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This book is dedicated to the people who stayed longer than their hearts could endure.

To the husbands carrying silent guilt behind tired smiles.

To the wives learning how to survive emotional loneliness beside the people they once trusted most.

To the couples fighting battles nobody else can see behind closed doors.

This story is for the people who kept forgiving until forgiveness began feeling like self-destruction.

For the people who remained loyal while secretly questioning whether love alone is enough to save a broken relationship.

For the hearts that slowly became cold after carrying too much pain for too long.

It is also dedicated to the friendships damaged by jealousy, hidden desires, betrayal, and silence.

To the families trying to save marriages without fully understanding the emotional wounds inside them.

And to everyone who has ever struggled between letting go and holding on.

Because sometimes the most dangerous thing in love is not hatred.

It is loving someone deeply while slowly losing yourself at the same time.
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PREVIOUSLY IN BOOK ONE
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Marriage was once the safest place Omar and Ruqayyah knew.

What began as love, laughter, affection, and shared dreams slowly transformed into silence, resentment, suspicion, and emotional distance. Beneath the beauty of their marriage, cracks had already begun forming long before either of them realized how serious the damage had become.

Ruqayyah struggled with trust after discovering signs that Omar was involved with another woman. Though Omar repeatedly denied betraying her at first, his secret relationship with Abigail slowly pulled him further away from his home, his peace, and the woman he once loved deeply.

As tension grew inside their marriage, arguments became routine. Pride replaced vulnerability. Coldness replaced comfort. Ruqayyah refused to become the submissive wife Omar expected, while Omar became increasingly frustrated by the emotional walls growing between them.

Outside influences only worsened the situation.

Juliana continuously encouraged Ruqayyah to remain emotionally distant and difficult, convincing her that softness would only make Omar disrespect her more. Meanwhile, Abigail offered Omar the emotional validation and peace he no longer felt inside his own marriage, drawing him deeper into dangerous emotional territory.

At the same time, another marriage quietly stood on the edge of destruction. Amina began suspecting that her husband, Salim, was hiding an affair. What started as instinct slowly became investigation, and investigation began turning into proof. Unknown to Salim, Amina had already started uncovering truths he believed were safely hidden.

As family members and friends slowly became aware that Omar and Ruqayyah’s marriage was collapsing, pressure from both sides intensified. Their once-private conflicts began reaching relatives, friends, and outsiders, making reconciliation even more difficult.

Despite everything, love between Omar and Ruqayyah never completely disappeared.

Moments of vulnerability still existed beneath the anger.

Pain still existed beneath the pride.

And buried underneath betrayal, loneliness, and emotional exhaustion remained two people who had not fully stopped loving each other... even while destroying each other emotionally.

By the end of Book One, the tension between them reached a dangerous emotional breaking point. After months of separation, arguments, emotional warfare, jealousy, and silent suffering, Omar and Ruqayyah found themselves crossing boundaries they never imagined they would cross.

But instead of bringing peace...

their unresolved pain only became more complicated.

Now the silence between them is heavier than ever.

Trust is wounded.

Secrets are growing.

Outside relationships are becoming more dangerous.

And every decision from this point forward threatens to permanently change their lives.

Book Two begins where emotional survival becomes far more difficult than emotional conflict.
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CHAPTER ONE 

Silent Damage
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MARRIAGE...

One of the most beautiful promises two people can ever make.

And yet, one of the most dangerous journeys a human heart can ever take.

Before marriage, many people dream about it like paradise.

A peaceful home.

Late-night laughter.

Warm embraces after long days.

Children running through hallways.

A partner who becomes a best friend, protector, lover, and safe place all at once.

Many people enter marriage carrying flowers in their hearts...

only to discover that love alone is not enough to keep a home standing.

Because marriage is not built only by kisses, beauty, gifts, or sweet promises whispered at midnight.

Marriage is built by patience.

By sacrifice.

By silence.

By forgiveness.

By endurance.

And sometimes...

by surviving pain that nobody else sees.

Some people marry expecting happiness every day, only to discover loneliness beside the very person they once prayed for.

Some enter marriage believing betrayal could never happen to them...

until the day they accidentally see a message...

hear a strange voice...

smell another woman’s perfume...

or discover that the person sleeping beside them has been living another life in secret.

And the painful truth is this:

Not every wound destroys immediately.

Some wounds begin as tiny scratches...

small misunderstandings...

small lies...

small secrets...

small emotional distances...

But when ignored...

they grow.

And what once looked harmless slowly becomes a scar too deep to heal.

Sometimes marriages do not collapse because of one huge mistake.

Sometimes they die slowly.

Quietly.

Piece by piece.

Trust disappears first.

Then communication.

Then affection.

Then respect.

And finally...

two people who once could not sleep without each other begin living like strangers under the same roof.

Still...

not everyone chooses to leave.

Some people stay for love.

Some stay for children.

Some stay because of fear.

Some stay because they still believe broken things can be repaired.

And some...

simply do not know how to start over.

Ironically, those outside marriage often admire it from a distance...

while some people inside it are secretly begging God for peace.

The unmarried dream of entering it.

The wounded dream of escaping it.

The faithful fight to protect it.

And the unfaithful gamble with hearts as if love has no consequences.

But betrayal...

Betrayal changes everything.

It turns soft hearts cold.

It turns trust into suspicion.

It turns love into fear.

And once doubt enters a marriage...

even silence becomes dangerous.

Because after betrayal,

every late-night call sounds suspicious.

Every smile feels rehearsed.

Every explanation feels incomplete.

Every absence creates questions.

And every unfamiliar perfume...

becomes a war.

But perhaps the most terrifying thing about betrayal is this:

Sometimes the people destroying your home are the same people eating at your table...

calling you “friend”...

smiling in your face...

comforting you while secretly creating the pain they pretend to heal.

Life is strange that way.

The people we trust the most often hold the sharpest knives.

And sometimes...

the greatest enemy of a marriage is not hatred.

It is influence.

A whisper.

A temptation.

An emotional weakness.

A secret that should have ended early...

before it became impossible to control.

Because some fires are easier to stop when they are still smoke.

But once the house is burning...

everyone becomes a victim.

Some stories begin with love.

Others begin with betrayal.

But this story...

This story begins where forgiveness tried to rebuild what pain had already poisoned.

Where smiles became masks.

Where loyalty became a performance.

Where friendship became dangerous.

And where marriage...

slowly began losing its meaning.

GUBU BOOK TWO

Love Dies Quietly

Some betrayals destroy marriages...

Others destroy the people inside them first. 

Like I always say.

Marriage rarely breaks in one loud moment.

Most of the time, it dies quietly...

Through ignored conversations,

Unfinished apologies,

Unspoken loneliness,

And hearts that slowly stop reaching for each other.

Two people can sleep in the same bed and still feel worlds apart.

And sometimes the most painful thing is not betrayal itself...

but realizing love began fading long before the betrayal arrived.

––––––––
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ACROSS THE CITY, INSIDE a beautifully furnished bedroom lit only by warm bedside lamps, Ruqayyah stood beside the dresser folding clothes with sharp, restless movements.

The room was large.

Elegant.

Expensive.

But peace no longer lived there.

Omar sat at the edge of the bed watching her quietly, exhaustion written across his face. He had spent the last several minutes trying to speak while she avoided him with deliberate silence.

“Please,” Ruqayyah said at last, her voice edged with irritation. “You and your family should stop involving yourselves in my parents’ matters. They are my parents. Go advise your own family about your nonsense.”

Her words struck harder than she intended, but neither of them acknowledged it.

Omar rose slowly and stepped toward her.

“Ruqayyah,” he said softly, 

“Tomorrow is a public holiday. We don’t have to wake up early. We can sit down and talk properly.”

She ignored him completely, continuing to arrange the clothes.

He watched her for a moment before speaking again, this time more carefully.

“Our marriage is becoming a competition instead of a partnership. We don’t communicate anymore. We don’t understand each other anymore.” His voice lowered painfully. “I’m begging you... don’t let us become strangers.”

Still, she refused to face him.

The silence between them thickened.

“Ruqayyah.” His tone cracked slightly. 

“Don’t turn your back on me while I’m talking to you.”

Without responding, she climbed onto the bed, pulled the blanket over herself completely, and disappeared beneath it like someone hiding from a storm.

Omar stared at the covered figure in disbelief.

For several seconds, the only sound inside the room was the distant hum of the air conditioner.

Then slowly, heavily, he sat down.

He leaned forward, elbows resting on his knees, both hands clasped tightly together as thoughts consumed him.

He truly did not know where things had started going wrong.

That was the part killing him most.

Not the arguments.

Not the coldness.

Not even the rejection.

It was the confusion.

The terrifying realization that he was losing his wife while still loving her deeply.

“I’m trying,” he thought painfully. 

“God knows I’m trying... so where exactly am I failing?”

His phone suddenly lit up beside him.

Ruqayyah’s voice emerged from beneath the blanket immediately.

“Haven’t your women been informed you’re already home?” she asked bitterly. 

“Or maybe tonight’s appointments start later than usual.”

Omar closed his eyes briefly.

There it was again.

Sarcasm.

Suspicion.

Wounds disguised as mockery.

“You think marriage is defeating me?” he asked quietly. 

“No, Ruqayyah. Marriage is defeating you.”

She pulled the blanket down just enough to glare at him.

“I still haven’t given up on you,” he continued. 

“I still love you. I’m still willing to do anything to save this marriage even when your actions keep pushing me away.”

For the first time that night, she truly looked at him.

And for a fleeting second, something vulnerable passed through her eyes before pride buried it again.

Omar took a slow breath.

“When someone genuinely loves you,” he said carefully, 

“They don’t give up easily. Even when there are a thousand reasons to walk away... they find one reason to stay.”

His gaze remained fixed on her.

“Our marriage is heading somewhere dangerous, Ruqayyah. Open your eyes before it’s too late.”

For a moment, she said nothing.

And in that silence, Omar almost believed she had finally heard him.

But then she pulled the blanket over herself again.

“This,” she muttered coldly, 

“Is the time for closing my eyes, not opening them.”

She turned away completely.

“Goodnight.”

The words landed like a door shutting.

Omar remained standing there long after she stopped speaking.

Long after she pretended to sleep.

Long after the distance between them became heavier than the room itself.

––––––––
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MORNING ARRIVED BRIGHT and windless.

The calmness outside felt cruel compared to the tension inside the house.

Ruqayyah stepped out onto the veranda carrying a large laundry bag filled with clothes meant for the dry cleaner. She wore oversized sunglasses despite the early hour, as though hiding exhaustion from the world.

She paused beside her car, searching through her handbag.

Behind her, Omar emerged from inside carrying several of his own clothes before adding them into the same bag.

Their shoulders brushed briefly as they crossed paths.

Neither apologized.

Neither smiled.

The housemaid, Warda, hurried outside after hearing Ruqayyah call for help.

“Please carry this carefully,” Ruqayyah instructed. 

“And don’t drag it.”

Warda nodded obediently and lifted the heavy bag.

As Ruqayyah opened the car door, one of Omar’s shirts slipped from the top and fell onto the ground.

“Careful,” Ruqayyah snapped instantly. “Watch what you’re doing.”

Warda bent quickly to pick it up, apologizing softly.

But Ruqayyah had already noticed something else.

Several of Omar’s clothes mixed among hers.

Her expression hardened immediately.

Without hesitation, she removed Omar’s clothes from the bag and carried them back toward the house.

Omar appeared at the doorway just as she reached the steps.

“Ruqayyah...”

“Don’t look for me,” she interrupted sharply. 

“I don’t want arguments with you today. Not in any form.”

He exhaled slowly, already exhausted.

“Aren’t you taking clothes to the dry cleaner anyway? Take mine too. I’ll pay.”

She laughed humorlessly.

“You have women outside there,” she replied. 

“Give them jobs to do. Let’s respect each other.”

The words hit harder than she knew.

Warda quietly loaded the remaining clothes into the car while pretending not to listen.

Ruqayyah suddenly remembered something inside and walked back into the house without another glance.

Silence lingered behind her.

Warda cautiously looked toward Omar.

“I can wash your clothes for you, kaka,” she offered gently.

Omar gave a tired nod before rubbing both hands over his face.

“Just put them in the car,” he muttered. 

“I’ll handle them myself.”

Then, almost to himself, he added bitterly:

“I’m getting tired of this marriage.”

He walked back inside and shut the door harder than necessary.

Warda remained standing there holding the laundry bag.

Sympathy filled her eyes.

“She has too much anger,” she whispered sadly under her breath. “One day she’ll cry until her teeth grind.”

Shaking her head quietly, she carried the clothes inside while the morning sun continued rising over a marriage that started to crack from within few months ago.

––––––––
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THE TENSION IN THE house had not faded with the morning.

If anything, it had grown heavier.

Ruqayyah stormed into the living room carrying Omar’s clothes with visible irritation burning across her face. The anger inside her had become so familiar lately that even ordinary tasks now felt personal. Every shirt she touched carried frustration. Every belonging of his reminded her of unanswered questions.

She dropped the clothes carelessly onto the table beside several scattered papers and receipts that had apparently been left behind in haste.

At first, she barely paid attention to them.

But then her eyes caught a name.

Her movements slowed.

She reached for one of the receipts.

A school fee payment slip.

The name written clearly across the paper made her stomach tighten.

“Rehema Omar.”

For a moment, she simply stared.

Then she read it again.

And again.

A strange ringing filled her ears.

“Rehema...”

The same name Omar mentioned too casually sometimes during phone calls. The same name she had heard in passing conversations before dismissing it as insignificant.

But now...

Now the name sat in her hands attached to school payments made personally by her husband.

A cold sensation crawled slowly through her chest.

“Does Omar have a child?”

The thought arrived quietly at first.

Then exploded violently inside her mind.

Her fingers tightened around the receipt.

“No...” she whispered unconsciously.

But even as she denied it, her instincts were already rearranging old memories into terrifying new meanings.

Every mysterious phone call.

Every unexplained silence.

Every sudden trip.

Every moment she had ignored because love demanded trust.

She pulled more papers toward herself with growing urgency.

Another receipt.

Another document.

Then suddenly her breathing stopped altogether.

A property file.

Ownership papers.

Hotel documents.

Her eyes widened.

Green Park Hotel.

Registered owner:

“Omar Suleiman.”

Ruqayyah froze completely.

For several long seconds she forgot how to blink.

“How...?” she whispered.

Her husband owned an entire hotel?

A successful luxury property?

And she had never known?

The discovery unsettled her more than she expected.

Not because of the money.

Not even because of the secrecy.

But because she suddenly realized there were parts of Omar’s life she knew absolutely nothing about.

And that frightened her.

Deeply.

A bitter laugh escaped her lips.

“Wake up, Ruqayyah,” she thought grimly. 

“Start building your own future before this man outsmarts you completely.”

Her heartbeat quickened as suspicion and wounded pride tangled together dangerously inside her chest.

Without thinking further, she gathered the receipts and documents together, intending to leave with them.

But before she could take more than two steps, Omar emerged from the outside.

The moment he saw the papers in her hands, his expression changed instantly.

“Omar’s face hardened with alarm.”

“Ruqayyah.”

His tone stopped her only briefly.

She moved toward the door anyway.

He reached her quickly.

“Give me those.”

Something in his voice sounded too sharp.

Too defensive.

And that alone irritated her further.

She opened the front door forcefully.

“I was once told dangerous animals used to exist here long ago,” she said coldly, turning to face him. 

“But apparently God forgot to take one of them away.”

The insult landed cleanly.

Omar stared at her, exhausted disbelief flashing across his face.

Ruqayyah lifted his clothes with visible disgust and shoved them toward him.

“Don’t mix your sweat with my clothes,” she snapped. 

“You have your own car. Take your clothes to the dry cleaner yourself... or better yet, let the women you spend money on handle it for you.”

Then suddenly...

Directly.

Sharply.

The question came.

“And another thing... do you have a child?”

Omar blinked.

For the briefest moment, genuine panic crossed his eyes before he buried it.

“I’m paying school fees for my cousin’s child,” he answered quickly. “The kid lives with my aunt.”

Too quickly.

Ruqayyah noticed.

She noticed everything lately.

“I’m still waiting for my own child from you,” he added more softly. “Please, listen to me, my wife.”

But Ruqayyah no longer trusted softness.

Not fully.

Not anymore.

Without another word, she shut the door behind her and walked away carrying the documents.

Omar stood frozen for half a second before immediately following her outside.

“Ruqayyah!” he called.

But she kept walking.

And for the first time in a long time, Omar felt genuine fear creeping into his chest.

Not fear of losing arguments.

Not fear of being exposed.

But fear of losing control over the fragile thread still holding his marriage together.

––––––––
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LATER THAT AFTERNOON, sunlight spilled warmly across the busy children’s clothing store as Omar moved between shelves with little Rehema beside him.

The young girl laughed excitedly while holding up two different dresses against herself, unable to decide which one she loved more.

“This one!” she declared.

Then immediately changed her mind.

“No, this one!”

Omar smiled despite the heaviness weighing on him all day.

Children had a strange way of interrupting adult pain without even trying.

Rehema twirled happily in front of the mirror while Omar watched her quietly.

There was innocence in her joy.

Pure innocence.

And looking at her now, he could not help thinking about how complicated adults made life.

How many lies people carried just to protect themselves.

How many truths they buried in the name of peace.

The cashier handed him the shopping bag after payment.

“Thank you, sir.”

Omar nodded distractedly before taking Rehema’s hand gently.

As they walked toward the car together, the little girl continued talking excitedly about school, cartoons, and snacks with the careless freedom only children possessed.

But Omar barely heard half of it.

His mind remained trapped elsewhere.

With Ruqayyah.

With the receipts.

With the dangerous look in her eyes before she walked away.

––––––––
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BY EVENING, RUQAYYAH stood beneath the fading orange glow of sunset overlooking a large open field near the outskirts of the city.

The breeze from the distant ocean carried traces of salt through the air while tall grass swayed softly around them.

An elderly land broker stood beside her, speaking enthusiastically while pointing across the property boundaries.

“This area is developing very fast,” he explained proudly. 

“Within two years the value will double.”

But Ruqayyah’s attention had already drifted toward another direction.

Toward the beachside plots farther away.

She could almost see her dreams standing there already.

A resort.

A business.

Freedom.

Security.

Something that belonged entirely to her.

Not inherited through marriage.

Not dependent on a husband’s honesty.

Hers.

“That beach property...” she said thoughtfully while narrowing her eyes toward the coastline. “I want that one too.”

The broker looked surprised.

“This one isn’t enough?”

Ruqayyah smiled faintly.

“I want both.”

And she meant it.

For the first time in a long while, ambition felt safer than love.

Safer than trust.

Safer than depending emotionally on a man whose life still contained too many locked doors.

The broker exchanged impressed glances with Mzee Hamissi before nodding enthusiastically.

“Then we should prepare the paperwork immediately,” he said. “We can even proceed to the local government offices today if you’re ready.”

“I’m ready,” Ruqayyah replied without hesitation.

Money.

Property.

Investments.

For years she had delayed her own dreams while trying to build a marriage.

Now something inside her had shifted.

Pain had awakened caution.

And caution was slowly teaching her independence.

“Come,” the broker said warmly, motioning toward another section of land. 

“There’s something else I want to show you.”

Ruqayyah followed beside him as the evening wind moved gently through her hair.

But even while discussing land and business opportunities, part of her mind remained trapped on one haunting question she could no longer silence:

“Who exactly is Rehema?”

––––––––
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THE EVENING SKY BURNED softly above Omar’s house as he sat inside his car just outside the gate, one hand resting lazily on the steering wheel while the other held his phone against his ear.

Traffic sounds drifted faintly from the distant road, mixing with the chirping of insects waking with the night.

“Yes, Barbra,” he said distractedly. “I left Lucy’s shades there earlier. She was playing with them. Please keep them safely for me.”

His tone was calm. Familiar.

Practiced.

The kind of calm that came from a man used to balancing too many conversations, too many people, too many versions of himself.

Before Barbra could finish responding, another incoming call lit up his dashboard screen.

A smile spread unconsciously across his lips the moment he saw the name.

Abigail.

He ended the first call quickly and answered the second almost immediately.

“I called you so many times, my Abigail,” he said softly, leaning back into the seat. 

“You disappeared on me.”

A faint feminine laugh sounded through the speaker.

Omar’s smile deepened.

“I really wanted to see you today,” he continued, lowering his voice affectionately. 

“But you stay too far away from your phone. I’m just getting home now.”

He paused briefly, listening.

“Tomorrow then,” he promised gently. 

“I’ll come see you tomorrow, my love.”

Another pause.

Then he chuckled.

“And stop taking buses everywhere. You know I don’t like imagining you struggling.”

The tenderness in his voice came naturally.

Too naturally.

That frightened him sometimes.

After ending the call, he dropped the phone onto the passenger seat and exhaled slowly.

For a moment he simply sat there staring through the windshield at his own house.

His home.

His marriage.

His responsibilities.

And all the lies standing between them.

A tired smile crossed his face.

“Omar,” he muttered to himself quietly, 

“The courage it takes to manage all these women...”

He shook his head with amusement mixed with exhaustion.

“Going back into my own house feels like walking into fire.”

Yet despite the tension waiting for him inside, he still smiled.

Because dangerous habits eventually begin feeling normal.

He pressed the horn lightly.

The security guard hurried forward and opened the gate.

Just as Omar’s vehicle began rolling inward, another car suddenly emerged from the compound.

Ruqayyah.

She drove straight past him without even turning her head.

No greeting.

No acknowledgment.

Nothing.

Omar honked again instinctively, hoping she would stop.

She didn’t.

Her car disappeared into the evening traffic without hesitation.

Omar frowned slightly while watching the taillights fade.

“Where is she going?” he murmured.

Then, almost humorlessly, he added:

“And I’m just coming home...”

The gate closed behind him.

And somewhere deep inside, a quiet uneasiness settled into his chest.

––––––––
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SEVERAL MONTHS LATER...

The atmosphere inside the house had changed.

Not healed.

Changed.

Some wounds had stopped bleeding openly, but scars remained beneath everything.

That night, Omar and Ruqayyah sat across from each other at the dining table in near silence while untouched food cooled slowly between them.

The television murmured faintly from another room, though neither of them paid attention to it.

Ruqayyah looked exhausted.

Not physically alone.

Emotionally.

There was a heaviness around her lately that Omar had begun noticing more often.

She barely laughed anymore.

Barely argued anymore.

Sometimes silence could become more frightening than anger.

“I think I should rest,” she said quietly at last while pushing her plate away. “I’m not feeling well.”

Omar immediately looked up.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing serious.”

But even her voice sounded weak.

She stood slowly from the chair and began walking toward the bedroom.

Halfway there, her body suddenly lost balance.

Her hand shot toward the wall for support.

The room tilted violently around her.

A sharp dizziness swept through her so suddenly that she nearly collapsed.

Warda, the housemaid, had just entered through the hallway after hearing knocks at the gate.

The moment she saw Ruqayyah staggering, panic flashed across her face.

“Kaka!” she shouted urgently. “Quick... madam is falling!”

Omar reacted instantly.

His chair scraped violently against the floor as he rushed toward her.

By the time Ruqayyah’s knees weakened completely, Omar caught her before she hit the ground.

For one suspended second, they simply stared at each other.

Ruqayyah looked disoriented.

Omar looked terrified.

A fear far deeper than ordinary concern gripped him suddenly.

Because despite all their problems...

Despite all the bitterness...

The thought of losing her had never once crossed his mind as survivable.

“Ruqayyah...” he said breathlessly. 

“Are you okay?”

She leaned weakly against him, eyes half-closed.

“Just dizziness,” she whispered. 

“Sudden dizziness.”

“We’re going to the hospital.”

“No.”

Her voice rose sharply despite her weakness.

“I’m okay.”

“You almost collapsed.”

“I said I’m okay.”

The stubbornness remained.

Even now.

Omar sighed quietly before lifting her carefully into his arms.

Her body felt unusually fragile against his chest.

And strangely enough, carrying her like that awakened memories he had not visited in a long time.

Their early marriage.

Laughter.

Late-night conversations.

Softness.

Back when touching each other did not feel complicated.

He carried her carefully toward the bedroom while Warda watched silently from behind.

There was something painfully intimate about seeing a couple still holding onto each other physically while emotionally drifting apart.

Omar laid Ruqayyah gently onto the bed.

“I’ll call a doctor,” he insisted.

“No doctors,” she muttered while closing her eyes briefly. 

“I just need rest.”

Before he could argue further, Warda knocked lightly against the bedroom door.

“Kaka... there’s a visitor.”

Omar frowned immediately.

“At this hour?”

He stepped outside, closing the bedroom door softly behind him.

As he walked toward the living room, irritation briefly crossed his face.

“You couldn’t even sit the guest down first?” he complained lightly.

But the moment he entered the sitting room and saw Mzee Hamissi standing there holding a folder, his expression shifted.

The elderly man greeted him respectfully before extending several documents toward him.

“These belong to Madam Ruqayyah,” he explained.

Omar accepted the papers absentmindedly at first.

But then his eyes moved across the contents.

And suddenly...

His face changed completely.

Property agreements.

Land acquisition documents.

Investment paperwork.

Several plots.

Including beachfront property.

Registered under Ruqayyah’s name.

Omar slowly lowered himself onto the couch.

For the first time in a long while, genuine shock silenced him completely.

Mzee Hamisi continued speaking politely, explaining signatures and local government processing, but Omar barely heard half the words.

Ruqayyah had purchased all this?

Without telling him?

Without even discussing it?

The realization hit his pride harder than he expected.

Not because she invested.

But because she had done it secretly.

Quietly.

Independently.

Almost as if preparing for a future that did not entirely include him.

After the old man finally left, Omar remained seated there alone holding the documents in both hands.

The house suddenly felt unfamiliar.

His wife was changing.

And for the first time, he realized he might no longer fully understand the woman he married.

Slowly, he gathered the papers together and closed the folder carefully.

Then he stood and walked back toward the bedroom carrying the weight of questions he did not yet know how to ask.
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CHAPTER TWO: 

Shattered Trust
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MORNING SUNLIGHT FILTERED softly through the curtains of Omar and Ruqayyah’s bedroom, casting pale golden lines across the polished floor. The room was quiet except for the distant sound of water running somewhere in the house and the occasional chirping of birds outside the windows.

Ruqayyah sat on the edge of the bed in silence, one hand resting absentmindedly against her thigh while the other adjusted the loose fabric of her robe. Beside her lay several of Omar’s folded clothes, neatly arranged but untouched. Her eyes lingered on them longer than necessary.

Lately, everything about her marriage felt like that.

Neat on the surface.

Untouched underneath.

The bedroom door opened gently, and Omar walked in carrying a large envelope in his hand. He paused the moment his eyes met hers.

For a second, neither of them spoke.

There had once been comfort in their silence.

Now there was caution.

Measured distance.

Omar slowly approached the bed and handed her the envelope without explanation.

Ruqayyah accepted it carefully, her expression unreadable. She opened it slowly and began reading the documents inside.

As her eyes moved across the pages, a faint smile appeared on her lips.

Not warmth.

Victory.

The quiet satisfaction of proving something to herself.

Before she could speak, a knock sounded at the door.

Omar walked over and opened it.

Warda stood outside holding a tray with a glass of fresh juice.

“Madam’s juice,” she said softly.

Omar took it from her without responding and carried it back toward Ruqayyah before disappearing into the bathroom moments later.

The sound of running water soon filled the room.

Ruqayyah stared at the papers again.

Land documents.

Ownership agreements.

Business registrations.

Her investments.

Her future.

A future she had quietly begun building while her marriage slowly cracked around her.

She stood before the mirror and studied her reflection carefully.

Her body had changed lately.

Not dramatically.

But enough for her to notice.

Enough for insecurity to begin whispering where confidence once lived.

A small sigh escaped her lips.

“These Tanzanian men,” she murmured bitterly to herself. “They want to be the only ones progressing in life. The moment their wives succeed too, their hearts nearly burst.”

Still staring at herself, she placed a hand around her waist.

“Honestly,” she muttered softly, turning sideways toward the mirror, “I need to start exercising. This weight is coming too fast.”

The bathroom door suddenly opened.

Omar stepped out shirtless, water still glistening across his chest while drying his hair with a towel.

Ruqayyah glanced at him through the mirror.

“You’ve developed a new habit these days,” she said casually. “Tea before showering. Is this part of your new lifestyle?”
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