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This book is dedicated to the people who continue loving while silently breaking inside.

To the husbands who return home exhausted, carrying burdens they no longer know how to explain.

To the wives who smile in front of relatives while privately fighting emotional loneliness beside the very people they once believed would protect their hearts.

To the couples who still share the same bed while feeling worlds apart emotionally.

To the people who apologize too late.

To the people who stayed too silent for too long.

To the people who slowly transformed into versions of themselves they no longer recognize.

This story is also dedicated to the families standing around wounded marriages without fully understanding the damage taking place behind closed doors. The parents praying quietly for their children. The friends unknowingly encouraging destruction. The outsiders who enter relationships already struggling emotionally. The children growing up in homes where tension has become normal.

And above all...

This book is dedicated to every soft heart life slowly forced to become hard.

Because not every cold person was born cold.

Some people became “Gubu” after loving too deeply.

After forgiving too many times.

After carrying emotional pain too long without relief.

After learning that vulnerability sometimes attracts wounds instead of safety.

If you have ever felt unseen inside a relationship...

If you have ever struggled to explain emotional pain nobody around you understood...

If you have ever watched love slowly transform into distance...

Then somewhere inside these pages, a part of you already exists.

May this story remind you that emotional wounds ignored today often become emotional destruction tomorrow.

And may it remind you that sometimes the most dangerous silence in a relationship is not hatred...

But the silence created when two people slowly stop reaching for each other emotionally.
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PROLOGUE
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No marriage collapses in a single day.

The breaking begins quietly.

Sometimes with silence.

Sometimes with exhaustion.

Sometimes with words people never meant to say.

And sometimes...

with the dangerous assumption that love will survive neglect.

Omar once believed his marriage was strong enough to survive anything.

Ruqayyah once believed love alone was enough to keep two people close.

They were both wrong.

Because the heart does not become hard overnight.

Softness dies slowly.

And by the time people finally notice the distance between them...

the damage has often already begun.

This is the story of that damage.
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CHAPTER ONE 

Dangerous Silence
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There is something painfully beautiful about marriage.

From the outside, marriage looks like safety.

It looks like two people choosing each other against the entire world.

It looks like companionship.

Protection.

Warmth.

Peace.

For many people, marriage is the ultimate dream.

Young girls grow up imagining wedding gowns, flowers, romantic surprises, matching rings, family vacations, children running around the house, and a husband who will love them forever.

Young boys grow up believing marriage will finally give them respect, stability, peace, loyalty, and a woman who will stand beside them through every battle life throws at them.

Some people rush toward marriage because they are in love.

Some because they are lonely.

Some because society expects it.

Some because everyone around them already settled down.

And some enter marriage carrying expectations so large that reality never stands a chance against them.

Because before marriage, love is imagination.

After marriage, love becomes responsibility.

Before marriage:

people admire each other’s smiles.

After marriage:

people discover each other’s anger.

Before marriage:

people fear losing each other.

After marriage:

people slowly begin hurting each other in ways they never imagined possible.

That is the frightening thing about marriage.

It can become heaven.

Or it can quietly become emotional imprisonment.

Some people wake up every morning grateful for the person sleeping beside them.

And some wake up wondering:

“How did we become like this?”

There are women who spend years praying for marriage, only to later spend nights crying silently beside the very men they once begged God to give them.

There are men who promise forever with genuine hearts, only to later feel emotionally trapped inside homes they once couldn’t wait to enter.

Some marriages survive because of love.

Some survive because of children.

Some survive because religion, culture, or family pressure refuses to allow separation.

Some survive because one person keeps forgiving until forgiveness becomes exhaustion.

And some marriages die slowly while both people continue saying:

“I still love you.”

And some marriages do not survive at all.

Not physically.

Not emotionally.

Not spiritually.

People continue sleeping in the same house while their hearts slowly move further apart every day.

The saddest kind of marriage is not the one filled with fighting.

It is the one filled with silence.

Cold silence.

Dangerous silence.

The kind of silence where:

Conversations become short,

Eye contact disappears,

Apologies become rare,

Affection feels forced,

And both people secretly start searching for peace somewhere else.

Because marriage rarely dies in one day.

It dies slowly.

Very slowly.

A small disappointment ignored today becomes emotional distance tomorrow.

A simple misunderstanding becomes resentment.

Resentment becomes bitterness.

Bitterness becomes emotional exhaustion.

And eventually...

love becomes heavy.

That is when danger begins.

Because human beings are fragile emotionally.

A neglected heart is vulnerable.

A lonely heart is vulnerable.

A disrespected heart is vulnerable.

A constantly criticized heart is vulnerable.

And sometimes betrayal does not begin with lust.

Sometimes it begins with emotional starvation.

A conversation that lasts too long.

A person who listens too carefully.

A message replied to too quickly.

A shoulder offered during weakness.

And before anyone realizes what is happening...

someone outside the marriage begins understanding emotions that should have remained protected inside the marriage.

That is how betrayal enters.

Quietly.

Softly.

Patiently.

No marriage wakes up one morning already destroyed.

Destruction begins in small unnoticed moments:

Ignored pain,

Untreated wounds,

Wounded pride,

Unspoken frustrations,

Emotional negligence,

Harsh words spoken during anger,

Forgiveness delayed too long.

People often think betrayal is the greatest enemy of marriage.

Sometimes it is not.

Sometimes ego destroys marriages faster than infidelity.

Sometimes pride destroys what love was still trying to save.

Because many couples no longer fight to understand each other.

They fight to win.

And once marriage becomes a battlefield...

both people eventually lose.

There are men who secretly regret cheating while still continuing to cheat.

There are women who forgive betrayal publicly while bleeding emotionally in private.

There are couples smiling beautifully in wedding photos while hiding emotional disasters nobody can see.

There are children growing up inside homes where love disappeared years ago.

And there are people outside marriage desperately wishing to enter a life others are silently praying to escape.

Life itself is already difficult.

Marriage makes life either softer...

or heavier.

A good marriage can heal emotional wounds life creates.

A toxic marriage can create wounds life alone never could.

And the most dangerous wounds are not physical.

Physical wounds heal.

Emotional wounds stay hidden.

A broken leg receives treatment immediately.

But a broken heart?

People are expected to continue functioning normally while silently collapsing inside.

That is why many marriages rot slowly.

Because people learn how to survive pain instead of healing it.

A husband stops explaining himself.

A wife stops expressing herself honestly.

Conversations become performance.

Laughter becomes artificial.

Intimacy becomes obligation.

And eventually two people who once prayed not to lose each other begin emotionally destroying each other with shocking ease.

That is where this story begins.

Not at the beginning of love.

But at the beginning of emotional hardening.

The Swahili word “Gubu” describes a person who is emotionally difficult, harsh, bitter, cold, aggressive in attitude, unpleasant to approach, or constantly irritated.

But real life gives the word a deeper meaning.

Sometimes “Gubu” is not natural personality.

Sometimes it is pain that stayed inside the heart too long.

Sometimes it is disappointment that transformed into bitterness.

Sometimes it is love that became emotionally wounded.

Sometimes it is the result of betrayal, loneliness, neglect, humiliation, or pride.

And sometimes...

people become “Gubu” because life slowly teaches them that softness is dangerous.

This story is about marriages.

Not one marriage.

Many marriages.

Some broken.

Some pretending to survive.

Some poisoned by secrets.

Some suffocated by pride.

Some destroyed by emotional hunger.

Some held together only by children, routine, fear, or appearances.

This is a story about people searching for love while simultaneously destroying the very love they are searching for.

A story about how betrayal spreads from one relationship into another like an infection.

A story about how emotional wounds left untreated can slowly consume entire families.

A story about people who still say:

“I love you”

while continuously becoming the reason each other cries at night.

This is the story of “Ruqayyah” and “Omar”.

Two people who once believed love was enough.

Two people who once laughed together, dreamed together, prayed together, and imagined growing old together.

Until marriage became heavier than romance.

Until outside voices entered their home.

Until silence replaced softness.

Until suspicion entered their bedroom.

Until loneliness became easier to hide than truth.

Until people around them slowly began poisoning what remained of their peace.

Friends.

Family.

Temptation.

Secrets.

Desire.

Pride.

Manipulation.

Regret.

All entering their lives one small step at a time.

And the frightening thing about emotional destruction is this:

It never destroys one person alone.

When one marriage begins collapsing...

everyone connected to it begins shaking too.

Friendships become dangerous.

Trust becomes fragile.

Loyalty becomes questionable.

Love becomes exhausting.

And eventually people stop protecting each other emotionally.

They start protecting themselves instead.

That is when hearts begin hardening.

That is when forgiveness becomes difficult.

That is when kindness begins dying.

That is when people become “Gubu”

In this story:

some people will fight for love,

some will fight for survival,

some will confuse attention for affection,

some will mistake control for care,

and some will lose themselves completely while trying not to lose the people they love.

Because love is beautiful.

But wounded love?

Wounded love can become terrifying.

This is not a fairy tale.

This is not a perfect romance.

This is not a story about heroes and villains.

This is a story about human beings.

Weak human beings.

Lonely human beings.

Emotional human beings.

People capable of loving deeply...

and hurting each other even deeper.

Welcome to “GUBU” 

––––––––
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Our story begins in Dar es Salaam.

A city that never truly sleeps.

By day, the streets breathe with restless movement. Daladala horns cry endlessly through crowded roads while businessmen rush between glass buildings, street vendors call out for customers beneath the heavy coastal heat, and motorcycles weave recklessly through traffic as though time itself is always running away from someone.

By night, the city changes.

Lights from restaurants and shops reflect across wet roads after evening rain. Music escapes from hidden bars and expensive hotels. Lovers sit quietly near the ocean, speaking softly beneath the warm Indian Ocean breeze while somewhere else, behind closed doors, families gather around dinner tables carrying secrets nobody outside can see.

Dar es Salaam is beautiful.

But like every large city, beauty here often lives side by side with pain.

Behind beautiful walls are broken hearts.

Behind successful families are hidden struggles.

And behind many smiling faces are battles people have learned to fight silently.

In one of the calmer middle-class neighborhoods of the city stood the home of Ruqayyah’s father.

It was not a mansion built to impress wealthy visitors, nor was it a poor struggling household fighting daily survival. It was one of those respectable homes built through years of discipline, patience, sacrifice, and careful living.

The house itself carried warmth.

Cream-colored walls surrounded a spacious compound decorated with flower pots carefully arranged by Bi Zainab every weekend. The evening scent of pilau spices and freshly washed clothes often drifted peacefully through the home while Qur’an recitations played softly from a small radio somewhere inside the house before Maghrib prayer.

It was the kind of home neighbors respected.

A home raised on Islamic values.

Discipline.

Respect.

Faith.

Modesty.

Everything inside that house reflected careful upbringing.

The daughters were taught how to carry themselves with dignity long before they understood the harshness of the world outside. Respecting elders was not a choice inside that home. Prayer was not something negotiated. Character mattered. Reputation mattered. Family honor mattered.

Ruqayyah’s father was known as a strict man, but not a cruel one.

He believed strongly in protecting his family from the moral confusion of the modern world. To him, good parenting meant preparing children to endure life with patience, discipline, and faith.

Bi Zainab, on the other hand, carried softness where her husband carried firmness.

Where he corrected, she comforted.

Where he disciplined, she listened.

Together, they had raised three daughters.

All girls.

Ruqayyah, the eldest.

Then Mariam.

And finally the youngest, Farhiya.

Among the three sisters, Ruqayyah had always carried the quiet responsibility of firstborn daughters. She grew up being watched more carefully, corrected more often, and trusted with more expectations than the others.

She learned early how to behave properly.

How to speak respectfully.

How to lower her voice during arguments.

How to endure discomfort without complaining too much.

She grew up inside prayers, modesty, family values, and emotional restraint.

And for many years, that upbringing shaped her beautifully.

But life has a frightening habit of changing people without caring where they came from.

Pain does not ask whether someone was raised in a religious home.

Loneliness does not care how disciplined a person once was.

And emotional wounds can quietly transform even the softest hearts into something unrecognizable.

Our story begins inside one of the beautiful rooms of that house.

It begins with a letter trembling inside Ruqayyah’s hand.

Not because the evening breeze entering through the half-open window was strong enough to move it, but because her fingers no longer possessed the strength to remain steady.

Tears rolled silently down her cheeks, falling onto the paper one after another until the ink began to blur beneath her eyes. She stared at the unfinished letter for several long seconds, breathing unevenly, as though even air itself had become too heavy for her chest to carry.

Outside the room, life continued normally.

Cars passed somewhere beyond the walls of the compound.

Voices drifted faintly from neighboring houses.

A television played in the distance.

Someone laughed somewhere far away.

The world was continuing.

Yet inside that room, Ruqayyah felt as though her own world had already ended.

Slowly, she lowered the pen onto the table beside her.

The silence around her deepened.

Painfully.

Dangerously.

Her eyes moved once more toward the words she had written.

Marriage is truly a hook.

Those outside it admire its beauty without seeing the wounds hidden beneath it.

Goodbye, Ruqayyah Hassan.

Her lips trembled after silently rereading the words.

For a moment, she tried holding herself together.

She failed.

A painful sob escaped her chest before she quickly covered her mouth with her hand, as though afraid someone downstairs might hear the sound of her breaking apart.

But how long could a person hide pain before pain finally demanded release?

Ruqayyah closed her eyes tightly.

Memories flooded her mind mercilessly.

Omar smiling at her on their wedding day.

The trembling happiness in his voice the first time he called her “My wife.”

The nights they spent talking until dawn about children they had not yet conceived.

Promises.

Plans.

Prayers.

Love.

So much love.

Or perhaps what they once had only resembled love before life tested it.

A bitter laugh escaped her lips through tears.

People spoke about marriage as though it were arrival. As though once two people exchanged vows, happiness automatically followed afterward.

Nobody warned women about emotional loneliness inside marriage.

Nobody warned them how painful it was to sleep beside someone whose heart was slowly drifting away from them.

Nobody warned them that betrayal did not always begin in beds.

Sometimes it began in silence.

In emotional neglect.

In unanswered pain.

In feeling unseen for too long.

Ruqayyah pressed both palms against her face and cried harder.

Not loudly.

Not dramatically.

But with the exhaustion of someone who had spent too many nights crying alone.

Her eyes burned painfully.

She was tired.

Tired of pretending.

Tired of defending her marriage in public while bleeding privately.

Tired of hearing:

“Marriage needs patience.”

As though patience alone could heal humiliation.

As though endurance automatically repaired a broken heart.

Her gaze slowly lifted toward the mirror standing near the corner of the room.

For several seconds, she simply stared at her own reflection.

The woman staring back at her no longer resembled the Ruqayyah she remembered.

This woman looked emotionally exhausted.

Her eyes were swollen from crying.

Her lips carried no life.

Even her silence looked wounded.

She rose slowly from the chair.

Her knees felt weak beneath her weight.

Step by step, she walked toward the mirror until she stood directly before it.

For a long moment, she simply stared at herself.

Then her fingers slowly moved toward her wedding ring.

The same ring she once kissed with happiness.

The same ring she once proudly admired beneath sunlight.

The same ring that once symbolized safety.

Now it felt unbearably heavy.

Her breathing became uneven again as she carefully removed it from her finger.

The small metallic sound it made when she placed it on the table echoed strangely inside the quiet room.

Ruqayyah stared at the ring.

Something about seeing it separated from her hand made reality feel terrifyingly final.

A fresh wave of tears rolled down her face.

“Oh God...” she whispered brokenly. 

Her own voice sounded unfamiliar to her.

Empty.

Defeated.

“I know they’ll cry for me,” she continued softly, staring at herself through blurred vision. “But maybe my soul will finally rest. My eyes are tired...”

She swallowed painfully.

“My eyes are tired of witnessing my pain.”

A violent knock suddenly exploded against the bedroom door.

“Ruqayyah!”

The voice shook the silence instantly.

“Ruqayyah, open the door!”

Her body froze.

Another hard bang followed.

“Ruqayyah!”

Fear flickered briefly across her face.

Not fear of death.

Fear of interruption.

For several seconds, she stood motionless.

The shouting outside continued growing louder.

Her mother’s voice.

Her father’s voice.

Footsteps.

Panic.

Ruqayyah’s gaze slowly shifted toward the wedding ring resting alone on the table.

Then toward the door.

Then finally toward the window beyond.

Something inside her seemed to surrender completely.

Without another word, she turned away from the mirror and grabbed the door handle.

The moment she opened it, chaos exploded outside.

“Ruqayyah!”

Her younger sister screamed her name from the hallway.

But Ruqayyah did not stop.

Barefoot, trembling, crying uncontrollably, she pushed past everyone and ran.

Fast.

Too fast.

The staircase blurred before her tear-filled eyes as she climbed upward desperately.

Behind her, frightened voices echoed throughout the house.

“Catch her!”

“Ruqayyah!”

“Stop her!”

Her mother’s cries pierced through the panic.

“Ruqayyah mwanangu!”

But Ruqayyah continued running.

The pain inside her chest had become larger than reason itself.

Her foot slipped violently against one of the stairs.

She crashed hard against the steps.

A sharp pain shot through her knee.

But she immediately pushed herself up again.

More footsteps thundered behind her.

Her father’s furious voice rose above everyone else.

“RUQAYYAH!”

The anger in his voice shook the staircase walls.

But beneath that anger hid something heavier.

Fear.

The kind of fear fathers rarely allow themselves to show.

Ruqayyah reached the upper staircase, breathing violently now, tears blinding her vision completely.

Her chest burned.

Her legs weakened.

Still she continued climbing.

Behind her, her mother rushed past everyone, her veil slipping carelessly from one shoulder as she struggled to catch up.

Ruqayyah’s father had grabbed her arm moments earlier downstairs.

Even now the memory of that brief struggle burned painfully inside her.

“Taking your own life because of love is not as easy as your daughter thinks,” Ruqayyah’s father had snapped harshly.

But Bi Zainab had looked at him with wounded fury through tears.

“You have never loved deeply,” she had replied bitterly. “That is why you cannot understand her.”

Even now her words still echoed painfully between them.

“You defend Omar in everything while suffocating your own daughter. ‘Marriage needs patience,’ you keep saying... as though patience is all a woman needs to survive humiliation.”

By then relatives had already rushed past them toward the rooftop stairs.

Then the scream came.

A horrifying scream.

“Ruqayyah jum...!”

Everything after that became chaos.

Ruqayyah’s father released his wife instantly.

The expression on his face changed completely.

For one terrifying moment, the entire house fell emotionally silent before panic exploded everywhere.

“She jumped!”

“Ruqayyah jumped!”

Bi Zainab nearly collapsed.

The world around her suddenly felt distant and unreal, as though her soul had momentarily left her body.

Then instinct violently returned.

She ran.

Ran harder than she had ever run in her life.

Outside, darkness had already begun settling across the evening sky.

Relatives gathered below in horror.

Neighbors rushed from nearby houses.

Some screamed.

Some cried.

Some covered their mouths in disbelief.

And there, surrounded by growing pools of blood beneath the fading evening light, lay Ruqayyah.

Broken.

Terribly broken.

One of her legs rested unnaturally beneath her body.

Blood spread quietly beneath her hair.

Bi Zainab’s scream tore through the entire neighborhood.

Not the scream of surprise.

The scream of a mother watching her child between life and death.

She collapsed beside Ruqayyah, trembling violently.

“My daughter...”

Her voice shattered completely.

“My daughter...”

People pulled her back carefully as Ruqayyah’s father hurried toward the car with shaking hands.

For the first time that evening, even he looked emotionally destroyed.

Not angry.

Destroyed.

Together with several relatives, he carefully lifted Ruqayyah’s unconscious body into the vehicle.

At that exact moment, another car screeched violently outside the gate.

Omar.

He stepped out in panic before the car fully stopped moving.

“What happened?!”

No one answered him.

The car carrying Ruqayyah sped away immediately.

Omar stood frozen as the sound of crying filled the compound around him.

Then he saw the blood.

His entire body stiffened.

A terrifying coldness spread through his chest.

Slowly, almost mechanically, he stepped closer.

There was so much blood.

Too much.

His breathing became shallow.

One of Ruqayyah’s younger sisters, Mariam, stood nearby with tears streaming uncontrollably down her face.

The moment she saw Omar, rage exploded inside her.

She stormed toward him and grabbed his shirt violently.

“OMAR!”

Her voice cracked painfully.

“Whatever happens to my sister...”

Emotion strangled the rest of her words.

She shoved him away before running after the others.

Omar remained standing there silently.

Unable to move.

Unable to think.

The neighbors around him continued whispering.

“I saw her standing on the rooftop...”

“She just jumped...”

“I thought maybe she wanted air...”

Someone pointed toward the rooftop while explaining everything to arriving people.

A neighbor showed them the clothesline she had been using moments before witnessing Ruqayyah throw herself over the edge.

But Omar heard none of it clearly anymore.

The voices around him sounded distant now.

Muted.

Because his eyes remained fixed on the blood staining the ground.

Ruqayyah’s blood.

And for the first time since their marriage began collapsing...

real fear entered his heart.

––––––––
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Several kilometers away from the growing chaos surrounding Ruqayyah’s family home, laughter still filled another house across the city.

Music played softly through expensive speakers hidden in the corners of the living room while warm yellow lights reflected beautifully against polished floors and decorated walls. The scent of grilled meat, perfume, birthday candles, and fresh juice blended naturally in the air, creating the comforting atmosphere of a home celebrating happiness.

It was Salim and Amina’s fifth wedding anniversary.

Friends and relatives occupied different corners of the spacious sitting room holding glasses of juice and soft drinks while conversations overlapped joyfully. Some discussed marriage. Others laughed over old memories. Children occasionally ran between adults before disappearing again toward the bedrooms.

For a moment, the house felt untouched by pain.

Untouched by betrayal.

Untouched by the darkness slowly swallowing other homes that same night.

At the center of the room stood Salim and his wife, Amina.

Their children clung happily to their legs while everyone around them clapped and cheered after another small anniversary speech.

Salim wrapped one arm around his wife’s waist and looked at her with a smile warm enough to make younger unmarried guests admire them silently.

“I love you so much, my wife,” he said.

The room erupted into teasing whistles and laughter.

Amina laughed shyly before looking up at him.

“And I love you too, my husband,” she replied softly. 

“Honestly, Salim... you’ve been an amazing husband to me and a wonderful father to our children. May Allah continue protecting our marriage.”

“Ameen!” several voices answered happily.

Salim smiled proudly.

Marriage looked easy on him.

Comfortable.

Natural.

The kind of man other husbands pointed at during conversations and said:

“Learn from him.”

Even Siraj, seated comfortably beside his wife Takia, shook his head with admiration.

“You people are making the rest of us look bad,” he joked.

Laughter filled the room again.

But beneath the laughter, beneath the anniversary decorations and smiling faces, small invisible fractures already existed quietly inside several marriages sitting in that room.

No one could see them yet.

Not clearly.

Because some marriages know how to wear happiness beautifully.

Salim looked toward his children affectionately before speaking again.

“Marriage is challenging,” he said calmly. “Very challenging sometimes. But patience matters. Endurance matters. Loving your partner sincerely matters. Amina...”

He turned toward his wife fully.

“You are a strong woman. A wise wife. A patient mother.”

Emotion softened Amina’s face instantly.

“Happy fifth anniversary, my love,” she whispered.

“Thank you, love.”

The room applauded again.

Two small children suddenly rushed toward their parents, wrapping themselves around their legs while everyone laughed warmly at the sight.

For a few seconds, the image looked perfect.

A complete family.

Stable.

Safe.

Beautiful.

The kind of marriage people secretly pray for.

But life has a frightening habit of hiding storms behind beautiful photographs.

Amina glanced toward the wall clock.

“They’re late,” she murmured.

Salim looked down at his phone.

“Omar and Ruqayyah”

A small smile crossed Salim’s face.

“If we cut the cake before Ruqayyah arrives, she’ll be angry with you for a whole week.”

Everyone nearby laughed knowingly.

Takia smiled softly.

“That woman takes celebrations seriously.”

“She does,” Amina agreed warmly.

Salim unlocked his phone and searched for Omar’s number.

“Let me call him before madam starts another war over cake.”

More laughter followed.

Nobody in that room knew that while they laughed...

Ruqayyah was already fighting for her life.

Salim placed the phone against his ear while still smiling casually.

The call continued ringing.

No answer.

––––––––
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Far away across the city, Omar drove through the streets of Dar es Salaam like a man being chased by death itself.

His hands trembled violently against the steering wheel while headlights from passing vehicles flashed repeatedly across his tear-filled eyes.

He barely noticed traffic.

Barely noticed red lights.

Barely noticed the furious horns around him.

One horrifying sentence kept echoing inside his head endlessly.

“Ruqayyah jumped.”

His breathing became uneven again.

“No...” he whispered brokenly. “Oh God... please help her...”

The car accelerated harder.

His chest felt painfully tight now.

He could still hear Mariam screaming at him outside Ruqayyah’s father’s house.

He could still see the blood.

So much blood.

A painful sob escaped his throat unexpectedly.

“I hurt my wife...” he whispered shakily. “God... I hurt my wife...”

For the first time in a very long time, guilt no longer felt like an inconvenience.

It felt terrifying.

Because suddenly all the lies, secrets, arguments, and betrayals no longer seemed like ordinary marital problems.

Now they carried consequence.

Real consequence.

Possibly fatal consequence.

And nothing terrifies human beings more than realizing their mistakes too late.

Omar gripped the steering wheel harder.

Memories attacked him violently now.

Ruqayyah smiling during their wedding.

Ruqayyah waiting for him late at night with food.

Ruqayyah crying during arguments but still trying to save the marriage afterward.

Ruqayyah asking him repeatedly:

“What happened to us?”

At the time, he had treated those moments like temporary emotional drama.

Now they haunted him.

His vision blurred again with tears.

Another memory surfaced painfully.

Earlier that afternoon.

Before everything collapsed completely.

Before blood stained the ground outside Ruqayyah’s father’s house.

Before death nearly entered their marriage permanently.
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