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Chapter 1 – The Age of Wanting Everything
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At twenty-one, Tadala thought luxury and attention could fill her life. But some things like her soul are worth more.

A gripping story of temptation, faith, and

The Age of Wanting Everything

At twenty-one, the world feels close enough to touch.

It is the age when dreams grow faster than reality. The age when every decision seems small, but every choice quietly shapes the future.

For Tadala, that age felt like standing between two worlds.

One world was the life she had always known.

A small rented house with cracked walls and thin curtains that barely stopped the sunlight from pouring inside every morning. The kind of house where every sound traveled easily: neighbors talking, children playing, motorcycles passing down the dusty road.

The other world was the one she saw every day on the streets of the city.

Bright lights.

Shiny cars.

Girls her age dressed in clothes that looked too expensive to belong to ordinary lives.

Sometimes Tadala wondered how two worlds could exist so close to each other.

And yet feel so far apart.

She sat quietly on a wooden bench outside the small café where she worked part-time, wiping the edge of a glass table with a cloth that had already been used too many times.

The café was not fancy. Most of the customers were students or workers passing through the city center. The kind of place where people sat for an hour drinking tea while discussing life, politics, or dreams that still felt distant.

But through the café windows, Tadala could see the main road clearly.

And that road was where she often saw a different life passing by.

A black luxury car stopped at the traffic light.

Its polished surface reflected the golden sunlight.

Inside, a young woman sat comfortably in the passenger seat, her sunglasses resting gently on her face.

She looked relaxed and confident

Like someone who had already figured life out. Tadala watched the car until the traffic light changed and it slowly disappeared into the moving crowd of vehicles.

She did not envy the woman.

Not exactly. But something inside her felt restless. A quiet question that refused to disappear. How do people reach that life?

She had asked herself that question many times. And each time the answer felt complicated. Because Tadala was not lazy.

She had always worked hard.

She had finished school, hoping education would open doors for her. But the reality waiting outside those doors had been colder than she expected.

Jobs were rare.

Money was always tight.

Dreams often felt like stories meant for other people.

Sometimes in the evenings, after closing the café, she would walk slowly through the busy streets of the city.

Streetlights glowing above.

Music playing from distant clubs.

Groups of young people laughing loudly as they walked past her.

That was when she started noticing something strange.

Some of the girls living the most exciting lives were not older than her.

They wore expensive perfume.

Their phones were always the newest models.

Their clothes changed every week.

And yet many of them did not seem to work regular jobs.

At first Tadala told herself she was imagining things.

But the truth slowly became clearer as she listened to conversations around her.

Late-night parties.

Rich businessmen.

Private apartments.

Expensive gifts.

The words came in whispers, jokes, and stories shared between friends.

No one spoke about it openly.

But everyone seemed to understand.

Beauty had value.

Youth had value.

Attention had value.

And in certain corners of the city, those things could be exchanged for a life that looked far more comfortable than ordinary work could provide.

Tadala tried not to think about it.

She told herself she was different.

That she wanted to succeed in a respectable way.

But life has a strange way of testing the promises we make to ourselves.

Especially when those promises stand between us and the things we want most.

One afternoon, as Tadala finished cleaning the last table in the café, her phone vibrated softly in her pocket.

She pulled it out and looked at the screen.

A message from Chikondi.

Her old friend from school.

Someone she had not seen in almost a year.

The message was short.

"Hey. I'm in town tonight. Let's meet."

Tadala smiled slightly.

Chikondi has always been full of energy.

The kind of girl who believed life should be exciting.

Even in school she had always been surrounded by attention.

People listened when she spoke.

Boys followed her.

Teachers often complained about her behavior, but secretly admired her confidence.

Tadala typed a quick reply.

"Where?"

The answer came almost immediately.

"Club Mirage. Tonight."

Tadala hesitated for a moment.

She had heard about that place before.

It was one of the most popular nightclubs in the city.

Expensive.

Loud.

Filled with people who seemed to live very different lives from hers.

She looked around the quiet café.

Empty tables.

Soft music playing from a small speaker near the counter.

Her manager is counting money behind the register.

This was the world she knew.

Simple.

Predictable.

Safe.

But outside those doors, another world waited.

One filled with lights, excitement, and possibilities she did not fully understand.

Tadala stared at the message again.

Then slowly typed two words.

"I'll come."

At that moment she did not realize something important.

Some decisions feel small when we make them.

Just a simple night out.

Just meeting an old friend.

Just stepping into a place we have never been before.

But sometimes those small decisions quietly open doors.

Doors that lead to places we never expected to go.

And once those doors open...

Life rarely returns to the way it was before.
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Chapter 2 – The Friend Who Opened the Door
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The city looked completely different at night.

Streetlights reflected on the wet pavement, and the sound of distant music floated through the air like a promise of excitement.

Tadala stood quietly outside Club Mirage, her heart beating faster than usual. She had passed places like this many times before but had never entered one.

People were laughing near the entrance. Expensive cars stopped and left again. Men in suits and women in elegant dresses walked through the doors like they belonged there.

For a moment Tadala almost turned around.

But before she could move, she heard someone calling her name.

“Tadala!”

She turned quickly.

Chikondi was walking toward her with the confident energy she had always carried since their school days.

But tonight she looked different. Her hair shined under the streetlights, styled perfectly. Her dress hugged her figure in a way that made her look older, more sophisticated. Even the way she walked showed confidence.

“Tadala!” Chikondi said again as she hugged her.

“It’s really you. I missed you.”

Tadala smiled.

“You look amazing.”

Chikondi laughed.

“Life has been good to me.”

She then took Tadala’s hand.

“Come. Tonight you’re my guest.”

Inside the club everything was louder and brighter than Tadala expected. Music vibrated through the floor. Colorful lights flashed across the crowd. People danced freely, holding drinks and laughing without worries.

Tadala felt both excited and nervous at the same time.

Chikondi led her toward a comfortable lounge area where a few men were already sitting. They looked wealthy. Confident. Used to this environment.

“Tadala,” Chikondi said quietly, “just relax. Enjoy the night.”

But Tadala could already feel something strange.
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