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A Note on This Story and the Wings of Marsia Series

48, Hours Too Late is a companion novella within the Wings of Marsia series.

The Wings of Marsia series is a five-part work of women’s fiction that follows one woman, Marsia, from birth into adulthood. Across the series, her story explores resilience, survival, trauma, loneliness, immigration, career and growth, faith, motherhood, heartbreak, reconciliation, and the private inner life of a woman shaped by difficult choices.

While romance appears at different points in Marsia’s life, the series as a whole is women’s fiction, not a romance series.

Within the series:

	Book One: The Girl Who Escaped is women’s fiction focused on survival and identity.

	Book Two: The Cost of Freedom and Book Three: The Tapestry of Our Life contain light romantic elements but remain firmly rooted in women’s fiction.

	Book Four: Stolen Moments is a slow-burn romance set within Marsia’s wider life story.

	Book Five: The Lock She Placed is a reflective work, written as an intimate exploration of Marsia’s private thoughts and inner life, much like a personal diary.


This novella leans more closely into first love and romantic restraint than some of the other books. That is intentional. It captures one emotionally significant moment in Marsia’s journey a love that almost happened, and the cost of choosing carefully.

If this story moved you, you are warmly invited to continue Marsia’s story through the full series, knowing that it is a story of a woman’s life in its entirety  not defined by romance alone, but by strength, survival, and becoming.

Thank you for reading,
MG Nelson.
This book is dedicated to all women who have restrained themselves, not because they were weak, but because they were strong enough to choose carefully, even when it hurt.
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Chapter One: The last time he saw her.
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Four days after Joel took Marsia into town, she still had not found her way back to herself.

Four days.

Long enough for one harmless afternoon to become something she could not stop reliving.

A week earlier, her mind had been full of safer things: exam results, acceptance letters, which of the three secondary schools she had chosen would take her. Those were the questions that kept her awake, the future she had imagined beginning.

Marsia was seventeen and had just completed Standard Seven.

She should have been further on, but life had interrupted her education more than once. Joy and Paul had given her something she had once thought gone for good: safety, stability, a second chance.

She had promised herself she would not waste it.

Then she went into town with Joel, and now every time she tried to picture the future, he was there.

Walking beside her. Slowing his steps for hers. Listening as if what she said mattered.

The moment his hand found hers in the crowd. The chips they had shared. The small bottle of perfume he had bought her.

How harmless it had all seemed.

That was what frightened her most.

Nothing had happened. And somehow, that was exactly what made it dangerous.

Nothing dramatic. Nothing she could name as the moment everything changed.

But something had shifted.

Early December had settled over Kampala with its usual warmth. By evening, the air softened. Dust lifted from the road. Somewhere, someone was frying onions, the scent drifting over the compound wall.

The night before, Marsia had sat on the edge of her bed, staring at the perfume bottle on the table.

Joel had bought it with a kind of shy pride.

She picked it up, held it, then set it inside the drawer. Closed it.

Then opened it again.

Just to look.

Then shut it.

She let out a breath.

This was foolish.

She was seventeen. She had a future. And for the first time, she understood enough about herself to be afraid.

Feeling could become attachment. Something that could ask more of her than she was ready to give.

She could imagine saying yes to Joel. Walking beside him for years.

The thought startled her.

His family was established. Secure. Educated. The kind that spoke of careers and university as though the future naturally belonged to them.

Marsia’s life had never felt that certain.

Joy and Paul had given her love and safety, but she never forgot she had not been born into that kind of certainty. She lived carefully.

She knew how quickly one wrong season could alter a girl’s life.

By Thursday morning, she had made her decision.

She needed distance.

Not because she felt nothing.

Because she felt far too much.

That evening, she found Joel waiting outside the compound gate.

Not inside.
Just beyond it, where the road curved and the light turned the dust gold.
He was leaning against the wall, hands in his pockets.

When he saw her, he smiled.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hi.”

Her stomach tightened, irritating her immediately.

“You said you wanted to talk,” she said.

Joel straightened.

For a second, she almost forgot why she had come.

Then she remembered.

They stood quietly. Children played further down the road. A radio drifted faintly. A car passed, lifting dust.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” Joel said.

“That sounds dramatic.”

“You have.”

She looked away.

He waited. “Did something happen?”

Marsia swallowed.

No.

That was the problem.

Nothing had happened except she had gone into town and come back imagining things she had no business imagining.

She folded her arms.

“Joel... I don’t think we should spend time alone anymore.”

His expression shifted.

“...What?”

“We can still talk. When our families are together.”

She forced herself to finish.

“But not like we did the other day.”

He stared at her. “Why?”

She looked down.

“I’m trying to be careful.”

“With what?”

She hesitated.

“Myself.”

Silence settled between them.

At first, he didn’t understand. Then he did.

“You are kind to me,” she said.

He said nothing.

“You make me feel...” She stopped. “You make me forget things.”

“What things?”

“My plans.”

Joel’s eyes held hers.

“Marsia.”

“No please let me finish.”

Her voice trembled.

“If we continue like this, it will become harder. And I cannot afford to make my life more complicated.”

“Because of your family?”

She looked away.

Because of many things.

“I’ve worked too hard,” she whispered.

“I have a future. And I know if I continue this, I will become attached.”

“And that’s bad?”

She closed her eyes briefly.

No.

That was the tragedy.

“It is for me.”

Joel’s jaw tightened.

“So you want us to become strangers?”

“No. Never that.”

“But you want me close enough to greet you and far enough not to matter.”

“That is not fair.”

“Neither is this.”

She looked at him then, and the pain in his face weakened her.

“I am trying to do the right thing.”

Joel wanted to ask for whom?

But he already knew.

Marsia was not pushing him away because he meant nothing.

She was pushing him away because he meant too much.

They stood in the fading light, both young, both holding back more than they said.

At last, Joel nodded.

“If that is what you want.”

“It is not what I want.”

The words slipped out.

He held onto them.

“Then what do you want?”

For one breath, the world seemed to wait.

“I want peace,” she said.

It was not what he wanted.

But it was the truth.

When they parted, Joel watched her walk back through the gate.

Her shoulders straight. Her steps careful.

As if she was leaving something behind.

Even then, he believed they had time.

That night, he could not sleep.

Marsia’s words returned repeatedly.

It is not what I want.

That was what he held onto.

He knew then.

Marsia had fallen for him.

He would give her a week.

She would miss him. Remember the town, the laughter, the way it had felt.

He turned onto his side.

He was hurt.

But not defeated.

Not yet.

Across town, Marsia could not sleep either.

She cried quietly into her pillow.

Not loudly. Not to be heard.

She mourned something that had never fully begun.

A love she wanted. A future that had looked, for one dangerous moment, possible.

She thought of Joel’s face. His voice.

She pressed her hand against her mouth.

She wanted him in the quiet way that made ordinary things feel dangerous.

But she was not that girl.

Not yet.

Maybe never.

She took the perfume from the drawer and held it to her chest.

For a moment, she imagined another life. One where she was not afraid. One where she could simply be seventeen and say yes.

Then she opened her eyes.

“I wish things were different,” she whispered.

But they were not. ***
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Chapter Two: The news.
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Ten days later, Joel heard that Marsia had gone to England.

He heard it carelessly, from someone who did not understand that the sentence would change the shape of his days.

“She has travelled,” they said, as if they were talking about the weather. “Marsia has gone to the UK.”

For a moment, Joel did not react.

The room around him became strangely clear: the cup on the table, the crack in the wall near the window, the sound of voices outside, his own hand resting on his knee. Everything remained sharp and ordinary while something inside him gave way.

“When?” he asked.

“Two days ago, I think.”

She had crossed oceans of distance, and he had not even known she was packing.

Joel went home that evening carrying a heaviness he could not explain to anyone. He did not tell his parents. He did not tell his friends. He hardly told himself. He simply carried it, like a stone hidden beneath his shirt.

That night, sleep came badly.

He lay awake listening to the house settle into darkness. Somewhere outside, a dog barked, then another answered. The ceiling above him looked pale in the moonlight. He turned from one side to the other, but every position held the same thought.

She left without telling me.

Not because she owed him anything. He knew that. They were not promised. They had not stood before anyone and declared a future. He had no right to demand an explanation from her.

But the heart does not always obey rights.

He replayed their last conversation repeatedly.

We should not spend time alone anymore.

I am afraid of myself.

I want peace.

Had she known then? Had she already been preparing to leave? Had that final conversation been her way of cutting the thread before distance did it for her?

He wanted to be angry. Anger would have been easier. It would have given him something firm to hold. But every time he tried, he remembered her face. The way her voice had trembled. The way she had looked like someone trying to survive a decision, not someone proud of making it.

So the anger dissolved, and what remained was confusion.

In the weeks that followed, Joel tried to become sensible.

He told himself young people travelled all the time. England was not heaven. She could return. She might only be visiting. She might write. News would come. Life would explain itself eventually.

But life did not explain.

It only moved.

Joel joined college. He attended lectures, bought books, and sat in rooms full of students discussing politics, history, leadership, and the future, while his own future felt as if someone had closed a door quietly and locked it from the other side.

Then Abigail entered his life.

She was kind, gentle, easy to talk to. She had a laugh that softened rooms and a habit of listening carefully, as if every word mattered.

She also had a small habit of folding the corners
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