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This book is dedicated to those who have ever been forced to choose between what they feel... and what the world expects from them.

To the ones who stayed when they wanted to leave.

To the ones who left when staying would have destroyed them.

To those who loved deeply... even when that love was not returned in the same way.

And to those still searching for a life that feels like their own...

This story belongs to you.
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EPIGRAPH


“Love does not ask for permission... but it does require truth.

And without truth, even the strongest love becomes a quiet form of destruction.”
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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This story was written with one intention... to explore what happens when love is placed in the wrong hands.

Not because the people are bad... but because they are human.

You will find characters who make choices you may not agree with. You will see moments where silence causes more damage than words ever could.

That is not a flaw in the story.

That is the reality it reflects.

This book does not attempt to define love as something perfect. Instead, it presents it as something complicated, influenced, and sometimes misunderstood.

If you find yourself questioning the characters... look closer.

You might be questioning something much closer to yourself.
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PREFACE
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There are stories that entertain... and there are stories that confront.

This is the latter.

Set within a world where survival often outweighs desire, this story follows individuals caught between expectation and emotion. Where love is not always a choice... but sometimes a consequence.

Every character walks a line between what they want and what they are told they should want.

And in that space... conflict is inevitable.

This is not a story about perfect people finding perfect endings.

It is a story about imperfect people... making decisions they must live with.
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PROLOGUE
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Before everything became complicated... there was simplicity.

A time when dreams were still allowed to exist without negotiation.

Halima once believed her life would follow a path she chose for herself. Education, independence, purpose.

But reality has a way of rewriting dreams without asking permission.

Somewhere along the way... survival replaced ambition.

And then... love appeared.

Not as a solution.

But as another complication.

Because sometimes... the thing that feels like freedom can also become another battle.

And this story begins... right at that moment.
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CHAPTER ONE: 

The Collapse of Illusions
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The moment lingered for a second... then everything cut.

Not in silence, but in interruption. The rhythm of the moment broke as if reality itself had been paused and replaced by something else entirely. 

Time slipped forward again, picking up where it had been forced to stop.

When the flow returned, the air had changed.

Mariam turned sharply toward her father, her composure tightening around her like a shield.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, trying to sound steady, though a trace of unease betrayed her.

Mzee Mashaka did not answer her immediately.

Instead, his gaze shifted... slowly... deliberately... until it rested on Albab.

“Maybe you should ask him,” he said, his tone calm but edged with something firm. 

“What he is doing here.”

The weight of that question settled heavily.

Albab said nothing.

For once, his usual ease deserted him. His silence was not defiance... it was hesitation, calculation, and perhaps the realization that there was no simple answer that would satisfy the man standing before him.

Mzee Mashaka’s eyes narrowed slightly.

“And you,” he continued, turning back to Mariam. 

“What are you doing here with him... after I told you very clearly to stay away?”

The disappointment in his voice was sharper than anger.

Mariam lowered her gaze briefly.

“I’m sorry,” she said softly. 

“He just came to visit. That’s all.”

The explanation felt small... insufficient... even as she said it.

But it was all she offered.

For a moment, Mzee Mashaka studied her face, as if searching for something beyond her words... something she was not saying.

Then he exhaled slowly.

“Tell him to turn that car around,” he said. 

“Right now. And leave.”

There was no room for negotiation.

No softness left in the instruction.

Albab glanced at Mariam.

She met his eyes for a brief second... then looked away.

That was answer enough.

Without another word, Albab walked to the car. His movements were quieter now, stripped of the confidence he had carried earlier. He opened the door, got in, and started the engine.

This time... there was no excitement in it.

Only retreat.
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At Flora’s house, the atmosphere carried a completely different tone... gentle, domestic, almost comforting.

Flora sat beside her mother, who lay resting, her body still recovering but her awareness sharp enough to notice what mattered.

“Where is your sister?” her mother asked, her voice soft but attentive. 

“Neema.”

Flora adjusted slightly in her seat.

“She went to her acting work,” she replied. 

“I didn’t want to wake you... you were sleeping.”

Her mother nodded faintly, then after a short pause, asked another question.

“That young man... the one she’s been around... has she known him for long?”

Flora frowned slightly.

“Which one?” she asked. 

“Jose?”

Her mother looked at her with mild confusion.

“Which one is Jose?” she asked. 

“Between those two young men.”

Flora let out a small breath.

“Not the one helping us,” she clarified. 

“The other one.”

Her mother’s expression shifted subtly... curiosity mixing with something more playful.

“And what about you?” she asked. 

“Is he your man now?”

Flora blinked, caught completely off guard.

“What? No!” she said quickly, almost too quickly. 

“He’s not my boyfriend.”

Her reaction made her mother laugh softly.

“I’m joking,” she said, clearly amused.

Flora exhaled, shaking her head slightly, though a faint smile tugged at her lips despite herself.

“I was just teasing you.”

Then, after a moment, her mother shifted the topic entirely.

“I feel like eating ugali tonight,” she said. 

“With tembele... or maybe okra.”

Her tone carried a quiet longing, simple but sincere.

“Take some money from the room and go buy...”

“I have money,” Flora interrupted gently. 

“Don’t worry. I’ll go to the market.”

Her mother nodded.

“Then go quickly,” she said. 

“I’m hungry.”

There was something grounding in that moment... something ordinary that made everything else feel distant, if only briefly.

––––––––
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Not far away, tension returned in full force.

Haruna stood facing Mageh, his posture rigid, his emotions barely contained beneath the surface.

“Tell me the truth,” he said, his voice tight. 

“What you told me... about Halima not being pregnant... are you sure?”

Mageh nodded without hesitation.

“I’m certain,” he replied. 

“One hundred percent.”

But Haruna’s expression did not ease.

“I saw them,” he said. 

“With my own eyes.”

Her jaw tightened.

“They were holding each other. And she said it... she said she doesn’t want to lose the pregnancy. That she wants to keep it... no matter what people say.”

The words came out heavier now, each one carrying the weight of what he had witnessed.

“That means it’s real.”

Mageh frowned slightly.

“If that’s what she said... then maybe it is real,” she admitted.

But then he shook her head.

“That doesn’t make sense.”

Haruna looked at him sharply.

“I heard them before,” Mageh continued. 

“I saw them. They were talking about a fake pregnancy. So how does it suddenly become real now?”

The contradiction hung between them.

Unresolved.

Dangerous.

Mageh studied Haruna’s face for a moment, then asked quietly,

“And if it turns out to be real... what will you do?”

The question landed deeper than expected.

Haruna did not answer immediately.

For the first time, uncertainty crossed his face.

He looked away slightly, his thoughts shifting into places he had not yet explored.

“I don’t know,” he admitted finally.

The honesty in those words felt heavier than any certainty.

Before anything more could be said, his phone rang.

The sharp sound cut through the tension.

He pulled it out and answered.

“Yes?”

His mother’s voice came through clearly.

“Halima is here,” she said. 

“At the house. She came to pick you so you can go to the hospital.”

Haruna straightened slightly.

“I can’t come,” he replied. 

“I’m far.”

There was a pause.

Then her voice returned... firmer now.

“I know you’re not far. You’re near Mageh’s place. Come quickly.”

The certainty in her tone left no room for excuses.

Haruna hesitated... just for a second.

Then he exhaled.

“Alright. I’m coming.”

He ended the call slowly.

For a moment, he stood still... as if preparing himself for something he could not yet define.

Then, without another word, he turned and walked away.

Whatever awaited him next... would not be simple.

––––––––
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The evening had begun to settle into something quieter, but inside Mariam’s home, tension gathered slowly... like a storm that did not need noise to be felt.

Mariam stepped out from inside, a small bag in her hand. It was not heavy, yet the way she carried it suggested something more than its weight. 

She walked toward her father and handed it to him without a word, as if completing a task she had already decided on long before this moment.

Then she turned, ready to go back inside.

“Mariam.”

Her father’s voice stopped her.

She paused, her back still facing him for a brief second before she turned again.

“Stay,” Mzee Mashaka said. 

“There’s something I want to ask you.”

There was no harshness in his tone... but there was seriousness. The kind that made it impossible to ignore.

Mariam hesitated slightly, then walked back and sat down.

Silence settled between them before he spoke again.

“That young man... Albab,” he began slowly. 

“Do you love him?”

The question landed directly, without disguise.

Before Mariam could answer, her mother stepped in.

“That is not something you should be asking her,” she said, her tone calm but firm. 

“That is a mother’s responsibility.”

Mzee Mashaka glanced at her briefly but did not argue.

Instead, he waited.

And Mariam understood... there was no escaping the question.

“I don’t love him,” she said quietly.

Her voice did not shake.

But something in her eyes shifted... something thoughtful, something not fully settled.

Her father watched her closely.

“Then why does he keep coming back?” he asked. 

“Why does he follow you like this?”

Mariam lowered her gaze slightly, choosing her words carefully.

“He came to the house,” she said. 

“He told me he loves me.”

She paused.

“And not just that... he said he wants to marry me.”

The words seemed to surprise even her as she said them out loud.

For a moment, silence followed.

Then Mzee Mashaka leaned back slightly, exhaling through his nose.

“I don’t trust him,” he said plainly.

There was no hesitation.

“He’s too lively. Too free. That kind of man... he does not stay with one woman for long.”

His voice carried experience, not assumption.

“I have watched him. Him and his brother... they are not the type to settle.”

Mariam listened, her expression unreadable.

Then her mother spoke again, this time with a softer tone.

“Or maybe,” she said, 

“he is only like that because Mariam does not love him.”

Mzee Mashaka glanced at her again.

“That boy came here himself,” she continued. 

“He spoke clearly. He said he wants to marry your daughter. That is not something a careless man does easily.”

She looked at Mariam.

“That is someone who has chosen.”

A small pause.

“But unfortunately... he has chosen someone who has not chosen him back.”

The words settled gently... but they carried weight.

Mariam absorbed them quietly.

Something about what her mother said... it did not fully convince her.

But it did not leave her untouched either.

For the first time, she did not dismiss Albab completely.

Not entirely.

––––––––
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At Haruna’s home, another conversation unfolded... one shaped not by possibility, but by persuasion.

Halima sat beside Haruna’s mother, her posture composed, though her thoughts moved far more restlessly beneath the surface.

A short distance away, Haruna stood with his phone to his ear, speaking quietly. His words could not be heard... but his presence lingered in the space, part of the conversation even in silence.

“You see,” his mother was saying, her voice calm but deliberate, “if my son did not love you, he would not go through all of this.”

Halima remained still, listening.

“He heard rumors that you were pregnant,” she continued. 

“Did he run away? No. He asked for the truth. You told him... and still, he did not accept it immediately.”

She leaned slightly closer.

“And now, he wants proof from the hospital.”

Her eyes searched Halima’s face.

“That is not doubt,” she said. 

“That is fear of losing you.”

The words were carefully chosen... crafted to shape a specific understanding.

“That boy loves you,” she added. 

“Truly.”

Halima’s fingers tightened slightly in her lap.

“You think in the city where he was... there were no women?” 

the older woman continued. 

“Even here, in this village alone, there are many. Some even more beautiful than you.”

There was no insult in her tone... only emphasis.

“But he sees you.”

She let that settle.

“Only you.”

A pause followed.

“Is that not real love?”

Halima inhaled slowly.

Before she could respond, the older woman continued, her voice sharpening slightly.

“And that Rama... what does he have?” she said. 

“Nothing. No future. No direction. He came only to destroy what you have with my son.”

That was the point where Halima’s composure shifted.

She lifted her gaze.

“Rama is not part of this conversation,” she said quietly.

Her tone was respectful.

But firm.

It created a small silence.

Haruna’s mother studied her for a moment... then nodded.

“Fine,” she said. 

“We leave that aside.”

Just then, Haruna ended his call and stepped closer.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

Halima looked at him.

There was no hesitation this time.

“Yes.”

She stood.

And together, without another word, they walked out.

But beneath that quiet agreement... something unresolved moved with them.

Something that no hospital test could fully reveal.

––––––––

[image: ]


The road curved gently past a cluster of modest houses, the late afternoon light settling softly over everything it touched. 

Dust rose faintly beneath passing footsteps, carrying with it the quiet rhythm of village life... ordinary, steady, almost unaware of the emotional currents moving beneath it.

Flora emerged from the corner, a small basket balanced lightly in her hands. Her pace was relaxed, her mind occupied with simple thoughts... until she saw him.

Josee.

He stepped into her path almost naturally, as if the meeting had been waiting to happen.

“Where are you coming from?” he asked, his tone casual but warm.

“From the market,” she replied, lifting the basket slightly as proof.

A small silence followed... not uncomfortable, just filled with something unspoken.

Then Flora’s expression softened.

“You know,” she began, 

“every time I see you... I feel like thanking you again.”

Josee tilted his head slightly. “For what?”

“For saving my mother that day,” she said. 

“I don’t think I’ve ever properly said it.”

Josee shook his head gently, dismissing the weight of her gratitude.

“That’s already in the past,” he said. 

“It’s nothing special. You can’t find someone collapsed and just walk away. Anyone would have helped.”

He paused, then added with a faint smile, 

“Even you. If you found my mother like that, you wouldn’t leave her there.”

Flora hesitated.

“That’s different,” she said quietly. 

“I don’t even know your mother.”

Josee blinked, slightly surprised.

“You don’t know her?” he asked. 

“Really?”

Flora shook her head.

Josee let out a short breath, almost amused.

“My mother is well known around here,” he said. 

“For her... habits.”

He paused, as if deciding how much to say.

Then simply added her name.

Flora’s face lit up in sudden recognition.

“Oh... that one,” 

She said, her tone shifting into something more familiar. 

“The one who...”

She stopped herself mid-sentence.

Too late.

Josee’s expression had already changed... just slightly, but enough.

Flora noticed immediately.

“I’m sorry,” she said quickly. 

“I didn’t mean it like that.”

Josee gave a small nod.

“It’s fine,” he said. 

“It’s true anyway. My mother talks a lot.”

There was no bitterness in his voice.

Only acceptance.

“But she’s still my mother,” he added. 

“And I love her... just like that.”

Flora studied him for a moment.

Then she smiled.

“You have a good way of speaking,” she said.

Josee shrugged lightly. 

“It’s just how I am.”

The space between them shifted.

Their eyes met... and this time, neither of them looked away immediately.

Something quiet grew there.

Unrushed.

Uncertain.

They moved slightly closer, almost without realizing it. The world around them faded just enough for that moment to feel separate... suspended.

Then...

A low, deliberate sound broke through it.

A throat clearing.

They both froze.

Turning at the same time, they found him standing there.

Mzee John.

Flora’s breath caught.

“Father...?”

The word slipped out before she could stop it.

Mzee John looked at them both, his expression calm but knowing.

“What do you think,” he said slowly, 

“About saving that kiss for another day... preferably not today?”

The air shifted instantly.

Josee straightened, his composure returning in a rush.

“Shikamoo, Mzee John,” he said respectfully, then corrected himself slightly. 

“I mean... Flora’s father.”

Mzee John acknowledged him with a small nod.

Then his attention returned fully to Flora.

“I need to speak with you,” he said. 

“At home.”

There was no room for delay in his tone.

Flora nodded quietly.

And just like that... the moment that almost happened disappeared, leaving behind only its echo.

––––––––
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Not far away, a car rolled slowly to a stop in front of a familiar gate.

Albab sat behind the wheel, his hands resting loosely, his eyes fixed ahead... though it was clear he was not truly seeing what was in front of him.

He pressed the horn once.

Then again.

No response.

He glanced toward the gate.

Mzee Mashaka was not there.

The realization settled in quietly.

So he stayed.

But his mind did not.

It drifted... backward... replaying fragments of words that had refused to leave him alone.

“I love him... he’s like me... he’s not rich...”

Mariam’s voice echoed in his memory.

“His name is Ally.”

Albab’s fingers tightened slightly on the steering wheel.

“Ally...” he murmured under his breath.

Once.

Then again.

“Ally...”

Another memory surfaced.

A face.

A moment.

The day he had met someone... someone who had introduced himself with that same name.

The connection formed slowly... then all at once.

His posture straightened.

His eyes sharpened.

“No...”

The realization hit him fully now.

“That’s him.”

The pieces aligned.

The simplicity of it almost felt insulting.

The man he had met... the one who seemed ordinary, almost forgettable at the time...

That was the one Mariam loved.

And not just loved.

Loved deeply.

Albab leaned back slightly, exhaling through his nose.

For the first time... the situation was no longer confusing.

It was clear.

Painfully clear.

––––––––
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Elsewhere, life unfolded in a different rhythm... lighter, hopeful, almost unaware of the complications building around it.

Neema stood with Ibrah, her face alive with excitement as she spoke. Flora’s absence had not yet returned to shift the mood.

“...they came from Dar,” she was saying. 

“They needed a village setting for the film, so they came here.”

Her hands moved slightly as she spoke, her energy flowing naturally.

“I was there on the first day of shooting. The girl who was supposed to play the main role... she took the money and disappeared.”

Ibrah’s eyes widened slightly. “Seriously?”

Neema nodded.

“So the Director had to find someone else,” she continued. 

“And he chose me.”

She paused briefly, a hint of humility softening her voice.

“I wasn’t as good as the girl who ran away... but he guided me. 

Taught me everything. Within three days... I was ready. That’s when we started properly.”

Ibrah smiled.

“That’s impressive,” he said. 

“You’re a natural.”

Neema let out a small laugh, slightly shy but clearly pleased.

They continued talking, the conversation flowing easily. 

Questions, answers, curiosity... everything moving in a comfortable rhythm.

Then Ibrah tilted his head slightly.

“So...” he said, “did you find a boyfriend on set?”

Neema blinked, caught off guard.

“No,” she said quickly.

“What about here?” he asked. 

“Back in the village?”

She shook her head again.

“I don’t have a boyfriend.”

Ibrah studied her for a moment... then smiled slightly.

“What if we spent time together?” he suggested. 

“Just... hang out. Walk around. You can show me different places here.”

Neema considered it.

Then she smiled.

“That’s actually a good idea,” she said. 

“I don’t really have friends here either. Someone to spend time with.”

There was sincerity in her voice.

“I think we’d both enjoy it.”

Ibrah nodded, his smile matching hers.

For a moment... everything felt simple.

Then footsteps approached.

Flora returned, the same basket in her hands, though her expression carried something more serious now.

“Ibrah,” she said. 

“I need to talk to you.”

Neema looked between them.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“It’s something private,” Ibrah replied gently. 

“I’ll tell you later.”

Flora handed the basket to Neema.

“Please cook for mother,” she said. 

“We have somewhere to go.”

There was urgency in her tone... but not panic.

Neema took the basket slowly, watching them both as they turned and walked away together.

And just like that... the calm shifted again.

Because in this place... nothing stayed simple for long.

––––––––
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The hospital carried a different kind of silence.

Not the peaceful kind... but the kind that pressed gently against the chest, making every breath feel slightly heavier than it should. 

People moved in and out of the reception area, voices low, footsteps controlled, as if everyone instinctively understood that this was a place where certainty often came at a cost.

Halima sat beside Haruna, her posture unusually quiet.

There was none of her earlier firmness, none of the defiance she had carried so confidently. Instead, she seemed withdrawn... her hands resting in her lap, her gaze fixed somewhere distant.

Haruna noticed.

He shifted slightly in his seat, glancing at her.

“Do you want something to drink?” he asked. 

“Water... soda... juice?”

Halima shook her head.

“No.”

He paused, then tried again.

“What about food? Are you hungry? I can get something...”

“I’m not hungry.”

This time, her voice was firmer. Not loud... but sharp enough to stop him.

She turned slightly toward him.

“We didn’t come here to eat or drink,” she added. 

“Let’s just do what we came for... and leave.”

Haruna leaned back slowly.

There was something in her tone that told him not to push further.

So he didn’t.

The silence returned.

Then, after a few moments, the door to the doctor’s office opened.

“Halima?” the doctor called.

They both stood.

And followed him inside.

––––––––

[image: ]


The office felt smaller than it should have.

Or perhaps it was the weight of expectation that made it feel that way.

They sat across from the doctor, who offered a brief, polite expression before getting straight to the point.

“I’m sorry,” he said gently. 

“But the results show that you are not pregnant.”

The words landed quietly.

Too quietly.

For a second, Halima did not react.

Then her eyes widened slightly.

“What?”

The word escaped her before she could stop it.

“I said... you are not pregnant.”

She stared at him.

“No,” she said, almost immediately. 

“That’s not possible.”

Her voice carried disbelief... not anger, not yet... just refusal.

“I am,” she insisted. 

“I know I am.”

The doctor remained calm.

“The tests are clear,” he said. 

“They show no pregnancy.”

Halima shook her head slowly, her breathing beginning to change.

“Test again,” she said. 

“Please. Check again.”

There was urgency now.

Something deeper than doubt.

“I need to be sure.”

The doctor studied her for a moment... then nodded.

“Alright,” he said. 

“Come with me.”

Time passed differently after that.

Slower.

Heavier.

Each second stretched, filled with thoughts that refused to settle.

When Halima returned, she sat again... but this time, something in her had shifted.

The doctor looked at both of them.

“The results are the same,” he said. 

“There is no difference from the first test.”

This time, there was no confusion.

No resistance.

Only silence.

Halima’s shoulders dropped slightly, as if something inside her had given way.

Haruna moved instinctively, placing a hand gently on her shoulder.

She removed it.

Not harshly.

But deliberately.

Her face turned away as her eyes filled.

She did not want comfort.

Not from him.

Not now.

The doctor began to speak again, his voice steady, offering guidance... explanations... possibilities.

But his words slowly blurred into the background.

Halima could hear them... but not fully.

Her thoughts were louder.

If there is no pregnancy... then what have I been holding onto?

The room felt distant.

Her chest tightened.

For the first time... doubt entered fully.

Not just about the situation.

But about everything that had led her here.

––––––––
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Elsewhere, decisions were being made that would shift another path entirely.

Inside Mzee John’s home, the atmosphere was serious... but purposeful.

Flora and Ibrah sat facing him, their attention fully fixed on his words.

“The day has come,” Mzee John said. 

“The one we planned for.”

Flora’s expression tightened slightly.

“For your mother,” he continued. 

“She has to go to the city... for the operation.”

The weight of that settled immediately.

“For now, you need to go and prepare her,” he added. 

“Tell her to get ready. You’ll be traveling to Dar.”

Flora nodded slowly, but hesitation followed quickly after.

“If I go...” she asked carefully, 

“What happens if I’m seen?”

Mzee John had already considered that.

“I will leave today,” he said. 

“I’ll go ahead and prepare a place for you. Somewhere safe... somewhere you can stay until your mother recovers.”

He paused, then continued.

“I will also arrange where you’ll stay for the entire time you are there.”

Flora listened carefully.

“And the hospital?” Ibrah asked.

Mzee John turned to him.

“You will handle the expenses,” he said. 

“All the bills, all the costs... you will bring them to me.”

“And the money. I will give it to you,” Mzee John said. 

“And you will say it came from your father.”

There was strategy in that plan.

Protection.

Control.

“Go home,” he added. 

“Ask for permission. Prepare yourself.”

The room fell quiet for a moment.

Each of them understood... this was not just a trip.

It was a turning point.

––––––––
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Back at the hospital, reality had already begun to settle... though not gently.

Halima remained seated, her gaze lowered.

The final confirmation had left no space for denial.

The truth was clear.

And it was not what she had built her decisions upon.

The doctor’s voice continued, explaining what they should do next, offering guidance that now felt necessary in a completely different way than before.

But Halima barely responded.

Her silence spoke more than any words could.

Beside her, Haruna remained still.

Watching.

Thinking.

For the first time, the situation had shifted beyond argument, beyond suspicion.

Now... it was something else entirely.

And whatever came next...

Would not be decided by assumption anymore.

––––––––
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The days that followed did not move in a straight line.

They unfolded in fragments... scattered moments, each carrying its own weight, its own urgency. 

Lives began shifting all at once, as if something unseen had been set into motion... something none of them could stop anymore.

––––––––
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At Flora’s home, the air was filled with movement.

There was no time for hesitation.

Flora and Neema carefully supported their mother, guiding her step by step toward the car. Every movement was cautious, deliberate... as if even the smallest mistake could undo everything they had prepared for.

Their mother leaned slightly on them, her strength not fully her own, yet her eyes remained aware... watching, trusting.

“Slowly,” Flora whispered, adjusting her grip.

Neema nodded, her focus sharp despite the tension rising in her chest.

Just as they reached the car, footsteps echoed from a distance.

Fast. Urgent.

They turned.

Ibrah appeared, running toward them, a small bag strapped across his back. His breathing was uneven, his face flushed... but he did not stop until he reached them.

“I’m sorry,” he said quickly.

“I’m late.”

Neema stepped forward instinctively and hugged him.

“We thought they refused you,” she said, relief clear in her voice.

Ibrah let out a breath, shaking his head slightly.

“It wasn’t easy,” he admitted. 

“But I made it.”

That was enough.

No more explanations were needed.

Together, they helped Flora’s mother into the car. One by one, they climbed in after her... closing the doors behind them as if sealing a decision that could not be reversed.
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