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This book is dedicated to the quiet battles no one applauds.

To the daughters who loved without being chosen.

To the sons who carried responsibility heavier than their years.

To the mothers who prayed over hospital beds, over empty rooms, over children who did not know how close they were to losing themselves.

It is dedicated to families who survived storms they never saw coming, to those who stood at the edge of irreversible decisions and wished someone had called their name one more time.

To those who were misunderstood.

To those who were accused before they were heard.

To those who learned that truth does not always arrive on time.

This story is for the ones who have watched power distort justice.

For those who have felt anger grow in the shadow of grief.

For those who chose restraint when revenge felt easier.

––––––––
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Above all, it is for anyone who has ever been weakened by love, by silence, by betrayal, by expectation...  and still found a way to stand.

May these pages remind you that even in your lowest moment, your story is not finished.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This novel was written in the space where emotion refuses to remain silent.

It explores the fragile architecture of love, the volatility of wounded pride, the inheritance of power, and the thin line between justice and vengeance. Though fictional, its heartbeat comes from real human experiences... rejection, misunderstanding, ambition, fear, loyalty, and the irreversible consequences of a single decision.

This is not a story about villains and heroes. It is about people under pressure. About choices made in moments of weakness. About how quickly pain can distort perception.

It asks difficult questions:

What does responsibility look like when emotions run ahead of reason?

When does protection become control?

When does love become obsession?

When does justice begin to resemble revenge?

If this book leaves you unsettled, reflective, or questioning your own instincts, then it has done its work.

Thank you for entering this world with an open mind.

— Ken Haych
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PREFACE
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There are stories that begin with clarity, where good and evil stand clearly divided. This is not one of them.

This story was born from observing how quickly perception can be manipulated, how silence can become weaponized, and how unchecked emotion can reshape destiny. It lives in the uncomfortable space where innocence and guilt do not always appear in the forms we expect.

At its core, this novel examines how fragile the human mind becomes under pressure. How grief can ignite violence. How authority can protect or corrupt. How inheritance is not limited to wealth, but can include resentment, ambition, and unresolved rivalry.

You will encounter characters who believe they are justified. You will meet others who act before understanding. Some will appear strong while quietly breaking. Others will appear broken while holding the greatest strength.

This is a story about consequences.

Read slowly. Notice the shifts. Listen to what is not said as carefully as what is spoken.

The truth in these pages does not shout.

It waits.
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EPIGRAPH
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Some wounds are not visible.

They do not bleed in public.

They do not scream for attention.

They wait.

They wait in unfinished conversations.

In unanswered messages.

In the space between what was said and what should have been said.

There are nights when the heart becomes a courtroom.

When memory becomes a witness.

When regret becomes a judge with no mercy.

And there are moments when truth stands quietly beside us,

unarmed,

patient,

unyielding.

Not every betrayal is loud.

Not every loyalty is pure.

Not every accusation is false.

Sometimes the most dangerous fracture is the one no one sees forming.

And sometimes the greatest strength is found in refusing to become what pain demands.
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PROLOGUE
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Before accusations were made, before anger hardened into action, before fear began dictating choices, 

there was a moment of stillness.

A moment where everything could have gone differently.

A room lit by hesitation.

A rooftop kissed by wind.

A house divided by unspoken tensions.

A legacy carried heavier than anyone admitted.

No one wakes up planning to become 

a villain in someone else’s story.

No one sets out believing they will cross 

a line they cannot uncross.

Yet it happens.

A word rejected.

A message ignored.

A decision delayed.

A secret protected.

And suddenly the ground shifts.

This story begins at the intersection of emotion and consequence. Where pride meets vulnerability. 

Where loyalty competes with truth. Where silence becomes more destructive than confession.

Some will fall.

Some will rise.

Some will be hunted.

Some will hide.

And somewhere between weakness and strength, 

the meaning of betrayal will begin to change.

This is not merely a tale of conflict.

It is a study of how easily a life can fracture... 

and how difficult it is to rebuild it once it does.
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CHAPTER ONE 

Falling
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“Not every fall begins at the edge”

––––––––
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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 on a dusty primary school sports field.

It was annual competition day. A white chalk line marked the track. Teachers stood at intervals with clipboards. Parents filled the small bleachers, shading their eyes from the afternoon sun. Near the starting line, a group of children stood on standby, bodies tense, eyes fixed ahead, waiting for the whistle that would release them.

Among them were four boys.

They stood in a neat line, shoulder to shoulder, dressed in identical sports uniforms. Same colors. Same shoes. Same determined smiles. They exchanged quick glances, grinning at one another with the quiet confidence of boys who did everything together.

The referee began counting down.

Three. Two. One.

The whistle pierced the air.

They exploded forward.

The field erupted with noise. Parents leapt to their feet, shouting names, clapping, urging their children to run faster. Dust rose beneath pounding feet as the runners sprinted with everything they had.

In the stands, four adults wearing matching outfits sat together in a row. Their voices blended into one loud cheer as they called out encouragement, pride shining on their faces.

As the race neared its end, it became clear that the four boys in matching uniforms were leading. They had pulled ahead of the rest. Victory was within reach. Just a few more strides to the finish line.

The crowd roared their names.

Then suddenly....

One of the four stumbled.

His foot caught the uneven ground and he crashed forward, skidding across the dust.

The boy in front slowed instinctively and turned back.

From the stands, his parents shouted in alarm.

“No! No! What are you doing? Run! You’re almost there!”

But he had already stopped.

The other two boys, seeing their friend on the ground and another slowing down, hesitated. For a fraction of a second, they could have continued. They could have crossed the line. They could have won.

Instead, they turned back too.

By the time they reached their fallen friend, the runners who had been far behind surged past them and claimed victory.

The stadium erupted again, but this time not in celebration. It was confusion. Disappointment. Frustration. The crowd could not understand why they had thrown away certain triumph.

The four boys stood together in the dust, brushing dirt off their uniforms, checking on their friend.

The entire field chanted their names.

Rajab.

Rashid.

Rahim.

Ramadhan.

Four names. Four boys.

They were notorious.

Mischievous in everything. Restless. Fearless. If you started a fight with one, you fought all four. If you had a problem with one, you had a problem with all of them. They did not call themselves friends.

They called themselves brothers.

Born in the same hospital. Raised on the same street. Seated in the same classroom from their first day of school. 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.

Before they even completed primary school, students from nearby schools knew their names. Some from far away. Some from just around the corner. Other children feared them, though not only them.

There was also a small girl who commanded a different kind of fear.

Her name was Shufaa Feisal.

She was not feared because she fought. Not because she caused trouble. Not because she shouted or bullied anyone.

She was feared because of where she came from.

Shufaa belonged to a lineage of traditional healers. Some called them spiritual protectors. Others whispered darker titles. Her father was known across Bagamoyo as one of the most powerful practitioners in the region, a man people consulted in matters that logic could not explain.

Because of that, everyone feared Shufaa.

Adults. Children. Even teachers sometimes spoke her name cautiously.

And the most surprising part?

Even the four notorious boys feared her.

Years passed.

Primary school ended. Childhood thinned. They entered secondary school, now teenagers of sixteen and seventeen. Their mischief did not fade. If anything, it matured into something sharper, more calculated. They were stronger now. Louder. Bolder.

And Shufaa?

She became even more feared.

Yet ironically, she had grown into something entirely different from the rumors that surrounded her. She was beautiful in a quiet, disarming way. Slender, graceful, with features that held both softness and mystery. The kind of girl who made conversations pause when she walked past. The kind that boys watched without meaning to.

Among the four brothers, two of them carried a secret.

Rajab.

And Rashid.

Both were drawn to her.

Both were terrified of her.

Sometimes one of them would gather courage, approach her, only to reduce his bold plan into a simple greeting.

“Hi.”

Nothing more.

The other often did not even manage that.

Despite Rajab’s quiet affection for Shufaa, there was another girl whose heart beat stubbornly for him.

Her name was Amne.

She had told him more than once that she loved him. Not casually. Not jokingly. Sincerely. Desperately.

Rajab never gave her the time she hoped for.

His eyes were elsewhere.

Yet even he had never confessed his feelings to Shufaa.

And so they stood at a crossroads of young love.

Rajab loving Shufaa in silence.

Rashid loving Shufaa in fear.

Amne loving Rajab without return.

And Shufaa standing unknowingly at the center of it all.

Four boys who once chose loyalty over victory now faced something far more complicated than a race.

They were no longer running on a track.

They were stepping into the fragile territory of the heart.

And this time, not all of them would cross the finish line together.

Amne continued loving Rajab the only way she knew how... completely.

She admired him from a distance that felt both close and unreachable. She had tried everything. Lingering conversations. Long messages. Unexpected visits. Confessions whispered with trembling honesty. She had exhausted every path a teenage heart could imagine.

But to Rajab, she was almost invisible.

He saw her, yes.

He greeted her.

He responded when spoken to.

But he did not see her in the place that mattered most — in his heart.

It was as though she was loving a boy whose heart already belonged to someone else. The irony was cruel: Shufaa herself did not even know that Rajab loved her deeply enough to reject a girl who loved him sincerely.

In truth, Rajab had never told any girl the words I love you.

Not Shufaa.

Not Amne.

Not anyone.

It was not that he did not feel.

It was that he could not speak.

In the language of the streets, a boy like him was called domozege means the concrete mouth, the kind who freezes around girls, who cannot flirt, who cannot find the courage to express desire even when it burns inside him.

Rajab was exactly that.

Awkward. Quiet. Tongue-tied.

Yet inside, he loved Shufaa fiercely.

And she did not know.

Meanwhile, Amne was losing sleep over a boy who did not recognize her worth. Night after night she lay awake, staring at the ceiling, replaying every conversation, every glance, every rejection. She was the same age as the boys... still a teenager... but her mind had been overtaken by love.

She cried often.

Sometimes quietly into her pillow.

Sometimes in the bathroom where no one would hear.

There were moments she blamed herself. Maybe she was lacking something. Maybe she was not beautiful enough. Not interesting enough. Not special enough.

But when she looked in the mirror, the reflection contradicted her doubts. She was attractive. She carried a natural charm. Many boys admired her. Some had even tried to approach her.

She rejected them all.

The only one she wanted was Rajab.

And Rajab did not want her.

As her emotional pressure mounted, Rajab began to feel suffocated. He had told her repeatedly that he did not love her. Yet she persisted. To him, she was becoming a disturbance, a shadow that would not step back.

On that particular day, something shifted.

Rajab decided he would finally gather courage and tell Shufaa how he felt.

At the same time, Amne made her own decision.

She would confront Rajab once more.

And if he rejected her again, she would tell him she would end her life.

Rajab positioned himself along the street where he knew Shufaa would pass.

Amne positioned herself where she knew Rajab often stood.

But fate arranged something else.

As Amne walked down the road, she saw them.

Rajab standing with Shufaa.

Talking.

Rajab had not managed to confess anything. As usual, he stumbled over simple greetings, smiled too much, swallowed words that refused to leave his throat.

But to Amne, none of that mattered.

All she saw was Rajab’s smile.

The way he stood facing Shufaa.

The softness in his eyes.

In that single glance, she concluded everything.

They are lovers.

Her chest tightened.

Tears rose instantly.

She did not wait to hear a word. She did not step closer. She did not ask.

She turned away and cried.

She cried as she walked.

Cried as though something inside her had finally collapsed.

Back on the roadside, Rajab’s conversation with Shufaa remained painfully ordinary.

“Hi.”

“Hi.”

“How are you?”

“I’m fine.”

Small talk. Meaningless exchanges. Awkward pauses. Rajab struggling to push past the barrier inside him.

Shufaa eventually glanced at him with mild impatience. She had things to do. His hesitation felt like wasted time.

“Alright, I have to go,” she said casually before walking away.

Rajab remained standing there long after she left.

Alone.

He exhaled slowly, frustration tightening his chest.

Why couldn’t he say it?

Why couldn’t he gather the courage to say I love you?

Why did the words feel heavier than stones in his mouth?

He replayed the moment over and over in his mind.

He had been ready.

He had rehearsed it.

Yet when the time came, his voice betrayed him.

And somewhere not far away, Amne was crying over a love that had never truly begun.

The night Amne chose to die began like any other.

A faint wind pressed itself against the thin curtains of her bedroom, breathing in and out as if the house itself were alive. Outside, the world continued with its careless rhythm. Somewhere in the distance a motorcycle roared past, laughter drifted from a neighboring compound, a dog barked at nothing. Life, indifferent and uninterrupted.

Inside her room, however, time had stopped.

Amne Salum sat at her small wooden desk, her back slightly bent, her fingers trembling over a sheet of white paper already stained with tears. The bulb above her flickered once, then steadied, casting a pale yellow halo around her. It was the kind of light that made shadows look heavier than they were.

Her shadow, stretched against the wall, looked like someone else entirely.

The pen in her hand moved slowly, scratching against the paper with a fragile determination. Each word cost her something. Each sentence felt like blood drawn quietly from a hidden wound.

A tear slid down her cheek and dropped onto the page, smudging the ink.

She did not wipe it away.

Instead, her voice rose softly in the silence, as if she were reading to the walls, to the night, to the man who would never truly hear her.

“Dear Rajab,” she whispered, her lips barely moving. “This is my last letter to you.”

The words hung in the air like a confession.

“After tonight, you will not hear my voice disturbing you again the way it has for so long. You will not receive another letter from me. I am writing this as the final proof of my love for you.”

Her hand paused.

She swallowed.

“I know I have been a burden to you,” she continued, her voice breaking. “For a long time, I troubled you every day, showing you how much I loved you. But you never felt anything for me.”

The room seemed to shrink around her.

Her mind betrayed her then, pulling her backward into memory.

Rajab standing under the mango tree near the bus stand, sunlight resting on his shoulders. The first day she gathered the courage to tell him how she felt.

“I... I think about you all the time,” she had said, her fingers twisting the edge of her scarf.

He had smiled politely. Too politely.

“Amne, you are a good girl,” he had replied. “But my heart is not yours to take.”

She had laughed it off that day. Pretended strength. Pretended understanding.

But that night, she cried into her pillow and told herself love required patience.

Another memory surfaced.

Her phone lighting up past midnight. A message from Rajab.

Please stop calling me this often. You are making things difficult.

She had stared at the words until they blurred.

Still, she did not stop loving him.

Back in the present, the pen moved again.

“For all that time,” she whispered, writing as she spoke, “I never stopped loving you. I believed that one day, you would love me the way I loved you.”

Her breathing grew uneven.

“I have realized now that I was lying to myself.”

She closed her eyes, and the final memory came like a blade.

Rajab, standing beside Shufaa. The way his eyes softened when he looked at her. A softness Amne had waited years to see.

A softness that was never meant for her.

“I discovered that you love Shufaa,” she wrote, her tears falling faster now. “And I cannot live without you.”

Silence.

The wind outside grew stronger, rattling the window slightly.

“And since I can no longer have you,” she continued, “it is better that I leave you in peace with the one you love.”

Her handwriting began to change, the lines less steady.

“You could not place me in your heart. That is not your crime. It is my weakness.”

She hesitated.

The next words would seal her fate.

“But please remember this always,” she whispered, her voice no longer steady. “You are the cause of my death.”

The sentence lay there, stark and unforgiving.

She stared at it for a long time, as if expecting it to disappear.

It did not.

“With love, forever yours,” she wrote at the bottom. “Amne Salum.”

The pen slipped from her fingers and rolled onto the desk.

For a moment, she simply sat there, staring at the letter. It looked so small. So harmless. Nothing about it suggested it carried the weight of a life.

A soft knock came at her door.

“Amne?” her mother’s voice called faintly from the other side. “Are you asleep?”

Amne’s body stiffened.

She did not answer.

Another knock.

“Amne?”

Her eyes filled again, but this time the tears did not fall.

“I’m fine, Mama,” she forced out, her voice surprisingly calm. “I’m just tired.”

A pause.

“Sleep early,” her mother said gently. “You have a long day tomorrow.”

Tomorrow.

The word echoed in Amne’s mind like a cruel joke.

“Yes,” she replied softly. “Tomorrow.”

Footsteps retreated down the corridor.

The house fell silent again.

Amne stood slowly. Her legs felt foreign, like they belonged to someone else. She folded the letter carefully, pressing it against her chest for a moment before placing it neatly on the desk.

She walked toward the mirror mounted beside her wardrobe.

The girl staring back at her looked young. Too young. Her eyes were swollen, her lips pale.

Her reflection did not argue.

Outside, the wind continued to move, carrying the scent of night-blooming flowers through the cracks of the window. Life continued its rhythm, unaware that inside this small room, a heart had already decided to stop fighting.

But fate, as it often does, had not yet spoken its final word.

And somewhere, few blocks away, Rajab slept peacefully beside, unaware that by morning, his name would be written not just in a letter, but in blood.

The night deepened.

And the story had only just begun.

By the time Amne stepped out of her room, the letter lay waiting like a quiet witness.

She did not look back.

The corridor was dim, the walls painted in a tired cream that had long forgotten its brightness. The house was asleep. Her mother’s door was closed. A faint cough escaped from inside, then silence again.

Amne walked past it barefoot.

Each step felt deliberate. Final.

At the nearby building. the stairwell leading to the upper floors was colder than the rest of the house. The cement walls carried the night’s chill, and the iron railing felt like ice beneath her fingers. She climbed slowly, her breath shallow, as if the higher she went, the less air there was in the world.

With every step, the words of her letter echoed in her mind.

You are the cause of my death.

She reached the rooftop.

The door creaked as she pushed it open, and the night rushed to greet her. The sky stretched wide and merciless above, scattered with indifferent stars. The city below hummed faintly, unaware that it was about to become a witness.

A few people lingered on neighboring rooftops. Some were talking. Some were on their phones. Ten or so figures scattered across the nearby buildings, silhouettes against the skyline.

None of them paid attention at first.

Amne walked to the edge of the highest part of the building. The concrete was rough beneath her feet. A low barrier stood between her and the long, unforgiving drop.

She placed her hands on it.

The wind tugged at her dress, wrapping it around her legs as if trying to hold her back.

Tears streamed down her face, but her expression was strangely calm. The kind of calm that comes after a storm has destroyed everything.

Her lips began to move again, though no one could hear her from below.

“Dear Rajab... this is my last letter to you...”

The words returned, not from paper now, but from memory.

“For all that time, I never stopped loving you...”

Her shoulders trembled.

“I believed that one day, you would love me the way I loved you.”

A faint sob escaped her, swallowed instantly by the wind.

From the street below, someone finally noticed.

“Hey!” a voice shouted faintly. “There’s someone up there!”

Another voice joined in. “Sister! Get down from there!”

Footsteps hurried. Doors opened. Faces tilted upward.

Among those rushing into the open compound were Rashid and Rahim.

They had been sitting at a small kiosk nearby, arguing about football, when the shouting began.

“What’s happening?” Rahim asked, already standing.

Rashid squinted upward. “Someone’s on the rooftop.”

They both froze when the streetlight illuminated her face.

“Is that... Amne?” Rahim’s voice dropped.

Rashid’s heart slammed against his ribs. “It can’t be.”

But it was.

Amne stood at the very edge now, her toes peeking over the drop. Her hands gripped nothing. There was no hesitation left in her body.

Below, the small crowd had grown. twenty people at least. Murmurs turned into panic.

“Don’t jump!”

“Sister, whatever it is, we can talk!”

“Think about your family!”

Rashid cupped his hands around his mouth. “Amne! What are you doing? Get down!”

Her eyes moved slowly, scanning the darkness below. For a moment, it seemed as though she could hear them. As though she recognized the voices.

Then her gaze drifted beyond them.

Beyond the crowd.

Beyond the world.

“I cannot live without you,” she whispered into the wind, finishing the sentence that had already sealed her fate.

“And since I cannot have you... I leave you in peace.”

Somewhere in the crowd, Rahim began to move toward the stairwell. “I’m going up,” he said urgently.

Rashid grabbed his arm. “There’s no time!”

On the rooftop, Amne closed her eyes.

For a split second, everything went silent.

No wind.

No shouting.

No city noise.

Just the sound of her own heartbeat.

Then she stepped forward.

It was not dramatic. Not wild. Not chaotic.

It was quiet.

Her body disappeared over the edge.

The crowd screamed.

Time fractured.

Rashid felt his knees weaken as he watched her fall, her dress fluttering around her like broken wings. Rahim shouted something, but the words dissolved in the air.

Then—

A sickening sound.

Concrete meeting flesh.

The silence afterward was worse than the impact.

Amne lay on the ground, her body twisted unnaturally, her hair spread across the pavement. For a brief, unbearable moment, she looked almost peaceful.

Then the blood began to flow.

It pooled beneath her head first, dark and thick, spreading across the ground in slow, deliberate rivers. It reached the cracks in the cement and filled them.

Someone screamed again.

A woman covered her mouth and turned away.

“Call an ambulance!” a man shouted, fumbling with his phone.

Rashid and Rahim pushed through the growing crowd.

“No... no... no...” Rahim muttered, shaking his head as if denial could reverse what had happened.

Rashid dropped to his knees beside her. “Amne!” His voice cracked. “Amne, can you hear me?”

Her eyes were half open, staring at nothing.

Blood continued to spill, staining his hands as he instinctively tried to lift her.

“Don’t move her!” someone yelled.

Rahim stood frozen, his face drained of color. “She was just... she was just fine,” he whispered. “What happened?”

Rashid looked at her face again and noticed something strange.

There was no fear left there.

Only finality.

Sirens began to wail in the distance, faint at first, then growing louder.

The crowd thickened. Whispers spread.

“She jumped.”

“She killed herself.”

“Why?”

No one had the answer.

High above them, the rooftop stood empty.

And somewhere in a quiet bedroom upstairs, a folded letter waited patiently on a desk, ink barely dry, carrying a name that would soon set fire to more than one life.

The night swallowed the sirens.

But this was not the end.

It was the beginning of consequences.
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CHAPTER TWO: 

The Fall That Did Not End
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“Grief moves faster than truth.”

––––––––
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Grief does not always arrive softly.

Sometimes, it announces itself with violence.

It was well past midnight when the pounding began.

At first, it slipped into Amne’s Mother’s dreams, blending with fragments of restless sleep. But then it came again, harder this time, shaking the thin wooden door as though someone meant to break it down.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

Her eyes snapped open.

She lay still for a heartbeat, confused, listening to the echo of the noise inside her chest. The room was dark except for a faint line of moonlight cutting across the wall. The clock ticked steadily, indifferent.

Then the knocking came again.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

She pushed herself upright, her wrapper sliding from her shoulder. Her heart began to race. No one visited at such an hour unless something had gone terribly wrong.

“Who is that?” she muttered to herself, irritation rising to mask the sudden fear creeping into her bones.

The knocking did not pause.

“I’m coming! Wait!” she called out, though her voice trembled in spite of her effort to control it.

She stepped into the sitting room, adjusting her wrapper tightly around her waist. The house felt strangely hollow, as though the walls themselves were holding their breath.

“Amne!” she called toward her daughter’s room, her voice carrying down the short corridor. “Go and see who is knocking like that!”

She expected the soft rustle of movement. A sleepy complaint. The familiar creak of her daughter’s door.

Nothing answered her.

She frowned.

“Amne?” she called again, louder now.

Silence.

The knocking grew more desperate, more frantic.

Her chest tightened painfully.

She moved toward the front door, unease spreading through her like cold water. When she finally unlatched it and pulled it open, the porch light spilled over a face she did not expect to see.
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