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This book is dedicated to those who have ever stood between two worlds... and belonged fully to neither.

To the ones who have loved deeply, yet found themselves questioned, judged, or misunderstood for it.

To those who carried dreams that were never truly their own... but were expected to live them anyway.

This is for every person who has been told what their future should look like...

and felt their own heart quietly resisting.

For those who have made choices too late...

and for those who could not make them at all.

For the silent fighters...

the ones who smile while everything inside them is collapsing.

The ones who carry burdens that no one else sees...

and still wake up to face another day.

This story belongs to you.

Because sometimes...

life is not about choosing what is right or wrong...

but choosing what you can live with.

And sometimes...

even that choice comes at a cost.
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EPIGRAPH
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Not every truth is spoken when it should be.

Not every decision is made when it matters most.

Some things are delayed...

some things are hidden...

and some things are allowed to grow beyond control.

But time does not forget.

And when truth finally rises...

it does not ask who is ready.

It simply arrives.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This story was written from a place of observation... not imagination alone.

It reflects a reality where love does not exist in isolation.

Where feelings are not enough to shape a future.

Where family, expectation, survival, and fear all compete for control over a single decision.

The characters in this book are not perfect.

They hesitate.

They hide.

They make choices they believe are right... only to realize later that those choices carry consequences they never anticipated.

Some of them speak too late.

Some remain silent for too long.

And some... never fully understand the weight of what they’ve done until it can no longer be undone.

This is not a story about heroes and villains.

It is a story about people.

People who are trying...

failing...

learning...

and sometimes losing more than they expected.

If you find yourself frustrated by their decisions...

then you are reading it correctly.

Because life rarely gives us perfect clarity in the moment.

It only gives us understanding... after everything has already changed.
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PREFACE
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In a place where life appears simple, complexity hides in plain sight.

The roads are familiar.

The faces are known.

The routines rarely change.

But beneath that surface...

there are conversations that never happen.

Truths that are never spoken.

And decisions that are postponed until they become unavoidable.

This story begins quietly.

There is no sudden chaos.

No immediate collapse.

Instead, it unfolds slowly...

through small moments that seem insignificant at first.

A word left unsaid.

A truth slightly altered.

A decision delayed.

Each one harmless on its own.

But together...

they begin to shape something far more dangerous.

Because the most powerful turning points in life are not always loud.

Sometimes...

they are silent.
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PROLOGUE
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Before everything changed... there was still time.

Time to speak honestly.

Time to choose clearly.

Time to prevent what was coming.

But time does not wait for certainty.

It moves forward... regardless of hesitation.

It continues... regardless of fear.

And in that movement...

moments pass unnoticed.

A conversation that could have shifted everything...

left incomplete.

A truth that could have saved someone...

left hidden.

A decision that could have changed the future...

left unmade.

And so...

what could have been avoided...

became inevitable.

Not because anyone intended it...

but because no one stopped it.
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CHAPTER ONE 

Emotional Collapse


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


In the first book, When Love Isn’t Enough, dreams were born in fragile places... in whispered promises, stolen glances, and the quiet hope that love alone could carry two people through the weight of the world. Rama and Halima believed in that kind of love. 

The kind that feels unbreakable... until reality begins to press against it.

But love, as they would learn, does not always stand undefeated.

And now... the story continues.

––––––––

[image: ]


Rama took her hand gently, almost as if he feared she might disappear if he held on too tightly. He lifted it slowly, guiding it toward his cheek, pressing it there as though her touch alone could steady the storm inside him. 

Then he brought his other hand up, holding her face between his palms.

“Look at me,” he said quietly.

His voice carried no force, no command... only a quiet urgency.

Halima hesitated, but her eyes eventually rose to meet his. For a moment, neither of them spoke. 

The world around them seemed to fall away, leaving only the weight of what stood between them.

“Look at me,” he repeated, softer this time. 

“And decide.”

Her lips parted slightly, but no words came out. Her gaze searched his face... as if hoping to find an answer there instead of within herself. But there was none.

Slowly, she pulled away from his hands.

“I can’t...” she whispered, stepping back. 

“I can’t decide.”

Rama watched her, something in his eyes dimming, though he tried to hold it together.

“Then choose what matters most,” he said. 

“Do what is important... for your family.”

Halima turned to him sharply, confusion and disbelief flickering across her face.

“For my family?” she repeated.

Rama nodded faintly.

“Our love matters,” he said. 

“It does... but your family matters too.”

There was no anger in his voice. That was what hurt the most. No accusation. No pleading. Just acceptance... or something dangerously close to it.

Before she could respond, he stepped back... then turned.

And walked away.

Halima stood frozen, her breath growing uneven as she watched him leave. Each step he took felt like something tearing inside her chest. She tried to speak, to call him back... but her voice refused to come.

Her knees weakened. She lowered her head, her body folding into itself as quiet sobs began to escape her.

And still... she said nothing.

––––––––
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A moment later, Halima remained seated in the very same spot where they had been, as if rooted to the ground by the weight pressing down on her. 

Her mind was a storm of tangled thoughts, each one louder than the last, yet offering no clarity. 

The pressure built inside her chest, tight and unrelenting, leaving her suspended in a cruel stillness... unable to decide, unable to move, and unsure of what came next.

For a moment, she just sat there... staring at nothing.

Then the memories came.

Rama’s face... the way he had looked at her.

The words she had said... the ones she had not.

Their love... everything they had built together, piece by piece, moment by moment.

And then... her mother’s voice.

Firm. Certain. Unyielding.

“This is for your own good,” Halima’s mother had said. 

“And for the good of this family.”

The words echoed in her mind, clear and heavy.

“Haruna loves you. He can take care of you. He can provide for you... and for us.”

Halima squeezed her eyes shut, but it only made the memories sharper.

“This is our way out,” her mother had continued. 

“A chance to escape the struggles we’ve been living in.”

A chance.

A way out.

Halima’s breathing grew uneven again. Her chest tightened as though something inside her was being pulled in opposite directions.

Then Rama’s voice returned to her.

“Look at me... and tell me, with your own mouth... are you ready to leave our relationship because of your family’s struggles?”

Her eyes flew open.

She remembered that moment clearly.

The silence that followed.

The answer she couldn’t give.

And now... she still didn’t have one.

A broken sound escaped her as she buried her face in her hands, her shoulders shaking under the weight of everything she could not resolve.

––––––––
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Elsewhere, Rama sat alone.

The same place he had once sat before... long ago, at the very beginning of everything. The place where his journey had first quietly unfolded.

Now, it felt different.

He leaned forward slightly, his elbows resting on his knees, his hands loosely clasped. 

His eyes were distant, unfocused... as though he was looking at something far beyond what was in front of him.

Life had a way of cornering people.

Especially here.

Especially for people like them.

In places where survival was not guaranteed... where every choice carried consequences far greater than the heart alone could bear.

For young people, the path was never simple.

Dreams were often forced to compete with reality.

And reality... rarely lost.

Sometimes, life pushed them into decisions they never imagined making. Decisions that didn’t just shape their future... but quietly destroyed it.

And love...

Love was not always strong enough to protect them.

Sometimes, it became the very thing that complicated everything.

The thing that forced impossible choices.

Between love... and a better life.

Between the heart... and survival.

Rama exhaled slowly, his jaw tightening.

How could someone choose?

How could anyone look at the person they loved... and still walk away?

And yet...

How could they not?

Because in the end, it wasn’t just about love.

It was about hunger.

Responsibility.

Family.

It was about the quiet, relentless pressure that shaped the lives of so many young people... especially girls like Halima.

Girls who grew up in families where dreams were not just personal... they were collective. Where one decision could lift everyone... or leave them all behind.

Girls who learned, far too early, that sometimes love was a luxury they could not afford.

Rama lowered his head slightly, his thoughts heavy.

Somewhere, deep down, he already understood the truth.

Even if Halima chose him...

Life would still demand something from them.

And life... always collected its debts.

He closed his eyes briefly.

And for the first time...

He didn’t know what he was supposed to fight for anymore.

––––––––
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The street had never felt this urgent before.

A worn-out bicycle rattled over the uneven ground, its metal frame protesting under the weight it carried. 

On it, half-supported and barely conscious, lay Flora’s mother. Her body seemed fragile, almost too fragile for the chaos surrounding her.

Ibrah gripped the handlebars tightly, his jaw clenched, his focus sharp. 

Sweat traced down his temples as he pedaled with everything he had.

“Careful... careful!” 

One of the young men shouted as they steadied the bicycle from the sides.

Josee ran alongside them, his hand firmly holding the back, making sure she didn’t slip. The other two youths pushed from behind, their breaths heavy, their urgency louder than their words.

“Faster, Ibrah!” Josee urged. 

“We’re almost there!”

Ibrah didn’t respond. He couldn’t. Every ounce of his strength was already poured into moving forward. The only thing in his mind was reaching the hospital... before it was too late.

Flora’s mother let out a faint, strained sound.

It cut through all of them.

“Hold on, Mama... just hold on,” Ibrah muttered under his breath, as if she could hear him, as if his words alone could keep her here.

The bicycle pushed forward, wobbling, struggling... but refusing to stop.

––––––––
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Not far from there, another storm was unfolding.

Flora stood facing Neema, her chest rising and falling sharply, anger burning through her like fire that had waited too long to be released.

“You left her!” Flora snapped, her voice sharp, cutting. 

“You left our mother and went off chasing your stupid distractions!”

Neema’s eyes hardened instantly.

“Don’t start, Flora,” she shot back, her tone just as harsh. 

“You don’t get to talk like that.”

Flora took a step closer, her frustration spilling over.

“So that thing you’re doing... whatever nonsense you’re busy with... it matters more to you than your own mother?” she demanded. 

“Is that it?”

Neema let out a bitter laugh, shaking her head.

“You really want to talk about caring?” she said, her voice rising. “You?”

The word hit differently.

Flora’s expression shifted, just for a second... but it was enough.

“What is that supposed to mean?” Flora asked, her voice tightening.

Neema stepped forward now, her eyes locked onto Flora’s.

“It means don’t pretend like you’re better than me,” she said. “You walked away.”

Something snapped.

The sound of the slap echoed between them.

For a moment, everything went silent.

Neema’s head turned slightly from the impact, her hand slowly rising to her cheek. She didn’t speak. She didn’t move.

Flora’s breathing grew heavier, but the anger that had driven her a second ago suddenly collapsed into something else... something fragile.

Regret.

“Neema...” she said softly, her voice trembling now. 

“I...”

She reached out, her hand hesitant, as if trying to take back what had just happened.

But Neema stopped her.

Grabbing Flora’s wrist mid-air, she held it firmly and pushed it away.

“No,” Neema said coldly.

Flora froze.

“If you really cared about her that much,” Neema continued, her voice sharp but shaking underneath, 

“you wouldn’t be living far away. You would be there... with her.”

Each word landed heavier than the last.

“You would be the one taking care of her,” she added. 

“You would be the one taking her to the hospital when she needs it.”

Flora’s eyes began to fill, the weight of those words pressing against everything she had been holding inside.

“That’s not my fault...” Flora whispered, her voice breaking. 

“I didn’t leave... I was sent away.”

Neema’s expression tightened, her anger shifting into something deeper... something more painful.

“Our mother is sick,” 

She said, her voice lower now, but heavier. “She has high blood pressure. Do you know why?”

Flora said nothing.

“It’s stress,” Neema continued. 

“The stress she carries every day.”

Her voice trembled slightly now, though she fought to keep it steady.

“Being abandoned by our father...” she said. 

“And living without you.”

Flora’s tears slipped free.

“She misses you,” Neema added, her eyes glistening now despite her anger. 

“More than you think.”

Flora’s lips trembled.

“She wants you to come back home,” Neema said. 

“But she doesn’t even know how to tell you that.”

Silence fell between them again... but this time, it was heavier. Filled with everything that had been said... and everything that hadn’t.

Neema swallowed hard, her emotions threatening to spill over. But instead of letting them, she turned.

“I’m not the problem here,” 

She muttered, her voice tight with restrained emotion.

And then she walked away.

Flora didn’t follow.

She couldn’t.

She stood there, alone, her body trembling slightly as the tears came without restraint now.

Everything felt too much.

The anger.

The guilt.

The truth.

And somewhere, beneath it all... the quiet realization that some distances were not measured in miles... but in choices, pain, and the things left unsaid.

Flora slowly sank to the ground, her sobs no longer held back.

And for the first time...

She didn’t know how to fix any of it.

––––––––
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Halima did not slow down when she reached home.

Tears blurred her vision as she stepped into the yard, her breath uneven, her chest tight with everything she had been holding in. 

Her mother sat on a woven mat just outside, sorting through vegetables, her movements calm... unaware of the storm approaching.

“Halima...” her mother called, lifting her head.

But Halima didn’t stop.

She walked past her as if she hadn’t heard a thing, her footsteps quick, almost desperate. Within seconds, she was inside. The door shut behind her with a dull force. 

And then... silence.

Her mother frowned, rising slowly to her feet.

“Halima!” she called again, louder this time, moving toward the room.

She reached the door and knocked.

“Open the door,” she said, her tone shifting from calm to concern. 

“Halima, what’s wrong?”

No answer.

Inside, Halima sat on the edge of her bed, her body folded inward, her face buried in her hands. Her shoulders trembled as quiet sobs escaped her, each one heavier than the last.

“Halima, I’m talking to you,” 

Her mother insisted, knocking again. 

“Open this door.”

But Halima didn’t move.

It wasn’t that she couldn’t hear her.

She just couldn’t face her.

Not now.

Not after everything.

Her mind was still tangled in Rama’s voice... in her mother’s words... in the impossible choice that now sat in front of her like a wall she could neither climb nor break.

“Please...” her mother’s voice softened slightly from the other side of the door. 

“At least say something.”

Halima squeezed her eyes shut, fresh tears slipping down her cheeks.

But her silence remained.

And outside... the knocking slowly faded into quiet uncertainty.

––––––––
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At the same time, Rama returned home.

The walk had felt longer than usual... heavier. Each step carried thoughts he could not silence, questions he could not answer.

He stepped inside without a word, his presence unnoticed at first. The house felt still, almost too still.

Without greeting anyone, he went straight to his room.

The door creaked open, then shut behind him.

He didn’t bother to sit.

He simply let himself fall onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling, his mind running in circles.

Halima.

Her face.

Her silence.

His decision.

“I’ve let her go...” 

He murmured under his breath, as if saying it out loud might make it feel real.

But it didn’t.

It only made it heavier.

A soft knock broke through his thoughts.

Before he could respond, the door opened slightly, and his mother stepped in.

She studied him for a moment... the way he lay there, unmoving, lost somewhere far away.

“Rama,” she said gently.

He didn’t answer.

She walked closer and sat at the edge of the bed, her presence quiet but firm.

“I heard you came in,” she said. 

“You didn’t even greet me.”

Still, he said nothing.

She sighed softly, then reached out, placing her hand lightly on his shoulder.

“Whatever it is,” she said, 

“don’t let it consume you like this.”

Rama finally turned his head slightly, his eyes tired.

“It’s not something I can just ignore,” he said quietly.

“I know,” she replied. 

“But thinking too much won’t fix it.”

She paused, choosing her words carefully.

“Right now, you need to think about your life,” she continued. “About what you’re going to do. How you’re going to stand on your own feet... how you’re going to earn something, even if it’s small.”

Rama let out a faint, humorless breath.

“Life...” he muttered. 

“Everything comes back to that, doesn’t it?”

“It has to,” she said. 

“Because life doesn’t wait for anyone.”

Silence settled between them for a moment.

Then Rama spoke again.

“I’ve decided to let her go,” he said.

His mother’s hand stilled.

“To let Halima marry Haruna.”

The words hung in the air.

She pulled back slightly, looking at him more closely now.

“That’s your decision?” she asked.

Rama nodded faintly, though his expression betrayed the weight behind it.

“It’s better for her,” he said. 

“For her family.”

His mother shook her head slowly.

“No,” she said. 

“That’s not better for you.”

Rama didn’t respond.

“And it might not even be better for her,” she added.

He frowned slightly, turning his gaze toward her.

“You think I don’t know her mother doesn’t like you?” she continued. 

“I know. Everyone knows.”

Rama looked away again.

“But you and Halima love each other,” she said firmly. 

“That matters.”

“It’s not enough,” he replied, his voice low.

“Maybe not,” she admitted. 

“But letting her go like this... that’s not the answer either.”

Rama’s jaw tightened.

“If you walk away now,” she went on, 

“don’t be surprised if one day you regret it.”

The word lingered.

Regret.

It settled somewhere deep inside him, uncomfortable... familiar.

“She could marry him,” his mother said quietly. 

“And you... you’ll be left wondering what would have happened if you had fought for her.”

Rama closed his eyes briefly.

He had already imagined that.

Too many times.

“And what if I fight,” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper, “and still lose?”

His mother didn’t answer immediately.

Because sometimes...

There was no answer that could make it easier.

She simply looked at him, her expression soft but steady.

“Then at least you’ll know you didn’t give up,” she said.

Rama opened his eyes again, staring at nothing in particular.

The room felt smaller somehow... tighter.

Caught between what he believed was right...

And what he feared might destroy him.

And for the first time since making his decision...

Doubt began to settle in.

––––––––
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The hospital corridor carried its usual rhythm... hurried footsteps, distant voices, the quiet hum of machines fighting to keep people alive.

Nurse Merry stood near the nurses’ station, her phone pressed to her ear, her tone urgent but controlled.

“Yes... I’m calling about your mother,” she said. 

“She’s here at the hospital. Some young men brought her in. They said they found her collapsed on the road.”

She paused, listening.

“You should come as soon as possible.”

Neema was walking along the street when her phone rang.

She glanced at the screen, then answered without hesitation.

“Hello?”

Her expression changed almost instantly.

“What?” she said, stopping mid-step.

People passed her, but she didn’t notice.

“I’m coming right now,” she added quickly, her voice tightening. “I’m on my way.”

She ended the call and stood still for a second... just one second... as the weight of the news hit her.

Then she moved.

Fast.

––––––––
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Not far away, Flora sat on the ground, her back resting against a wall, her head lowered, lost in the mess of her thoughts. The argument with Neema still echoed in her mind, each word replaying itself like it refused to let her breathe.

Then her phone rang.

The sound felt distant at first, like it didn’t belong to her. But it kept ringing.

Slowly, she reached into her bag and pulled it out.

“Hello?” she answered weakly.

“Flora!” Neema’s voice came through, rushed, breathless. 

“I just got a call... they said our mother is in the hospital!”

Flora’s head shot up.

“What?”

“They found her collapsed,” Neema continued. 

“I’m already on my way. You need to come now.”

The phone nearly slipped from Flora’s hand.

“I’m coming,” she said quickly, already rising to her feet. 

“I’m coming right now.”

She didn’t wait another second.

She ran.

Neema moved through the street quickly, her steps uneven as she tried to call Flora again, making sure she had heard, making sure she was coming.

“Flora, listen,” she said into the phone, her voice strained. 

“They said it’s serious... we need to get there fast.”

She swallowed hard, trying to keep herself together.

“Just... hurry.”

––––––––
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That same evening, in a very different part of town, Halima stood outside Haruna’s house.

The gate loomed in front of her, heavy, intimidating... like everything it represented.

She hesitated for a moment.

Then she knocked.

After a few seconds, the door opened, and an older man stood there... 

The house was watched over by an aging guard, a man whose presence carried both quiet authority and lived experience. His name is Mzee Mashaka... a name that seemed to echo the weight of years he had seen, and the many stories he kept buried behind his calm, observant eyes.

He looked at Halima carefully.

“Yes?” he asked.

“Is Haruna’s mother here?” Halima said, her voice low but steady. “I need to speak with her.”

He studied her for a brief moment, then nodded.

“Wait here.”

Inside, the house carried a different kind of calm.

Haruna and Albab sat near the television, focused on a football match or perhaps a game console, their attention divided between competition and laughter. 

Their mother sat nearby, composed, flipping through a newspaper, a glass of juice resting beside her.

The calm broke when Mzee Mashaka stepped in.

“There’s a young lady outside,” he said. 

“She says she wants to speak with you.”

“With me?” Haruna’s mother asked, looking up.

“She said her name is Halima.”

Haruna’s mother turned her head slowly, her gaze settling on Haruna and Albab, who were completely absorbed in the match, their attention locked onto the screen as though the world around them had momentarily ceased to exist.

Then, almost as if pulled back by a quieter, more pressing reality, her eyes shifted away.

She turned back toward Mzee Mashaka, her expression changing ever so slightly... the softness fading, replaced by something more deliberate, more knowing.

“Let her in,” she said.

––––––––
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Moments later, Halima stood outside in the courtyard with Haruna’s mother, the open air offering a quiet kind of privacy that the house could not. 

It was clear, without a single word being said, that this was a conversation not meant for Haruna to hear... something too delicate, too heavy, to be spoken within his reach.

Halima seemed different.

Smaller... not in body, but in presence.

Quieter... as though the world had pressed down on her just enough to dim something that once lived more freely within her.

Even the way she stood carried a weight that could not be hidden. It lingered in the slight curve of her shoulders, in the careful way she held herself, as if trying not to fall apart in front of someone who was already watching too closely.

Haruna’s mother studied her in silence for a moment, taking in what words had not yet explained.

“My mother told you that we went to the hospital,” Halima said 

“And that I was not pregnant.”

She paused.

“That was a lie.”

The place went still.

Halima’s voice trembled slightly now... but she didn’t stop.

“I am pregnant,” she said. 

“Two months.”

Haruna’s mother’s fingers tightened slightly where he sat.

“And the child...” Halima continued, her voice soft but firm, 

“is Rama’s.”

The silence that followed was heavy enough to break.

Halima took a breath.

“So... please,” she said. 

“Stop this wedding.”

Her eyes dropped briefly, then rose again, filled with quiet pain.

“I am not ready to marry your son,” she added. 

“I know he loves me, yes... but I don’t love him.”

Haruna’s mother looked away.

“I love Rama,” she said. 

“And I’m not ready to lose him.”

No one spoke.

Not immediately.

Then Haruna’s mother exhaled slowly, shaking her head once.

“I knew it,” she said. 

“I knew your mother wasn’t telling the truth.”

Halima said nothing.

For a moment, the older woman simply observed her... measuring, thinking.

Halima’s breath caught.

“I understand your situation,” Haruna’s mother continued. 

“For now, I’ll speak with my son. We’ll decide what needs to be done.”

The words were calm... too calm.

Controlled.

Practical.

Just as Halima was about to turn and leave, the quiet tension of the courtyard shifted.

The door behind them opened.

Haruna stepped out.

He stopped almost immediately, surprised to find Halima standing there with his mother. For a brief second, he said nothing... as if trying to understand what he had just walked into.

Then, softly... almost instinctively, he spoke.

“Hey, Halima.”

She hadn’t seen him.

Not until that moment.

Halima turned, her movement slow, almost hesitant, and her eyes found his. They held each other’s gaze for a brief moment... just long enough for something unspoken to pass between them.

It wasn’t warmth.

It wasn’t distance either.

It was something in between... something unresolved.

From where she stood, Haruna's Mother watched closely. She saw the way her son looked at Halima... the quiet intensity in his eyes, the familiarity that still lingered despite everything she had just been told.

And suddenly, she felt caught between two truths.

The one she had heard... and the one she could see.

For a moment, she didn’t know which one to trust.

“Haruna,” she said, stepping in gently, though there was urgency beneath her calm tone. 

“Halima was just leaving. She came to pass a message from her mother... that’s all.”

Her eyes shifted briefly to Halima.

“You can go now.”

The words were polite.

But firm.

Halima didn’t argue.

She simply nodded slightly, as if she had expected this... or perhaps accepted it long before it was spoken.

But Haruna wasn’t ready to let the moment end.

“Wait,” he said quickly. 

“Let me walk you out.”

Before Halima could respond, his mother spoke again, this time more directly.

“There’s no need,” she said. 

“Let her go. You’ll only delay her.”

Haruna glanced at her, then back at Halima.

“I’ll just take her to the gate,” he insisted quietly.

It wasn’t really a question.
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