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PREFACE
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A case filled with extraordinary emotions captured the attention of many Tanzanians. It was an issue that had been suppressed for a long time, deliberately kept away from the public eye. Even within the courtroom, it was silenced as if it were a candle extinguished by the wind. The complainant wandered from one leader to another seeking help, but not a single person came to her aid.

Instead of being recognised as the victim, she was told that she was the problem, not those she had accused. It was then that a kind-hearted person emerged, offering her support and connecting her with an Anti-Corruption Officer. An officer who agreed to assist her without demanding anything in return.

He stepped into the battle and, within only two months, uncovered many new revelations, accompanied by undeniable evidence. He made many Tanzanians realise how deeply justice had been suppressed and how an innocent woman had been left without support from the very legal institutions meant to protect her.

At the final stage of handling the matter, a stage that was expected to bring a great victory, he was forcibly removed from the responsibility without following proper legal procedures. He was also offered money to abandon the case, but he refused.

He was forced to resign from his position in protest against those decisions, while promising to continue the fight from where he had stopped outside the office. He intended to use his legal expertise, backed by his valid professional licence.

However, that mission never came to pass. The following morning, he woke up in his room and found himself lying beside a young girl who was still of school-going age. He had no idea how she had ended up there, other than suddenly finding himself in her presence. Worse still, it was discovered that she had been violated and later died after being forced to consume alcohol mixed with sleeping tablets.

The main suspect became him because evidence was found from the sitting room all the way to the bedroom. His image transformed from that of a hero who fought for another person’s justice into that of a man accused of assaulting and causing the death of a student. He found himself struggling in court, assisted by his friend, as they fought to defend his rights and clear his name.

When Norbert Kaila discovered that there was a hidden game behind everything, he refused to remain silent. He decided to use his skills in journalism and investigation to help uncover the truth. That was when they began revealing a series of shocking and disturbing secrets.
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“No, Bryson, life doesn't work like that.”

“What do you want me to do? Betray my job? Go against my oath?”

“An oath? What is an oath, man? Wake up. People don't live by that. What matters is making money and living your life. Wake up, Bry.”

“Chief, I don't understand what you're trying to teach me with all this.”

“My boy, people don't live by oaths. They only care about putting food on the table, not all the things you're talking about. Even the people you serve don't care about your oath.”

“So you're really advising me to drop this matter? Does that mean even you don't live by your oath?”

“An oath? What is that compared to my family, the people I care about? Do you think if I stick to it they'll automatically be safe? Let me tell you the truth, I'm not ready to watch my children suffer or go hungry.”

(Disappointed) “Commander, you've really disappointed me.”

“Keep that disappointment to yourself. Look, it's right there on the table. Take it if you want, or leave it, but you're not continuing with Prakash's case.”

“No, I can't do that. I'd be denying justice to helpless people. What he did to them was wrong. He was involved in grabbing their land, stealing their farms, and now he's trying to bribe people so justice won't be served. As an anti-corruption officer, I'll never allow that to happen.”

“Bryson Mbelwa! You're off this case. Someone else who listens to me will take over. That's an order, and remember it's your duty to obey my orders as your superior.”

It was a conversation between a young man and an older man who was forcing an issue. The young man resisted with everything he had, and no agreement could be reached. In the end, authority was used to enforce the older man's decision.

The conversation took place in a modern office. The older man, dressed in a white suit without a tie, sat behind the main desk while the younger man occupied the visitor's chair. Several files lay on the desk, along with a cheque from the National Bank of Commerce that had already been written out and signed.

Bryson read the amount written on it—ten million shillings, both in figures and in words, complete with the host's signature.

The cheque had originally been brought to the desk blank except for the signature. The old man himself had filled in the amount, meaning Bryson could have written any figure he wanted and withdrawn it from the bank.

But Bryson didn't want it. Instead, he argued with his superior. That only led to intimidation. He was told to either take the cheque or walk away, and if he refused, someone else would receive it. His assignment was stripped from him and handed to the very person who was expected to cash that cheque.

His face darkened with disappointment, and his heart sank. He had planned to bring that matter to a successful conclusion. He had already reached a very promising stage. All that remained was tightening the final knot; victory was right in front of him.

The case was halted just when he had already outmanoeuvred the man he had been investigating. He was certain he would win, ensuring justice for the oppressed people who had come to him seeking help.

The moment he first heard the widow's story, tears had filled his eyes. It was a heart-breaking tale of a woman who had struggled endlessly in the city. She had lost almost everything yet never received justice. Instead, her problems only multiplied. She eventually became seriously ill, but she never gave up fighting for her family.

Now that he had reached the final stage of the investigation, he was being told to abandon it. He was offered a huge bribe to stop digging into the case. He refused, and as a result, the entire investigation was taken away from him.

“Fine, I accept. I'll obey your order, and you've won. I'm stepping away from this case, and I'm also resigning from this job entirely. Expect my resignation letter in fifteen minutes, and another copy will be delivered to the administration.”

The moment he said that, his boss froze in shock. He sprang to his feet, his mouth hanging open.

“Mbelwa! What do you mean by this?”

“It means I'm resigning immediately. But that doesn't mean I'm abandoning this investigation. Remember, professionally I'm still a lawyer, and my practising licence is valid. I'll reopen this case using all the evidence I've gathered,” he said emotionally.

Then he paused, snapped his fingers twice, and continued.

“If you thought you could stop me by using your authority as my superior here at PCCB, then try using that same authority in court. I have all the evidence.”

“Are you threatening me now?”

“I'm not threatening you. That's simply reality. I don't surrender easily. I'll fight this as a free man who takes orders from no one. I'll work with Dr Amos Simba until that woman gets the justice she deserves.”

Bryson had joined the Prevention and Combating of Corruption Bureau immediately after graduating. After completing specialised training, he had been employed permanently. Though he had stopped practising law, he had continued renewing his legal licence every year. Now he had decided to return to the legal profession, leaving public service behind.

He wasn't bluffing. Fifteen minutes later, he handed his resignation letter directly to his supervisor. He didn't stop there. Another copy was sent to their regional head office, expecting it to arrive at any moment after being dispatched by post.

He saw no reason to keep working in an office that sided with people who oppressed others. It was better to remain free and pursue other ventures, including practising law, which he believed would keep him from ever going hungry. Combined with the businesses he had already established, he would be more than comfortable.

Outside his employment, Bryson was already financially secure. He had deliberately ensured he wasn't dependent solely on his salary. He had invested in several profitable ventures around the city. That was why he wasn't afraid to walk away from the career he had once pursued out of his love for defending the rights of others.

Two months earlier, a frail woman had come to him. She looked sickly and neglected. She had begged him to listen to her story, explaining how she had struggled endlessly before finally finding him. She believed she had no one else left to help her.

That marked the beginning of a heart-breaking story that moved him to tears.

She had once lived happily with a large family—her husband and children. But happiness eventually turned into sorrow. One after another, she lost everyone she loved until only she remained, together with her helpless brother-in-law.

She was a widow with nothing. She had come to the city to care for her brother-in-law, the last surviving member of her husband's family.

Her story made him cry, and he swore he would fight until she received justice.

That was how he threw himself into the case. He conducted a thorough investigation, gathering numerous witnesses. He collected video recordings, audio recordings, and written evidence. Eventually, he had everything he needed to bring down the perpetrator and secure justice for the woman.

Yet after all that effort, he was told to abandon the case over a mere ten million shillings.

He refused.

He had already sworn to fight until the very end.

That was why he resigned, determined to continue seeking justice for that woman.

“Ha! Bryson! Go ahead then. Let's see how far you'll get. You think you know this world better than those of us who were born and raised in this city.”

Those were the last mocking words he heard from his boss after handing over his resignation.

To Bryson, they were nothing more than the croaking of a frog at the bottom of a well—noise that could never stop an elephant from drinking. He was actually grateful. Now he was freer to pursue the investigation than ever before. No one would order him around anymore. Every decision would be entirely his own.

That evening found him sitting in his living room. Beside him stood an open bottle of liquor that was already half empty. In his hand was a short tumbler filled with ice to keep the drink cold.

By sunset, countless colleagues had called him, but he ignored every single call. As far as he was concerned, the entire office was full of traitors. Even with overwhelming evidence, a complainant seeking justice had still been denied it.

As he sat reflecting on everything that had happened that afternoon, the living room door opened.

A beautiful woman walked in with an incredible figure. She wore a long dress reaching her ankles and black high heels that made every step even more graceful.

“Bry, why are you drinking on a Wednesday? That's not like you.”

“I don't have a job anymore. I'm not going to work tomorrow.”

“Why?”

“I resigned. I don't see any reason to keep working in that office. Imagine an anti-corruption institution forcing me to accept a bribe. Hell no! I'll fight for that woman until she gets justice. I already made that promise.”

“And what will you gain from it? You're in this city to make money, yet you're throwing away your job because of one person who doesn't even matter.”

The moment he heard that, he placed the glass on the table. Rage spread across his face.

He stood and stared at the beautiful woman.

“So she doesn't matter? Do you? Do you give me money, apart from taking mine while you already have your own job? What benefit do you bring into my life? Your waist in bed? Bloody swine!”

“Bry, no! That's not what I meant. I spoke wrongly.”

“Go back where you came from! She doesn't matter,' huh? Or do you think giving me your body and a few moans is more important than fighting for someone who's lost her entire family and still hasn't given up, someone who came begging me for help?

“Bry! This is not you! It's not you! You're drunk. Please, don't drink anymore, my love.”

“Get out! Before I smash this bottle over your head!”

He shouted so fiercely that she immediately realised there would be no peace there.

One selfish remark was all it had taken to trigger such an explosion.

She left exactly as she'd been ordered. As she reached the door, she heard the sound of glass shattering behind her. Terrified, she ran outside.

Bryson had hurled his drinking glass to the floor in anger. But that wasn't enough.

He let out a thunderous roar filled with fury.

The woman he had believed would stand by him through every decision had instead become another source of pain.

That was why he had called her over—to tell her everything that had happened, expecting comfort.

Instead, her very first words only infuriated him further, and he threw her out as though they were strangers.

He had never expected such a response from the woman he had been planning to marry after being with her for so long.

Now he saw her as selfish.

And someone like that could never give him peace.

Rather than sincerely apologising for what she'd said, she simply insisted that alcohol had clouded his Judgement.
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WHILE BRYSON RAGED at home, his former boss was sitting in a private room inside a nightclub.

A table full of drinks stood before him. Beside him sat an Asian man, leaning comfortably against a beautiful, scantily dressed woman.

That was where Bryson's resignation came up.

Everything had happened because he had refused to abandon the case after being offered a bribe to stay silent.

To the man hearing the report, the idea of someone choosing integrity over money seemed unbelievable.

“Who exactly is this young man?”

“One of our most dangerous officers. Even the top bosses are proud to have someone like him. I never expected him to be this stubborn.”

“You mean he's the same man who kept me awake for two straight nights by cornering me so badly? The one who caused the value of my companies to fall on the stock market?”

“The very same. You're absolutely right. He did all that on his own without anyone's help. In just two months he uncovered everything.”

“And he refused ten million shillings? Money that could have expanded his businesses?”

(After cursing the officer's mother) “Forget the money. The problem is that he has a spotless record at work, and now he's submitted a resignation letter. One copy has gone to the regional boss in Dar, and another reached me. Now I'm worried about the copy that's on its way to the Director.”

“That's nothing. Director Fumbo's secretary is my woman. I'll tell her to make sure he never receives it. Then we'll see what benefit that stubbornness brings him.”

“Now that's a relief. The case has already been handed to someone else, and he's buried it. He accepted the money, so there'll be no investigation into my office anymore. But you need to think about what you're going to do with Mbelwa. He says he won't stop halfway. He'll use his legal expertise to come after you personally, and he'll work with his university lecturer, who's now a Judge, until that widow gets justice.”

Hearing that, the Asian man cursed again before saying,

“If I'm not Suresh, the man who knows the taste of every beautiful woman in this city, then tomorrow this fool will regret the day he was born. Let me call that money-hungry man.”
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STILL SUFFERING FROM the effects of alcohol, Bryson had no idea what was happening until dawn arrived.

When he lazily opened his eyes, his head felt unbelievably heavy.

He couldn't understand why. He had been drunk many times before but had never woken up feeling like this.

He stared at the decorated ceiling made from elegant ceiling boards.

A fan rotated slowly above him, cooling the room.

For a moment he simply watched it.

Then he suddenly froze.

Something cold was touching his stomach.

Looking down, he saw a woman's hand.

It was small, with neatly trimmed fingernails—not professionally manicured, just carefully cut.

The coldness of her skin was what truly startled him.

Bryson hurriedly threw off the blanket. 

Lying beside him was a girl who looked like a secondary school student. She had short, simply cut hair and lay face down completely naked.

He had no idea how she had ended up there.

He could only stare in disbelief.

Just as he reached out to shake her awake, the bedroom door burst open.

He jumped out of bed and stood upright.

An older man and a woman rushed inside, accompanied by police officers.

“Annie! Annie! So you ran away from school just to sleep with this man!”

The woman cried out in anguish.

Bryson felt as though he were dreaming.

The older man charged at him like a raging rhinoceros.

The punch landed with tremendous force, sending Bryson crashing onto his back, his legs flying into the air.

Only then did he realise—

He wasn't wearing a single stitch of clothing.

Had he not already been on the floor in that position, he might never have realised he was completely naked.

Good heavens!

He scrambled for the blanket, caring only about covering himself.

He didn't even notice the girl's naked body lying fully exposed.

His only concern was shielding himself after noticing several people recording everything with their mobile phones.

He barely cared that the furious man continued beating him for being found naked in bed with the girl he claimed was his daughter who had run away from school.

Only when the police pulled the older man away and restrained him did they place handcuffs on Bryson.

“Officer, I have no idea what's going on,” Bryson pleaded.

“You'd better keep quiet before I start beating you myself instead of letting this old man do it. We found you naked in bed with a schoolgirl, and you're saying you don't know anything? What about the sleeping pills left in your living room? And those bottles of alcohol?”

The world began spinning around him.

How had drinking in his living room led to this?

How had he ended up in his bedroom completely naked?

“Officer, the girl is dead. Her body's already gone cold.”

The moment those words were spoken, the woman screamed.

“My God! He's killed my daughter! She's my only child!”

Another devastating charge.

Not only had he been found with a schoolgirl, but now there was a corpse.

A prison sentence—possibly even life imprisonment—seemed unavoidable.

Bryson himself couldn't believe what had happened.

Everything felt like a nightmare.

Yet there he stood, handcuffed, wearing nothing but a blanket wrapped around his waist.

The woman walked towards him and raised her hand to slap him, but the police stopped her.

Even so, she delivered words that struck his heart harder than any blow.

She accused him of murdering her daughter and demanded that he bring her back to life.

She cried uncontrollably, repeatedly calling her daughter's name, mourning the child she had hoped would one day achieve great things through education.

Her grief became so overwhelming that she collapsed, forcing the man beside her to catch her before she hit the floor.

Bryson still felt as though none of it were real.

Only after being given clothes to wear was he escorted out of the house.

He felt like he was walking through a dream.

His home was sealed with police tape for further investigation before he was loaded into a police vehicle.

The day he had never imagined would come finally arrived.

He was thrown into a jail cell.

Without any relatives or friends knowing where he was, he found himself locked inside after the handcuffs were removed.

“Officer, I didn't kill that girl or sleep with her. Please believe me.”

“You! Shut up! We found you naked in bed with a sixteen-year-old girl, and you still smelled of her private parts. What exactly are you trying to say? You filthy rapist! If I hear your voice again, I'll come in there and break both your legs.”

All desire to defend himself vanished.

Instead of being heard, he had already been judged based on what had been found at the scene.

Silently, he sat down on the floor of the dark underground cell where not even a ray of light entered.
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THE PRELIMINARY INVESTIGATION concluded that the girl had consumed alcohol mixed with sleeping pills.

The combination had caused her death.

She died in Bryson's bed, exactly as the evidence indicated.

Investigators found pills scattered beneath the living room table along with several bottles.

They also discovered a half-smoked cannabis joint that had been extinguished and dropped on the floor.

Another criminal charge—possession of narcotics, which were illegal under Tanzanian law.

A woman's handbag was also recovered.

Inside it were a school identity card, a kanga, a dress, and underwear, suggesting the girl had brought spare clothes intending to change before leaving.

The police immediately concluded that she had planned to spend time at his house that day.

In the bedroom they found another dress lying on the floor as though it had been removed in a hurry.

There was also a rolled-up red pair of underwear, suggesting it had been pulled off carelessly.

Medical examination confirmed that the girl's body had been penetrated.

There was fresh white fluid associated with sexual intercourse.

To investigators, the evidence clearly pointed to Mbelwa, especially since he had been found naked beside her.

When the house guard was questioned, he claimed he had seen his boss arriving with the girl.

He further stated that it wasn't the first time she had visited.

She had come many times before and usually left in the morning.

According to him, Bryson had introduced her as his niece—the daughter of his sister.

Another nail was driven into Bryson's coffin.

It now appeared he had been regularly seeing the girl.

That alone made bail virtually impossible.

Meanwhile, newspapers across the city exploded with headlines.

An anti-corruption officer had allegedly been found with an underage girl in his house.

He had supposedly given her alcohol mixed with drugs before sexually assaulting her.

The mixture had killed her.

The story dominated the city, especially because Bryson had recently earned widespread respect for fighting the widow's case.

Now all of that had been destroyed by the shocking accusations against him.

Only conviction seemed to remain.
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“RITA, DO YOU REALLY think Bry could do something like this? I can't believe it.”

“You know, this isn't the first time I've heard rumours. Jerry once told me Bry used to bring young girls into his house whenever we weren't together. I didn't believe him.”

“Bry is so
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