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For everyone who has ever loved deeply, trusted completely, and suffered silently.

This story is dedicated to the people who carry pain behind smiles, who fight battles no one sees, and who continue choosing love even after disappointment.

To families trying to heal, to friendships broken by betrayal, and to hearts searching for peace after chaos... this book is for you.

And to every reader who understands that silence can sometimes wound louder than words...

Thank you for giving GUBU a place in your heart.
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PREVIOUSLY IN BOOK TWO
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Love did not die loudly.

It died slowly... through silence, through pride, through emotional exhaustion, through secrets buried too deep to stay hidden forever.

After surviving the emotional destruction of Book One, Omar and Ruqayyah tried rebuilding their marriage from the ruins of betrayal. For a moment, hope seemed possible again. Smiles returned. Conversations softened. The love between them still existed beneath the pain.

But healing became impossible while secrets continued growing in darkness.

Omar carried more than guilt.

He carried hidden truths capable of destroying everything Ruqayyah still believed about him.

A child he kept secret. A past relationship that refused to disappear. And most dangerously of all... 

Husna.

What once began as sympathy slowly transformed into temptation, emotional confusion, manipulation, and dangerous emotional attachment. Husna entered their lives like someone searching for shelter, but behind her loneliness lived something far more destructive.

Obsession. Resentment. And a hunger to prove that no marriage was untouchable.

As tensions grew, marriages across the entire circle began cracking under pressure.

Friendships became suspicious.

Loyalty became performative.

Trust became fragile.

Salim’s secret involvement with Husna pushed another marriage toward disaster, threatening to destroy Amina’s peace while forcing Ruqayyah into an impossible position between friendship, truth, and loyalty.

At the same time, Omar and Ruqayyah continued drifting between love and emotional warfare.

One moment they looked like soulmates fighting to survive.

The next, they looked like strangers sharing pain instead of marriage.

Then came the revelations. 

The hidden child. The lies. The emotional distance. The jealousy.

The suspicions. The accusations.

And suddenly, the marriage both of them kept trying to save began collapsing faster than either of them could control.

But perhaps the most dangerous thing was not what had already happened...

It was what still remained hidden.

Because while Omar fought guilt, Husna quietly planted new suspicions inside his mind...

Whispers capable of turning love into paranoia.

Whispers about Ruqayyah. About betrayal. About another man.

And before truth could fully surface... everything exploded.

Consumed by anger, confusion, jealousy, and emotional exhaustion, Omar lost control behind the wheel. His speeding car collided violently with a Scania truck in the middle of the night.

But even after surviving the crash... he chose to run.

And somewhere behind him, sirens began rising into the darkness.

Now the silence between Omar and Ruqayyah is no longer ordinary silence.

It is becoming war.

Because some betrayals have still not been exposed.

Some hearts are already falling toward the wrong people.

And some people no longer want peace...

They want revenge.

In Book Three, love will be tested beyond forgiveness.

Marriages will face truths they may not survive.

Masks will finally begin to fall.

And the consequences of every hidden decision will arrive all at once.

Because in the world of GUBU...

No secret stays buried forever.
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CHAPTER ONE 

Collision Course
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THE NIGHT HAD FOLDED itself over the city like a dark, heavy blanket, swallowing the roads in silence except for the occasional growl of distant engines. On a quiet shoulder beside the highway, a nice silver car sat hidden beneath the shadows of leaning trees. Its windows were fogged from the inside, blurring the shapes of the two lovers tangled together in the front seats.

Inside, warmth and perfume mixed with nervous laughter.

The man leaned closer again, his lips moving hungrily against the woman’s neck, his hand sliding lower as desire slowly erased caution from his mind. But suddenly the woman stiffened.

“Hey... stop. Stop.”

Her voice came out in a whisper sharp enough to cut through the moment.

The man pulled back, annoyed at first. “What now?”

“I think someone’s coming.”

He sighed dramatically before twisting around to glance through the rear window. Darkness. Empty road. No headlights. Nothing.

He checked ahead too.

Still nothing.

Turning back toward her, he smirked. “It’s just your imagination.”

But she didn’t relax. Her eyes stayed fixed outside the windshield as though her instincts were wrestling with something invisible.

“Don’t you hear that sound?” she asked quietly. 

“I think there’s a car coming.”

The man chuckled under his breath.

“If a car was coming, we’d see headlights unless some idiot is driving without lights in the middle of the ni....”

The words died in his mouth.

A vehicle suddenly tore past them like a wounded animal escaping death itself.

Both of them jerked upright.

For a split second, the passing headlights illuminated the horror of it.

The front of the car was completely destroyed ...  crushed metal twisted inward beyond recognition. Sparks scraped against the road as part of the bumper dragged sideways beneath it. Smoke bled from the engine while the entire vehicle trembled violently, barely holding itself together.

Yet somehow... it was still moving.

The lovers stared in stunned silence as the ruined car limped down the road.

The intimacy that had consumed them seconds earlier vanished instantly, replaced by a cold unease neither of them could explain.

Inside that wrecked vehicle, Omar gripped the steering wheel so tightly his fingers hurt.

The engine coughed violently beneath him.

“Come on... come on...” he muttered desperately. 

“Please don’t die on me now.”

Smoke curled upward from the dashboard.

Every sound the car made felt like the final breath before collapse.

Then his phone rang.

The screen lit up in the darkness.

Ruqayyah.

For a moment, his eyes lingered on her name. His chest tightened painfully.

He let the phone ring until it stopped.

Right now, survival mattered more than explanations.

“Whatever happens,” 

He whispered to the car through clenched teeth, 

“just don’t stop here. Not here.”

His pulse hammered wildly.

In his mind, the image of the Scania truck kept replaying over and over... those massive headlights in his mirror, the deafening horn, the terrifying seconds before impact. Even now he felt certain the truck driver might still be somewhere behind him.

Following him.

Looking for him.

Omar swallowed hard and pressed the accelerator again.

The car groaned in protest.

Slowly, painfully, he approached a junction branching away from the main road toward a quieter residential area. He turned the wheel carefully.

The moment the car entered the side road, thick smoke exploded from beneath the hood.

Then fire erupted.

A burst of orange flames shot upward violently from the front engine.

“Oh God...!”

Panic seized him instantly.

Omar lunged for the door handle.

Locked.

He pulled harder.

Nothing.

The heat rose fast.

Smoke began pouring through the vents, thick and black, flooding the interior with suffocating speed. Omar coughed violently, eyes burning.

He yanked the handle again.

Still locked.

Fear crashed into him all at once.

Not fear of death itself.

Fear of dying alone.

Fear of burning alive while the entire world misunderstood who he had been.

The smoke thickened rapidly until the inside of the car became a black cage.

Coughing uncontrollably, Omar scrambled across to the passenger side and fought with that handle too.

Locked.

“No... no, no, no...”

His heartbeat became chaos.

The flames outside intensified, reflecting against the windshield in violent waves of orange and red. Heat swallowed the cabin so quickly it felt unreal.

Desperation took over.

Omar threw himself toward the back seats, lungs screaming for air. Blindly, his trembling hand grabbed the rear handle and shoved hard.

The door flew open.

Cold night air rushed in.

He practically fell out of the vehicle, collapsing onto the rough roadside ground while choking violently. His chest spasmed with painful coughs as he dragged himself farther away.

Behind him, the car roared into flames.

For several seconds, Omar simply lay there staring upward at the dark sky, gasping like a man reborn against his own will.

He had almost died.

The realization settled slowly.

Too slowly.

Eventually, forcing himself upright, he staggered toward the roadside.

People began arriving one by one.

Some shouted.

Others rushed toward the burning car, searching desperately for water, sand, anything. A few called emergency services while others stood frozen in shock.

But Omar barely heard them.

He stood motionless, staring at the fire consuming everything.

Inside his mind, another fire had already begun.

Ruqayyah is seeing another man.

The words returned with brutal clarity.

Husna’s voice echoed endlessly inside his skull.

She’s sleeping with her boss.

At first he had rejected it completely. Refused it. Fought against even imagining it.

But now, standing there in the glow of burning metal, memories began rearranging themselves into something uglier.

Little things.

Tiny things.

Moments he had ignored.

The late nights.

The emotional distance.

The unexplained smiles while texting.

The way Ruqayyah sometimes looked exhausted before he even arrived home.

And suddenly every memory felt suspicious.

Omar’s breathing slowed.

Not from calmness.

From numbness.

A terrifying numbness.

People around him continued shouting instructions.

“Move back!”

“Does anyone got water?”

“Call again!”

But Omar remained still, eyes fixed on the inferno devouring his car.

It no longer felt like he was watching metal burn.

It felt like his marriage was burning in front of him.

By the time the fire brigade arrived, the flames had already won.

The firefighters worked quickly, spraying foam and water across the wreckage, but there was little left to save. Eventually the fire died, leaving behind a blackened shell barely recognizable as a vehicle.

The smell of smoke and melted rubber filled the cold air before dawn.

One by one, the crowd dispersed.

People returned to their lives.

To their homes.

To warmth.

But Omar stayed exactly where he was.

Like a man abandoned by time itself.

The sky slowly softened from black into deep blue. Dawn crept silently across the horizon while exhaustion settled into his bones.

Still he stood there.

Not because he didn’t know where to go.

But because he no longer knew what waited for him when he got there.

Meanwhile, across the city, Ruqayyah sat alone in their bedroom with her phone clenched tightly in her hand.

Again she called him.

Again the call failed.

At first she had been worried.

Now she was angry.

No... not angry.

Wounded.

Deeply wounded.

The digital clock beside the bed kept moving mercilessly through the night, each passing hour feeding the bitterness growing inside her chest.

Her mind created answers where silence refused to provide any.

He’s with her again.

That thought settled inside her slowly before hardening into belief.

Ruqayyah lowered the phone and stared blankly ahead.

How many times had she forgiven him already?

How many humiliations had she swallowed in the name of love?

She remembered every promise Omar had made after previous mistakes. Every apology. Every moment he swore he would change.

And still, somehow, pain always found its way back into their home.

Tears gathered in her eyes, though she refused to let them fall.

“What more do you want from me?” she whispered into the empty room.

There was no answer.

Only silence.

The kind of silence that slowly destroys trust.

Ruqayyah leaned back against the headboard and closed her eyes tightly, trying to calm the storm inside her chest. But her thoughts kept spiraling.

Why can’t this man stay still?

Why does love with him always feel like waiting for the next wound?

Without realizing it, another resentment had already begun planting itself inside her heart.

And somewhere across the city, under the fading smoke of a burned car and a dying night, Omar stood alone carrying a bitterness of his own.

Neither of them knew the truth anymore.

And that was where the real danger had begun. 
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THE HOUSE WAS STILL wrapped in the heavy silence of dawn when the gate bell exploded through the darkness.

Once.

Then again.

Then a third time, longer and more desperate than before.

Salim stirred beneath the blanket with a groan, barely conscious. Beside him, Amina jerked awake instantly, her breathing uneven as she turned toward the sound.

“Salim... Salim.”

He barely opened his eyes. 

“Mmhh... what is it?”

“Someone’s at the gate.” She replied 

For a moment he simply stared at the ceiling, confused and irritated, as though his mind refused to believe another human being could exist at such an hour.

“What time is it?”

Amina leaned toward the alarm clock resting on the bedside table. The glowing red numbers read 5:07 AM.

“It’s after five.”

Salim let out a tired curse under his breath and rubbed his face slowly.

“Which idiot visits people before sunrise?”

The bell rang again.

This time harder.

More impatient.

Amina sat upright now, clutching the edge of the blanket around herself. Something about the sound unsettled her. It did not feel normal. It did not sound like the careless persistence of a drunk friend or a lost stranger.

It sounded urgent.

A few moments later, Salim stepped out into the chilly morning air carrying a flashlight. The cold concrete pressed against his bare feet as he walked toward the gate with visible annoyance.

Before opening it, he stopped.

“Who is it?”

A voice answered immediately from the other side.

“It’s me.”

Salim froze.

Even through exhaustion, he recognized Omar’s voice instantly.

Without another question, he unlocked the gate and pulled it open quickly.

Omar entered without greeting him.

Without even looking at him properly.

He walked straight past him toward the house with the frightening energy of a man being chased by his own thoughts.

Salim frowned deeply.

“Omar... what’s going on? Why are you here this early?”

But Omar kept walking.

“Is your wife home?” he asked coldly. 

“I need to talk to her.”

Salim blinked in confusion.

“Where else would she be at this hour?”

Still, Omar did not answer.

That was when Salim noticed it properly.

His clothes smelled faintly of smoke.

His face looked drained.

And his eyes...

His eyes looked like they had not slept all night.

A strange uneasiness crept into Salim’s chest as he shut the gate behind them and hurried after him.

––––––––
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INSIDE THE HOUSE, AMINA stood near the dining area in her nightdress, pouring herself a glass of water with sleepy confusion still lingering across her face.

She looked up immediately when Omar entered.

The concern in her expression appeared instantly.

“Omar?” she said softly. 

“What happened?”

He stopped in front of her.

For a second, he simply stared at her as though trying to decide whether she was an ally or an enemy.

Then he spoke.

“I need to talk to you.”

Amina lowered the glass slowly.

“At this hour?” she asked carefully. 

“What’s going on? Are you okay?”

Her expression shifted suddenly.

“Is Ruqayyah okay?”

Omar gave a small nod.

“Yes,” he said quietly. 

“This is about her.”

By then Salim had entered too, standing protectively beside his wife.

Amina frowned. 

“What did she do?”

Omar laughed softly.

But there was no humor in it.

The sound felt broken.

“I want the truth.”

The atmosphere in the room changed instantly.

Amina exchanged a quick glance with Salim before looking back at Omar.

“What truth?”

Omar stepped closer.

“You women always say men protect each other’s secrets,” 

He said bitterly. 

“You act like only men have loyalty codes between friends. But this time... I want you to tell me the truth without hiding anything.”

Amina’s face tightened with confusion.

“Omar, you’re scaring me. What are you talking about?”

He swallowed hard.

“It’s about your friend Ruqayyah.”

The silence that followed felt painfully thin.

Salim crossed his arms slowly. 

“What about her?”

Amina looked genuinely alarmed now.

“Did something happen between you two again? Because honestly, the way you fight...” 

She shook her head tiredly. 

“Every few weeks it’s another crisis. Sometimes I even expect to hear Ruqayyah left the house and moved in with Takia again.”

Salim glanced toward Omar more carefully now.

Something was deeply wrong.

Not anger alone.

Something worse.

His friend looked emotionally wrecked.

“What happened, brother?” Salim asked quietly. 

“You don’t look okay.”

Omar stared at the floor for a long moment before speaking again.

“When my wife and I spent the last year and a half tearing each other apart...” 

He said slowly, 

“Apparently she was sleeping with her boss behind my back... and your wife knew about it the entire time.”

Amina’s eyes widened instantly.

“What?”

She actually took a step backward.

“Me?”

“Yes, you.”

“I’m hearing this from you for the first time!”

“Stop lying to my face!”

His voice exploded through the room so suddenly that Amina flinched.

“You think I don’t know how friendship works?” 

He continued furiously. 

“You think only men protect each other? Women do the exact same thing. You have your own version of brotherhood. Your own code. And right now you’re pretending you know nothing.”

Amina stared at him in disbelief.

“I swear to you, I don’t know anything about that.”

Omar gave a bitter smile.

“Really?” he asked. 

“The same way I supposedly knew nothing about your husband’s affair?”

The room froze.

Salim turned sharply toward him.

“Bro, what the hell?”

Omar exhaled shakily, suddenly sounding exhausted instead of angry.

“I’m trying to make a point.”

“You’re making your point by destroying my marriage?”

Salim’s voice rose now too.

“What’s wrong with you?”

Omar looked at him.

And for the first time since entering the house, the pain inside him became visible.

“Everything,” he whispered hoarsely. 

“Everything is wrong with me.”

The anger inside Salim softened immediately.

He stepped forward and pulled Omar into an embrace.

“Hey,” he murmured quietly. 

“Relax. Whatever this is, it’ll be okay.”

But Omar did not hug him back.

His body remained stiff.

“How will it be okay?” 

He asked weakly. 

“For over a year I’ve lived like the villain inside my own marriage. Every fight, every accusation, every mistake... I accepted all of it believing I was the problem.” 

His voice cracked slightly. 

“Meanwhile my wife was having an affair with her boss... and your wife knew.”

“I said I didn’t know,” 

Amina insisted firmly.

Omar turned toward her sharply.

“Enough, Amina.”

The bitterness in his eyes made her chest tighten.

“I can’t believe anything coming out of your mouth right now.”

Amina folded her arms defensively.

“And how exactly did you hear all this?”

Omar’s jaw tightened.

“Husna told me.”

The moment the name left his mouth, Amina closed her eyes briefly in frustration.

“Of course. She did.”

“She told the truth.” 

“No,” Amina snapped immediately. 

“Can’t you see it. She’s trying to destroy people. We cut her off for a reason. That woman is poison.”

Omar gave a cold smile.

“Sometimes it’s useful to keep poison nearby,” he said quietly. “At least then buried secrets don’t stay buried forever.”

Amina looked at him with growing irritation.

“So that’s why you came here?” 

She asked. 

“To punish me because someone filled your head with lies?”

“Lies?”

“You heard me.”

Omar laughed again, though this time the sound carried visible pain.

“You know what’s funny?” 

He said. 

“The moment I accused you of hiding Ruqayyah’s secrets, you became defensive immediately.”

“Because you’re insulting me.”

“No. Because you got caught.”

Amina stared at him for several seconds.

Then suddenly she turned toward Salim.

“And what about him?” she asked calmly.

Salim stiffened instantly.

“What?”

“You heard Omar accuse me of protecting my friend. Fine. But tell me something...” 

Her eyes narrowed slightly. 

“Do you think I’m stupid too?”

Salim’s heartbeat quickened.

“Amina...”

“I know you’re having an affair.”

The words landed like broken glass.

Silence swallowed the room whole.

Salim forced out an awkward laugh.

“Here we go again.”

“I’ve seen you.”

“You imagined things.”

“Did I?”

Her voice remained dangerously calm now.

“That business trip you took last year... remember when I video-called you at the hotel?”

“There was nobody there.”

“I saw a woman behind you.”

“You imagined it.”

Amina shook her head slowly.

“Fine,” she whispered. 

“Then let’s talk about Temeke.”

Salim’s face changed instantly.

Three months earlier.

A woman arriving in a Bajaji.

Entering his parked car near the petrol station.

Leaving angry minutes later.

Amina had seen all of it.

“You remember now, don’t you?” she asked quietly.

Salim swallowed hard.

“That was my boss.”

Amina let out a dry, humorless laugh before slowly turning toward Omar.

“There,” she said quietly.

“Now tell me something honestly, Omar.” 

Her eyes locked onto his. 

“I want you to look me straight in the face and tell me you truly had no idea your precious friend was sleeping with his boss...”

She pointed directly at Salim.

“Go on,” she continued coldly. 

“Look me in the eye while you lie to me.”

Omar looked toward Salim.

Their eyes met briefly.

Panic flickered openly across Salim’s face.

He wanted Omar to deny it.

To save him.

But how could he signal him without Amina noticing?

For the first time since entering the house, Omar remained silent.

Amina nodded slowly.

“That’s what I thought.”

Salim spoke quickly.

“I’m not sleeping with my boss.”

“I wasn’t talking to you.”

Her tone cut through him sharply.

“When I want your answer, I’ll look at you.”

Then she turned back toward Omar.

“So answer me. you truly had no idea?”

Omar inhaled slowly.

Then finally he spoke.

“You misunderstood what you saw,” he said carefully. 

“Your husband isn’t sleeping with his boss.”

Relief flashed across Salim’s face instantly.

But it lasted only a second.

“The woman you saw that day,” 

Omar continued, 

“The one who entered his car... her name is Latifa. Also known as Abigail.” 

His eyes darkened painfully. 

“She was my woman. Or at least... she used to be. Ruqayyah saw me with her, and that’s what caused many of our marriage problems.”

Amina stared at him.

Then slowly... she smiled.

Not kindly.

Not warmly.

It was the smile of someone watching two men underestimate her intelligence.

“You see?” she said quietly. 

“That right there... that’s your version of brotherhood.”

Neither man spoke.

“You expect me to believe that story simply because you said it with confidence?”

“Amina...”

“No.” 

She lifted a hand sharply, stopping Omar. 

“Let me help you understand something.” Her eyes hardened. “The same man Husna claims Ruqayyah is sleeping with... the boss...” 

She stepped closer. 

“That man is mine.”

The room went silent again.

Even Omar looked stunned.

“Yes,” she continued coldly. 

“I’m the one sleeping with Ruqayyah’s boss.”

Salim blinked rapidly. 

“What?”

Amina ignored him completely.

“You know why I said that?” 

She asked Omar. 

“Because only a fool accepts every accusation thrown at them without thinking. And I’m not a fool.”

Her voice softened slightly now, though disappointment remained carved into every word.

“If I truly knew Ruqayyah was having an affair, I would protect her. Just like you’re protecting your friend right now.” 

She glanced briefly at Salim. 

“That’s what people do when they love someone.”

Then she looked back at Omar one last time.

“But the truth is... I know nothing about your wife cheating on you.”

For several seconds nobody moved.

Nobody spoke.

Then quietly, Amina turned and walked back toward the bedroom.

The sound of her footsteps faded slowly down the hallway.

And the two men remained standing there in silence.

Frozen.

Like men abandoned outside in cold rain with nowhere left to hide.

––––––––
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DAWN HAD ONLY JUST begun to stretch across the horizon, its pale golden light slowly creeping over the rooftops surrounding Omar’s house. The world outside was quiet, suspended in that fragile moment between night and morning, but inside Ruqayyah’s bedroom, peace did not exist.

She sat upright on the edge of the bed, her shoulders heavy with exhaustion, her mind drowning beneath waves of anxiety she could no longer contain.

For the fourth time in less than ten minutes, she picked up her phone and dialed Omar’s number.

Nothing.

The call failed again.

Her fingers tightened around the phone before she tried once more, stubbornly refusing to give up despite already knowing what awaited her on the other side.

Still unreachable.

A painful ache twisted inside her chest.

Slowly, her face crumpled. Tears gathered in her eyes as she lifted her gaze toward the ceiling, searching for strength she no longer felt she possessed.

“Oh God...” she whispered brokenly. 

“What did I ever do to this man?”

Her voice trembled.

“Why is it that every time I force myself to find peace... every time I finally manage to calm my heart... he always finds exactly what to do to destroy that peace again?”

The tears escaped before she could stop them.

Outside the bedroom door, 

Warda stood silently in the hallway, listening.

For a brief moment, something close to sympathy flickered across her face. Hearing Ruqayyah cry stirred a small, uncomfortable softness inside her chest.

But then she remembered the argument from two days earlier... how Ruqayyah had scolded her harshly and blamed her for speaking out of turn.

The sympathy faded almost immediately.

Instead, a quiet satisfaction curled inside her thoughts.

“Serves you right,” she thought bitterly. 

“You’ve been acting too proud lately.”

A faint smile touched her lips before she turned and walked away from the door.

Inside the room, Ruqayyah continued crying for several seconds more before finally forcing herself to stop. She wiped her tears aggressively, as though angry at herself for breaking down again.

Then she stood.

Without hesitation, she grabbed her car keys and hurried out of the room.

Moments later, she emerged from the house and rushed toward her car. Her movements carried the urgency of someone whose heart could no longer sit still.

She climbed into the driver’s seat, started the engine, and sped away from the house without looking back.

––––––––
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AT SALIM’S HOUSE, THE morning carried a completely different kind of tension.

Salim and Omar stepped out through the front gate together, both men looking exhausted in their own ways.

Salim let out a low whistle, shaking his head.

“Bro, you nearly burned my entire house down trying to prove a point,” he said with a dry laugh. 

“Then somehow you ended up saving me afterward. That whole thing was way too close.”

Omar said nothing.

He kept walking slowly, his eyes distant, his mind clearly trapped somewhere else entirely.

As they reached the road outside the gate, Salim suddenly frowned and glanced around.

“Wait...” He looked again. 

“Where’s your car? Did someone steal it or something? Or did you leave it at home? How did you even get here?”

Omar’s expression darkened.

“I got into an accident.”

Salim blinked. “What?”

“The car burned,” Omar said flatly. 

“There’s nothing left except ashes.”

For a moment, Salim stared at him, unsure whether to believe him.

“Hold on... are you serious?”

Omar finally stopped walking.

He dragged a hand over his face before gripping the back of his neck tightly, lowering his head as frustration consumed him.

“Your wife is protecting her friend,” 

He muttered bitterly. 

“I’m telling you, Salim... I’m completely sure now. Ruqayyah really does have another man.”

Salim’s expression shifted instantly.

“If Husna is the one who told you that,” he said carefully, 

“Then you need to think twice before believing her.”

Omar looked at him sharply but remained silent.

Salim sighed.

“I’m not denying that Husna is attractive,” he continued. 

“But there’s something wrong with her intentions when it comes to marriages. I’ve started noticing it myself.”

He leaned against the gate thoughtfully before continuing.

“Husna is not someone you should trust. Especially when it comes to advice about relationships.”

Omar stared at the road ahead, jaw tightening.

“Then why does it still feel true?” he asked quietly. 

“Why does everything she said feel real inside my head?”

Salim paused before answering.

“Think about it this way,” he said. 

“All our wives hate Husna. Every single one of them. They pushed her away because they’re afraid she’ll ruin their marriages... and honestly, she’s good at creating chaos.”

He gave a humorless laugh.

“They’re all married. She’s the only one who isn’t. So from her perspective, she probably feels like they look down on her... like they think they’re more valuable because they have husbands and she doesn’t.”

His eyes narrowed slightly.

“If you were in her position, wouldn’t you eventually start wanting to destroy the very thing people keep making you feel excluded from? Wouldn’t you want to ruin those marriages... just to make sure nobody gets to enjoy the happiness they keep flaunting in front of you?”

Omar turned toward him slowly.

“If you understand all that,” he asked, 

“Then why are you still sleeping with a woman you know came into your life specifically to destroy your marriage?”

The question hit harder than Salim expected.

But he recovered quickly.

“And why are you still involved with Abigail,” 

He countered, 

“When you know perfectly well she came into your life for the exact same reason?”

“I already ended things with Abigail,” 

Omar replied immediately. “I’m done with her.”

His voice carried a firmness Salim had never heard before.

“In fact, I think I’m done with every woman outside my marriage. I don’t think I’ll ever cheat again.”

Then his expression darkened once more.

“The problem now is the poison Husna planted in my mind.”

Salim rubbed his face tiredly.

“Husna isn’t a woman you build trust around.”

Omar gave a cold laugh.

“But she’s still a woman you keep going back to.”

That silenced Salim for a moment.

Finally, he exhaled heavily and shook his head.

“I don’t even know what’s wrong with me, bro,” 

He admitted quietly. 

“That girl knows exactly how to drive me insane. I swear sometimes I feel like she put something in me.”

Then he waved the conversation away.

“Anyway, enough about my problems. Wait here... I’ll bring the car out and take you home.”

He looked Omar up and down before grimacing.

“You look terrible. And you smell like smoke. Honestly, you smell like you just walked out of a burning barbecue.”

For the first time that morning, the corner of Omar’s mouth twitched faintly.

Salim disappeared back inside the gate, leaving Omar standing alone outside.

And suddenly, the silence around him felt unbearable.

––––––––
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BY THE TIME RUQAYYAH arrived at Takia’s house, her emotions were barely holding together.

Her car stopped abruptly outside the gate.

Takia was already standing by the doorway waiting for her, concern written clearly across her face the moment she saw Ruqayyah step out of the vehicle.

Without needing to ask questions, she immediately led her inside.

The two women settled into the living room, and for several seconds Ruqayyah struggled to even begin speaking.

Takia reached for her hand gently.

“What exactly happened?”

The question alone nearly shattered the fragile control Ruqayyah had left.

“Omar...” she whispered painfully. 

“He never came home last night.”

Her voice cracked.

“I kept calling him all night. The phone would ring and ring, but he never answered...”

She swallowed hard.

“And eventually the phone just switched off completely.”

Takia closed her eyes briefly in frustration.

“Oh, these men...” she muttered under her breath. 

“Just two weeks ago the two of you finally made peace. Your home was calm again. And now he’s already creating another fight?”

Ruqayyah looked down at her trembling hands.

“I swear my heart hurts so much,” 

She admitted softly. 

“I don’t even know what I’m supposed to do anymore.”

Tears burned behind her eyes again.

“They always say marriage requires patience... but I’ve already endured so much.”

Her breathing became uneven.

“And now...” she whispered helplessly, 

“I genuinely don’t know how much more I have left inside me.”

––––––––
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SOME NIGHTS DO NOT end when the sun rises.

They follow people into the morning...

Into their homes.

Their marriages.

Their silence.

A burning car can be replaced.

A broken heart can pretend to heal.

But once suspicion enters love,

even peace begins to sound like a lie.

Omar survived the fire.

What he does not know yet...

is whether his marriage will survive the ashes too.

And somewhere between truth and paranoia,

between loyalty and betrayal,

three marriages have already begun drifting toward a storm none of them are prepared for.

Because sometimes the most dangerous thing in a relationship is not cheating.

It is the moment trust starts searching for proof.
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CHAPTER TWO: 

Poisoned Trust
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AT ABIGAIL’S APARTMENT, the curtains remained tightly shut against the morning light, leaving the living room dim despite the rising sun outside. She sat curled at one end of the couch with her phone in hand, irritation growing with every failed attempt to reach Omar.

Again, she called.

Again, the line refused to connect.

Her jaw tightened.

At first the calls had rung unanswered through the night. Now the phone seemed completely unreachable.

Or blocked.

That possibility irritated her even more.

“So this is what we’re doing now?” she muttered bitterly. 

“You used to answer every time I called. Now suddenly your phone is dead?”

She ended the call aggressively and immediately dialed another number from memory.

The line connected after only two rings.

“Hey, sister.”

Juliana’s calm voice answered from the other side. “What happened now?”

Abigail leaned back dramatically against the couch.

“Omar isn’t answering my calls anymore. I think he blocked me.” Her frustration sharpened. 

“Honestly, I’m thinking of going to his office and causing a scene. Or maybe I should go straight to his house.”

Juliana sighed patiently, already sounding exhausted by Abigail’s impulsiveness.

“How many times have I told you to calm down?”

Abigail rolled her eyes.

“I am calm.”

“No, you’re emotional. And emotional people ruin good plans.”

That sentence quieted Abigail almost immediately.

Juliana continued speaking with the composed confidence of someone who enjoyed controlling situations from behind the curtain.

“Listen to me carefully,” 

She said. 

“If Omar says he left you, let him believe he’s in control for now. Don’t panic. We already have a better plan.”

A slow smile began creeping across Abigail’s face.

“Our new plan,” she whispered.

“Exactly.”

Abigail sat upright now, excitement replacing frustration.

“I know it’s going to work,” 

She said confidently. 

“The moment I tell him I’m pregnant with his child, everything changes. Once Ruqayyah hears about the pregnancy...” 

She laughed softly beneath her breath. “That woman will ask for divorce herself. And once Omar loses his marriage, he won’t have any reason to stay away from me.”

Juliana smiled faintly on the other side of the call.

“That,” she said proudly, 

“is why I told you to relax.”

Then her tone sharpened slightly.

“But if you rush things now, Omar might start questioning the pregnancy before we finish what we started.”

Abigail nodded immediately, even though Juliana could not see her.

“You’re right.”

“Of course I’m right.”

Abigail laughed quietly.

“I swear, sister, your brain is dangerous.”

Juliana chuckled smugly.

“You already know I never leave leftovers unfinished.”

That made Abigail laugh harder.

“Fine,” she said finally. 

“I’ll behave. I’ll follow your instructions.”

“Good.” 

Papers shuffled faintly in the background. 

“I’m still at work right now. We’ll talk later.”

“Okay.”

The call ended.

For several seconds Abigail remained seated there staring at her reflection in the dark phone screen.

Then slowly, a satisfied smile spread across her face.

Not the smile of a woman in love.

The smile of someone convinced victory was already hers.

––––––––
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MEANWHILE, AT OMAR’S house, Ruqayyah’s car rolled into the driveway and stopped abruptly.

She stepped out quickly and headed inside without hesitation.

The moment she entered the bedroom, she froze.

Omar lay asleep on the bed.

Deeply asleep.

For a few seconds she simply stood there staring at him, disbelief and anger battling across her face. The entire night she had suffered while imagining betrayal, humiliation, abandonment...

And here he was sleeping peacefully.

Something inside her snapped.

She marched toward the bed furiously and shook him hard.

“You!” she burst out. 

“What is wrong with you?”

Omar startled awake instantly, confusion clouding his face.

“Ruqayyah...”

“No. Don’t speak yet.” She pointed at him sharply. 

“I’m going to ask you five questions, and you will wait until I finish all five before you answer.”

But Omar interrupted quietly before she could continue.

“I had a car accident.”

The words stopped her.

Omar slowly sat upright, exhaustion visible in every movement.

“I crashed into a Scania truck last night,” 

He continued hoarsely. 

“The front of my car was destroyed. I kept driving it anyway trying to get away...” His eyes lowered briefly. “Then the car caught fire while I was still inside.”

Ruqayyah stared at him blankly.

“There was smoke everywhere,” he said quietly. 

“The doors locked. I almost died in that car.”

Silence filled the room.
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