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Copyright and reader information
© 2025 Samuel Omoding. All rights reserved.
This is a work of fiction. Makembo University and the characters in this story are fictional. The events do not describe a case at any named real institution.
This Christian inspirational short story is intended for adult readers, particularly university students and those who support them. It includes manipulation by a lecturer, unwanted sexual contact, pregnancy and emotional distress. These events are described without graphic detail.
The story and reflections invite discussion. They do not replace professional counselling, healthcare or legal advice. No reader is required to disclose a personal experience in order to take part.
Dedication
In loving memory of my sisters, and for every young person learning that their worth can survive disappointment, betrayal and a change of plans.
Preface
I wrote this story out of concern for young people whose hopes become entangled with affection, financial pressure and the influence of people they trust. University offers opportunities to learn and grow. It can also expose a student to situations they have never been prepared to recognise.
Dorcus arrives at Makembo University determined to become a lawyer. When a lecturer offers her special attention, she struggles to separate academic support from personal interest. As his demands grow, the difference in their power becomes harder to ignore.
The story asks readers to consider responsibility as well as choice. A lecturer is responsible for maintaining professional boundaries. A student who has been pressured deserves support, even when she is unsure how to explain what happened. Pregnancy does not remove her dignity or make education impossible.
My Christian faith shapes the hope in these pages. I believe that God's grace can help people face painful truths and begin again. In Dorcus's journey, prayer accompanies practical help, professional care and patient work. Her recovery takes time, and she does not have to earn compassion by telling her story in public.
I hope this book encourages honest conversations in families, fellowships and educational communities. Above all, I hope it reminds a reader who feels trapped that asking for help can be a beginning.
Samuel Omoding
Opening prayer
Heavenly Father, thank You for each reader and for the worth You have given them. Give us wisdom in our relationships and courage when something is wrong. Help those who have been hurt to find people who will listen and offer practical care. Teach us to support one another without shame or blame. Guide our learning, our work and the steps we take towards healing. In Jesus' name, Amen.
Chapter 1 
The first touch
[image: ]
Dorcus checked her admission letter once more before folding it into her notebook. The paper was soft at the creases. She had shown it to so many people at home that she almost knew every line by heart.
At nineteen, she was the first person in her family to enter university. A government scholarship covered her tuition, but her parents had saved for her hostel deposit, transport and the other costs that would follow. As the taxi approached Makembo University, her mother pressed a small envelope into her hand.
“For the things you have forgotten to put on your list,” she said.
Dorcus wanted to become a lawyer. She had seen neighbours struggle to understand documents they were asked to sign, and she liked the thought of making difficult words useful to ordinary people.
By the second week, she had learned which library desk caught the afternoon breeze and which path became muddy after rain. She shared a hostel room with Ruth, another first-year student, who could start a conversation while looking for a missing sandal.
“You have packed enough books for the whole degree,” Ruth said one evening.
“And you have packed enough shoes for the whole university.”
They laughed. For a little while, the unfamiliar room felt like home.
The reading was harder than Dorcus had expected. She understood an argument while a lecturer explained it, then lost confidence when she tried to write about it alone. In her first Criminal Law assignment, she spent a whole page retelling a case instead of explaining why it mattered.
Mr Songa, the lecturer, returned her work with a short note: Good observation. Develop the reasoning.
After class, she asked what he meant. He explained it patiently and suggested a case she could find in the library.
“You have potential,” he said. “Come during office hours if you get stuck.”
She left encouraged. There was nothing unusual about a lecturer helping a student understand her work.
Over the following weeks, however, his attention changed. He sent messages after ten at night. At first, he asked about her reading. Later, he asked whether she was lonely and why she never wore her hair loose.
Dorcus read those messages twice before replying. She did not know how to answer personal questions from someone who would mark her examinations.
During one office visit, he stood behind her chair to point at a passage on his laptop. His hand settled on her shoulder and remained there after he had finished speaking.
She shifted forwards. He removed it.
On the way back to the hostel, she told herself he had meant nothing by it. The next time, he commented on her appearance before asking about her work. He offered to buy her lunch.
When Ruth asked who kept calling, Dorcus said, “My lecturer. He is helping me with Criminal Law.”
“At this time?”
“He is busy during the day.”
Ruth put her phone down. “Does he help everyone like that?”
The question stayed with Dorcus. She wanted the answer to be yes. She also liked being noticed by someone who seemed so certain of her ability.
Near the end of the second month, Mr Songa invited her to his apartment for a revision session. He said the office would be noisy because of a departmental event.
“Could we meet in the library instead?” she asked.
“I am giving you my own time,” he replied. “Do you want the help or not?”
She stared at the screen. She was worried about the coming test, and she had begun to depend on his approval. By evening, she had agreed to go.
She told Ruth she was studying with a classmate. The lie troubled her, but she could not bring herself to explain the invitation.
Before leaving, Dorcus placed her notebook in her bag. On its first page, she had written the name she hoped one day to see outside an office: Dorcus, Advocate.
She touched the words with her thumb and closed the cover.
Pause and reflect
What changed between ordinary academic support and Mr Songa's later behaviour? Consider the late messages, personal remarks and his response when Dorcus suggested the library.
Dorcus's uncertainty did not make her responsible for his conduct. A person in authority remains responsible for the boundaries of their role.
Read Proverbs 4:23 and James 1:5. Reflect on how wisdom can include asking questions and seeking independent advice.
Continue the story
Thank you for reading this preview of Shattered Dreams: Finding Hope After Campus Betrayal by Samuel Omoding.
What happens next for Dorcus? Read the complete book to follow her journey through betrayal, difficult choices and the search for hope.
End of preview.
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