. “Naledi, I love you. That hasn’t changed.”

I wanted to believe him. But I couldn’t breathe.

I walked away.

That night, I didn’t sleep. I lay in the bed he bought, in the house he just renovated, with the air-conditioner humming above the new curtains. All of it felt like a bribe.

Is this what it means when a man prepares you for a heartbreak? He buries it under gifts?

The next morning, I sat in front of my Bible, hoping to find clarity. But even the Word felt blurry.

“God,” I whispered, “how can a man who says he loves You, love two women?”

My heart was torn—not just as a wife, but as a believer. How could love be so generous, yet so divided?

Our church was growing. People called us “the couple of faith.” Young couples admired our marriage. Single women envied the way Tshepo looked at me during sermons. Nobody would believe that behind that pulpit was a storm about to break.
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