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Forbidden Love


Susan had always known that leaving Nigeria would be more than a change of location; it would be a quiet declaration of who she was becoming. At twenty-five, with a sharp mind and an even sharper sense of purpose, she boarded her flight to London carrying not just suitcases, but ambition folded neatly into every dream she owned. Most people called her Susan, but to those who truly knew her, she was Suzie, lively, warm, and unapologetically confident, the kind of woman whose laughter filled a room and lingered long after she had left.

London welcomed her gently. The transition was smoother than she had imagined, thanks to her uncle, who had built a life there with his family and insisted on being her anchor in unfamiliar waters. With his guidance, Suzie found a modest one-bedroom flat tucked away in central London, a quiet space that quickly became her sanctuary. The flat overlooked a narrow street that hummed softly with life, and at night, the glow of streetlights filtered through her curtains, reminding her that she was finally standing at the centre of her long-held dreams.

Enrolling at the University of West London to study law felt surreal. Each lecture hall, each page of legal theory, reaffirmed her ambition. She was determined, focused, and unafraid of the workload ahead. Yet Suzie understood that life was not meant to be lived only between textbooks and deadlines. She believed in balance, in allowing curiosity to guide her as much as discipline did.

So, she explored. She walked her neighbourhood with purpose and wonder, learning the rhythm of London streets, memorising bus routes, and observing the quiet poetry of everyday life. It was during one of these unplanned wanderings that she discovered Rainy Day, a small coffee shop tucked between two ageing brick buildings. The name alone intrigued her. Inside, the air was warm and rich with the scent of freshly ground coffee beans, and the gentle hum of conversation made the space feel intimate and alive. It became her refuge almost instantly.

Rainy Day was more than a coffee shop to Suzie; it was comfort in a cup, familiarity in a foreign place. She returned often, sometimes to study, sometimes to sit by the window and watch the city move. The staff noticed her before she noticed herself lingering longer than usual. On an impulse that felt both bold and natural, she applied for a job there.

When she was hired, her excitement was impossible to contain. The job offered more than just extra income; it provided a sense of belonging. As she learned to pull espresso shots, steam milk, and craft delicate patterns and foamy lattes, Suzie discovered something unexpected: a genuine passion for coffee. There was an art to it, a rhythm that mirrored her own energy. Each cup she made felt purposeful, intentional, and quietly fulfilling.

Standing behind the counter at Rainy Day, apron tied around her waist, Suzie realised that London was already shaping her in ways she hadn’t anticipated. She was still the ambitious law student, still driven and focused, but she was also becoming someone who found joy in small moments, in warm cups, and in the courage it took to start again. This new chapter wasn’t just about where she was going; it was about who she was allowing herself to become.

Suzie had always believed that friendships were the quiet bridges that made unfamiliar places feel like home, and London proved her right. At Rainy Day, it was Jane who first slipped naturally into her life. Jane is British through and through, quick-witted, warm, and effortlessly grounded. From their very first shifts together, conversation flowed easily, from coffee orders to shared laughter. What began as casual chats behind the counter soon grew into something deeper, something steady.

They spent their days off exploring the city as though it were theirs to claim. They went sightseeing, standing shoulder to shoulder beneath landmarks Suzie had only ever seen in photographs. They lost themselves in darkened cinema halls, shared popcorn, and debated film endings long after the credits rolled. On sunny afternoons, they sprawled across picnic blankets in green parks, shoes kicked aside, talking about life, dreams, and everything in between. Their girls’ nights out became a ritual, music loud, spirits high, and karaoke sessions that ended in laughter and off-key singing. Through Jane, Suzie learned the subtle rhythms of British culture: the humour, the traditions, the unspoken rules. Jane explained things patiently, never making Suzie feel like an outsider, and that kindness helped her settle more deeply than she had expected.

Not long after, Suzie joined a local running club, determined to stay active and grounded amidst her busy schedules. It was there that she met Kemi, a London-born girl with Nigerian roots woven into her identity. Kemi carried herself with a quiet strength, confident yet familiar, and from their first conversation, Suzie felt an instant connection. They shared more than a love for fitness; they shared stories of heritage, ambition, and navigating two worlds at once. At the gym, they pushed each other harder, celebrated small victories, and laughed through exhaustion. Outside of workouts, they discovered how many interests they shared: music, fashion, late-night conversations, and big dreams.

Suzie, always the natural connector, knew instinctively that Jane and Kemi belonged in each other’s lives. She brought them together on a casual night out, never forcing the moment, just letting it unfold. The chemistry was immediate. Laughter filled the space, Conversations overlapped, and by the end of the night, it felt as though they had always known one another. From then on, their friendship became a trio defined by balance and joy. Suzie planned elaborate girls’ nights out that blended all their personalities, drinking games that dissolved into uncontrollable laughter, dancing until their feet ached, and arcade games where competition was fierce but playful. They supported one another fiercely, celebrating successes and offering comfort on harder days. Together, they created memories that stitched themselves into Suzie’s London experience, turning a foreign city into something deeply personal.

With Jane and Kemi by her side, Suzie no longer felt like a visitor in London. She felt rooted. She felt seen. And in the warmth of their friendship, she found proof that sometimes the most meaningful parts of a journey are not the places you go, but the people who walk beside you.

As the start date for university crept closer, Suzie felt a quiet restlessness settle beneath her excitement. Her acceptance into the University of West London was no longer just a letter or a promise; it was becoming real. Soon, lecture halls would replace daydreams, and law textbooks would demand the full weight of her attention. She welcomed it eagerly. This was the moment she had been walking toward for years, even when she hadn’t fully understood it at the time.

In the stillness of her flat, usually in the early hours of the morning or late at night, her thoughts often drifted back to her father. He had been a businessman, disciplined, ambitious, and deeply proud of the life he was building for his family. Then, suddenly, everything was taken from him. Accusations of fraud and money laundering surfaced without warning, loud and merciless, and before the family could make sense of it all, he was behind bars. Suzie remembered the confusion, the shame imposed from the outside, and the helplessness that wrapped itself around her like a suffocating fog.

Her father died in prison, still protesting his innocence, his name stained by allegations that were later proven false. The truth came too late. New evidence emerged after his death, clearing him of all wrongdoing, but the exoneration felt hollow to Suzie. It could not bring him back. It could not erase the years stolen from him, or the weight her family had carried in silence. In those moments, she had felt utterly powerless, too young and too small to fight a system that had already decided his fate.

That sense of powerlessness became the seed of her ambition. Grief reshaped itself inside her, transforming into something focused and unyielding. Law, to Suzie, was no longer just a career; it was a weapon against injustice, a language that gave voice to the unheard. She wanted to stand where others had been silenced. She tried to question, to challenge, to expose the cracks in systems that claimed fairness but so often failed. Her father’s story became her quiet oath: that no one should be destroyed simply because the truth arrived too late.

Through it all, her mother, Eve, became the family’s unshakable pillar. In the aftermath of loss, Eve stepped into a role she had never planned for, taking over her husband’s business with resilience that humbled everyone around her. What began as survival slowly turned into vision. With determination and strategic brilliance, Eve transformed the company into a multi-million-naira empire, rebuilding not just the business but the family’s sense of dignity and purpose. She carried grief with grace, never allowing it to dim her resolve.

Suzie was deeply aware of the privilege her mother’s strength had afforded her. Eve’s success funded her education, her life in London, and the freedom to pursue her dreams without compromise. But more than the financial support, it was her mother’s example that stayed with her, the proof that pain could be transformed into power, and loss into legacy.

As Suzie prepared for her first day of law school, she understood that her journey was not hers alone. It was stitched together by sacrifice, injustice, resilience, and love. She was not just studying law for herself; she was carrying her father’s truth forward and honouring her mother’s courage. And with every step closer to that lecture hall, she felt sure of one thing: she would never again be powerless.

Suzie’s first day at university felt like stepping into a dream she had rehearsed in her heart for years. As she walked across campus, the weight of her books in her arms felt symbolic rather than heavy, each one a reminder that she had finally arrived. The lecture halls buzzed with possibility, and as she took her seat among future barristers and solicitors, a quiet certainty settled within her. This was where she belonged.

From the very beginning, Suzie stood out. She asked thoughtful questions, challenged ideas respectfully, and listened with intent that went beyond surface understanding. Her lecturers noticed quickly, not just her intelligence, but the fire beneath it. Law, for Suzie, was personal, and that passion threaded itself through every discussion she joined. She immersed herself fully in university life, joining academic societies, attending workshops, and volunteering within the law department whenever opportunities arose. She wanted to learn, but more than that, she wanted to serve.

It was not long before her first mock trial was announced, and with it came a wave of emotions she hadn’t anticipated. The case assigned to her was hauntingly familiar: a client accused of financial crimes, trapped within a system that had already begun to doubt his innocence. The parallels to her father’s story were impossible to ignore. What should have been a routine academic exercise suddenly felt like a reckoning.

With two weeks to prepare, Suzie threw herself into her studies with relentless focus. Even so, the emotional weight of the case crept in quietly, disrupting her sleep and clouding her thoughts. Jane and Kemi noticed first. They sat with her late into the night, turning revision sessions into moments of reassurance, reminding her to eat, to breathe, to rest. Emily, a British classmate with a sharp legal mind and a gentle presence, often joined them, helping Suzie refine arguments and anticipate cross-examinations.

Their study sessions became intense but intimate. Books lay scattered across tables, cups of coffee went cold, and the hours blurred together. When Suzie felt overwhelmed, when her voice trembled, or her concentration slipped, they didn’t push her; they anchored her. Still, there were moments when the strain became too much. One evening, exhausted and emotionally raw, Suzie finally broke.

She told them about her father. She spoke of the accusations, the prison visits, the helplessness, and the devastating loss. She told them about the exoneration that came too late, about the anger and grief that had shaped her resolve. The room fell silent as her words settled, heavy and irreversible. Shock flickered across their faces, not pity, but disbelief that someone so strong had carried such a burden alone.

What followed was not awkwardness, but solidarity. Jane reached for her hand without hesitation. Kemi’s eyes shone with quiet understanding. Emily listened intently, her expression resolute. They reminded Suzie why she is there, not just to win a mock trial, but to honour her truth. They encouraged her, spoke life into her and urged her to keep fighting, not only for her client, but for every voice silenced by injustice.

In that moment, Suzie realised she was no longer standing alone. Her passion was no longer fuelled by grief alone, but by community, belief, and shared strength. As the mock trial approached, fear still lingered, but it no longer controlled her. She is ready. And this time, she would speak not just as a law student, but as someone who understood the cost of silence and the power of standing firm.

The morning of the mock trial arrived heavy with anticipation
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