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Chapter 1
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CURLED UNDER HER EXTRA large pink hoodie Sophia threw another weak glance at the detective. His form was huge with a bulk of chest and an aura to match his fury. Even so he was unusually calm but deep down there was a red storm shifting.

The hoodie was several sizes too big for Sophia, the sleeves swallowing half her fingers making the hood droop forward like a curtain she wished she could hide behind. Yet it offered little comfort. The fabric had long since absorbed the sour smell of exhaustion and sweat. Her shoulders trembled faintly beneath it, not entirely from the cold but from the slow erosion of fear that had been gnawing at her for hours.

Across the table, the detective watched her like a hawk. Every sensory detail mattered to him. 

He pushed his frame forward, leaning across the table, “Tell me Sophia—just so we are on the same page, how did you get that job?”

Sophia’s eyes flickered to the wooden door behind him. It was thick, painted an institutional brown  that seemed to absorb all the warmth from the office. Somewhere beyond it, muffled voices drifted through the thin walls of the police station—phones ringing, boots slapping against tile floors, the distant clatter of a typewriter that sounded oddly out of place in the modern world.

Detective Mutua had gone through Sophia's narrative since she arrived at the station earlier that morning. He found numerous holes in her story and for some reason he wasn't buying any of it. The streets of Nairobi were becoming hotter than he could handle. The governor was breathing down his neck following the recent missing person's reports that were flooding the city. Three women had gone missing the previous weekend and among them was the governor's daughter.

The city had always been restless, but lately it had taken on a different pulse—one that kept the police force awake at night.

Newspapers screamed headlines every morning. Mothers clutched their daughters closer when they walked through markets. Social media had become a warzone of accusations and conspiracy theories. Some blamed trafficking rings. Others whispered about cults operating on the outskirts of the city.

But none of those theories had given Detective Mutua what he needed most —Proof. What he had instead was Sophia. A girl who had appeared at the station half-conscious and smelling like she had slept in a ditch, mumbling fragments of a story that made less sense the longer he listened to it.

Detective Mutua folded his sleeves. An act of intimidation or maybe he was breaking down. It was hard to tell from his straight unchanging expression. Nonetheless things were quickly escalating and Sophia knew beyond reasonable doubt that if she didn't start talking soon, her body would be found weeks from now disposed of in a rather inhumane way. It was the way things were handled here.

The slow roll of fabric up his forearms revealed skin marked with faint scars—old ones, the kind earned over decades of chasing criminals through the darker arteries of the city.

Sophia saw them. And something inside her stomach tightened. There was a faint brutality about him. Not loud. Not explosive.

The small office was getting even smaller as minutes went by. The glass of water Sophia was offered earlier on was now as dry as her skin. She had barely slept the last two days, let alone having a decent shower. Her stinking body was becoming a nuisance but it was a small price to pay for salvation if Detective Mutua was to get answers and also save the life of this young girl Sophia. She was treading on dangerous waters and she had no clue.

The fluorescent light above them hummed faintly, flickering once before stabilizing again.

Sophia shifted in her chair. The metal legs scraped softly against the floor.

Her eyes felt like sandpaper. Every blink burned. Her hair—once neatly braided—had unraveled into frizzy strands that clung stubbornly to her cheeks. Brown stains marked the hem of her jeans. She could still smell the night on her— Dust. Sweat.

Her fingers curled around the empty glass in front of her as if it might anchor her to the table. But the truth was already slipping through her grasp.

“Naweza pata more water? Please x" Sophia begged as her throat became coarse and ragged.

For a moment, Detective Mutua said nothing. He just watched her.

The detective had interrogated hundreds of suspects during his career. Liars tended to fall into patterns. Some talked too much. Others shut down completely. Some cried. Some tried to charm their way out of trouble.

Sophia didn’t quite fit any of them. That unsettled him. 

Detective Mutua dialed on the landline and in a few seconds a younger lady came stumbling in with a bottle of distilled water. She placed it on the table and left without saying a word. A glass was filled for Sophia and passed to her. The detective gulped half a glass of the same water and wiped his lips with the back of his palms.

––––––––
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SOPHIA HELD THE GLASS with both hands, taking slow careful sips, as if afraid it might be taken away before she finished.

The young officer who had brought the bottle avoided eye contact as she left. Her shoes squeaked against the tile floor before the door clicked shut again. Silence returned immediately.

Detective Mutua leaned back slightly in his chair.The wood creaked under his weight. Outside the small frosted window behind him, the evening sun had begun sinking under Nairobi’s skyline. Pale light seeped through the glass, cutting across the table and stopping just inches before Sophia’s trembling hands.

He watched her drink. Watched the way her eyes darted nervously between the table and the door. Watched the subtle panic flicker across her face every time the building made the slightest noise—Something was wrong.

“Start from the top Sophia! And this time–no games!” His voice was commanding. 

Sophia’s grip tightened around the glass. For a moment she considered lying again. It would be easier. But somewhere in the back of her mind a terrifying realization had begun to grow—The truth was dangerous.

But silence might be deadly.

3 Days Ago

“Hello,” Sophia pressed her phone against her ear. She sat on her bed as the person on the other end of the phone spoke angrily. She could feel her head throbbing hard. Her eyes were red from tears. She bit her lip in pain trying to hold more tears from falling. 

Sophia could barely breathe. Her body was trembling from the stress accumulating within her. The other party continued yelling for what was another full minute before Sophia finally got a chance to speak. 

“I'll get your money kesho aki. I swe..swear— haina haja... “ her voice broke down. 

“Don't fail. Usipolipa ni shauri yako!” 

With that said the line went dead. Sophia pushed the phone away from her to the far side of her bed which was one of the two pieces of furniture she had. Now what?

It was her landlady. Sophia had accumulated arrears that needed to be paid with immediate effect or her belongings would be tossed out the following day. She couldn't allow that form of humiliation but even so there was so little she could do. It had become a norm for graduates to hustle their way into adulthood surviving on peanuts. With the economy deteriorating at an alarming rate, jobs within the city were hard to find. 

Sophia called the only other person she knew had enough connection not to sleep on an empty stomach. She spread her body on her bed. Expecting no visitors, Sophia had only put on a dangerously huge t-shirt accompanied by her inner clothings. Her phone chimed. She swung it over her face and saw it was Jackie– her best friend. She swiped on the dial button and pressed the phone against her ear. It took a few seconds for Sophia to hear her friend's angelic voice.  “babe heeyy! How are you?” 

Stuck between lying and telling the truth, Sophie bought herself a moment of silence. Jackie pressed on. Sophia sighed, “I could use a night out babe,” 

Jackie's voice softened, “You wanna tell me what's going on?” She could sense her friend was in a mental prison. 

“Nothing major imagine. Nafeel tu kwenda out–you still have contacts za ule plug?” 

“Fuck that plug. Nikona even better. Can I send you an uber tumeet Quiver?” 

“Please do. And thank you babe,” 

“Dont mention. Stay  put, nabook ride saa hii.” The line went dead as Sophie rushed to take a shower. She liked it warm, contrary to what her ex had always advised her. He'd often remind her of the benefits of taking a cold shower but jokes on him– he wasn’t around anymore to tell her what to do. Nonetheless she missed him–his tender touch, the scent of mint when he whispered close to her ears, the numerous times he provided a shoulder to lean on. But that's past tense now; Sophia needed to get her bills paid but before that, she had to knock herself out with liquor and dancing.

Once done showering she fit her voluptuous frame into a  jumpsuit and threw a furry coat on top. She began doing her makeup as she waited for her ride.
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chapter 2
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PRESENT DAY

Detective Mutua leaned closer. He had replaced his glass of water with a mug of coffee. Its aroma spread across the tiny office awakening a long gone addiction for caffeine Sophia had. She placed her face in between her palms. Even in a distressed state her facial features were stunning as ever. She had spotless skin with a set of hazel eyes behind glasses. Her cherry lips scented the air with mesmerising strawberry flavor. 

Sophia tried glancing away but Detective Mutua's eyes were locked on hers. He was looking for flaws. Maybe examining her in ways she couldn't comprehend. Nonetheless it made Sophia uneasy and maybe this is what the detective wanted. To gain control over her–squeeze the truth out of her.

“So what happened next? Did your uber arrive?” The detective folded his sleeves. His brows formed a V-shape as he looked into Sophia's soul. She had no idea the man was this threatening. 

She hesitated as she recalled the events of that evening. It was supposed to be like any other night with her best friend and probably a few drunk men to laugh with at the club but this night was unlike any other.
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