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DEDICATION
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This story is dedicated to those who live between loss and hope. To the mothers who wait long after the world has moved on.

To the fathers who carry guilt quietly.

To the sisters and brothers whose silence hides unanswered questions.

It is dedicated to the unseen bonds that refuse to break,

to love that lingers beyond absence, and to truth that waits patiently to be uncovered, no matter how long it takes.

This story is for anyone who has ever felt alone in their pain, misunderstood, doubted, or forgotten, and for anyone who believes that justice, though delayed, still matters.

Above all, this story is dedicated to the idea that

no one truly disappears.

Some remain as memories. Some as lessons.

Some as quiet guides, watching from just beyond sight.

If you are reading this while carrying your own unanswered questions, may this story remind you that closure is possible, forgiveness is powerful, and peace, though fragile, is worth pursuing.

To all the Nanas of this world,

you are seen.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This book is a work of fiction, but it is shaped by real emotions: loss, guilt, love, and the long silence that follows unanswered questions. It was written to honor the unseen weight carried by families who wait, by memories that refuse to rest, and by truths that demand to be acknowledged.

This story does not ask the reader to believe in ghosts as much as it asks them to believe in consequences, in the way unfinished truths linger, in how love does not end with absence, and in how healing often begins only when courage meets honesty.
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PREFACE
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This story was born from silence, the kind that follows loss, unanswered questions, and truths left unspoken. It reflects what happens when pain is buried instead of faced, and how the past continues to live among us until it is finally acknowledged.

Though fictional, the heart of this book is grounded in real human experience: grief that lingers, guilt that hides behind normal life, love that survives even after death, and justice that arrives late but still matters. The supernatural elements are not an escape from reality, but a mirror, a way to give form to emotions and memories that refuse to disappear.

This is not a story about revenge. It is about responsibility, truth, and the cost of silence. It is about imperfect people making irreversible choices, and the long shadow those choices cast.

Some stories ask to be carried gently. As you read, allow the quiet moments to speak.
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EPIGRAPH
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Some truths do not knock.

They wait.

They stand beside us in silence,

watching us break, watching us heal,

until we are finally brave enough to look back.

The dead are not always gone.

Some stay to finish what love could not,

to close what pain left open,

to remind the living that peace is not found in revenge,

but in being seen... and letting go.

Some stories end when justice is served.

Others end when the soul is finally free.
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PROLOGUE
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Some stories begin with a scream.

This one begins with a silence.

The kind of silence that settles after something has gone terribly wrong and the world pretends not to notice. The kind that lingers in abandoned places, in unsent messages, in names that are no longer spoken aloud but are never truly forgotten.

Long before the truth surfaced, before the dead were named and the living forced to remember, there was a girl whose absence became routine. At first, people asked questions. Then they waited. Eventually, they learned how to live without answers. Time did what it always does best: it buried urgency beneath habit, pain beneath survival.

But silence is not the same as peace.

Somewhere between memory and forgetting, something remained awake.

It watched mothers age under unanswered prayers. It listened to laughter that tried too hard to sound normal. It followed footsteps through familiar streets that no longer felt safe. And it waited. Not for revenge, but for recognition. Not for blood, but for truth.

The dead do not always rest when the living lie.

There are moments when the boundary between worlds thins ,  when grief sharpens perception and guilt grows loud enough to be heard. In those moments, the past does not knock politely. It enters. It sits beside you. It speaks when you least expect it to.

This is a story about one such moment.

A story about what happens when the unseen refuses to stay hidden. When a man at his lowest is forced to look beyond what he believes is real. When love outlives death, and justice demands a witness.

Before everything was uncovered, before names were spoken again, before peace was earned, someone was watching.

And someone was waiting to be seen.

This is not a ghost story.

It is a story about truth.

And once truth decides to be known, it cannot be buried again.
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CHAPTER ONE 

Dismissed.
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“Waiting for a door that had already been locked from the other side.”

––––––––
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The chair was never meant for waiting.

Thin plastic. Pale. Unforgiving. Bolted to the floor as if escape were a concern. When Ahmed shifted his weight, it creaked in protest, the sound echoing too loudly in the narrow corridor. He stilled himself at once.

The police station hallway stretched in both directions, long and tight, swallowing sound. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting a flat, merciless white that softened nothing.

Ahmed sat alone.

He checked his watch.

Nine-thirty in the morning.

Time moved differently here. It thickened. It dragged. It pressed against the chest and made breathing feel deliberate.

He was in his early thirties, tall, carefully groomed. His charcoal-grey suit was freshly pressed, his tie centered with precision. Presentation mattered in places like this. It was never a detail. It was a message.

He sat upright, hands resting calmly on his thighs. To anyone passing by, he might have looked composed. Confident. A man waiting for a routine meeting.

Inside him, something paced.

Footsteps broke the silence.

Ahmed lifted his head as a uniformed officer approached, boots striking the tiled floor with practiced authority. The man’s face carried the neutrality of someone who had learned not to take bad news home.

The officer stopped in front of him.

“They’re ready,” he said casually. “They’re waiting for you.”

Ahmed stood at once. He straightened his jacket, smoothed his sleeves, adjusted his tie. A small ritual. A final pocket of control.

Turning toward the officer, he asked, with a half-smile that betrayed more hope than he intended,

“How do I look?”

The officer studied him for a moment longer than necessary.

Then he smiled.

It didn’t reach his eyes.

“If you’re thinking you came here for a promotion,” he said lightly, almost amused, “you should get that thought out of your head.”

The smile lingered as he turned and walked away.

Ahmed remained standing.

The corridor closed in again, heavier now. The lights buzzed. The doors stayed shut.

He swallowed.

Whatever waited behind those doors was no longer abstract. It had weight now. Shape. Intention.

He drew in a steady breath, squared his shoulders, and stepped forward.

The waiting was over.

––––––––

[image: ]


The conference room was colder than the corridor.

Not in temperature, but in spirit.

Ahmed stood at attention near the far end of the room, his spine straight, his hands locked behind his back. The posture was automatic, drilled into muscle memory long before pride or doubt had learned how to speak. He did not sit. He had not been invited to. The distance between him and the table was deliberate, calculated, the kind of distance meant to remind a man where authority lived.

Across from him, three senior officers sat side by side behind a long rectangular table that resembled an audition desk more than a place of deliberation. They did not face him equally. Power never distributed itself evenly.

At the center sat ACP Robert, early forties, young enough for ambition to still burn visibly behind his eyes. In front of him lay a thick file, its edges worn, its spine cracked from frequent use. On its cover was Ahmed’s photograph, clipped neatly, expression neutral, eyes alert. The face of a man who still believed effort could shape destiny.

To Robert’s left sat OCD Jamal, broad-shouldered, heavy-lidded, the kind of man whose voice carried finality even when he whispered. On the other side sat OCS Juma, silent, watchful, his gaze fixed on Ahmed with a patience that felt older than policy, older than rules.

ACP Robert opened the file.

Paper whispered against paper.

“Ahmed,” he began, not looking up, “you joined the police force at the age of twenty-three.”

He turned a page.

“You have served for nine years.”

Another page.

“You are classified as a senior detective. Highly skilled.” A pause. “Since transferring to this station two years ago, you have personally resolved three hundred and twelve cases.”

He finally lifted his eyes.

“Well,” Robert said, tilting his head slightly, “that is not insignificant. You have an impressive record.”

Ahmed felt something warm rise in his chest. Instinctively, he inclined his head.

“Thank you, sir,” he said, his voice measured, respectful. The voice of a man trained never to overstep, even when praised.

Robert nodded faintly, then returned his attention to the file.

“Your record,” he continued, “is exceptional.”

He hesitated, just long enough for the silence to grow uncomfortable.

“Much like your late father’s.”

Ahmed’s breath caught before he could stop it.

Robert looked up again. “Your father, in his time, led in case resolutions. Consistently. Relentlessly. I see the resemblance.”

For a brief moment, the room shifted.

Ahmed allowed himself the smallest smile, fragile and sincere. “Yes, sir,” he said. “I have tried my best to follow in his footsteps. Becoming a police officer was my dream since I was a child.”

The smile did not survive long.

OCD Jamal leaned forward, resting his forearms on the table. His voice was calm, almost conversational.

“I don’t think you followed all of your father’s footsteps,” he said. “Your father was never transferred across twenty-six regional stations.”

The words landed with precision.

Ahmed’s smile faded instantly. Confusion crossed his face before he could mask it. His eyes flicked briefly toward Jamal, then back to Robert. The air felt heavier now, as though the room itself had shifted sides.

OCS Juma spoke for the first time, his voice low but unwavering.

“We did not call you here to review your strengths,” he said. “We already know them.”

He studied Ahmed carefully.

“You are brave. You are sharp. You are confident.” A pause. “Perhaps too confident.”

Robert closed the file halfway, his fingers resting on its cover.

“When I say your record is unique,” he said, “I mean there has never been another officer transferred through twenty-six major stations for over one hundred disciplinary violations.”

He looked directly at Ahmed.

“You are the only one.”

The silence that followed was absolute.

OCD Jamal continued, his tone now edged with disappointment rather than anger. “Disobeying direct orders from your superiors is among your most frequent offenses. Discipline is something you lack entirely. Even your fellow officers speak about it.”

He leaned back.

“That is offense number two hundred and something. At this point, Ahmed, you are not an asset. You are a liability.”

Ahmed lowered his gaze.

For the first time since entering the room, he allowed himself to think before speaking. When he did, his voice was steady, stripped of defense.

“I accept my mistakes,” he said. “All of them. And I am ready to face whatever punishment you decide.”

Jamal shook his head slowly.

“We no longer have the luxury of punishing you today only to watch you repeat the same mistakes tomorrow,” he said. “An officer like you should not be in this force.”

He paused.

“Effective immediately, ”

Ahmed looked up.

“You are no longer a member of the police service.”

The words did not register at once.

“You are dismissed.”

The room blurred.

Ahmed stood frozen, disbelief locking his muscles in place. His mind rejected the sentence outright, searching for a correction that did not exist.

ACP Robert spoke again, his voice distant now, almost mechanical.

“You are required to surrender your firearm and your badge.”

Ahmed stared at him.

Robert continued speaking, but the words no longer reached Ahmed’s ears. The ACP’s mouth moved, syllables forming and breaking apart, but meaning slipped past him like water through open fingers.

All Ahmed could see was the file on the table.

His name.

His photograph.

Nine years of service reduced to paper.

The room remained silent, waiting for him to understand that everything he was had just been taken away.

And this time, there would be no case to solve.

––––––––
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Fourteen Months Later

The door to the living room opened with a dull, careless creak. Ahmed stumbled inside.

The night clung to him, thick with the sour smell of alcohol and dust, as if it had followed him home out of spite. His jacket hung crooked on his shoulders, one sleeve half-off, the knot of his tie loosened beyond recognition. He kicked the door shut behind him with more force than necessary, then stood there, swaying slightly, as though unsure whether the ground beneath his feet could still be trusted.

The lights were off.

For a moment, the darkness spared him.

Then, from the doorway of the bedroom, a figure emerged.

Rahma stood still, her silhouette framed by the faint glow spilling from behind her. She did not speak. She did not move. She simply watched him, her arms folded loosely against her chest, her face unreadable yet unbearably tired.

Their eyes met.

Ahmed’s gaze softened immediately, collapsing inward. What little strength he had left drained from his posture. He looked at her the way a defeated man looks at a mirror he no longer recognizes.

Fourteen months had passed since the day the badge was taken from him.

Fourteen months since the man he used to be had been quietly buried without ceremony.

The silence between them stretched, fragile and tense, until the scene shifted.

They sat together in the living room, the space between them filled with unspoken disappointments. Ahmed leaned forward on the couch, elbows resting on his knees, hands clasped tightly as if holding himself together by force alone. Rahma sat opposite him, her back straight, her face drawn with exhaustion that sleep no longer cured.

Ahmed spoke first.

His voice was hoarse, heavy with grief that had fermented into bitterness.

“I always imagined I would die a hero,” he said quietly. “Fighting crime in my country. Just like my father did.”

He laughed once, hollow and brief.

“Being a police officer was the only dream I ever had. Since I was a child.” He shook his head slowly. “And now it’s gone.”

He lifted his eyes to her, red-rimmed and pleading.

“I am nothing now, my wife. A man without a dream is not a man.” His voice cracked. “I am nobody.”

Rahma watched him, her heart aching in ways she no longer had the energy to explain. Pity flickered across her face, but it was quickly drowned by something heavier.

Frustration.

“I keep asking myself,” she said softly, “how long this is going to continue.” Her voice trembled despite her effort to steady it.

“Every night, you come home past midnight. Drunk. You don’t know how your family is surviving. You don’t know whether we ate or slept hungry. All you know is how to drink.”

Ahmed lifted his head sharply.

“I was a professional detective,” he said, almost shouting now. “A police officer. Look at me.” He gestured weakly at himself. “Look at me now. I’m nobody. Nobody.”

Rahma stood abruptly.

“I have endured enough, Ahmed,” she said, her voice rising. “My patience is finished.”

She paced the room, her footsteps sharp against the floor.

“You refuse to even look for another job. Something, anything, to support your family. All you do is drink and wait for a miracle that may never come.”

Ahmed reached for her voice like a drowning man.

“Everything will be okay,” he said quickly. “The moment they take me back.”

Rahma turned toward him, disbelief flashing across her face.

“When?” she demanded. “When, Ahmed?”

He straightened, his eyes burning with a desperate conviction.

“I was born to be an officer,” he said. “This country’s police force needs men like me. One day, they will need me again. And I will return, just like before.”

Rahma stared at him.

What she saw was not faith.

It was denial.

Her shoulders slumped.

“That’s it,” she said quietly. “I’m done.”

She inhaled deeply, steadying herself.

“At first light, I am leaving with the children. We are going to my parents’ house. I will not let my children starve while waiting for their father to change. You can continue waiting for that day they call you back.”

She turned toward the bedroom, then stopped.

Something pulled her back.

She stood there for a moment without looking at him, her mind wrestling with love, fear, and exhaustion. Then she turned slowly.

Their eyes met again.

Two people bound by memory, now separated by reality.

“I’ve changed my mind,” she said, her voice firm. “I won’t wait until morning.”

She glanced toward the children’s room.

“I’m taking them tonight.”

Ahmed did not respond.

She watched him closely.

His head had fallen back against the couch. His hands lay limp at his sides. His breathing had slowed, uneven but deep.

He was asleep.

Still seated.

Still dressed.

Still frozen in the posture of a man waiting for a life that would not return.

Rahma’s jaw tightened. Anger flared across her face, sharp and unrestrained.

She had said everything.

And he had slept through it.

The room fell silent again, this time final, as Rahma stood there realizing she was already alone.

––––––––
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The night did not argue with her decision.

Outside, the yard lay hushed beneath a thin veil of darkness, the air heavy with the stillness that comes just before dawn. The car’s boot stood open like a silent mouth waiting to be fed. Rahma moved quickly, efficiently, her body operating on instinct rather than hesitation.

One bag.

Then another.

She lifted them one by one, their weight familiar, burdens she had been carrying long before they acquired handles. The fabric brushed against her legs as she placed them inside the boot and pressed them into place. There was no excess, no luxury. Only what was necessary. Only what could be carried without looking back.

She closed the boot firmly.

The sound echoed louder than it should have, a blunt punctuation mark in the quiet yard.

Rahma walked around to the driver’s side and slipped into the seat. For a moment, she did not start the engine. Instead, she turned and looked at the backseat.

The children were asleep.

The older one sat upright, head tilted slightly to the side, legs stretched awkwardly. The younger lay sprawled across their lap, breathing softly, unaware that the night had rearranged their lives. One small hand clutched the fabric of a shirt, as if even sleep feared abandonment.

A voice stirred.

“Where are we going?” the older child asked drowsily, eyes half-open. “Why are we leaving Daddy?”

Rahma’s hands tightened around the steering wheel.

She forced her voice to remain gentle. “Don’t worry about your father,” she said. “He will be okay.”

She reached back, adjusting the younger child’s position with practiced care.

“We’re going to Grandma’s house,” she continued. “Hold your little one properly.”

The child nodded sleepily.

Rahma turned forward again.

She started the engine.

The car pulled away from the yard smoothly, its headlights slicing through the darkness before disappearing into the road ahead. The house behind them remained silent, unaware that something essential had just been taken from it.

––––––––
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Morning crept into the living room slowly, pale and uninvited.

Ahmed lay exactly where he had collapsed the night before, stretched awkwardly across the couch, his body claiming its entire length. One arm hung uselessly over the side, his shirt wrinkled, his mouth slightly open. He slept heavily, the kind of sleep that arrives only after exhaustion has defeated thought.

Then he stirred.

He yawned loudly, stretching his limbs with a groan, eyes still closed. For a brief moment, the world felt familiar. Unchanged.

Then he opened his eyes.

Something was wrong.

The silence felt different. Sharper. Empty in a way that could not be explained by the early hour. His gaze drifted to the table.

There was a piece of paper.

Neatly folded.

Waiting.

Ahmed sat up slowly, the fog in his head thinning as unease crept in. He reached for the note, fingers suddenly clumsy, and unfolded it.

He read.

Once.

Then again.

His breath hitched.

“No. No. No... no... no...”

The words spilled from him in a rush, panicked and broken. He stood up abruptly, the note slipping from his hand and fluttering onto the couch.
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