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Chapter	One:	The
Accidental	Encounter

Monica	had	always	been	the	type	of	person	to	blend	in	with	the
crowd,	a	quiet	observer	with	a	penchant	for	daydreaming.	She
was	a	university	student	majoring	in	linguistics	and	spent	her

days	in	the	library,	surrounded	by	books	on	language	acquisition
and	cultural	nuances.	Her	evenings	were	often	filled	with

cooking	experiments	in	her	tiny	apartment,	where	she	would
whip	up	dishes	inspired	by	the	various	cultures	she	was	learning

about.
One	fateful	evening,	Monica	decided	to	take	a	break	from	her
studies	and	head	to	a	local	café	that	had	recently	gained

popularity.	It	was	the	kind	of	place	where	the	aroma	of	freshly
brewed	coffee	mingled	with	the	sweet	scent	of	pastries,	and	the

sound	of	laughter	filled	the	air.	As	she	walked	in,	her	eyes
scanned	the	room,	landing	on	a	table	where	a	group	of	friends

was	engaged	in	animated	conversation.
Among	them	was	a	guy	with	an	infectious	laugh	and	a	magnetic
presence.	His	name	was	Blessing,	and	he	was	a	charismatic

student	from	Nigeria	who	had	a	knack	for	storytelling.	His	stories
were	often	laced	with	humor,	and	his	friends	hung	on	his	every
word.	Monica	couldn't	help	but	feel	drawn	to	him,	even	from	a

distance.
As	she	ordered	her	coffee,	Monica	felt	a	sudden	rush	of	courage.
She	decided	to	sit	at	the	table	next	to	Blessing	and	his	friends,
hoping	to	catch	a	glimpse	of	their	lively	banter.	As	she	sipped
her	cappuccino,	she	couldn't	help	but	overhear	Blessing’s	tales



of	misadventures,	each	one	punctuated	by	his	hearty	laughter.
But	then,	in	a	moment	of	clumsiness	that	would	haunt	her	for
days,	Monica	knocked	over	her	cup.	The	hot	coffee	splashed
across	the	table,	narrowly	missing	Blessing,	who	turned	to	her
with	wide	eyes,	a	mix	of	surprise	and	amusement	dancing

across	his	face.
"Oh	no!	I'm	so	sorry!"	Monica	exclaimed,	her	cheeks	flushing
crimson.	She	scrambled	to	grab	napkins,	her	heart	racing.
Blessing	chuckled,	his	laughter	warm	and	inviting.	"No	harm
done!	Just	a	little	wake-up	call,"	he	replied,	his	eyes	twinkling
with	mischief.	"But	you	owe	me	a	story	now.	How	did	you

manage	to	spill	coffee	like	that?"
Monica	felt	her	embarrassment	fade	slightly	as	she	met	his

gaze.	"I	guess	I	was	just	too	mesmerized	by	your	storytelling,"
she	said,	a	playful	grin	creeping	onto	her	lips.

Their	eyes	locked	for	a	moment,	and	in	that	instant,	an	electric
tension	sparked	between	them.	Monica	felt	a	flutter	in	her
stomach,	a	sensation	she	hadn’t	experienced	in	a	long	time.

Blessing	leaned	closer,	his	curiosity	piqued.	"I’m	Blessing,	by	the
way.	What’s	your	name?"

"Monica,"	she	replied,	her	voice	barely	above	a	whisper.	As	they
exchanged	pleasantries,	the	air	around	them	thickened	with	an
undeniable	chemistry.	Their	conversation	flowed	effortlessly,

filled	with	laughter	and	shared	interests	in	language	and	culture.
As	the	evening	wore	on,	Monica	and	Blessing	found	themselves
lost	in	each	other’s	company,	oblivious	to	the	world	around

them.	They	discussed	their	favorite	music,	their	dreams,	and	the
intricacies	of	the	languages	they	were	learning.	Monica	was
captivated	by	Blessing’s	passion	for	storytelling,	while	he	was
equally	enchanted	by	her	depth	of	knowledge	and	her	culinary



adventures.
But	just	as	the	night	seemed	perfect,	Blessing’s	phone	buzzed
with	a	message.	He	glanced	at	it,	and	his	expression	shifted.	"I

have	to	go,"	he	said	reluctantly,	his	voice	tinged	with
disappointment.	"I	promised	my	friends	I’d	meet	them	for	a

study	session."
Monica	felt	a	pang	of	disappointment	as	well.	"Can	I	see	you

again?"	she	asked,	her	heart	racing.
"Definitely,"	he	replied,	his	eyes	sparkling	with	promise.	"How

about	this	weekend?	I’ll	cook	for	you."
"Cook	for	me?	I	like	the	sound	of	that,"	Monica	said,	a	playful

smile	spreading	across	her	face.
As	they	exchanged	numbers,	an	unexpected	twist	of	fate

seemed	to	weave	their	lives	together.	But	as	Blessing	walked
away,	Monica	couldn’t	shake	the	feeling	that	this	was	just	the

beginning	of	something	extraordinary.



Chapter	Two:	The
Culinary	Connection

The	weekend	arrived,	and	Monica	was	a	bundle	of	nerves.	She
spent	the	morning	preparing	her	apartment,	making	sure

everything	was	just	right.	She	had	decided	to	cook	a	traditional
Korean	dish,	bibimbap,	hoping	to	impress	Blessing	with	her

culinary	skills.
When	Blessing	arrived,	he	was	greeted	by	the	delightful	aroma
of	sizzling	vegetables	and	marinated	beef.	His	eyes	widened	in
appreciation	as	he	stepped	into	her	cozy	space.	"Wow,	Monica!
This	smells	incredible!"	he	exclaimed,	his	enthusiasm	infectious.

They	moved	to	the	kitchen,	where	Monica	showed	him	the
ingredients.	"I	thought	we	could	make	this	together,"	she

suggested,	handing	him	a	knife.
"Perfect!	I	love	cooking,"	he	said,	his	hands	eager	to	get	started.
As	they	chopped	vegetables	and	mixed	sauces,	the	kitchen	filled
with	laughter	and	playful	banter.	They	exchanged	stories	about
their	families,	their	cultures,	and	their	dreams	for	the	future.

As	they	worked	side	by	side,	the	air	crackled	with	an	undeniable
tension.	Blessing’s	fingers	brushed	against	Monica’s	as	they

reached	for	the	same	bowl,	sending	shivers	down	her	spine.	She
could	feel	her	heart	racing,	and	she	caught	him	stealing	glances

at	her	when	he	thought	she	wasn’t	looking.
Finally,	they	sat	down	to	enjoy	the	fruits	of	their	labor.	The

bibimbap	was	a	colorful	masterpiece,	and	as	they	dug	in,	Monica
felt	a	warmth	spread	through	her.	Blessing’s	laughter	filled	the
room,	and	she	found	herself	completely	captivated	by	him.



"You	know,"	Blessing	said	between	bites,	"I	never	expected	to
meet	someone	like	you.	You’re	different."

Monica	felt	her	cheeks	flush,	a	mix	of	embarrassment	and
delight.	"Different	how?"	she	asked,	curious.

"Different	in	a	good	way,"	he	replied,	his	gaze	intense.	"You
have	this	passion	for	life,	for	culture.	It’s	refreshing."

Their	eyes	locked,	and	for	a	moment,	the	world	outside	faded
away.	Monica	felt	a	magnetic	pull	toward	him,	a	longing	that	was
both	exhilarating	and	terrifying.	Just	as	she	was	about	to	lean	in
closer,	Blessing’s	phone	buzzed	again,	breaking	the	moment.

He	checked	the	message	and	sighed.	"I’m	really	sorry,	Monica.	I
have	to	go,"	he	said,	disappointment	etched	on	his	face.
"Another	study	session?"	she	asked,	trying	to	mask	her

disappointment.
"Yeah,	but	I’ll	make	it	up	to	you.	I	promise,"	he	said,	standing	up

and	gathering	his	things.	"Let’s	do	this	again	soon?"
"Definitely,"	Monica	replied,	her	heart	sinking	as	he	walked	out

the	door.
The	next	few	days	were	a	blur	of	classes	and	cooking

experiments,	but	Monica	couldn’t	shake	the	feeling	of	longing
for	Blessing.	She	found	herself	daydreaming	about	their	time

together,	replaying	their	conversations	and	laughter	in	her	mind.
Then,	one	evening,	she	received	a	message	from	Blessing.	"Hey,

can	we	talk?	I	need	to	tell	you	something	important."
Her	heart	raced	as	she	read	the	words.	She	quickly	replied,
eager	to	know	what	was	on	his	mind.	They	agreed	to	meet	at

the	café	where	they	first	met.
As	Monica	arrived,	she	found	Blessing	sitting	at	a	table,	his
expression	serious.	"Hey,"	he	said,	his	voice	low.	"I	have



something	to	share,	and	I	need	you	to	listen."
Monica’s	heart	pounded	in	her	chest.	"What’s	going	on?"

"I’ve	been	offered	a	scholarship	to	study	abroad	in	South	Korea,"
he	said,	his	eyes	searching	hers	for	a	reaction.	"It’s	an	incredible

opportunity,	but	it	means	I	have	to	leave	soon."
Monica	felt	a	wave	of	emotions	crash	over	her.	"That’s	amazing,
Blessing!	You	should	go!"	she	said,	forcing	a	smile.	But	inside,

she	felt	a	deep	sadness	at	the	thought	of	him	leaving.
"I	want	to	go,	but	I	don’t	want	to	leave	you,"	he	confessed,	his
voice	trembling.	"I’ve	never	felt	this	way	about	anyone	before,

and	it	scares	me."
Monica’s	heart	soared	at	his	words,	but	the	reality	of	the

situation	loomed	over	them.	"We	can	stay	in	touch,	right?	Long-
distance	relationships	can	work,"	she	suggested,	her	voice

wavering.
"But	what	if	it	doesn’t?"	he	replied,	his	eyes	filled	with

uncertainty.	"What	if	we	lose	what	we	have?"
In	that	moment,	Monica	realized	how	much	she	cared	for	him.	"I
don’t	want	to	lose	you	either,"	she	whispered,	tears	brimming	in

her	eyes.
Blessing	reached	across	the	table,	taking	her	hand	in	his.	"Let’s

make	a	pact,"	he	said,	his	voice	steady.	"No	matter	what
happens,	we’ll	always	be	honest	with	each	other.	If	it	doesn’t
work	out,	we’ll	part	as	friends.	But	if	it	does,	we’ll	fight	for	it."
Monica	nodded,	her	heart	swelling	with	hope.	"I	can	do	that,"

she	said,	her	voice	firm.
As	they	sat	there,	hands	intertwined,	a	sense	of	resolve	washed
over	them.	They	would	navigate	this	journey	together,	no	matter

the	distance.



Chapter	Three:	The
Reunion

Months	passed,	and	Monica	threw	herself	into	her	studies,
keeping	in	touch	with	Blessing	through	video	calls	and

messages.	Their	conversations	were	filled	with	laughter	and
love,	but	the	distance	felt	heavy	at	times.	Monica	missed	his

presence,	the	way	he	made	her	feel	alive.
One	evening,	as	she	was	cooking	dinner,	her	phone	buzzed	with

a	video	call	from	Blessing.	She	rushed	to	answer,	her	heart
racing.	His	face	lit	up	the	screen,	and	for	a	moment,	it	felt	like

he	was	right	there	with	her.
"Hey,	beautiful!"	he	said,	his	smile	infectious.	"How’s	everything

going?"
"Busy	as	usual,"	she	replied,	trying	to	keep	her	tone	light.	"But	I

made	bibimbap	again	today.	It	reminded	me	of	you."
"Ah,	I	miss	your	cooking,"	he	said,	his	eyes	sparkling	with

mischief.	"But	I	have	some	exciting	news!"
"What	is	it?"	Monica	asked,	intrigued.

"I’m	coming	home	for	a	few	weeks!	I	have	a	break	from	my
studies,	and	I	couldn’t	wait	to	see	you,"	he	said,	his	voice	filled

with	excitement.
Monica	felt	her	heart	leap.	"Really?	That’s	amazing!	When	do

you	arrive?"
"In	two	days,"	he	replied,	his	smile	widening.	"I	can’t	wait	to	hold

you	again."
The	anticipation	built	within	her,	and	she	spent	the	next	two



days	preparing	for	his	arrival.	She	decorated	her	apartment	with
fairy	lights	and	fresh	flowers,	wanting	everything	to	be	perfect.
When	the	day	finally	came,	Monica	felt	a	mix	of	excitement	and
nerves.	She	arrived	at	the	airport	early,	her	heart	racing	as	she
scanned	the	crowd	for	Blessing.	And	then	she	saw	him,	standing

there	with	a	wide	grin,	looking	more	handsome	than	ever.
"Monica!"	he	shouted,	rushing	toward	her.	They	collided	in	a
warm	embrace,	and	she	felt	the	world	melt	away.	His	arms
wrapped	around	her	tightly,	and	she	breathed	in	his	familiar

scent.
"I	missed	you	so	much,"	she	whispered,	pulling	back	to	look	into

his	eyes.
"Me	too,"	he	replied,	his	gaze	searching	hers.	"I’ve	thought

about	you	every	single	day."
As	they	made	their	way	back	to	her	apartment,	the	tension
between	them	crackled	like	electricity.	Monica	felt	a	rush	of
emotions,	the	longing	they	had	both	experienced	during	their

time	apart	bubbling	to	the	surface.
Later	that	evening,	they	cooked	together,	laughter	filling	the	air
as	they	reminisced	about	their	time	apart.	But	as	they	sat	down

to	eat,	Monica	felt	a	shift	in	the	atmosphere.	Blessing’s
expression	turned	serious.

"Monica,	there’s	something	I	need	to	tell	you,"	he	said,	his	voice
low.	"I’ve	been	thinking	a	lot	about	us."
Her	heart	raced.	"What	about	us?"

"I	know	we	talked	about	being	honest	with	each	other,	and	I
want	to	be.	I’ve	realized	that	I	don’t	want	to	just	be	friends.	I

want	to	be	with	you,	no	matter	the	distance,"	he	confessed,	his
eyes	filled	with	sincerity.

Monica	felt	tears	welling	in	her	eyes.	"I	want	that	too,	Blessing.



But	what	if	it’s	hard?"
"I	believe	we	can	make	it	work,"	he	said,	his	voice	steady.

"We’ve	already	fought	for	this	connection.	I	don’t	want	to	lose
you."

In	that	moment,	all	the	fears	and	doubts	melted	away.	Monica
reached	for	his	hand,	their	fingers	intertwining.	"Then	let’s	do

this	together,"	she	said,	her	voice	firm.
They	leaned	in	closer,	the	tension	between	them	palpable.	Their
lips	met	in	a	passionate	kiss,	igniting	a	fire	within	them	that	had
been	simmering	for	far	too	long.	It	was	a	kiss	filled	with	longing,

love,	and	the	promise	of	a	future	together.
As	they	pulled	away,	Blessing	looked	into	her	eyes,	a	playful	grin
spreading	across	his	face.	"I	think	we	should	celebrate	this	new

chapter,"	he	said,	a	mischievous	glint	in	his	eye.
Monica	raised	an	eyebrow,	intrigued.	"How	do	you	propose	we

celebrate?"
"With	a	cooking	challenge,	of	course!"	he	declared,	his

enthusiasm	contagious.	"Let’s	see	who	can	make	the	best	dish
from	our	cultures."

And	so,	they	spent	the	evening	cooking,	laughing,	and	playfully
competing	in	the	kitchen.	The	air	was	filled	with	the	delicious
scents	of	Nigerian	and	Korean	cuisine,	a	beautiful	fusion	that

symbolized	their	unique	connection.
As	they	sat	down	to	enjoy	their	creations,	Monica	felt	a	sense	of
fulfillment	wash	over	her.	They	had	overcome	the	distance,	the
uncertainty,	and	the	challenges,	and	now	they	were	on	the	brink

of	something	beautiful.
In	that	moment,	Monica	realized	that	love	was	not	just	about	the
grand	gestures	or	perfect	moments;	it	was	about	the	journey
they	were	willing	to	take	together.	And	as	Blessing	reached	for



her	hand,	she	knew	that	whatever	the	future	held,	they	would
face	it	side	by	side.

Their	laughter	echoed	through	the	apartment,	a	testament	to
the	bond	they	had	forged.	And	as	they	shared	their	meals,	they
also	shared	their	dreams,	their	hopes,	and	the	promise	of	a	love

that	would	endure,	no	matter	the	distance.
As	the	evening	came	to	a	close,	Blessing	leaned	in	closer,	his

voice	a	soft	whisper.	"I	love	you,	Monica."
Her	heart	swelled	with	joy	as	she	replied,	"I	love	you	too,
Blessing."	In	that	moment,	they	knew	they	had	created

something	special,	a	love	story	that	was	uniquely	theirs,	filled
with	laughter,	passion,	and	the	promise	of	forever.




