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To those who have ever stood at a crossroads

where every path demanded a sacrifice.

To the sons forced to choose between loyalty and survival.

To the daughters told their destiny was already written.

To the fathers who learned too late that power cannot protect everything.

And to the brothers who would rather break themselves

than break each other.

This book is for you.
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EPIGRAPH
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“Freeze.

If you run, you’re dead.

If you don’t run, you’re still dead.

If you so much as bend... you’re dead.

In short, even the slightest movement...

and you’re dead.”

Some traps are not designed to kill you.

They are designed to make you choose who dies.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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Book Two was written in tension.

Not just tension between characters...

but tension between ideas.

This story explores the dangerous intersection of pride, tradition, revenge, and love. It examines what happens when authority is challenged, when loyalty is tested, and when silence becomes a weapon.

The world within these pages is dramatic and heightened. Yet its core conflicts are very real. Families fracture. Systems protect themselves. Power resists being questioned.

If Book One was about falling...

Book Two is about being trapped before you hit the ground.

And sometimes, the fall is not what breaks you.

It is the choice made before impact.

... Ken Haych
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There comes a moment in every life when the illusion of control dissolves.

You believe you are moving freely. You believe your decisions are your own. You believe loyalty will be rewarded and love will be protected.

Then one event rearranges everything.

One accusation.

One condition.

One curse.

One decision.

And suddenly you realize... the game was older than you.

In this story, a son faces prison not for what he did, but for what his father once refused to do. A friend loses his voice not because he lacked courage, but because he had too much of it. A girl discovers that love alone cannot dismantle tradition. And a man learns that revenge ripens with time.

This is not a story about heroes.

It is a story about pressure.

About what pressure reveals.

About what breaks first... and what refuses to.

Welcome back to the world of Weakened.

The trap is tighter now.
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PROLOGUE
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Power does not announce itself.

It waits.

It watches.

It studies weakness.

Years ago, two men stood side by side in uniform, believing loyalty was permanent. They shared ambition. They shared danger. They shared hunger.

Then promotion came.

One rose faster.

One waited longer.

One stopped answering calls.

The other kept dialing.

Pride grew in silence.

Resentment aged in the dark.

Neither realized that revenge does not need speed.

It needs memory. Years later, a son would stand in a room he did not build, facing consequences he did not create.

A friend would challenge authority without understanding its depth.A girl would learn that destiny can be rewritten... but not without blood.

And a woman would prove that tradition, when threatened, does not negotiate.

This is the story of what happens when pride matures into vengeance.

This is the story of a generation paying for decisions made before they were born.

This is not the fall.

This is the tightening.

Welcome to Book Two.
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CHAPTER ONE 

The Fugitive Son


“When a single lie turns a son into a criminal

before the truth wakes up.”
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Every story has a beginning. Every conflict has a root. Every incident is born from something that came before it.

This one began with four teenage boys.

Rajab.

Rashid.

Rahim.

Ramadhan.

Four names. Four boys. From Bagamoyo, Tanzania.

They were notorious. Mischievous in everything. Restless. Fearless. They did not call themselves friends. They called themselves brothers. They were famous both in school and in the neighborhood. Their reputation did not come from academic trophies or discipline awards. It came from chaos, pranks, street scuffles, and bold defiance.

Yet beneath the rebellion, there was loyalty. Despite their recklessness, they loved one another fiercely and stood together in every matter, good or bad.

But that is not where our story truly begins.

It began the day Rajab fell into the quiet trap of love.

A beautiful girl named Amne Salum loved him with a devotion that bordered on obsession. She loved him more than she loved herself. Unfortunately, Rajab’s heart belonged elsewhere. He was hopelessly in love with another girl, Shufaa, who did not even know he existed in that way.

You see, Rajab had always been what people jokingly called “the concrete mouth.” Words of affection refused to leave him. He could fight, laugh, defy authority, but he could not confess love. He longed to tell Shufaa how deeply he cared for her, yet the words died in his throat every single time.

So the nights became restless.

Amne lost sleep because of Rajab.

Rajab lost sleep because of Shufaa.

Shufaa slept peacefully, untouched by the storms raging in two hearts.

Except for those two, there was no peace.

Amne reached a point where she was willing to do anything for Rajab. She believed that one day he would finally see her, finally accept her love. That day never came. Instead, she discovered the truth, that Rajab loved Shufaa.

Her heart shattered.

She tried to endure the pain. She tried to convince herself she could survive it. She failed.

In desperation, she threw herself from a building, intending to end her life. Fate intervened. 

She did not die.

But her brother, Sameer, believed she had tried to kill herself because she had been betrayed by the man she loved. Consumed by rage and blinded by revenge, he and their mother made a decision that would alter everything. They kidnapped Rajab. Their intention was simple. Kill him.

In their minds, the story had been simple.

They believed Amne and Rajab had been lovers, deeply bound to one another. They imagined whispered promises, secret meetings, a love intense and consuming. And then, in their version of events, Rajab betrayed her. He broke her heart. He shattered her dignity. He pushed her to the edge.

So when Amne threw herself from that building, they did not see despair born of silence. They saw a young woman destroyed by a faithless man.

Revenge, to them, felt righteous.

But truth has a cruel way of humiliating anger.

When they finally uncovered what had really happened, the ground shifted beneath their feet. Rajab had never been Amne’s lover. There had been no relationship. No promises. No betrayal. Amne alone had loved. Rajab had never returned her feelings.

The realization struck like cold water.

They had built their fury on assumption. They had justified violence on a lie.

Shame replaced rage. Disappointment swallowed pride. They felt foolish, exposed, almost ridiculous in the light of the truth. The boy they had abducted was innocent.

The plan to kill him died instantly. They could not spill the blood of someone who had done nothing.

But another problem rose immediately, darker and more dangerous.

They had kidnapped him.

If they could not kill him, then they had to release him. But if they released him, he could go straight to the police. And prison would not be a possibility. It would be a certainty.

Now they stood at a crossroads.

They could not murder him.

They could not free him.

Mercy threatened their freedom.

Fear threatened their conscience.

And in that suffocating space between guilt and survival, mother and son realized they were no longer in control of anything.

Rajab eventually managed to escape. Before disappearing, he promised Sameer, he would not report them to the police.

But fear is louder than promises.

Amne’s mother refused to trust him. What if he changed his mind? What if he spoke? What if everything collapsed?

They decided he must be taken again. This time, there would be no hesitation.

Sameer enlisted the help of an old friend, a police officer who had long been involved in their hidden crimes. Together, they abducted Rajab once more, determined to finish what they had started.

There was one problem.

Rajab’s father was the Regional Police Commissioner of Mwanza.

The moment he learned his son had been kidnapped, he mobilized the force with relentless urgency. Every available officer was ordered to search.

The corrupt officer assisting Sameer began to panic. If Sameer were captured, he might expose everything. The consequences would be catastrophic.

So he made a ruthless decision.

He shot Sameer dead.

Then he staged the scene, pretending he had arrived to rescue Rajab.

Only afterward did reality strike him. He had used his own service pistol. The evidence would trace back to him. His impulsive act could destroy him.

He shifted strategies instantly.

Rajab would take the blame.

He placed the gun in Rajab’s hands and staged himself as another victim, claiming Rajab had kidnapped him. Two patrol officers, drawn by the sound of gunfire, arrived at the scene. They believed the story.

Rajab protested desperately. He had been framed. The officer was lying

They hesitated. Confusion lingered.

In the chaos, Rajab ran.

shots rang out. One hit his hand another missed him. He kept running, fueled by terror and instinct. Somehow, he escaped.

The corrupt officer realized the two patrolmen had heard enough to threaten him. If they spoke, his lies would unravel.

He killed them too.

Then he called for backup, reporting that the son of the Regional Police Commissioner had murdered a civilian and two officers.

But before reinforcements could arrive, before the lie could solidify, the officer himself was stabbed dead by an unknown hand.

Rajab ran without direction. Without destination. Without certainty.

Behind him, sirens wailed. Police units flooded the crime scene. Others spread through the streets in a relentless manhunt.

He could not go home. Not to the house of a powerful father whose name was now tied to murder. He had nowhere safe to hide. Nowhere he would not be hunted.

He did not know where he was going.

He did not know what awaited him.

All he knew was that he was no longer just a reckless boy from Bagamoyo.

He was a fugitive.

This is 
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It was two in the morning.

Police sirens tore through the silence of the neighborhood. Patrol cars flooded every corner, headlights slicing through darkness. After the emergency call reporting multiple murders and the death of two officers, nearly every available unit had been deployed.

Searchlights swept across rooftops.

A helicopter circled above, its beam scanning the streets like an accusing eye.

Rajab did not stop running. He had no destination. No strategy. Only instinct. Fear pushed him forward. He ran without direction, without knowing where the road would end.

––––––––
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At his home, two police vehicles suddenly pulled into the compound. These were not ordinary patrol cars. These were command vehicles.

The doors opened. Armed guards stepped out first. One of them hurried to open the rear door with formal respect.

From inside emerged the Regional Police Commander of Coast Region, Officer Msauge.

Inside the house, RPC Jamal, Rajab’s father, stepped out immediately, followed by his wife, Aunt Nana, Rahim, Rama, Rashid, Shufaa, and Sabrina.

The uniformed officers standing nearby snapped into salute for RPC Jamal. Msauge approached him across the yard. The two commanders met halfway. No salute between them. Only a firm handshake, bound by rank and protocol.

Jamal spoke first.

“I see your effort. I asked you to mobilize your police force to make sure my son is found immediately and that whoever kidnapped him faces justice. But I did not expect you to come in person. Patrol cars are everywhere.”

Msauge’s voice was steady.

“They are searching for your son relentlessly.”

“I am grateful. If our positions were reversed, I would do the same for you.”

There was a pause.

“But he is not being searched for as a kidnapped victim,” Msauge continued. “He is being hunted as the kidnapper.”

The air froze.

Jamal’s eyes widened in disbelief.

Msauge continued carefully. “The man reported as your son’s kidnapper has been found dead. It appears he was the one abducted by your son. He was killed.”

Shock rippled through everyone standing there.

Rashid stepped forward urgently. “Sir, my name is Rashid. We are Rajab’s closest friends. Some of us were there when he was taken. They used a chemical cloth to knock him unconscious. They knocked me out too and left me behind.”

Rama added firmly, “We know Rajab. He does not have the courage to kidnap anyone. He was the victim. We even have evidence of the man who took him.”

Msauge’s gaze hardened.

“Then explain to me how the alleged kidnapper ends up dead, and the supposed victim runs away. Not only that, he killed two of my officers before fleeing.”

One of the officers behind Msauge stepped forward and whispered something into his ear. Msauge listened without changing expression.

Then he corrected himself coldly.

“Three officers. Three officers and one civilian are dead. And the prime suspect is your son. The same son you claim was kidnapped.”

Silence collapsed over the compound.

Jamal’s face drained of color.

His wife began to breathe heavily, tears spilling down her cheeks. Aunt Nana rushed to support her. Sabrina and Shufaa held her arms as her body trembled.

Msauge fixed his eyes on Jamal. Jamal was shaken, but years of command restrained him from breaking in front of another RPC.

“I know you wish these accusations against your son were false,” Msauge said quietly. “Not only because they would destroy his life. They would stain your name beyond repair.”

He inhaled slowly.

“And as a fellow commander, I wish I could help you. But three of my officers have died. Through the hands of your son. This is not personal. Let us pray he is found. And that investigations prove him innocent.”

A beat passed.

“Otherwise... I do not wish to predict what lies ahead.”

He turned without another word. His officers moved swiftly, opening the vehicle door. Msauge entered. The convoy pulled away, engines fading into the distance.

Jamal remained standing in the yard, staring after them.

For the first time in years, the Regional Police Commissioner did not look like a commander.

He looked like a father watching his world collapse.

––––––––
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At the garage where it all happened, chaos had hardened into procedure.

Outside, nearly six police vehicles were parked in sharp formation. Uniformed officers moved in controlled urgency. Forensics teams carried metal cases. Detectives stood in clusters, speaking in low, coded tones. Every face was tense. Every movement deliberate.

Inside the building, the air smelled of gunpowder and chemicals.

Camera flashes burst repeatedly as the forensic team documented the scene. Evidence markers were placed beside every body.

Detective David lay motionless.

Two patrol officers beside him.

Photographs were taken from every angle. Gloves lifted shell casings. Swabs collected residue. Blood patterns were measured, mapped, preserved.

Justice was beginning its quiet work.

Even as the cameras flashed and the forensic markers multiplied across the concrete floor, something about the scene felt incomplete. As if the truth itself had shifted position when no one was looking.

Near the entrance of the garage, two uniformed officers stood stiffly before two senior detectives. The air between them was tight, edged with suspicion.

Detective Mwakalinga removed his gloves slowly, eyes fixed on the younger officer. His voice was calm, but it carried weight.

“Your report states that when you arrived, there were four bodies inside. Three officers and one civilian. Correct?”

“Yes, sir,” the uniformed officer replied immediately. “And I wasn’t alone. My partner was with me. We both saw them. Four bodies. We even left them here when we stepped out to call for backup.”

His partner nodded quickly. “That’s the truth, sir. Nothing moved. No one moved.”

Mwakalinga held their gaze a moment longer than necessary. Then he glanced toward the center of the garage, where forensic lights cast long white beams across the floor.

Three officers lay zipped into black bags. 

He looked back at the young officer.

“So now,” he said quietly, “we are supposed to believe that one of us is blind? That a body turned invisible between your eyes and mine?”

The officers stiffened, confused, defensive.

“Sir, with respect, we know what we saw.”

Detective Baraka stepped closer to Mwakalinga, lowering his voice so only his colleague could hear.

“What if the fourth one wasn’t fully gone?” Baraka murmured. “Gunshot. Down. Unconscious. These rookies arrive, assume he’s dead. They step out to call backup. If the wound wasn’t fatal...”

He let the thought hang.

Mwakalinga’s eyes sharpened.

“...he stands up and walks away,” he finished softly.

Baraka gave a slight nod. “I don’t see another explanation.”

For a brief moment, the noise of the scene faded beneath the weight of that possibility.

Mwakalinga turned back to the uniformed officers. His expression shifted, controlled again.

“You may return to your duties.”

Relief flickered across their faces. They saluted quickly and moved away, grateful to escape the scrutiny.

Mwakalinga watched them go, then exhaled slowly.

“I think you’re right,” he said to Baraka. “There was a third shooter here. Or at least a third survivor.”

Baraka scanned the blood patterns again. “If he was hit, there’ll be a trail. Maybe not obvious. But something.”

Mwakalinga’s gaze drifted toward the open garage door, toward the darkness outside. Toward the streets already crawling with patrol units hunting a teenage boy.

“If someone walked out of here alive,” he said quietly, “then we’ve been chasing the wrong story.”

He paused.

“Add him to the manhunt.”

Baraka frowned slightly. “Without a name?”

“For now, yes. Unknown male. Possibly wounded. Possibly armed.”

“And possibly the one who knows what really happened.”

Mwakalinga’s jaw tightened.

“Exactly.”

Outside, sirens wailed in the distance. Helicopter blades cut through the sky like a clock ticking toward something irreversible.

Two news vans had stationed themselves at a distance. Satellite dishes were raised. Cables snaked across the ground.

On one side of the street, a reporter stood before a live camera, microphone in hand, the red light glowing.

“We are reporting live from the scene of a tragic and shocking incident that has left three police officers and one civilian dead. Authorities confirm that the shootings occurred shortly after 1 AM inside this very garage behind me.”

He gestured toward the sealed building.

“Police sources indicate that the prime suspect is a teenage boy identified as Rajab Jamal. According to preliminary reports, the suspect allegedly killed three officers and a civilian before fleeing the scene. He is currently on the run.”

The reporter lowered his tone for emphasis.

“Security forces have launched a massive manhunt. Patrol units have been deployed across multiple neighborhoods, and a helicopter search is underway. Residents are urged to remain indoors and report any suspicious activity immediately. This is considered a high risk situation.”

The camera zoomed in slightly.

“Again, three officers and one civilian confirmed dead. The main suspect, a teenager, Rajab Jamal, remains at large.”

Back at Shufaa’s house, the television continued playing in the living room.

––––––––
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Aunt Rose stepped out of her bedroom, still heavy with sleep. The glow from the TV flickered across the empty couch.

“Shufaa?” she called once.

“Shufaa?”

“Shufaa!”

Silence.

Shufaa’s mother hurried out after hearing the raised voice.

“Why is the TV still on?” Aunt Rose asked irritably.

“I left her watching around one,” her mother replied. “Her friend Sabrina came to ask for her. They went outside to talk. I went to sleep after that.”

“If she’s asleep, why leave the TV on?” Aunt Rose muttered, already heading toward Shufaa’s bedroom.

In the living room, Shufaa’s mother reached for the remote to switch off the television.

She froze.

On the screen was Rajab’s face.

“Wait... isn’t that Rajab?” she whispered, leaning closer as the reporter continued speaking.

Meanwhile, Aunt Rose pushed open Shufaa’s bedroom door.

The bed was neatly made. Untouched.

Shufaa was not there.

She stormed back into the living room.

“Your daughter is not in her room. And with the way I was calling her, I doubt she’s even inside this house.”

Shufaa’s mother grabbed her phone from the table and dialed.

It rang.

And rang.

Then cut.

She dialed again, anxiety tightening her face.

As she waited, Aunt Rose’s eyes drifted to the television. She finally recognized the face clearly.

“Isn’t that the boy from this neighborhood?”

But Shufaa’s mother did not answer. Her focus was on the unanswered call.

––––––––
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Across town, at Rajab’s house, the living room was heavy with grief.

Rajab’s mother lay weakly on the couch. Shufaa knelt beside her, holding a glass of water to her lips. Sabrina fanned her gently with a piece of cloth. Aunt Nana sat close, speaking softly, trying to calm her trembling spirit.

On a small table nearby, Shufaa’s phone vibrated repeatedly.

She did not hear it.

Outside the house, Rashid, Rahim, and Ramadhan stood together under the dim compound lights.

Their voices overlapped in panic.

“We need to find him before the police do.”

“But how? We don’t even know where he is.”

“If he tries to run far, they’ll catch him.”

“What if he turns himself in?”

“Turn himself in? With three officers dead?”

Each suggestion collapsed into uncertainty. Each plan dissolved into fear.

For the first time since childhood, the four brothers were no longer together.

And none of them knew how to fix it.

––––––––
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A few streets away from the noise of sirens and flashing blue lights, life carried on in a different rhythm.

On the second floor of an aging apartment building, laughter burst through a half open window. Smoke curled lazily toward the ceiling of a cramped living room where four men sat cross legged on the floor around a worn coffee table. Playing cards slapped against the surface. Crumpled bills were stacked in careless piles.

The air was thick with marijuana and cheap liquor.

One of them, a lean man with sharp eyes and a scar across his chin, controlled the game. His fingers moved too confidently. Too smoothly. He smiled every time he collected the money.

“You’re bleeding yourselves dry,” he teased, sweeping another handful of cash toward him.

“Play fair, Juma,” one of the others muttered.

Juma only grinned wider. “If you can’t see the trick, that’s not my problem.”

Just as he reached for the deck again, his phone vibrated against the table.

It was an old banner phone. Basic. Durable. Anonymous.

The room fell quiet immediately. Calls at this hour were never casual.

Juma studied the screen. No name. Just a number he did not recognize.

He raised one finger to silence the others completely and answered.

“Hello.”

For a moment, there was only breathing on the other end. Then a calm voice spoke.

“Look outside your window.”

Juma’s eyes narrowed slightly.

“There’s a car parked below. Black.”

The line went silent.

Juma did not speak again. He stood slowly, phone still in hand, and walked toward the window. He pulled the curtain aside just enough to see without being seen.

In the dim parking lot below, a black vehicle idled under a flickering security light. The engine hummed softly. Beside it stood a man dressed in a clean, tailored suit. Too polished for this neighborhood. Too composed.

Juma brought the phone back to his ear.

“I see it.”

“We need to talk,” the voice replied. “I have work for you.”

The line disconnected.

Juma slipped the phone into his pocket. His expression had shifted from amusement to calculation.

He left without another word.

Minutes later, he slid into the back seat of the black car. The scent inside was different. Leather. Authority.

In the dim interior light, he recognized the man seated opposite him.

RPC Jamal.

Even without his uniform, the rank clung to him. His posture was straight. His face carved in tension. There was no fatherly softness tonight. Only urgency wrapped in control.

Juma adjusted slightly. “This is unexpected, sir.”

Jamal did not waste time. He handed him a thick envelope.

“My son was kidnapped today.”

His voice was steady, but something heavy lived beneath it.

“I don’t know what he has been dragged into. But the case has changed. He is now being hunted by the police for the murder of three officers and one civilian.”

Juma did not interrupt. He opened the envelope slightly, just enough to glimpse the bundled cash inside.

Jamal continued.

“You know how the system works. The death of one officer is war for the entire force. Three officers?”

He exhaled through his nose.

“That is fury. If they find him first, I doubt he will make it to a station alive.”

Silence settled between them. The driver stared straight ahead, pretending not to hear.

“I want you to find him,” Jamal said quietly. “Before the police do. Bring him to me.”

Juma leaned back slightly. “You know me Sir. I won’t let you down?”

Jamal’s eyes lifted slowly. 

“His friends insist he was framed. I want to believe them.”

A beat passed.

“But Rajab is my son. My only son. If I do nothing while he is hunted like an animal, then what kind of father am I?”

The words were no longer those of a commander. They belonged to a man cornered by blood and duty.

“I already have people digging into the case,” Jamal added. “Something about it does not sit right with me.”

Juma closed the envelope and weighed it in his hand.

“You will receive the rest once the job is done,” Jamal finished.

Juma gave a faint nod. 

The car door opened. Juma stepped out into the night. The black vehicle pulled away without hesitation, disappearing into the darkness of the city.

Juma stood still for a moment, the envelope tucked under his arm, eyes scanning the streets.

Somewhere out there, a teenage boy was running from the entire police force.

Now he was being hunted by someone else too.

Outside Shufaa’s house, the night felt thinner than usual, as if it were listening.

Rashid, Rahim, Rama, and Sabrina stood with her at the gate, reluctant to separate, each carrying the weight of everything they had witnessed. The street was quiet, but not peaceful. Silence had become something suspicious.

Shufaa turned to Rashid first. For a brief second, she leaned closer, her lips almost brushing his cheek. Then shyness caught her by the throat. She hesitated, withdrew, and offered her hand instead.

“Good night.”

Rashid took her hand gently. “Good night.”

It was simple. Too simple for everything that was happening.

They turned away. Shufaa pushed the gate open and stepped inside.

She barely made it three steps before she froze.

At the doorway stood Aunt Rose and her mother, side by side, arms folded. They did not shout. They did not need to. The silence in their eyes was sharper than any slap.

Aunt Rose spoke without looking at Shufaa’s mother.
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