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✍️ SHORT INTRODUCTION:

In My Last Call, Chediel Augustino Tandiko invites readers into the forgotten corridors of humanity — places where silence screams, and broken men whisper their final wishes. This is not just the story of Goodluck — it’s the story of many who fall and rise too late. A tale of love, regret, and the last spark of hope.
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🖋️ DEDICATION (DIBAJI):

> To all the lost souls still searching for forgiveness,

To the families torn apart by silence,

To the voices we never answered,

This story is for you.

— Chediel Augustino Tandiko
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Chapter One: The Man Who Had It All
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The morning sun rose gently over the elegant skyline of Mikocheni, its golden rays bouncing off the glass panels of the fourth floor of a luxurious building known as Goodlife Towers. Inside one of the stylish apartments, Mr. Goodluck stood in front of a tall, spotless mirror. He was already dressed — a sharp navy-blue suit tailored to perfection, a blood-red silk tie knotted neatly, and polished Italian leather shoes that gleamed like freshly minted silver.

Everything about him was measured — from his golden Rolex watch secured tightly on his wrist, to the soft scent of expensive French cologne that hung in the air. His hair, carefully brushed back, completed the image of a man in full control.

He glanced back at the king-sized bed where his beautiful wife Maria still lay, slowly waking up. Her long black hair spilled over the pillow like a waterfall.

“You’re up early,” Maria murmured, her voice thick with sleep as she stretched gently.

Goodluck walked over to her and kissed her softly on the forehead. “I’ve got a long day ahead. Board meetings, investor calls, and I promised to finalize the orphanage fund today. Didn’t want to wake you.”

Maria smiled, touching his hand. “Don’t worry. I understand. That’s the man I married — committed, focused, responsible. I love you for that.”

Their two children, Joshua, aged seven, and his little sister Jesca, aged five, were still sound asleep in the adjacent room. Before leaving, Goodluck tiptoed into their room and placed a kiss on each of their foreheads. He paused briefly, watching their innocent faces, and whispered to himself:

> “This is what I live for.”

––––––––
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DOWNSTAIRS IN THE PRIVATE parking lot, his black Range Rover Sport was already waiting, its engine humming gently. His driver, Musa, dressed in a crisp grey uniform, quickly stepped forward and opened the rear door.

“Good morning, boss,” Musa said respectfully.

“Morning, Musa. Straight to the office today. I want to be there before eight.”

As they pulled out of the parking lot and joined the early morning traffic, Goodluck leaned back and looked out the tinted window. Dar es Salaam bustled around him — vendors setting up stalls, pedestrians rushing, the sound of horns and engines rising like an orchestra of ambition. He smiled.

He was living his dream.

At only 43, Mr. Goodluck was the managing director of ZeniSure Insurance, one of the largest insurance companies in East Africa. His story had been featured in The Citizen, Forbes Africa, and Success Magazine. His name was a symbol of triumph, a brand of excellence. He had risen from a humble background to become a towering figure in the business world.

At the office, employees rose from their desks when he entered. There was a sense of reverence in the air. His personal assistant, Ms. Agnes, walked beside him, holding a tablet.

“You’ve got a board meeting at 8:15, and a video call with international partners at 11. Then, there’s the keynote speech you’ll be delivering at the youth leadership summit at 3.”

Goodluck nodded. “I’m ready. Let’s get to work.”

His office was grand — mahogany furniture imported from South Africa, a floor-to-ceiling window with a panoramic view of the city, and digital screens displaying live data feeds. He settled behind his desk, reviewing market trends, client reports, and the company’s growth index. Everything was thriving.
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