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Chapter One
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The year 2023 was a bad year to be prostitute or cheating husband, for that matter. A gang of hardcore sodomites had set a booby trap to ensnare their prey. They had established a criminal secret agency or simply a detective organization, based in Dar es Salaam, Tanzania whose express business was to spy on cheating wives, purposely to capture the adulterers who slept around with them. These targeted fornicators were doomed to be embroiled into a showdown with the rightful husbands; who would be furnished with the best punitive measure, if not retaliation.

This secret agency aimed at deterring any would-be bitches and sons of bitches from involving themselves into the shenanigans of stealing or sequestrating other persons’ wives or husbands. The revenge was none, but, sodomizing the culprits in front of their wives, their lovers, their in-laws, and even their children; while being filmed, and the graphical video clip to be posted on their social media accounts, captioned with apologies for committing such debauchery.

The secret organization did not wait to be hired by its clients, because they knew that every concerned or
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devoted husband needed their services. They simply did the job first and approached the unfortunate husbands with their proposed project supported by video evidences.

The darkest side of their job was to start by blackmailing the fornicating womanizers and their lose bitches, in order to raise funds to finance their operations. They employed a number of spies. They hired former Criminal Investigation Department (CID) detectives for temporary jobs.

Tony was one of such officers, who hacked the national website and furnished the gang with databases belonging to Registation, Insolvency and Trusteesheep Agency (RITA); and the National Indentification Agency (NIDA) databases, such that anyone appearing on their cameras had their personal information displayed, such as their names, their physical addresses, their phone numbers and so on.

They collaborated with hotel and guest house receptionists who conspired in installing tiny lenses of facial identification cameras that were remotely monitored by IT personnel. These were alerted by alarms on the emergence of a preset face or human figure in the bugged hotspots. Then, the lenses would be focused to record the footages. They captured a lot of celebrities, high ranking politicians, opulent businessmen and self-esteemed public figures whose matching photographs they downloaded from social media, such as Facebook, X, Instagram, Telegram and WhatsApp.

All said, this criminal organization possessed high-

tech, state of art multi-media with high-definition
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imaging capabilities. Their victims were stunned by their vivid videos. They could not figure out how they were caught red-handed in the act of breaking the sixth commandment. God forbid!

The Prostitute Predators or PP for short, as this secret agency was called, was a multi-million business; which charged inexorably exorbitant fees ostensibly to prohibit the bad habit, or presumably to protect marriages from fornicating trespassers. Speaking on conditions of anonymity, the founder and CEO of the Prostitute Predators had this to say in an interview with a journalist who was writing investigative news:

“If they really love the person with whom they commit adultery, why don’t they marry him or her? Or why didn’t they marry his/her in the first place? These philanderers are nothing, but, personality killers. Their business is to vilify their fellow men by fooling around with their wives. I have no mercy for such undertakers and their accomplice adulteresses. Since they have made it their business to disparage their spouses, we have made it our business to terminate them along with their unacceptable behaviour. We will track them down in every street alley and dark hideouts. We will follow them to the dead ends. We will record their fornication. We will strip them of cash blackmailing them with a promise to destroy their videos in exchange for astronomical sums of money. And eventually, after pushing them into bankruptcy, we will expose their evils or social media. That is why we remain anonymous. We operate underground, surreptitiously stalking our victims. However, our course remains noble.
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We are here to rid our society of intolerable vices. Our goal is to eliminate infidelity from our families. Our mission is to see stable families with loving spouses, where children can thrive and grow up to become responsible citizens, who will build our nation. Let me tell you something, the ignored root cause of breakages, separation and divorces is nothing but infidelity. No husband would divorce his wife just for serving him uncooked ugali. No husband would leave his beloved wife for stealing his money. No man would have abandoned his life partner for poisoning him either. All marital conflicts and disputes are negotiable and resolvable. All spouse mistakes are forgivable. But, no man would tolerate a fucking adulteress, even though most women would forgive a womanizing husband. The simple reason is that men have not only their wives’ bodies to protect from being adulterated with contamination, but, also, they have their self-esteem to protect from being denigrated with disgrace. We have always witnessed men killing their wives while fighting for their compromised manhood.

You see, a man’s manhood is more valuable than a wife. Any attempt to undermine a man’s manhood will meet with acrimonious repulsion. Some women have the wrong notion that their husbands are tormented by jealousy towards them. That is why they don’t take their husbands seriously when they are interrogated about their whereabouts, or when they are given precaution to maintain chastity. They just respond casually and go to chuckle mirthfully aside, with their friends, who comment scornfully on the husband’s jealous trait. They derive a lot of pleasure from jeering at the jealous husband. If only
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they knew the attitude of mind of men, they would advise their friend to stop flirting negligently with men, now that she is married. We are out to teach women the hard lesson. And we are here to eradicate the plague of womanizing fornications. Thank you Mr journalist. Next time you call me; I will tell you something more. Bye for now.”

The Prostitute Predators had been operating for ten months when they nabbed Julio’s wife. This marked a watershade for the secret spying business. In short, it landed into a quagmire of land-mined battlefield. Julio was a young millionaire from Arusha, who had made his fortune from Tanzanite mines in Mererani. He was born and raised in the biggest slum of Arusha City, named Unga Limited, after a defunct flour milling company.

This poorest part of the city with its makeshift quarter homes and mud houses stands in stark contrast with the neighbouring PPF housing estate with gated residents of expatriates working with the abundant international organizations, such as the International Criminal Tribunal for Rwanda, the African Union, the African Court on Human and Peoples’ Rights, the East African Community, and the Arusha International Conference Centre, to mention, but, a few. It was these organizations which made the visiting former President of the United States, Bill Clinton, nickname the place as Geneva of Africa. Not only does Arusha City have almost as many international organizations as the Swiss city of Geneva, but, also it is the major gateway of Tanzanian safari experience to breathtaking destinations, such as national parks of Arusha, Tarangire, Manyara, and Ngorongoro Conservation Area.
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From Arusha’s Impala Roundabout heading to the suburb of Njiro, you will come across a vestigial railway-crossing virtually acting as a demarcation line between extreme wealth in PPF and abject poverty in Unga Limited. By the way, some people don’t know that the Dar es Salaam-Tanga Railway extends to Moshi and Arusha, where it forms a terminus for consigning and receiving goods; although it has fallen into disuetude. It was this poverty in Unga Limited that pushed Julio to drop out of school as a young boy of only 10 years, and leave home for the Mererani Tanzanite Mines, in Simanjiro District, Manyara Region. He travelled 52 kilometres to the mines, where he was admitted in Block ‘D’ shaft to work as a digger. Luckily for him, artisanal miners, who breached mining standards preferred younger diggers as they were small-sized enough to fit into narrow tunnels. He had to climb down to a precarious 400 m deep level, without elevator, oxygen or safety facilities.

Julio worked for twelve years earning only enough to subsist. Sometimes he had to borrow money from his fellow miners in order to buy food from food-vending canteens. He lived on the hope that his day would come when he would land a windfall stone; a bluish purple gemstone that would transform his life overnight. In fact, there were desperately frustrated old men who had gone there as young boys only to waste their lifetime toiling in harsh mining conditions, earning barely enough to eat. These had no success story to tell, but, the ominous recounts of child sacrifices made by shaft owners to precipitate mineral finds.
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They always narrated how they survived being offered as scapegoats for mining rituals in the underworld of mining operations. They related how they escaped the menacingly sinister mineshaft collapses, and the muddy water shaft blockages that suffocated miners in the godforsaken underground deathtraps. They reconstructed the foreboding stories of the gun battles between miners scrambling for the arbitrarily delineated shaft boundaries in the underworld. Their anecdotes were really intimidating. If it was not for lucky miners who wore invaluable jewelry and drove expensive cars, and owned posh houses, and kept shops in Mererani Town. Julio himself would have despaired and quit. Again, had it not been for the fortuitous merrymakers who kept throwing parties with plentiful roasted meat and beer, he would have been scared away. Sometimes these revelers distributed cash presents to all hustlers around them. They acted as a big source of solace and inspiration.

Julio himself had apocalyptic stories to tell. He had survived two incidences of mineral robbery. In one incidence he sustained two bullet shots in his left shoulder when attacked by gun wielding gangsters, while accompanying his boss to Kilimanjaro International Airport (KIA), some 22 kilometres away, on rough road. The thugs had emerged from the bush shooting the Land Rover car tires flat, and demanding of the passengers to surrender everything they had with them. They lost a 2 billion worth of Tanzanite. Julio was rushed to a nearby hospital in Namanga, Kenya, for specialized treatment.
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In the other incident, Julio was escorting a friend to Arusha to sell his gemstones when they came to a road block erected by sword-armed thugs, who made away with all their belongings after inflicting multiple cuts on the driver and passengers. This friend of his had obtained the gemstones after enlisting the help of a powerful witch-doctor from Sumbawanga, who gave him some magical concoctions for sporting minerals. He later regretted having consulted the shaman at all, saying wealth created from witchcraft was vapour. It evaporated unpredictably.

Eventually, the day came when Julio came across a five-kilogramme Tanzanite stone. Security had improved by then after the mines were fenced off by the late President John Pombe Magufuli, who ordered the military to build a 24 km perimeter wall around the mine. So, he sold the stone to the government agency for minerals, at the price of Tshs 2,443,969,682/=. He asked the agency to pay him through his NMB bank account. Thereafter, he travelled to Dar es Salaam to start life. He opened several business enterprises at Kariakoo, Posta and Kivukoni. He built a prodigiously grandiose bungalow at Tabata Kimanga. He only returned to Mererani as a mineral dealer, who bought and exported Tanzanite. This time around he was armed to the teeth, carrying four submachine guns in his Toyota Trooper car.

After upgrading his parents’ standard of living, he settled down to enjoy life at Tabata Kimanga Dar es Salaam, near the Catholic Church. He met a gorgeous woman from Kigoma to whom he got married almost immediately. His elegantly royal wedding reception
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took place at Greenlight Hotel Multipurpose Hall, Dar es Salaam. It
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