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    To the men who taught me the true meaning of honor—

My Dad, my brother Stephen, and Peter—

This book is for you.

You are the men I know who wear the uniform with dignity, courage, and unwavering purpose.You make the uniform count.You make it mean something.Through your service, your discipline, and the quiet sacrifices the world never sees, you have shown me what commitment truly looks like.

My dad and Peter—soldiers whose strength is woven into every step they take.Stephen—my brother, the policeman whose dedication inspires me every single day.

Because of you, I carry a deep, lifelong respect for the men and women who stand in uniform to protect, to serve, and to keep us safe.

This story is written with that admiration in my heart.

Thank you—for everything you do, and everything you are.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Two souls may meet in the most unlikely of ways, but the paths they choose will define them."
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Chapter 1
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Cephas — The Surgery Saved His Life.

He was alive. At least, that’s what the doctors said. The monitors had beeped, the surgeons had cheered, and his heart had kept its stubborn rhythm. But inside, something vital had stayed dead.

For four years, Cephas had been breathing but not living—a man rebuilt by bullets and stitched together by chance. The first time he was shot, he was a soldier in a foreign-land peacekeeping. The second time, a police inspector leading a raid gone wrong. Both times, he’d survived. Second time though, something in him hadn’t.

He left the army to find peace, but peace never came.

Now, in uniform again—this time behind a badge instead of a rifle—he fought a quieter kind of war. One that didn’t make headlines. One that lived inside him. The kind that didn’t stop when the gunfire did.

The surgery had saved his body, but it hadn’t saved his manhood. Not in the way that mattered. Doctors said the damage was partial, reversible, hopeful words. But no one could fix what had broken deeper—beneath the skin, beneath the pride.

Melissa had wanted a baby. A family.

There were ways to make that happen, sure—but what kind of life could he offer her when he couldn’t even feel whole himself? It would’ve been selfish to ask her to wait for a man who was half-alive, one who’d buried his fire beside fallen brothers and lost dreams.

She was laughter, warmth, and light. A woman who deserved to be loved without hesitation. The months he’d shared with her had been his brief return to color before the gray swallowed him again. And he pushed her away when she fought so hard to stay.When she finally left, he didn’t blame her. He just knew he’d lost his one shot at real love.

The thought of another man calling her his had burned for years—like a wound that refused to heal. But the truth was simple: Cephas wasn’t whole anymore.

Years of therapy, endless hospital corridors—all of them confirmed what he already knew: his body had healed, but the man inside hadn’t.

So he did what he knew best—he put on the badge, picked up the weight, and gave himself to the only thing that still made sense.

The job.

Every damned day.

Now, here he was again—lying in wait, gun in hand. The night was heavy, the kind that pressed on the lungs. This place reeked of déjà vu. Same crumbling walls. Same silent dread in the air. Same exact spot where everything had gone wrong four years ago.

This had been the most brutal investigation of his career. Weeks of sleepless nights, endless debriefings, and informants who disappeared as quickly as they appeared. Every evening he’d report back to headquarters—eyes red, body running on caffeine and duty. And when the order finally came to move in, he’d felt both relief and foreboding.

He’d been leading the Rodario unit —a task force created to dismantle one of Nairobi’s most unpredictable weapon syndicates. It wasn’t supposed to be his case. But fate, and a few reckless promotions, had other plans.

He sometimes wondered how he had ended up in “No Rest Town” — Rodario.

Six months after his promotion to Inspector, Cephas had been deployed to the capital, assigned to a special unit in the heart of the most dangerous ghetto in the country. RODARIO.

Rodario was a city within a city — alive, restless, unforgiving.

Five major gangs ruled its zones.

Wakali — the deadliest, ruthless and untouchable — led by the phantom they called Ghost.

Hodari — organized, disciplined, and violent — under Scorpio.

Jicho Pevu — a network of street thieves and pickpockets, run by Hood.

90 — notorious for its women-led units, masters of distraction scams, led by Jezebel.

And finally, 42 — the youngest, a storm of chaos formed by defectors hungry to prove themselves. Their leader, Alibaba, was wild enough to stir violence just to flex.

All of them despised newcomers on their turf.

Cephas had to earn his place — just like the predecessor he replaced — gain trust at the station and respect in the streets. His patrol car was often greeted with stones, rotten eggs, or worse. He was lucky no one had shot at him yet. Killing a cop was still taboo... unless it was war. And 42? They didn’t believe in rules.

For them, killing a cop was an initiation.

So he wore his vest like a second skin.

Years later, he’d finally earned his footing. The people called him Mzee wa Amani — the Peace Officer.The gangs called him Rock,because he stood firm. He’d mediated gang truces, rescued kids from street life, even buried a few fallen ones. Some admired him; others cursed his name. But he stayed neutral — unbending, fair, and feared.

He even knew most of the gang leaders by name and face. All except Ghost — the man who haunted Rodario like smoke, everywhere and nowhere at once. Ghost had inherited Wakali after the death of their last boss, Simba — the same day Cephas almost lost his life.

If Ghost had been born in another world, he might have been a politician or philanthropist. He was rebuilding clinics, schools, roads — cleaning up the very streets he bled. But his empire was still soaked in crime. Cephas knew that kind of redemption was a lie you could almost believe.

He didn’t live in Rodario. He couldn’t. Across the road, in Rosewood — with its tidy lawns, working streetlights, and quiet schools — he could at least sleep without a gun under his pillow. One road separated peace from chaos. The irony wasn’t lost on him.

Rodario’s residents demanded development, not division, when Rosewood petitioned for a wall. “Use the money to improve our lives, not cage us like criminals,” they had shouted. He understood both sides. Rosewood wanted safety. Rodario wanted hope. Neither ever got enough of what they needed.

Fairness wasn’t his job.

Justice was.

And tonight, justice brought him back here again — lying low behind a car, gun steady, eyes on the target. The same building. The same damn street. The same smell of oil and dust. A déjà vu moment that made his pulse tighten.

They’d spent months on this operation — tracking drop-offs, mapping labs, infiltrating Wakali ranks. The Intel was solid. The order was clear. This ends now.

But Cephas knew better. Ghost would retaliate. A move this bold would light the whole city on fire. He had begged for more time — to talk, to negotiate a handover, to stop the flood without bloodshed. His request had been denied.

He’d been here before. four years ago.

Back then, he was only nine months into his posting. They thought they were closing in on Simba’s drug pipeline. They were wrong. It was a trap.

Gunfire had erupted from every direction.

They ducked behind cars, returning fire blindly.

Then came the flank — the shadow in his peripheral vision, the one step too late.

Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang.

He was hit. Three times.

Neck. Groin. Groin.

He kept firing anyway.

When he woke up, a week had passed. His partner, John Karamu, was gone — two bullets to the head. Cephas had survived, but at a cost. The shots had missed his manhood, but not the nerves that made him a man.

The shooter’s eyes behind the bandanna never left him. Cold eyes. Calm. Merciless. He’d seen death before — but not like that. Whoever that man was, he’d taken more than blood. He’d taken Cephas’s marriage, his confidence, his peace.

The whispers at the station had been worse than the bullets — the pity, the glances, the silence when he entered a room. His mother had moved in. Stayed through recovery. Through the divorce. Through everything.

That day changed everything.

Protocol. Tactics. Him.

They’d lost five men in that raid — including him, in a way.

He’d survived, yes. But ever since then... Cephas hadn’t really lived.

Today, he wasn’t afraid. He was a man with nothing to lose.

5... 4... 3... 2... 1...

The team burst through the doors. The fiesta began — gunfire everywhere. Bullets flew overhead. In Rodario, guns were like sugar bowls — common and within reach. With their own crude weapons factory, they had it all. The talent here was immense. It’s what they used it for that was the tragedy.

Cephas had been raised in comfort—a gated life where everything was handed to him. Still, he worked hard. He was always top of his class. He wanted to be a soldier like his father, but his dad said no. He’d seen too much war.

Now retired, the Major General worked with troubled teens, and Cephas respected him deeply.

Cephas joined the army anyway. Got shot twice while peacekeeping in Somalia. He saw the pain in his father’s eyes when he was the first to receive him when the medevac touched down at the airport. It broke him.

After nine years of service, Cephas left the army. He tried an office job, but he struggled to fit in with civilians. The itch came back. He secretly joined the police service. Graduated with honors.

When he called to say he would be passing out, his father didn’t yell. He just made plans to come. That man was Cephas’s hero.

Mama cried. She had always wanted him behind a desk—getting fat, making reports. Even now, he was meant to be in an administrative post. But no one could keep him off the streets. He belonged in the field—protecting and serving.

That’s when He met Melissa — at Oasis café.Officers who did not want canteen food would go there for their lunch. She worked there. Beautiful. He came for the food, but stayed for her. Pestered her until she said yes. Married her. Lost her. Just like that.

Then, He saw her.

A woman. `Running. Right into the crossfire.

Screaming.

What the hell?

She  had came from the Wakali apartment building. But she didn’t belong. She looked like an outsider. They’d shoot her without blinking.

His body reacted before His mind could.

“Cover me!” he shouted to his partner .

He dashed into the open. His vest caught two bullets. Heavy impact. He tackled her, pulled her down, covered her with His body. The firefight raged on from all directions.

“10-24 ....confirm your status” his radio kept repeating.

“Stop screaming,” He hissed. “Please. Let me listen. I need to know when to move.”

She quieted.

“Status check”the radio crackled again

“Copy ,I’m fine, tell me when its time to move” he finally responded.

Then lowering his weapon slightly he leaned close to her ear.his voice dropped to a whisper,gentler now ,an anchor in the chaos

“What’s your name?” He asked,trying to steady her trembling with the calm in his tone.

“Amanda Kiry.”she trembled

“Okay, Amanda. Let’s try to stay alive.”

She nodded. Still tightly holding on to him.

His partner radioed. Time to move. A car was nearby. 

“Amanda, we’re going behind that car” he finally said after scanning and making a mental plan of action.” Do exactly what I say, okay?”

She nodded.

“Stay low. Crawl. No standing.”

She clung to him — nails digging into his leg. Oddly... it stirred something.

“It’s okay. Just focus on crawling,” He said.

They moved. Shots still flying. Reached the car.

A dead gang member lay beside it. Head blown halfway off.

She screamed again.

He checked his pulse — nothing. Took his bandanna. Covered his face. Kicked his gun away. Zombie movies had made him paranoid.

Then they stayed low,he had his gun ready he would have been with the others. But here he was protecting .Breathing. Waiting.

“The least you could do,” she whispered, her voice shaking, “is tell me your name. You can’t take a girl on a date, lay on her, crawl with her through a war-zone, and not say your name.”

Her accent — refined. Her diction — perfect. She wasn’t from around here. And still... she cracked a joke?

He chuckled.

“This is quite the first date, huh?”

“Definitely one for the Guinness Book.”

Cephas laughed. He didn’t need the distraction—this was war. But her voice? Her voice was an oasis in the desert. Sweet, like honey syrup. He stole a quick glance. It was getting dark, but His night vision was perfect.

She was beautiful.

He snapped his mind back to the operation. This wasn’t the time to get shot while admiring a woman he couldn’t have—and couldn’t keep.

He didn’t like that they’d been ordered to carry out a raid—let alone an evening one. But with Wakali, every advantage mattered. They hoped the cover of night would tip the scales, making it harder for the gang to use their usual upper hand and maybe—just maybe—swing things in their favor.

Wouldn’t mind dying at her side though, He thought.Silly thought.

Five minutes later, the gunfire ceased. Silence replaced chaos.

“Perimeter secured,” his partner radioed.

“Okay, Madam Amanda, it's safe now. I’ll rise first,” He assured her.

He got up, scanning the area. It was his squad—thank God. He extended his hand. She took it, rising with him. She moved in close—too close—and kissed his cheek.

“My hero,” she whispered.

He chuckled. “The name’s Cephas. What are you doing here? Clearly, you’re not from around.”

“I am from here,” she said with a soft laugh. “Born and raised in this building she pointed to Wakali main building. Got a chance to study overseas. Came back today to visit. Guess this is my welcoming party.”

She was smart, funny... and beautiful. Damn.

But this building was Wakali turf. That meant her family—gang ties?

“Does your family still live here?” He asked, already bracing himself.

“No. My mum and dad relocated. But my brother still lives here,” she said softly. “I was looking for him, but I didn’t find him. No one’s seen him in ages.”

She sighed, eyes clouded with worry. “Maybe he’s just... lying low. Or maybe...” — she paused, her voice barely a whisper — “maybe he’ll be a casualty tonight.”

“What’s his name? I’ll check for you.”

“Amon Manare Kiry,” she said. The sadness in her voice sliced through him. He needed to get away from her and her sweet voice before he did something stupid.

He led her to a police car, then made his way to the building entrance. The point of impact stung beneath his vest, but he’d have that checked out later.

His partner, Joycean Mukiri, was already at the door. A damn good cop. Top of her class. Always had his back.

“I think you should have that checked out,” she said, pointing at the two holes on his vest.

“I will. Just let me do a run-through inside first,” he grunted. “Hurts like a bitch, though.”

“How was the date?” she teased, not skipping a beat.

He laughed, wincing from the pain. Joycean never knew how to hold her tongue.

“You’ll be happy to know the wedding’s already set,” he shot back.

He remembered the first time he met Joycean. He had just returned to fieldwork after two years on desk duty—recovering from the bullets that almost ended his career. When she was introduced to him and he told her to speak freely about being his partner, her first words were:

“I know I’m good in my job,I love doing it, I’m not here to be your baby mama or your distraction, sir. I know you’re an Inspector. What are you even doing in the field? You’ll always make us a target. But I’ll have your back—so you better have mine.”

Brutal honesty. Could’ve landed her in hot water. But he respected it.

Joycean was no joke.  

She was a damn good shot. Sharp, fearless, tactical. Beautiful, too—not that it mattered. Other officers whispered about her curves, her flawless skin. There was that time, on an undercover mission, she even won a local beauty pageant just to get Intel. But to Cephas? She was his partner. His backup. His most reliable shadow in the field.

They had rhythm.

Two years of covering each other’s backs had built something unspoken between them. She never asked why he had turned down a safer office post, never challenged his need to be out here—in the thick of things—where the work felt real, where the danger reminded me him he was still breathing.

Joycean understood him in ways most people didn’t. They had become friends even off shift—laughing over  beer, arguing over who had the best aim, watching each other’s backs when life got personal. Along with Ben—his childhood friend, his brother in everything but blood—Joy was one of the closest people he had in this city.

“My date was something else,” He told her. “She was looking for her brother. Wants to know if he was here during the shootout.”

“Name?” she asked.

“Amon Manare Kiry.”

She checked her list. “No such name so far. You got her number at least? You’ve already consummated the relationship—you might as well take her to dinner now.”

“Consummated? Woman, I’m wearing like 10 kilos of body armor. I didn’t even feel her skin.”

“Men can get around anything,” she shot back. “And you? With those eyes? You could melt through the armor.”

“Go away,” He groaned. “Do me a favor—go give her the info. I’ll help the guys finish clearing the place.”

He walked into the building before she could argue. He wasn’t going back to Amanda. That would keep the jokes flying all night. And He knew this station—they loved their banter. He allowed it. As long as it wasn’t bullying, a joke here and there kept the air light. They were good at what they did, and that was what mattered.

But Amanda...

For those ten minutes under the fireworks of bullets, she felt like everything He’d ever want in a woman. And yet—what was the point? He wasn’t a complete man. Women needed more than what he could offer.

His job was his life.

And right now, it was the only woman he had time for.

Every time he met someone who made him wonder, he ran. Like the coward he was—at least when it came to love.
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Amanda—Home Coming.

When she flew back to Kenya, the wave of nostalgia hit her hard. It had been six years.

She headed straight to Juja. That’s where Mama and Papa lived now—farming, peaceful, glowing with the joy of a second chance.

She and Amon had worked so hard to get them out of the ghetto. It had once been home, but deep down, they both knew Mama and Papa deserved better.

She had done every job imaginable while abroad—cleaning offices, babysitting, waitressing, sometimes surviving on instant noodles just to send money home and finish nursing school.. Amon was the reason she even got the chance to leave. 

Her only living brother, just three years older than her, he’d sacrificed so much so she could escape the life that had swallowed their other siblings. He had scraped together everything he had to send her abroad after high school, saying she was too bright, too kind, too soft for the life they knew.How he managed it she did not know to date.

They'd lost Arin and Andy to the streets. Both had joined gangs after high school. Both had died in the turf wars that never really ended. Amon joined too—she always knew. But she prayed he’d find a way out, like he did for her. She had been saving, hoping she could bring him to the States, or at least help him start something legit here. She had a plan—until she realized she was already too late.

When she got here Mama had confessed they hadn’t spoken to Amon in person or over the phone for  years. No calls. No visits.  Just money, delivered by a boda rider along with a scribbled note from him. They hadn’t told her the truth for years because she was too far away. They didn’t want to worry her. They let her believe he was fine.

She panicked. She couldn’t breathe. She called an Uber and went straight to the old neighborhood. The projects hadn't changed, the air still smelled like gunpowder and tension. No one recognized her anymore. She had to keep explaining who she was, where she had been. And then the bullets started flying.

Of all the days to return... it had to be the day the police launched an operation to flush out Wakali.

She had seen too many friends die in those crackdowns. Some were guilty. Others just happened to be on the wrong street at the wrong time. That could have been her—should have been her. If Amon hadn’t pushed her away and up, She would’ve stayed. Married into that life. Probably buried already. He saved her once. Six years later, She was back to try and save him.

And what did she get on her first day back? A full-grown man in combat gear tackling her to the ground. A police officer, no less.

He had shielded her with his body like she mattered more than his own life. She smiled at the irony. Here she was, lying under a man she couldn’t even see, surrounded by gunfire, thinking how incredibly stupid and beautiful the whole thing was.

The projects did not love policemen. She had grown up with that truth. But leaving had taught her another one: They needed them. Yes, some officers were dirty—fueling gang wars, supplying bullets in exchange for blood money—but not all of them. Some were just trying to protect what they could. She had seen enough of the world to tell the difference now.

His name was Cephas. A strong name. Biblical.

She barely caught a glimpse of his face beneath the helmet, but she could tell—he was the kind of man who didn’t flinch. She thought he’d taken a hit—his vest had caught it—but he never stopped moving.

He vanished back into the chaos before she could thank him properly.

She left her contact details with the female officer—Joycean, she thought—asking to be called if there was any news about Amon. She prayed he was still alive. Prison, she could handle. What she couldn’t face was burying another brother.

Amon was her last sibling. She couldn’t lose him too.

That night, back at her parents' place, a cold shiver ran down her spine. She sat in her designated room, staring at the ceiling. She had brushed shoulders with death today. Literally. The looks she got from the men in that building told her ,she was seconds away from being used—either as a shield, or an example.

She had been stupid, running like that. Right into the middle of it all. First day home and she nearly ended up with bullets in places they don’t belong.

She didn’t tell Mama and Papa how close it got. They were so happy to have her back—She couldn’t ruin that with the details. But inside, she was unraveling.

She needed to see Amon.Was that the kind of danger he faced on a daily basis. She needed to believe he was still out there, still fighting for something. Maybe this time, She could fight for him too.
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Cephas— Home,Bruised but Breathing.

After a gruesome day, he poured himself a glass of red wine—one of the good ones he’d saved for a special day. Today qualified. Two bullets in the vest and walking away?The paramedic said it was a close call. That was a damn miracle.

He’d saved a life. That meant something. Since his own shooting, He appreciated every breath more. No man is better than the next. The only life you had was the one you were living in that moment. Everything could change in a second. In his line of work, a good day was one where you made it home.

Rrrrrrrrng!

Right on cue. His phone lit up with “Mum.”

If one day she didn’t call, He’d be on the next bus home.

“Mum, hi! How are you?”

“I’m fine, son,” she said, her voice already coated in worry. “If only you’d been an accountant like your uncle George, I’d sleep easy.”

“You say that every day,” He chuckled.

“And is it working?”

“Not a chance. I love being a police officer.”

“Cephy... you have a degree in Economics, CPA, everything. You could be in an office, not out in the streets dodging bullets.”

“I know, Mum. But this is what I want to do. For now.”

“I love you, son. Stay safe. I’m proud of you—even if I worry too much.”

“I love you too. Goodnight.”

Mama was his favorite human. If that made him a mama’s boy, so be it. And if things kept going the way they were, she might be the only woman in his life for the long haul.

After a long shower, He collapsed into bed. But as he drifted off, Amanda’s voice echoed in my mind—smooth, bold, unforgettable. That woman had fire.

Another Day, Same Desk

Cephas scanned the casualty list from the Wakali sweep. They’d lost no officers. Wakali had lost ten. Most were boys—15, 16, 17 years old. That ache in his chest flared again. This wasn’t peace. This wasn’t justice. There had to be a better way.

No mention of Amon. Maybe he had a street name?

“Sir, your brother-in-law isn’t on the list,” a voice teased behind him.

Sergeant Michael.

The joke had clearly spread.

“Seriously? You too?” he groaned.

“I heard you had a first wild date,” he smirked. “Might be a baby shower coming soon.”

His words sliced deeper than he expected. He didn’t like being pitied—for being divorced, for not being able to have children, for never keeping a woman.

“Let’s start with a bachelor party first,” He muttered and walked into the office he rarely used.

He had a tiny tattoo on his chest 01.09.2014 the day he was gunned down.He made sure it was somewhere his mother couldn't see before she sent holy ghost fire his way.To her only criminals had ink work she called them the devil's branding

There was a knock. he sighed.More jokes.

“Come in.”

Officer Jane stepped in, eyes dancing with mischief. “Sir, there’s someone here to see you.”

Behind her, Amanda walked in.The subject of his jokes to stir up more.

“I had you all wrong, Inspector,” she said, that same haunting voice now softer, teasing.

The squad room was murmuring like a bunch of highschoolers. He could feel every eye on them.

“Have a seat,” he said, motioning to the chair opposite his desk.

Jane lingered too long.

“Anything else?” he asked dryly.

“No, sir,” she said, suppressing a smirk as she shut the door.

Why did Amanda make him feel like a nervous schoolboy?

“Correct me if I’m wrong,” she said, “but aren’t you more of an office kind of  officer? An inspector or something?”

“Same uniform,” he shrugged. “Just a different title.”

She leaned forward. “Any news about my brother? I want to go back and try to find out something.”

“No updates yet. He wasn’t among the dead or the arrested. Do you know his street name?”

“The Owl.”

Cephas chuckled. “Big eyes?”

She laughed. “Sharp eyes. We both inherited Mama’s glare.”

He had been here for five years, and not once had he heard that name. That alone was odd. In Rodario, names echo — in whispers, in rap verses, in graffiti on rusted iron sheets. If you mattered, someone always remembered.

But this one? Nothing.

The fear crawling in the back of his mind was simple but heavy: maybe this guy died a long time ago, buried under silence like so many other casualties of these endless, pointless turf wars. Just another ghost of Rodario.

They talked for a while about the projects. She was honest — disarming, even. He liked that about her. She spoke about how she had made it out. About her brother — the one who stayed behind so she could escape.

He could see how much she loved him.

And even if he didn’t say it out loud, he respected that love. Fierce. Unapologetic. Protective.

He noticed her glancing nervously at the windows, the squad room still alive with gossip. He offered brunch. She accepted.

They ended up at Oasis Café.

He hadn’t set foot there since the divorce.

It felt like walking into a sealed memory chest — every chair, every corner, every scent, tugging at things he had buried.

He almost turned back.

Her loss hit him again.

It had been years. He should have moved on by now.

But grief has a way of lingering in the places joy once lived.

Amanda, unaware of the storm brewing inside him, was already admiring the artwork on the walls. The café had evolved — they’d made it reflect its name. It was a true Oasis now.

The art was stunning — raw, defiant, and full of fire.

Painted by Rodario residents. Young, hungry talent.

Their work told stories without words.

So full of wonder. So alive.

And for a moment, so was he.

They coincidentally sat at his old table. The waiter who came had been Melissa's friend he  smiled knowingly.

“The usual?”He asked 

“Yes.”

He returned with his familiar order: white coffee, two eggs, two samosas, and two sausages.

Amanda ordered white chocolate, two samosas, two sausages, and a plate of chips.

He liked that she didn’t pretend. Most women starved themselves around men. She ate like someone comfortable in her own skin.

Their hour together was full of laughter, curiosity, and surprising ease. When her Uber pulled up, He didn’t want her to go. But he watched her leave—and knew one thing for sure

This week at the station would be full of jokes.

But he didn’t mind.

He got back to the office and was greeted by a ridiculous sight—a "Congratulations on the Engagement" banner strung right above his door. A loud round of clapping and laughter followed as soon as he walked in. he rolled his eyes and laughed it off, refusing to give them the satisfaction of a reaction. He knew how to take a joke, and today he was the designated clown.

He ducked into his office, shut the door, and tried to get some actual work done despite the occasional knock and cheeky remark from passing colleagues. The jokes came all day—baby names, wedding venues, even mock RSVP cards slipped under his door—but thankfully, it didn’t get out of hand. It was harmless fun, at least from people who’d taken bullets with him in the field.

In the middle of it all, he got a call from his CI in Wakali. His voice was tight, almost anxious.

“Rock, I’d hold off on coming down here,” he warned.

“What’s going on?” he asked, already sensing it wasn’t good.

“The raid messed up things. Big man is angry. Real angry.”

He meant the current faceless leader of Wakali gang operations—the one no one ever really saw. The one who wore a mask every time he appeared to his crew, just to assert dominance. Even the most hardened criminals were terrified of him. When someone crossed him, he didn’t just punish them—he made an example out of them. Word was, he’d choked out a suspected traitor with his own hands during a street tribunal just weeks ago.

And now, according to the CI, he was on the hunt—for snitches and for cops who killed his members. He’d put out the word, and the streets were boiling.

“He's convinced someone tipped you off about the stash and the lab. He’s not just looking for revenge,” the CI said. “He’s hunting. Right now, it’s not safe. For anyone.”

He leaned back in my chair and exhaled deeply.He had warned his superiors this would happen . He already knew what he had to do. He picked up my phone and dialed Amanda number that she had given him a few hours before.

She picked up quickly, her voice hopeful. “Any news?”

“Yeah,” he said carefully. “I just spoke to an informant in Wakali. Things are...hot. Too hot to go poking around.”

There was a pause. “So we wait?” she asked, a little disappointed.

“For now, yeah. If we go in right now, we won’t find your brother. We’ll just stir up the hornet’s nest again—and we might not walk out.”

She didn’t argue. She was smart like that. But he could hear the quiet sigh in her breath, the ache of helplessness.

“I’ll let you know the moment it’s safer,” he promised.

“Thanks, Cephas.”

“Take care,  Madam Amanda.”

He hung up and stared at the city skyline through his office window, knowing that sometimes the hardest part of hi job wasn’t facing danger—it was telling someone to sit in the pain a little longer.
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Amanda—Pacing Through Possibilities.

She felt like calling an Uber and heading straight to Wakali on her own, consequences be damned. The frustration was eating her alive—sitting here, doing nothing, while her only living sibling could be lying in a ditch or locked away somewhere. Every hour that passed without news felt like a slow, painful death.

But she wasn’t stupid. Going there without backup would be a suicide mission. she’d be walking straight into the lion’s den with a blindfold on.

She tried to calm down and distract myself, even sat down with Mama for some tea on the veranda. The sun was out, birds chirping, but nothing could reach her through the storm cloud inside. Just as she lifted my cup, the gate-bell rang.

She stood up quickly. “I’ll get it,” she told Mama.

At the gate stood a motorbike rider—young, lean, hard eyes under a red cap. She knew that tattoo inked across his forearm. He was Wakali. She did not recognize him.

“Hi,” he said casually. “I’m looking for Mama A.”

That’s what the kids in the neighborhood called her mum. Mama A. Gentle, generous, always had a sweet or snack in her apron pocket.

“She’s inside,” she replied cautiously.

“Can I see her?”

“Sure,” she said, then paused, watching him carefully. “But—have you seen Amon?”

His eyes shifted slightly. “No. He’s been AWOL for a while. But he still sends cash every week for his parents. My job’s just to collect it from a pick-up point and drop it here. That’s all.”

He didn’t recognize her either. Or maybe he did and just didn’t let on.

She did not buy the neutrality act, but she let it slide. She knew how these boys operated — always two steps removed, always just vague enough to avoid being useful.

“Mama!” she called out, turning slightly but keeping him in my peripheral. My instincts never fully rested in Rodario.

That’s when he looked at her again, more intently this time.

“You’re Owl’s sister?” he asked.

“Yes. I am.”

A pause. His nod was curt, but something in his eyes flickered.

“If you can get word to him...” she said slowly, “tell him I’m in town.”

“Roger that,” he replied, already looking away — message received.

Mama came out a few moments later, wiping her hands on her apron. The rider handed her a thick envelope after a brief, hushed exchange. Amanda could tell he wasn’t comfortable giving it to her directly—probably under instructions not to.

Once he left, Amanda turned to mama.

“Mama,” she said softly but firmly, “why do you take money from these people?”

She looked at her with tired, glassy eyes. “I don’t take the money. I take the envelopes—for the letters. For Amon’s words. They’re the only things keeping me sane.”

She felt her anger dissipate, replaced with understanding. She wasn’t clinging to hope—she was holding on to her son in the only way she could.

Still, She needed that envelope. She needed to get it to Cephas. If there was any chance Amon had left behind a clue—some breadcrumb about his whereabouts or state of mind—She had to follow it.

“Mama,” she said gently. “Can I send you the money on Mpesa? I just... I need to move around, and I don’t have cash on me.”

She hesitated, then nodded. “Take it, child. Just let me finish reading his words.”

When she was done, Amanda asked to read the letter too. She handed her the envelope with trembling fingers.

She took everything—note, envelope, and cash—and placed them carefully inside a clean, clear zip-lock bag she’d found in the kitchen drawer. She handled them like evidence, like precious clues. She was careful not to smudge anything, trying to preserve whatever fingerprints or markings were on the paper or envelope. Something told her this wasn’t just a message from hero brother—it could be a lifeline.

Dear Ma and Pa,

I hope this letter finds you well. I know it's been a while since we talked—I’ve been tied up with things. You know how it gets.

I haven’t heard from Amanda in a long time. Could you please include her email address with the next drop-off? I’d really appreciate it.

I love you both. Stay safe.

– Amon

It was his handwriting. At least, she thought it was. The curves of the letters, the way he looped his “y” and pressed too hard on the down-strokes—it all looked like Amon. But something about the tone was...off. Detached. Like a man writing with eyes over his shoulder.She had changed her email address when she got hacked,she had forgotten he might not have the current one.

Why was he hiding? Who was he hiding from?

What had he done?

The questions clawed at Amanda's chest, squeezing her breath until it was ragged. She stared at the letter again, hoping it would shift, hoping some invisible ink would appear and tell her the truth. But there was only that short, polite message and his request for her email. Cold. Distant. Not like Amon.The one she knew.maybe he had changed she definitely had .

The despair crept in before she could brace for it. Her knees buckled, and she sat on the edge of the couch, hands trembling as she clutched the letter. The tears came quietly—hot, bitter drops streaking down her cheeks, soaking the corners of the paper.

This wasn’t just about finding Amon anymore. It was about saving him. Whatever he’d gotten into, whatever had silenced him, had twisted the brother she knew into a ghost.

And ghosts didn’t write letters unless they had no other choice.
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Cephas—Steel and Routine.

That morning’s patrol with Joy had started like any other, but the mood in the streets was different. Tense. Watchful.scared. He could feel it in the eyes of the shopkeepers, the way boda boda riders lingered a second too long at corners like they were on the look out for something, and in the unusually quiet children who usually played near the kiosks were not there.

The whispers had started even before they'd reached the heart of the area—Hodari was preparing an ambush. A strike meant to topple the Wakali, now presumed weakened after the raid.This was the reason he felt such a public raid was a bad idea.Now all the gangs felt that Wakali was penetrable.

It sounded like a power grab, but to Cephas, it smelled like blood.

“You think it’s true?” Joy asked, scanning the rows of informal homes, one hand resting on the grip of her firearm.

“Too many people saying the same thing for it to be just smoke,” Cephas muttered. “And if it is... it’s going to be a bloodbath.”

The Rodario turf wasn’t ready for another gang war. Not after what they had just gone through a few years ago. And Wakali—brutal, territorial, deeply networked—wasn’t the kind of gang that took challenges lightly. If the Hodari so much as scratched their pride, there would be retaliation. Brutal. Swift. Public.And as angry as ghost was over the raid this was too soon he could take the war to any direction now.

Cephas’s gut twisted. He had seen what war between gangs looked like. The ones who paid the price weren’t the foot soldiers—they were the mothers, the children, the small-time traders caught in the crossfire.

He had to stop it.

But how?

The Wakali weren’t exactly receptive to peace talks, and the Hodari were reckless and arrogant. Cephas didn’t have the Intel, nor the leverage, to broker anything remotely like a ceasefire. Not yet.With Ghost Still angry.

He needed something. A name. A face. A crack in Wakali wall of silence.

Cephas tightened his grip on the steering wheel as they drove back toward the precinct.

Maybe Amanda’s brother was that crack.Maybe that is why she had showed up at this time .

If only they could find him in time.

What happened a few years ago was still too fresh in his mind.

The smell of burning rubber and gunpowder still haunted him. That day, the sky had turned the color of rust, heavy with smoke. Cephas had only been stationed in Rodario for three months. Fresh from training. Eager. Idealistic.With a vision of change.

The call had come in just before dusk. Two rival gangs had clashed over stolen goods—a shipment of counterfeit liquor that never made it to the intended buyer. The Wakali and a splinter faction from the Jicho Pevu crew were going at it near the old Majengo playground.

Cephas had been part of the first response team.He was eager to get right in.

They were ambushed.The last thing both gangs wanted was the police to interfere-in their issues.
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