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The Trigger

Morning sunlight streams through the kitchen’s windows, 
Bathing the room in a golden glow. The scent of pancakes fills the air, mingling with the soft hum of an old-school R&B track playing on the radio. Monday stands at the stove, flipping pancakes with effortless precision, her five-year-old daughter seated at the table, crayons scattered around her as she colors with fierce concentration.
Monday

Let me get one thing straight—I ain’t got time for games. Life’s too short, and I’ve been through too much to sugarcoat the truth. So here it is: my mornings start with pancakes, a splash of attitude, and a side of *don’t even try me today*.

But don’t get it twisted—just because I’m standing here, flipping flapjacks with a smile, doesn’t mean I don’t have a past that could turn your hair gray.

She flicks a pancake into the air with a quick turn of her wrist. It lands perfectly back in the pan. Her daughter claps, delighted.

“You’re the best, Mommy!”

Monday smirks, tapping the spatula against the edge of the pan. “Damn right, I am. And don’t you forget it, baby girl.”Her daughter giggles, turning back to her coloring. Monday hums along to the music, swaying slightly to the beat—until a new song comes on.

A familiar melody.

Her breath catches.

The spatula stills in her hand. 
No. Not this song.
Of all the damn songs in the world, the radio had to play *this* one? It’s like the universe is sitting back with a bowl of popcorn, just waiting for her to break. But guess what? She doesn’t break. Not anymore.

Jaw tightening, she shakes it off. She’s not going back *there*—not now, not ever. But the memories slip in any way, sliding through the cracks like an unwanted draft. She leans against the counter, fighting the pull of the past.

Monday

I swore I buried that part of my life so deep it would never see the light of day again. But here it is, creeping up on me like a bill collector. Maybe... just maybe, it’s time to stop running. Maybe it’s time to spill the tea on my life.

She exhales, pushing the thought away, and turns back to the table. Sliding a plate of pancakes in front of her daughter, she forces a smile. Her daughter looks up, frowning. “Mommy, you okay?” Monday smirks. “I’m good, baby. Ain’t nothing but a little nostalgia trying to get cute. But don’t worry—your mama’s tougher than a two-dollar steak.”

Her daughter giggles again, satisfied with the answer. Monday watches her for a moment before looking out the window, the sun warming her face. She’s been running from this for too long, it’s time.

Monday 
I think it’s time to face all that mess I’ve been sweeping under the rug. I’m Monday—yeah, like the day you love to hate, and this? This is my story, buckle up, ‘cause it’s one hell of a ride.
She exhales, shaking off the weight of old wounds, and picks up her daughter’s juice cup. As she moves, she’s already preparing herself—mentally gearing up to tell her truth. **No more running.**

Monday 
Let’s get one thing straight—I don’t do sugarcoating.
So if you’re ready for the real, raw, unfiltered version of how I ended up here, grab a seat and pay attention.

‘Cause I’m about to take you on a journey through love, heartbreak, and all the crazy twists in between.
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