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The message came at exactly 2:17 a.m.

Adonijah didn’t wake up fully—just enough to feel the vibration under her pillow and reach for it with sleepy fingers. Her eyes were barely open when she unlocked the screen.

Unknown number.

“She doesn’t suspect anything.”

She blinked.

Wrong number, she thought.

But before she could put the phone down, another message came in.

“Tomorrow. Make sure she signs.”

This time, sleep left her completely.

A strange, cold feeling crept into her chest. She turned slowly and looked at Daniel beside her. He was fast asleep, breathing evenly, one arm stretched across the bed like nothing in the world could disturb him.

Tomorrow.

Signs what?

She stared at him longer than usual, like she was trying to see something she had missed for three years. Something hidden behind his calm face, behind the soft words, behind the promises he had made just days ago.

“Next year,” he had said, holding her hand. “We make it official.”

She had believed him.

Now, she wasn’t sure what she believed.

Morning came with forced normalcy.

Daniel was different.

Not obviously—but enough.

He smiled too much. Talked too softly. Watched her like he was measuring her reactions. Over breakfast, he cleared his throat casually.

“By the way,” he said, not meeting her eyes, “there are some documents I need you to sign today. Nothing serious... just helping me secure a loan.”

Her stomach tightened.

Loan?

Since when?

“Oh... okay,” she replied carefully, pretending not to think too much about it.

But inside, everything was loud.

The office was small and quiet, tucked between buildings like it didn’t want to be found. Adonijah noticed everything—the peeling paint, the dusty blinds, the receptionist who didn’t even ask her name.

Daniel seemed nervous.

He kept checking his phone. Adjusting his shirt. Avoiding her eyes.

When the documents were placed in front of her, she didn’t rush.

She read.

And with every line, her heartbeat grew louder.

Her name.

Her ID number.

Her responsibility.

Not as a witness.

Not as a partner.

But as the primary borrower.

Her fingers went cold.

“Daniel... what is this?” she asked slowly.

He forced a smile. “It’s just paperwork. I’ll explain later. Just sign.”

Just sign.

Like it meant nothing.

Like it wasn’t her life sitting on that table.

Her phone buzzed.

She froze.

Slowly, she picked it up.

Same unknown number.

“Check the last page.”

Her hands trembled as she flipped through.

And then she saw it.

The amount.

Millions.

A debt so heavy it felt like it could crush her just by looking at it.

Her vision blurred.

Her breathing changed.

“Daniel...” she whispered, lifting her eyes to him.

But this time, she wasn’t looking at her boyfriend.

She was looking at a stranger.

“Who are you?”

The silence that followed was loud.

Daniel didn’t answer immediately.

For a split second, something dark crossed his face—something she had never seen before.

Then—

The door burst open.

Two men walked in, serious, alert.

“Daniel Otieno?” one of them said.

Daniel stood up quickly, panic written all over him.

“Yes?” he responded, but his voice had lost its confidence.

“We’ve been looking for you.”

Adonijah's heart dropped.

Looking for him?

Why?

“Babe,” Daniel said quickly, turning to her, his voice urgent now. “I can explain everything. But right now, we need to leave.”

Leave?

Her mind was spinning.

Her phone buzzed again.

She looked down.

“Run.”

This time, fear took over.

Not confusion.

Not doubt.

Fear.

She stood up slowly, her chair scraping against the floor.

Daniel reached for her hand.

She stepped back.

“No,” she said.

It was the first time she had ever said no to him without hesitation.

The room felt smaller.

The air heavier.

The truth clearer.

“I trusted you,” she said, her voice breaking but firm.

Daniel shook his head. “You still can. Just sign and we fix everything.”

Fix?

By trapping her?

By burying her under debt she didn’t create?

Something inside her snapped into place.

Clarity.

Cold and sharp.

She picked up the pen.

Daniel’s face relaxed slightly.

The men at the door watched closely.

The room held its breath.

Then—

She dropped the pen.

“I’m not signing anything.”

Everything changed in that moment.

Daniel’s expression hardened.

“Adonijah,” he said, low and dangerous, “don’t make this difficult.”

But she was already stepping back.

Already choosing herself.

Already walking away.

The men moved forward.

“Sir, you need to come with us,” one of them said to Daniel.

He resisted.

For a second.

Then another.

Then reality caught up with him.

Adonijah didn’t stay to watch.

She walked out of that office without looking back.

Her heart was racing, her hands shaking, but her mind—

Her mind had never been clearer.

Outside, the world felt different.

Louder.

Real.

Free.

Her phone buzzed one last time.

She hesitated... then opened it.

“You made the right choice.”

Her breath caught.

Who was this?

How did they know?

She typed quickly.

“Who is this?”

The reply came almost instantly.

“Someone who knows what Daniel has been doing... and you’re not the first.”

Her blood ran cold.

Not the first?

How many others had signed?

How many lives had been destroyed?

She looked back at the building.

Police cars were arriving.

People gathering.

Chaos unfolding.

But she didn’t feel part of it anymore.

She felt... removed.

Like she had stepped out of a trap just seconds before it closed.

Her phone buzzed again.

“If you want the truth... meet me.”

Adonijah stared at the message.

Her heart began to race again.

Not with fear this time.

But with something else.

Something deeper.

Something dangerous.

Because this wasn’t over.

Not even close.

She took a deep breath.

Then typed one word.

“Where?”

And just like that—

Her story didn’t end.

It began.
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The reply didn’t come immediately.For a moment, Adonijah  just stood there outside the office, the noise of sirens growing louder behind her, her phone trembling slightly in her hand.

Then—

It buzzed.

> “Kencom. 1 hour. Come alone.”

Her heart skipped.

Kencom?

Broad daylight. Public place.Whoever this was... they weren’t afraid.Or maybe they were careful.

She swallowed hard and looked back one last time.

Daniel was being pushed into a police car.

For a second, their eyes met.

And what she saw in his eyes wasn’t love.

It wasn’t regret.

It was anger.

Cold. Controlled. Dangerous.

She quickly looked away.

Whatever this was... it was bigger than her.
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Kencom was busy as usual—people rushing, matatus hooting, conversations blending into noise. It felt like the safest place to meet a stranger.

And yet, Adonijah  had never felt more exposed.

Her eyes scanned every face.

Every movement.

Every shadow.

Then—

“Adonijah.”

She turned sharply.

A woman stood a few steps away.

Mid-thirties. Calm. Observant.

Not smiling.

Not nervous.

Just... steady.

“You came,” the woman said.

“You’re the one who texted me?” Adonijah asked.

The woman nodded. “Sit. We don’t have much time.”

Something about her tone made Beatrice obey without thinking.
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“My name is Lydia,” the woman said.

Adonijah didn’t respond.

She was waiting.

Watching.

Trying to understand.

Lydia leaned forward slightly.

“Daniel wasn’t working alone.”

The words hit harder than expected.

“What do you mean?” Adonijah asked.

Lydia exhaled slowly.

“This is a network. They target women. Build trust. Relationships. Then use them to take loans under their names.

Adonijah felt her stomach twist.

“How many?” she whispered.

Lydia’s eyes darkened.

“More than you want to know.”
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