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Chapter 1 

 

he shrilling alarm set on my Blackberry Z10 rouse me from bed as I didn't 

want to be late for Sunday special service. I scramble for the bathroom, 

open the faucet till the water gets to the brim and mix the water with Lux 

lather soap.  I deepen myself into the bathtub without having the water sloshed. 

After twenty minute, cleanse myself in the shower-tub. I caress my body parts as the 

warm water travels slowly on my skin, removing lather foam that might be lurking. In 

a twinkle flash, my body shivers as the bark of my skin emits goose pimples. 

Like a bomb drop from the skies, I felt the urge in me trying to explode. My senses 

overshadowing me in reflexes to explore my sexual parts and craving me to have an 

overwhelming feeling of excitement. Momentarily, I refute all ideas of going extreme 

as news reaching me says that when you leave a particular threshold and you cross 

that border line, it’s would be very hard to find your way back. 

I am so sure you are pretty confused, well don't be. All, I am trying to say is, I am a 

virgin and I don't have a boyfriend and I don't intend seeking for one but these days 

my urge simply overwhelms me and it’s not that I don't possess the beauty of an 

African woman, in fact, I have guys sending me messages on Facebook, twitting me, 

pinging me on my BB. A whole list of men begging to have a taste of me but they all 

just don't meet my criterion. 

You might be wondering what my standards are, well, let me take my time to write 

this in great detail. My man should be one who has thick voice, of course, tall with 

huge arms; please, you didn’t hear me mention having six packs, someone that can 

carry me with his both arms and give it to me if you know what I mean and above all, 

T 
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should be Intelligent; my IQ is just different from these guys around here, their 

mannerism of reasoning plus style to pamper a lady is just below my touchstone.  

My Dad got married to an African-American who hence forth-brought me as a child so 

I kinda possess the looks of a half-caste as my skin tone is simply different among my 

clique. Often times, they are jealous to have my life for just a day, what even send 

them on a trance is my everlasting long hair that looks like the normal attachment. I 

need not to buy any of those artificial hairs on the market, my hair simply glints and 

glow.  

My Dad owns this multi-million dollar company that deals with Copper, Iron and Zinc 

etc. He travels to London to have a quick breakfast, at noon, having a meeting with 

delegates in Switzerland, couple of hours later, he probably might be in Belgium 

launching a company there and coming back to London to sleep in his hotel 

penthouse. That is the kind of life my Father lives so seeing him could be difficult but 

we do communicate through social media. God bless whoever created these social 

apps; life is made easier with them. He has this secretary that follows him around like 

a handbag helping him to organize his schedules. Sometimes, I wonder, what his life 

would be without his secretary. 

You can say I am living the dream but hey! Who says I don’t have problems? My 

problem of finding the right desired man to be my dreamboat is tops on my list. My 

Mum and I live in this big house in Trasacco Valley as Dad is always busy on his 

business tours.  

Back to Reality!  

My Mum enters my room and shout, "Merissa! Hurry up and come down stairs for 

your breakfast so we could leave for Church." My mum brought me up to be 

organized, we never late for any meeting we both had. So far, I will bet my mum is 
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the best but everyone says their mum is the best so who really is the best mum on 

earth? Well, let me save you from that; it’s definitely mine! My mum owns her own 

business too but she tries her best not to go platinum like my Dad because she knows 

if she does, there won't be anyone to look after me so she set a small store with 

about nine branches in Accra alone. I know that’s probably too much but that is our 

definition of living small. If the word ‘Fashion’ could be replaced, I would nominate 

my mom to replace ‘Fashion’, she knows all the tit-bits of Fashion and this has instill 

in me a great ‘fashion sense’. You might say I am over-pampered but that is your 

mouth, I don't blame myself for being their only child. 

While in my bath robe, I exit the bathroom and sit on the makeup chair staring at my 

face on the mirror. I grab my mascara eye liner and did her magic on my eyes; my 

eyes are hazel with of pure crystals, don’t be jealous. My lips are that of the 

strawberries after glossing them with red lipstick. After gently combing my hair, I 

dash into my room closet for my perfect selection of outfit. I stare at my clothes 

unenthusiastically but couldn’t even select a wear for my mood. I glare so 

desperately into the clothes that is displayed. I settled finally for a blue Tiffany gown 

with glittering stone jewelry to adorn my ears and neck. The gown is very tight as it 

brings all my tush to limelight but I don’t care, they can stare what my Creator has 

blessed me with. I don my black Stilettos making sounds as I walk down stairs and 

having my blue DKNY clutch bag on my hand. 

I dash down looking so hallelujah for Jesus. Mum is already there spreading the 

margarine on her bread. I quickly toast my bread and spread my favorite strawberry 

jam and eat to delight while sipping Irish coffee alongside. I got to love this 

combination while on my last summer vacation to Ireland; my friend Sue taught me 

this delicacy.   
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We finish eating and prepare to leave the building. We walk outside to a spectacular 

view of sparkling beauty from our cars. I tell mum we need to use the Jaguar today. 

“Mum, we should use the Jaguar today, please, pretty please” Yes, I had to re-

emphasize on my please. 

"Aw, I had decided we use the Cadillac, but anyways you win."  

Yay! I win, we have fleet of cars from any brand you can think of but won't go into 

that detail before some of you begin to judge me. Despite we have all these cars, I 

really can't point to one and say that’s mine. This is one of my problems and I have 

written it in a letter and addressed it to my Parent's parliament for deliberations. I 

know pretty well when I am admitted into the University, I will surely be given a car 

as my own doll. 

I drive the Jaguar as my mum sit beside me, we sing so graciously to Church. The 

distance to church is only twenty minutes. At the church, we hop down and take a 

seat among the pew. I have always loved sitting in front so I can have a first-hand 

view at the new Presiding Pastor. Hmm!, So far, he is the kind of man I want, anytime 

he comes to the pulpit, my mind goes on a trance where we both are doing what you 

are thinking now. 

It was time for Hymn singing; we all stand and sing to our creator. My church had left 

the age of paper system, everything was digitalized. The Hymn was projected on a 

white screen for all of us to read but I just didn't like reading it from there as I prefer 

reading from my Ipad; such a flat device with the entire Hymn in it and the Holy Bible 

in it. I begin to thank my Creator for bringing me in this Twentieth Century Age and 

not then in the Stone Age. 

The Presiding Pastor walks to the pulpit and give his sermon but really didn’t know 

what he was rambling about as my mind isn't there. All I watch is his lips 
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communicating to us and fantasizing how those lips could do her magic on my body. 

His beard so nicely trim and also he has that voice like Enrique Iglesias. I have tried so 

many times to make myself seen around him but it always end futile. It was time for 

prayers. We all stand praying for what we so much desire in our heart. I pray to be 

selected in the University Admissions. I just don’t want to sit at home for too long. 

I know you will be wondering why I am saying this because I can choose to pay for 

any school I want. I just came down from the states some months ago and I have 

been hearing odd news about the University on how they impose courses on 

students to study. Example of one that even got me infuriated was where a student 

was given Music and Psychology to study other than that of his Computer science 

proposed study. Why should they impose a course I don’t want? Well, I hope that 

doesn’t happen to me because I have good grades, my dream is to study Bio-Chem. I 

am so curious about chemical solutions and reactions and hopefully one day, will be 

working for Tullow or Shell. I don't want to study outside the country as I can get 

that within the snap of my fingers. I have gone through elementary school and higher 

education over there and have decided to school here in Accra but they are proving 

to be a stiff knot to untie.  Now, you can see that I have lot of problems just to 

mention a few. 

After church service, I laugh and smile while having pleasantries with my friends. We 

ramble about the dudes in church and their dressing. We just didn't mind our 

business. Later, Mum finish with her women fellowship meeting and we drive home.  
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Chapter 2 

 

n the road back home, we pamper our bellies by grabbing a bite at 

MovenPick. We finish eating then we take our leave. At home, we fall 

aimlessly on the couch together in the sitting room. We stretch our 

frazzled bodies but the shrieking sound of my BB ringtone interrupt me. I check to 

see the caller ID. It is my best friend ‘Askaline’ whom we both purchased the 

University forms at the same time. I answer the call. 

 “How are you doing Askaline?” 

“MM, I am good. Guess what?” Askaline says 

“What is it? You know I am not good at guesses” 

“The admission lists is released online and have checked our names” 

“And” I barely could wait for her to spill the beans 

“We are both selected for our dream course” 

I scream my lungs out and throw the phone on the couch, hopping and happy with 

the news, my mother asked, “What’s the matter, why are you happy?” 

“Mother, I just got admitted into University of Ghana and I am given my rightful 

course”. Mother also gets happy as she hugs me out of excitement. I have forgotten 

Askaline was still on the line, I grab my phone “Hello! Hello!” But she already hung 

up. 

I grab my I-book to check the admission list of students via online. How do I feel? One 

word; ecstatic! One of my problems has been resolved. I continue frisking the 

O 
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admission list as it is too slow in loading the whole list of students of a school like 

University of Ghana but alas! it finally pop up.  

I see my name; MERISSA MENSAH 

Programme Study; BIOCHEMISTRY.  

I quickly ditch the laptop and grab my BB. I make a voice note to Askaline that I am so 

happy for sharing this wonderful news with me first and she is my BFF. 

In the evening, while chatting with my Dad, I break the news to him. He is happy for 

me but not quite as he had reservations and warned me several times about the 

educational system of Ghana and he had given me a wonderful opportunity to study 

abroad in any University my heart so desire. But I have always declined his offer on 

the grounds that I am an adult now and I can choose to study where ever I want. I 

just want to have a feel of studying in this city which is otherwise known for hustling 

and bustling town. Perhaps after my undergrads, I can choose to have my Masters in 

Oxford. My dad understood as he saw my point of view but he is only concern that I 

might not be used to the system here. 

Briefly some days later, my dad is on point; he sends about 4,000 pounds to cater for 

everything. I know you probably might think the money is hell too much but wait, I 

will show you how I’ll do justice to that; from registration and paying of school fees, 

shopping for new clothes, shoes and bag. I need to be around the campus so I’ll opt 

for hostel accommodation with Pentagons. Askaline can’t afford this ilk of hostels so 

I kinda want for her to be my roomie and this also calls for furniture, carpet, 

microwave, gas-cooker, fridge, LED TV. Whew! Just to mention a few, you can see 

after all these, I should go back for reimbursement but I am not that kind of a spoilt 

child you think I am. I am responsible and accountable for my own actions. 
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My motion is finally answered. My parents have decided to let me drive the Range 

Rover Evoque. Yay! My prayers are been answered but the most tops is still left 

behind. Hmm! My dream man, I allow my fantasy to take the best of me. Askaline is 

here to pay me a visit and we just sit and bite and ramble about our days in school 

would be like. She is happy for my doll as we took it for a spin across Spintex road to 

the Accra mall to watch a movie at the Silverbird cinema. 

Resumption date is finally here. We pack our bags and move to the campus to begin 

our learning process. I have no experience when it comes to Africa education so my 

expectation is high even forgoing the warnings from my folks of the increase 

deprivation in basic materials and lecturers’ salaries which seldom leads them to go 

on strike demonstration but in any case my enduring anxiety still wants me to be in 

Ghana. 

In no time, we make our way to the Hostel and offload our baggage from the car. 

Askaline bags are not that much as mine. Let me tell you more about my friend. She is 

quite the opposite of me. I am fair, she is dark; I am svelte, she is plump and also our 

views are always different. Askaline is studying Psychology and Journalism. She 

always put me in check if I am crossing the line and she is very good with questions. 

Anytime she switches to her journalism mode, I get irritated with her questions. 

Askaline’s mother is a single parent. She has brought her up from childbirth till now 

and she is a very close friend to my moms. 

Lectures begin and the more we go for classes, the more we acquaint ourselves with 

our new environment and the bye-laws of the school. I make friends with men which 

some proposed to me and some get to be my true friends. I just don’t like the men 

that are after me. Can you imagine? I drive a Range Rover Sport and they drive with 

their legs. How are we compatible? 
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Askaline and I make a new friend name Shantel; her fair skin and body is perfect. She 

has seen her slim body to be her asset so she does modeling jobs from time to time 

to support herself through school. Of course she has parents but her needs are a long 

one which her parents obviously couldn’t satisfy. She studies Media and 

Communications. Her dream has always been to broadcast news for a popular TV 

station and aim higher to work with BBC or CNN whichever comes first (She always 

say). 

ONE AFTERNOON… 

The 3 of us, we are at this TYM-OUT Restaurant and this random dude walks to our 

table and utter his awful breathe to ask if he can join us. Shantel replies “But you’ve 

already joined us, how may we help you Mr.?” 

“My name is Kofi”  

While he speaks, I ransack him with my eyes judging his tawdry, faded clothes, shoe 

and phone. But he isn’t an inch close to my touchstone, he holds a Samsung chat 

phone, his beard is unkempt. He continues by saying… 

“I have 3 tickets to the Samini Concert and wondering if you ladies would love to go 

with me.” 

 “What do you take us for, your call girl that you can just call and hire?” I chastise him. 

The whole scenario is ignominious on my sight and we really hope the news wouldn’t 

spread that we associate with people like his ilk. Kofi leaves the table looking 

mortified while his friends watch from afar and mimic the whole scenario and mock 

him to a pulp. 

As we sip our cocktails, Shantel pops the question “Should we go to the Samini 

concert?”  
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Askaline rolls her eyes, “Those shows are for the locals.” 

I sit very well and clear my throat. “We shall go to the Chris Brown ‘HOPE’ Concert 

next week and I will purchase the VIP ticket. You should trust me, I got it all covered” 

The girls showers me with accolades.  
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Chapter 3 

 

ne of my clashes of the titan was when I was blacklisted in the Scorpion 

Cult bad books just because I had neglected advances towards me from 

their leader. Getting confused? Let me rewind back to what really 

happened. So, we went for the Concert which brought top renowned artiste into the 

country; celebrities like Wizkid and Chris Brown broke the stage into shreds. Shantel 

was at my place early as we all had decided to go together. 

Shantel wore an armless top with mini-jeans skirt with her cowboy stilettos. I had 

burgundy peplum gown on me and an ankle boot shoe to match. Askaline had chinos 

tapered pant – very tight with jumper on top covered with purple blazer. We were 

simply tag the name ‘fiery babes’ at the hostel. 

Emeka, a Nigerian and member of the strongest Cult ever in the country had 

harassed me for a very long time since my admission and it’s becoming very annoying 

and embarrassing for me. What does he really think? That he can control every 

woman his so heart wish desire. Hell No! He is mistaken, he has met a different 

woman, will simply not be his puppet that will beckon on his utterances. 

At the Concert, we rocked the groove to Chris Brown hit song ‘don’t judge me’ as we 

all chorused along with the Star, hopped and made deafening sound to his crazy 

dance moves. The crowd was in an exhilarating atmosphere. As for me, I didn’t mind 

anyone business. I shook every juicy part on my body to any random dude that came 

along. Suddenly, got a shrill feeling alerting me that I needed to take a leak. I had to 

scream on top of my voice to the carried away Shantel and Askaline that I had to 

excuse myself for the loo. 

O 
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Found myself scurrying like a rat chasing for cheese across the hallway frisking for a 

word that says ‘gents and ladies’ but couldn’t find one. It took the intervention of a 

security guard who came to my aid and directed me to go down the pathway that 

leads to this lobby and take my left. After following his instruction meticulously, I 

found the word I was looking for displayed on the door plaque sign. 

I whizz in like a buzzing bee and did what needed to be done to ease the suffering I 

was going through at that point. Felt relieved, as I sauntered back to the concert, 

some guys seized me from behind and dragged me into one of the gents with their 

awful hands over my mouth. Trepidation, anxiety, all kinds of fear overwhelmed me 

that instant. Watching too much Nollywood movies had a toll on my mind as I fixated 

on what the boys could do to my angelic body. 

It dawned on me that it could be Emeka’s friends who had apprehended me. “Ah! Na 

you dey put our Boss for plenty wahala abi? You think say, sake of you fine so you fit 

do anything wey you like. You don die today” A guy from the three-gang uttered in 

his croak voice which was probably from the excessive intake of alcohol. 

I laid flat on the ground and made no sound as I didn’t want any slap on my face from 

a slightest comment I might make. Another guy dipped his hands into his pocket and 

revealed his phone and began swiping it, frisking for a contact to call. He waited for a 

while and directed the phone towards his ear. “Hello Boss, You remember that girl 

wey dey give you tough time, we don catch am for where Chris Brown dey do the 

show” 

He waited for a while obviously receiving instructions from the other end then he 

continued. “Yes we dey for the Arena, okay, you dey around the area? Okay, we go 

guide her and wait for you” Then he hung up. He then uttered to the third guy 

“Snake, Boss dey come, he say make we hold am hostage” My hopes were kaput as I 
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knew no one was coming to my rescue. By this time, the awful stench of urinal was 

about to make me puke. 

 

After some minutes, Emeka barged in and he was displeased.  Instantly, I heard a 

loud smack landing on their faces which sent them reeling. “Why will you make her 

sit on this stench ground?” His bellowed voice even made me confused. I would have 

enjoyed this awkward moment if we were probably seeing each other. He quickly 

held my hands and raised me to my feet. 

I feign puppy eyes and screamed at him “Emeka, you allowed your boys to treat me 

as If I am a tissue paper just because of your foolish proposal. What is it? What is it? Is 

it a must I should accept? I won’t accept and I will never be your girlfriend in this 

world or the next” And my scream faded out. I could see how sorry he was as he 

pleaded. “Merissa, I am truly sorry for how my boys treated you, pardon me please. I 

want you to give me your mind, accept me as your guy and you will be protected or 

else…” 

“Else what?” I flared. His voice suddenly got enhanced, sent shiver down my spine 

“Your life would be in grave danger at school. I have boys at every edges and corner 

of this campus, eyes will be on you Merissa. So don’t think you are invisible and let 

me also warn you; you are not the only one involved, your friends, Askaline and 

Shantel would be caught and beaten to a pulp if you do not comply with my needs” 

“Emeka, this is too far stretched. You now even have the effrontery to bring my 

darling friends into this. I will make sure….” The guy didn’t even allow me to finish. 

“You will make sure what? If you try anything, you are doomed; friends, even family 

or you think we don’t know your parent” I was shocked! He began to laugh 
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raucously. “Is your mother not the owner of the chains of outlet store named the 

Cleaves Fashion?” 

“I have your par-ti-culars” in his Nigerian pidgin accent, “We don mean you die”. At 

this point, I pleaded asking if its money they want, that I am equal to the task of 

providing any amount they want but Emeka snickered. 

Using my espionage senses, I could sense someone was watching from outside and 

the person had probably seen me in my vulnerable state and held a plank which 

obviously I really didn’t mind what for. As it is done in the Hollywood movies, any 

defensive action is not a crime. Abeg oga knack am for head ojare… trying to 

emulate Emeka’s pidgin. 
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Chapter 4 

 

ike a speed of lightning, their faces become visible. Shantel and Askaline 

holds sapele wood planks and force themselves in to hit the two guards 

behind me simultaneously. I quickly snatch the plank from Askaline to 

defend myself from Emeka’s reflexes that can result to any beating or slap. 

As Emeka see this, he knows there is nothing he can do. He shouts “It’s not over 

Merissa. My boys and I will get you. We shall come looking for you at Pentagon 

Hostel. You better watch your back ladies.” 

We don’t utter a word. We all bend down and remove our shoes and run out from 

the Arena straight into the car and drive out of the premises. While driving, I ask, 

“How did you girls managed to know where I was?” 

“Actually, we thought you were lost and couldn’t find your way back until we heard 

sounds coming from the ‘gents room’ so we decided to have a look and we sighted 

you being held against your will” Shantel says. 

“Thanks girlfriends, I owe you my life. These guys have really gone too far this time 

and this means war.” 

Askaline scoffs “War you say, do you have what it takes to go to war with those 

hoodlums. We’ll simply be having our head on a stake if we decide to pull a stunt like 

that.” 

I heave a sigh. “You are right dear, but what are we going to do now. Emeka knows 

our whereabouts. We need to vacate Pentagon today-today. Let’s move into a 

secluded apartment where no one can trace our abode.” 

L 
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After a short time, we get to the hostel and jump into our room and lock the doors 

behind us with every bolt and keys we can find on the door and we fervently did 

night vigil. We empty our room the next early morning and vacate the apartment for 

a much obtrusive accommodation. I care less for the location or the ambience of the 

environment, our lives are paramount. 
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Chapter 5 

 

 am groggy this morning can’t feel the neurons in my leg. I am definitely 

having my comeuppance for spending the whole night at Aphrodisiac night 

club after the sips of Martini and Baileys. I am still in a shock as to how I got 

home from the club. My alarm didn’t wake me up as I thought. 

It dawn on me that I have a presentation with my lecturer. I quickly dash into the 

shower to wash myself and wear some clothes to hit the road. While driving, the 

radio is hitting the air-waves with Antenna by Fuse-ODG reminiscing the way I 

boogied to the song at Aphrodisiac. It’s funny how my memories lingers it way back. 

Abruptly, the car skid into a halt. I step out from the car and try opening the hood but 

there is smoke everywhere which leads me gasping for air by coughing. I am 

confused with the next thing to do. I take my phone and call our family mechanic but 

his phones are switched off. “I mean, we always complain about the situation of the 

economy and we don’t even switch our phone on for a business call that could troop 

in” I grumbled. 

As I stand vulnerable at the place, a Mercedes G-Wagon stops in front of me. I quickly 

adjust myself as though I’m oblivious. Graciously, a man disembarks from the Wagon. 

I begin sizing him up, from his shoes to his hat – breath-taking. Gawking at his waist 

to his toes, calculating his height, he can be six feet tall. Wow, my dreamboat is finally 

here.  Oh! I wish you are in my thoughts like right now, you would hear me screaming 

and imagining his thingy in my thingy! 

I 
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He takes some measurable walking steps to me and offers to give me a ride. I waste 

no time as I closed the hood and locked the car. I whizz into his Wagon after he 

opened the door for me, such a gentleman! 

Then in his huskier tone, he asks “Where should I drop you?” 

“I am on my way to the campus” in my quivering voice. We don’t utter a word after 

that until he drops me by the school entrance.  

“My name is Brian Williams and yours?” 

“Mine is Merissa Mensah.” 

I am startled, how this man can subject me to his knees, even finding it hard to glance 

at his face. But he is confident in his thick voice as he speaks.  

“Kindly give me your phone”  

I give it to him without even asking what for? I see him inputting his digits on it and 

he saves his contact and dials his line to get my number. 

In my defense, I could have snubbed or be arrogant but in this case, I am speechless. 

“What kind of hold back is this?” mutter in my thoughts. Then he gives me the phone 

back and says he would call me to find out if I am safe. I scoff “I’m already safe with 

you Brian” murmur in my thoughts. 

I step down from the car aimlessly and forgotten that I am late for my presentation. I 

add speed in my walk and get to the lecturer’s office in one piece. When I get there, it 

is obvious the presentation is over as I met a deserted island except of course, Mr. 

Ansah. 

Mr. Ansah, an eccentric personality always having his tousled grey hair unkempt with 

his old school trousers dangling on his waist and his usual white shirt. The years he 
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spent abroad has taken a toll in his lifestyle. His life is nothing to write home about 

and I wonder why the school authorities haven’t taken into cognizance of the 

lifestyle and morals of their professors and lecturers. 

He always has his ways with the ladies in his class, subjecting them as a free ticket to 

fornication. Well, that was the news reaching me; he had slept with almost seventy 

percent of ladies in his class. Mr. Ansah has been bothering me with my course work 

for weeks now and I will never give in just because of good grades. 

“Merissa, you are late for my course-work” Mr. Ansah start. “Sir, I was having car 

troubles” I reply. 

“Well as you can see, we are done with the presentation and I had awarded them 

marks accordingly.” 

“Mr. Ansah, I have no intentions for coming late to this presentation. I take all my 

course work very seriously and if not for my car that had troubles. I would have made 

it here on time. Please hear me out.” 

He bellows “Merissa, I have told you several times that we should spend just two 

hours” His fingers were shaking “Just two hours at the hotel, well looking at my age, 

one hour will do and all this course work won’t be a problem for you. You don’t need 

to even come to my classes but you would be guaranteed an ‘A’ in my course.” 

“No, I won’t do that sir”, I fume. 

“Then, I am sorry young lady; there is nothing else I can do to help you.” 

I leave his office with annoyance and bump into someone. In my mind, I am thinking 

on mother earth of all beings, why will it be Kofi?  

“Hi Merissa, how are you doing?” He speaks. 
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“As you can see, I am not complaining” The mere sight of him almost gave me 

nausea. As I am about to walk out from the conversation then he utters.  

“I was at Aphrodisiac last night” I pause for a moment. 

He continues “And after you got drunk, I drove you home and I am really happy to be 

there at that time to help you out.” 

“But I never asked for your help? Did I? By the way, what did you do to my car 

because the car just stopped moving along the road while I was driving to school?” 

“Where is your car now?” Kofi asks raising his eyebrow. 

“I parked it by the roadside” 

“Okay, let’s go and check it out” He says. 

We board a taxi and get to the scene where the car is and immediately, he opens the 

hood and fix his hands into the mechanical parts of the car. All I did is to watch him, 

and then he says I should go in and spark the engine, quickly rushed in to ignite the 

engine and it sparks. 

“Wow, I never knew you handy with cars” I surprisingly utter. “I have a few bits of 

techniques in my sleeves I guess” He curtly replies. At this moment, I am ashamed of 

the way I have treated Kofi all this while, I tell him to get in asking him nicely of 

course which he obliged. 

On the road, I tell him how sorry I am and being rude to him. He replies “No worries 

about that”. I drive to the hostel straight and usher him to my room and gladly offer 

him cake with ice cream. After a while, we begin talking and talking, get to know 

more about him, his course and the hostel he is in. I begin smiling and laughing to 

Kofi dry jokes which I find eccentric. 
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“So how did you manage to locate my hostel, because we just moved in here?” I ask. 

“Have you forgotten so soon when I drove you home and you gave me directions?” 

“Really, I gave you directions. Oh my! I can’t remember a thing” 
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Chapter 6 

 

t was late and he decided to take his leave, I saw him off to the gate. I came 

back into my room; I found my phone had rung several times with nine 

missed calls.  I slide to check who had called and it was Brian Williams. 

I don’t usually call guys but I made an exception on this one. I dialed his mobile and 

after the second ring, he picked the phone and said “Hello Merissa” and this 

conversation ensues. 

Merissa: Brian, How are you? 

Brian: I am good Merissa. Are you able to call a Mechanic to fix your car for you? 

Merissa: Oh yes, actually, a friend of mine who is handy with things like that was kind 

enough to render his help. 

Brian: Okay, I am glad you are alright. By the way, which hostels are you situated? 

Merissa: It the Lima’s 

Brian: Oh I see. I will come pay you a visit. 

Merissa: That will be fine, thanks for your help today. 

Brian: Oh! It was nothing. Take care of yourself. 

Merissa: I will, you too. 

We hang up. Askaline returns from a group meeting and she is surprise to see cup of 

ice-cream and cake on the table.  

“Did we have any visitor today?” 

“Yes, Kofi was here” She finds it very hard to recall any Kofi that is a mutual friend. 

“Is there any Kofi I know?’ Askaline asks raising her eyebrow. 

I 
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“Yes, you know him, the Kofi that wants to take us to the Samini Concert, you 

remember?” 

“Oh! Oh! What was he doing here because I remembered vividly we placed him in his 

‘proper shoes’ and not to get closer to us again” 

“Well, you don’t know what happened to me today. My car froze at that narrow path 

that leads to the campus and I was scared up to nigh that someone might use that 

advantage to his unthinkable act. Then, Brian, my knight in shining armour came 

along and save me from the ‘dragon castle’. 

 “Who is Brian?”  

“Brian was passing by in his car and he gave me a lift to school” 

“What does that got to do with Kofi and this fairytale story you are telling me?” 

“Kofi was kind enough to fix my car for me after bumping into him at the lecturer’s 

office. Can you imagine? That lecturer won’t leave me alone, always requesting me to 

have sex with him for an ‘A’ grade in his course” 

“Ah! That greedy and ungrateful old man, what are his problems? Why does he keep 

on harassing the female students with no fear of God? What kind of society do we 

live in?” 

I left Askaline in her inexplicable world to ask questions to whomever she was asking 

as I trudged to the shower and cleaned myself to have a night rest. 
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Chapter 7 

 

 gloomy day it is as going for lectures is the last thing on my mind. My body 

aches severely, not to what you are thinking of (Amebo). I sit on my couch 

and watch Channel O on the TV staring at the dance moves these Artist are 

creating these days; some calls it Azonto and some have refined it to something else 

called Alingo.  

My Azonto dance moves are still a little bit rusty as I am still learning it religiously 

from Shantel until this new release ‘Alingo’. How many do they want us to learn? 

Askaline is out for lectures so I sent a text message to Shantel to pass by to check on 

me. Briefly after, I get a knock on my door which I know it is Shantel as she has a 

strange way of knocking my door. 

“Come in” I shout. 

“Hey girlfriend, how are you doing?” Shantel looking too happy 

“I don’t look too good” I say with a low voice.  

“Yea I can see” She quickly examines me, asking questions trying to diagnose my 

sickness. 

“When did you become a Doctor?” I tease 

“Girlfriend, I need to probe further to ascertain your cause of illness and administer 

the right drug for you” 

We both laugh gaily. Just an hour ago, I couldn’t move any muscle but Shantel sense 

of humor cheers me up. She goes into the kitchen to make a hot chocolate well 

served with biscuits on a tray and places it beside me and she gently raises my head 

onto a pillow. She tries feeding me tea. I take a sip and scream. 

“Shantel, haba! This is rather too hot” 

We continue in our banter and I tell her about Brian; my new ‘catch fish’. I narrate the 

whole scenario as Shantel even wishes I can rewind the date and fix her into the 

scene, she wants explicit detail. 

A 
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Our banter continues and we forget someone is behind the door for minutes. I alert 

Shantel to check on the person knocking the door. When she did, it is Brian with a 

handful of gift. She welcomes him and usher him to a seat. 

“Wow, you must be Brian” Shantel speak. 

“Yes I am” Brian replies. 

“I am called Shantel and a very close friend to Merissa. You are welcome!” Shantel 

shakes his hands.  

“Thank you Shantel. You such a wonderful friend” 

“Nah! It really nothing to watch over a friend, can I hold the gift for you?” 

“Oh! Okay, here you go. It’s a hamper for Merissa” 

“Black Secret, wow… Merissa, I am taking some of these” 

“Oh Shantel, don’t embarrass me in front of my guest” I snarl. “I am truly sorry 

Brian”  

“No worries, how are you doing?” Brian tries to check my temperature by placing his 

hands on my temple.  

“I am not feeling too good, my head aches severely and my body is weak” 

“Have you taken any drugs?” Brian asks looking worried.  

“Yes I did, some first aid hoping to suppress the pain I’m going through. Thanks for 

the gift anyways” 

“You welcome my dear.” 

Shantel teases me. “You know Brian, she is really not sick. All she needs is a hot kiss 

from you to send her nerves back kicking and active once again” 

I take the teddy bear besides me and throw it at her, she quickly ducks and ran out of 

the room. I am left alone with this stranger who seems to be so ‘nicey’. Brian tries his 

best to make me enjoy his conversation and he says he is not through with the 

surprise that he would like to take me out on a date. 
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I manage to pull myself together and make myself into the shower room to cleanse 

myself. I finally come out looking a bit strong and prepare myself to be pampered by 

Brian. 

We set off and drive to Chinese Han Palace. 
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Chapter 8 

 

 haven’t visited any Chinese cuisine since my arrival into the country. The 

Chinese attendant welcomes us from the entrance gate and usher us to a 

table reserved for us. Brian made reservations before bringing me to this 

place. Somehow he knew I wouldn’t say ‘No’. The attendant cross-checks our ID’s 

and checks with her Ipad. Brian tells the attendant to serve us Moet champagne first 

before while we take our time to peruse the menu book. 

I am amazed to see Brian having Brian selected the complete grilled duck thinking to 

myself he might be frequent here because he wastes no time in selecting at all. I am 

delighted to see chicken soup so I settle for that with rice. He toasts his champagne 

glass with mine while we say cheers to that. 

While we wait as minutes passed, our meals were yet to be served. Brian is a good 

host as he unleashes his jokes and compliments on my beauty. He goes on rambling 

how he has searched, traveled far and wide but haven’t found a rare gen beauty as 

bestowed and endowed as I am. My blush gets vulnerable and starts glowing. I reply 

coyly that he should ease up on his flattering warning my head might tend to swell 

and burst if he choose to continue. 

His voguish and talented wits emancipate every norm and beliefs restrictions I have. 

He simply breaks and unshackles my defenses completely. My fantasies is 

compounding and overwhelming as it craves my body to be in his arms and on top of 

him feeling the rhythmic beats of our heart and the inkling that we are meant for 

each other. 

I hear a scream “Merissa! Merissa!!” I batter my eyes and come back to reality. He 

asks if I am alright. I reply, “Yes I am good.” We enjoy our meal and he drives me back 

home safely to my door step. 

At the entrance to my room, I implore for him to seize his chivalric acts and grab me 

in a dirty way and take me in and throw magical and astounding shower of kisses on 

my shaking body. You know that awkward moment when a man has taken you out 

for dinner and walks you home and you just wish you can invite him in or he can just 

I 
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break your walls and plant a long lasting kiss on your trembling lips and not on your 

cheeks? 

Deep sigh. Well, I wait for that exact moment but it never springs forth as Brian only 

words are, “Have a lovely night and stay safe.” With grave disappointment, I jump on 

my bed and sleep off to quench my insatiable thirst. 
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Chapter 9 

 

8:25 AM 

t is Saturday; I have just finished my weekly jogging exercise and feeling tired 

and sweaty. All I relish for is to spend several hours having a cold bubble 

bath. I remove the ear plugs from my ear lobes and as I am about to step 

into the bathroom, my phone buzz. 

I grab and answer “Hello Merissa, my friends are organizing a get together today at 

the Tema Yacht Club and I would be honored if you would be my date to grace this 

occasion”  

“Today? This is so sudden” 

“I know and apologies for that. Apparently, it dawned on me just now that I have no 

date to take to the party. Will you honour my invite?” 

“OK, I’ll show up. Just text me the time and dress code and I will be there. OK, bye”  

Then I hang up. 

I saunter into the adjoining room to have my bath. While sink in my thoughts as the 

cold water fiddles and diddles on my ample body, a tasty aroma smell strikes me. 

Apparently, Askaline has harboured herself in the kitchen cooking.  After few 

minutes, done with my shower, I step out from the room. I see fried eggs garnished 

with sausages with toasted bread and orange juice on the table. The only words that 

come from my mouth are “Wow! This is great.” 

I 
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The led on my BB blinks red so I lean on the bed to grab it to see what notification it 

has. I get a message from Brian stating the time and dress code. I toss the phone 

back on the bed and gaze critically at the food that seems to whet my appetite. 

“Where is Shantel? You will be cooking food like this and you won’t invite your friend 

to come have a bite? I tease. 

“Shantel has traveled” Askaline replies. 

“Travel to where?” My eyebrows rising 

“She traveled to Lagos for a modeling job, her friend called her and it was urgent 

that’s why she couldn’t tell you” 

“Then I suppose you know when she would be coming back. I really hope it will be 

soon” 

“It all up to her” Askaline coos.  

I chip in our conversation that Brian has invited me to a party at Tema yacht club. 

Askaline words are ‘be careful’ then I ask her if she would love to join me but she 

decline. 

 

 10:00 AM 

I want to look my best for the yacht party for two reasons; this would be our second 

date and two, he would be having his friends at the party. My plan is simple, to leave 

an impression that would make his friends drool at the mere sight of Merissa 

Mensah. I visit the salon immediately and did manicure and pedicure as I want my 

twenty nails to look absolutely clean. My hair is washed and mascara lined on my eye-

lash. 



34 
 

 

1:00 PM 

I wear a white chiffon sarong with tight short pants with flip-flops. I also have a white 

wild brim hat for the weather and my Mac Jacobs sunshade to protect my eyes. I 

know by now you can discern the dress code is ‘white’ 

 

1:45 PM 

I drive to the Tema Yacht club as I speed through the highway scarcely ignoring 

traffic rules as the time for the showdown is due for 2pm. I park my car in front of the 

Club as the Valet Attendant welcome me and usher me to the Reception, then he 

takes my car keys to properly have it parked. 

Brian waits for me at the reception as he put his arms around my waist and gives me 

a kiss on my cheeks. He holds me by my waist to signify territory as we amble to the 

Yacht slowly. Wry smiles clouds Brian cheeks as we walk on the stairs unto the Yacht. 

His friends only hail from afar and applaud Brian for getting a nice catch as if I am a 

fish. 

I am in shock when I noticed the Yacht moving from it shore but I take consolation 

from the fact that other ladies like me are also on the boat. My eyes scan around and 

all I see are rich men flaunting their pot bellies; you can judge with the cigars they 

puffed. 

 

2:45 PM 
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Rosé, Moet & Chandon already popped as the drinks well served in glasses. Music 

and merry-making splashes the air as smiles are the only thing that rest on everyone’s 

face. After a while, I feel something isn’t right. My legs become weak as it isn’t able 

to carry my ample light body. My weak legs lead me to lean to the ground but Brian is 

there at my rescue to hold me. In a twinkle flash, I am helpless. I did not know what in 

the world to do. I am quaking from head to foot and can have my hat hang on my 

eyes; they stick out so far from its socket. 

Brian asks “What is wrong with you? Are you okay? How do you feel?” but I give no 

response as I feel numb and dead. 
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Chapter 10 

 

 muster strength and open my eyes but shock to see that I ain’t the only one 

going through this weakness as the other ladies are sinking to the floor 

helplessly. 

They drag us into the inner chamber of the boat. I am weak to the extent that I can 

neither raise my hands nor utter a sound as I heard them laughing and clasping their 

hands together. This very moment, it dawn on me that our drinks were spiked. I can’t 

reach for my phone to make a distress call. 

All of them are in a complete euphoria as they completely strap us naked and did the 

ungodly act to our body. Our lips are hardened like a rock to move but we feel every 

inconsolable pain that came with their thrust. I can see from Brian face, the pleasure 

he derives from me as he went up and forth. The pain is unbearable as my hymen 

gets crunched into shreds and allows cold blood spills with no mercy. Being a virgin 

at my age raises his eyebrows but that didn’t make him to stop, he continued with 

intense passion. 

After a while, they stop and swap. Brian goes on another lady and an ugly fat man 

comes on me and thrust his phallus into my genitals. I scream and feel my sanity 

being snatched away. This continues until about eight men went in and out of me. My 

mind is completely drained and at this moment, I become insane. 

Sunday 5:00 AM 

I don’t know if I collapsed through all that pain but I wake up this morning, ransack 

the place with my eyes and can’t find any of the men around but only the ladies on 

the boat. I quickly go for my purse to take my phone and make a call but my phone is 

I I 
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gone. They had seized all our mobile phones after asking the third lady if she has a 

phone but they all said they can’t find theirs. 

I stumble to the floor. My life has finished right before my eyes. How can I report this 

case to the authorities? I don’t know Brian from adam. He picked me from the street 

and later invited me to this party and I gladly obliged. What is my story? I have no 

story. 
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Chapter 11 

 

n my feeble state, I tread slowly to my car and drive to a hospital which I had 

sighted en route to this awful place. As I drive, all that linger in my mind is 

the horrifying monster that stole my virginity. In his best camouflage, I 

couldn’t detect instead I cowered to his charms and wits and became a rape victim. 

Almost at the hospital, I knew the poor standards of the hospital but I didn’t mind. I 

hurriedly park my car and walk in. I am fortunate to meet a waiting doctor who 

quickly admits me. The administration of injection shot into my system takes me to 

slumber for lot of hours.  

As I rouse from sleep, the doctor is there waiting for me. He suggests I should make a 

phone call to alert someone of my whereabouts. The only one I possibly can think of 

is Askaline. I can’t speak to my mother, not in this state, it would only escalate. I recall 

Askaline’s digit out of memory to the doctor as he write it down. 

He gives the digit to one of his nurses to make the call. “Nurse Kuukua, take this 

number and call her to come immediately” he says. 

 “Okay Doctor, I will call right away” Nurse Kuukua responds. 

After thirty minutes, Askaline comes throbbing with heavy heart, out of her right 

mind that something had happened to me; she didn’t heard from me nor saw me last 

night. The doctor is doing his usual checkups on his patients when she storms in. 

 “Em! You must be Askaline?” The doctor quiz. 

“Yes Doctor, someone called me that my friend; Merissa is admitted at Aseda 

Hospital so I rushed over here leaving everything I was doing behind” 

I 
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“Okay, that’s good; I made my nurse to put a call through to you. Follow me to my 

office please.” 

 

The doctor calls Askaline to his office and sits her down. 

 “Your friend was attacked by a gang of rapist” 

“Eh! What rapist?” Askaline flares 

“Yes, and she is infected with Chlamydia Trachomatis” 

“Doctor what is Chla-my-dia?” She stammers  

“Chlamydia infection causes a patient to loses their reproductive organs and thus 

infertility in women and leads to blindness if care is not taken” 

“Are you saying my friend’s womb is destroyed?”   
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Chapter 12 

 

he doctor continues “The infection is as a result of a serious bacterium 

that is spread from the host down to the partner through sexual 

intercourse. Also, the infection doesn’t show any symptoms, it just stays 

hidden and destroys the reproductive organs slowly.  It’s very good that she is here. 

We’ve been able to cut the risk. All she needs now is rest.” 

A blood boiling Askaline comes out of the doctor’s office. If you manage to get closer 

to her, you would see an ethereal smoke emitting from her ears and nose. She is 

simply agitated, on the verge of raising a public concern about the issue. I mean who 

doesn’t get sexually defiled every day? Why should my case raise a public eye?  

“Askaline, I beg of you, I don’t want anyone to hear of this. This would ruin me into a 

million shreds” 

Askaline scoffs “This is absolutely preposterous Merissa! How can you allow Brian to 

do this to you and you want him to go scot-free?” I sense Askaline trying to make a 

scene.  

“Askaline please, you are raising your voice” She exhales and calms down. 

“How do we catch this man now? He knows what he had done and would flee from 

the senses of sight and senses of touch besides, the police would want a statement 

before any kind of help would be extended to us and I don’t want my name in their 

books. Please Askaline, let this go and if God want to repay him, Brian and I shall 

surely meet again.” 

T 



41 
 

A stream of tears tries to break free from my eye walls. At this point, Askaline can’t 

help it but to console me with her warm hug. While in my sobs, I give her my purse to 

fetch for my debit card and use it to buy a blackberry z10 and also replacing my sim-

card. I don’t want to put my dear mother in undue worries. 
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Chapter 13 

 

y eyes are heavy to open and my body feels very weak. I was sedated 

the previous night by nurse Kuukua, which is the only explanation I can 

give for my weakness. I try again opening my eyes slightly but 

confronted with blur vision. A blur vision of a figure, it get clearer with seconds 

ticking by. A woman dressed in a black uniform judging by her dressing and cap on, I 

deduce she is a police officer. 

I begin frisking in my thoughts if I had ordered anyone to bring an officer here but 

could think of none. I try re-adjusting my position on the bed to really grab a glimpse 

at her but she quickly utters that I should not worry myself much.  

“My name is Madam Ama Tawiah from the Domestic Violence and Victims Support 

Unit and I am here concerning the case you’ve had” 

I position myself on the bed slightly trying to get the words out of my chest to this 

woman. “Madam Tawiah, I know you are doing your work but I don’t want to drag 

this issue and have my name splattered in mud.” I hear my heart drenching in flood of 

blood. 

“For god sakes, I would like to assume a government position one day. Please, I have 

my repute to protect.” 

Doctor Larbi walks in “Doctor Larbi, I didn’t request for my case to be reported to the 

Enforcement Authorities. Why is this woman here please? Where is the patient 

confidentiality?” 

M 
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“Merissa, it is my duty to report any violent act or defilement of any patients to the 

local police to make their necessary report and to be on the lookout for the culprits 

who might be out there. I understand what you are going through but it is bestowed 

on my professional ethics to make these reports or my license would be revoked.” 

Madam Tawiah nods her head to what the doctor says “Merissa, you have nothing to 

worry about. We are here to protect you and most importantly apprehend that 

culprit that did this to you. Those criminals are not supposed to be walking on the 

street of Accra but to be stripped off from their fundamental human right and locked 

up in a cage.” 

I see how painful and devastating it is for them to say those words to me in a mild 

tone. My reproach is convinced that there might be a positive result to this after all. 

Nurse rushes into the room and shouts for doctor’s help. Doctor Larbi disappears 

immediately. 

“Madam Tawiah, my concern is my identity and I come from this wealthy home 

where news like this can only bring one thing to my parent’s adversaries” 

“Which is?” 

“Happiness” 

Madam Tawiah heaves a deep sigh. “Merissa, I respect your take on this and I would 

personally handle your case and treat it like my lifeline behind the ears and eyes of 

the media if you grant me the go ahead.” 

The weak gates holding the flood of waters in my eyes break free into an 

uncontrollable gush. The feeling of security set in when Madam Tawiah sit on the bed 

and gives me a warm reassuring me that the culprits would be apprehended. She 
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grabs my phone, input her contacts and saves it. She claims to have retrieved my 

number from doctor Larbi.  

“The doctor says you will be discharged tomorrow. I want you to come to the station 

on Monday and we can begin the case right away.” 

“OK, I will definitely show up at the station. Which station are you from by the way?” 

“I am at the DOVVSU department, Madina Police Station. When you arrive, just ask 

after Madam Tawiah. You would be directed to my office” 

“Okay, I will. Thank you very much.” A deep shot of pain pierced into my pelvic area 

causing me to scream. Madam Tawiah rushes out to call the doctor leaving me all by 

myself. 
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Chapter 14 

 

 kept Kofi out of the loop from my ordeal. Also, I had given stern warnings to 

Askaline not to tell a soul about my incidence. The only news that circulated 

was that I’d been sick and admitted in the hospital. I get better after locking 

myself in my room for ages. The boredom suddenly begins driving me crazy. I call Kofi 

to come around so we can just drive on an empty road – a road that leads to 

nowhere.  

He comes around and drives the car while I sit beside him having my head lean on his 

shoulders and legs folded on the car seat. I feel cozy and protected around him. We 

decide to visit a local restaurant ‘Papaaye’ and order for their locally grilled tilapia.  

 A live band plays Kwabena Kwabena hit song ‘Begye me’ at the background. I stand 

up and grab Kofi’s hands to have a dance with me. We dance with one melodious 

heart as our movements are in rhythm. He knows where to turn to and wherever I 

go, he is there waiting to grab me. 

The tilapia is well grilled and served on a table for us. We finish the first round and I 

order for another round. I enquire from Kofi if he will have another bite but he 

declined my offer so I had two grilled fish all to myself. When I was done, I called the 

waiter to hand over the bill and I paid. Kofi is relieved as he exhaled heavily; 

apparently, he thought he would be the one to pay for the expensive tilapia. 

“Oh Kofi, You thought you would be the one to pay for the tilapia? Kofi smiles with a 

smug plastered on his face.  

We depart the place and drive along the eerie path that leads to Tawala beach. 

I 
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We get to the beach and hop down from the car. We are ushered by the cold breeze 

that Tawala beach boast of. I have always found delight going to the beach especially 

at night. I gently lean on Kofi to remove my shoes and lay my naked legs on the 

ground to the feel the natural sands fiddling with my legs until we are closer to the 

ocean.  

The frigid ocean waves coursing on our legs and as we tried to lurch backwards, it 

was rather too late for us, we were already wet. Kofi bend down; momentarily frozen 

and slosh the sea water on me.  

“Oh Kofi” I coyly remark. 

I did same, splashing it on him with no mercy. Within a while, it becomes fuss as we 

are soaked in water and at a point in time we fall to the ground and the awkward 

moment comes in. He is on top of me giving me a square look. He gently plants a kiss 

on my lips. I feel the warm briefly. Then, I wanted more of his kisses. I go in for 

another kiss by pulling his head to mine. Kissing him is wonderful as my heart dances 

to a new song.  

The heat gets uncontrollable. We realize we are in a public environment. We decide 

to get some drinks at the bar. We sight some guys sitting by the bartender smoking 

tobacco and having bottles of Jack & Daniels splattered on the table. I am frightened 

at the sight. It is no one else than my enemy ‘Emeka’. I hid my face quickly behind 

Kofi’s shoulders but Emeka had spotted me from afar. To my awe, Emeka shouts, 

“Kofi the bad boy! How is it?” 

“I’m good Emeka, how is everything?” Kofi reply walking to him and leaving me 

behind. I am shocked beyond words. 

I gaze at both of them exchanging pleasantries and Emeka points at me to Kofi, my 

jaws almost drop to the ground. Kofi comes and says we should leave the place at 
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once. My mind is still trying to process all that has happened in the last few seconds. 

“How do you know Emeka?” I feel my frigid fingers jiggling. 

“It’s a long story Merissa, I promise to explain when we are out of here.” 

 “Okay” We leave the place and take off. 

“Do you know what that bastard had put me through in this campus?” I flare. “That 

insane being made me go through hell and even threatened my life, my friends and 

my parents.” 

“Well, you don’t have to worry about that anymore,” Kofi replies. 

“How do you mean, I don’t have to worry about that? What link do you have with 

those guys? I hope it not what I am thinking?” 

“What are you thinking? I am not part of his gang if that is what you are thinking,” he 

brusquely replies. 

“Then what is it dear? I don’t want you to associate yourself with that bastard.” 

“What I'm about to tell you Merissa might come to you as a shock and you have to 

promise me that you won't fidget.” 

“Oh My God! Kofi, you scaring me, please don't tell me you are part of Emeka's clan. 

If you are, please just tell me.” 

At this point, I know I wouldn’t forgive Kofi if truly he is part of the cult. What would 

happen to us, our relationship; have invited him to my home, introduced him to my 

friends. At this point I am not so sure if the Angel you know or the Demon you never 

know is my worst nightmare. My stomach growl and my heart throb. I can’t control 

my breath. Abruptly, I step on the brakes and have the car parked at the tail of a 
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bridge underneath surrounded by stagnant water. I look into his eyes waiting for him 

to confess.  

He says, “Emeka is … 
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Chapter 15 

 

 “Emeka is my brother” 

“WHAT” I scream. That is the only word that spews out from my mouth. I step down 

from the car and stand at the bridge barricade sobbing in tears. “Why on earth…?” 

Words become heavy for my tongue. “What have I done? How did I bring this upon 

myself?” 

At that instant, all kinds of flashed images enshroud my mind. Should I jump into this 

lagoon and have all of these washed away? My body flinches to his touch on my 

waist.  A drop of tear falls from my eye with no warning as I wonder someone I loved 

wholeheartedly and all of a sudden flinching to his touch.  

“Emeka is my half brother. My mother divorced Emeka’s Father before relocating 

back to Ghana where she found my father and begat me as a son.” 

I don’t utter a word as I allow my tears to travel with the wind.  

“Merissa, look at me, please just look at me” I stare into his eyes and saw sparkling 

innocence. “My dear, I am not part of any cult group. Apart from him being my half 

brother, we don’t share anything in common. I am the exact opposite side of him. 

Please my love, do trust me,” he says. 

“I trust you Kofi” uttered in my quivering voice. I trust him, looking at him with tears 

streaming down my cheeks. I swallow but found a deserted throat. He hugs me but 

my wailing get even louder. I can’t control myself.  

“It’s okay, I have you.” His reassuring words soothe my pain and then that very 

moment, I know I am in love. 
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He gently place me at the rear and shut the car door while he hops on the driver seat 

and drive me home. 
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Chapter 16 

 

onday is here again, a day I have planned to go see Madam Tawiah and 

forfeit going to class. I want to narrate my ordeal to her and God bless 

Dr. Larbi for taking me through this that I am doing the right time in 

handling the culprits to the authorities. As I rouse from bed, the first sound echoing 

in my head is that of Dr. Larbis. 

I get myself ready and drive to Madina Police Station. I park my car at the parking lot 

then switch off the engine. I walk straight for the counter and sight two police 

officers.  

“Good day Officers” I greet with a smile. 

“Yes Madam, how can we help you,” One of the Officers speaks in a rough accent. He 

has this awful set of teeth painted with black or so to speak. 

“I have an appointment with Madam Ama Tawiah.” I reply but their faces get lost as 

they both look each other frisking for answers and chorus “We don’t know any 

Madam with such a name.”  

The other officer asks “Which department is she at?” 

“Domestic Violence and Victims Support Unit” I reply 

“Ah! DOVVSU; that is Madam Mighty” The Officer beam. “Her office is upstairs. Just 

take your right outside and look for a staircase. It the very first office you will see” 

I follow his description. I find a door plaque sign on the door with inscription of the 

full meaning of DOVVSU. I glance at my wrist watch and its noon already. I knock 

twice on the door and walk straight in.  

M 
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“Madam Tawiah, Good Afternoon”  

“How are you doing Merissa?” 

“I feel like a bird that just regained its wings to fly,” with smiles plastered on my face. 

“That’s a wonderful feeling Merissa and I am glad you are here. At the very moment, I 

am rushing out for lunch, do you mind we go have lunch together and you could tell 

me everything” 

“OK, that would be great. I can do that. Which restaurant are we going as I would like 

to use my car?” 

“Do you know the Asanka Delight?” 

“Yes I do” I remember Kofi taking me there on our first date and afterwards profess 

his undying feelings to me but had told him to give me time to think about it as I was 

obviously swooning over Brian. 

 

******************* 

 

We order our meal and sit on a wicker-chair waiting for our meals to be served. 

 “Narrate the whole story to me Merissa” She says. 

“Where do I even start from?” 

“Start from when it all started” She replies. 

“Brian Williams is in his late thirties and he drives a Mercedez G-Wagon. He rescued 

me one day when I had troubles with my car and henceforth we became more than 

friends. He invited me one day to this party which he and his friends had organized. 

At the party, our champagne drinks were drugged.” 

My eyes wells up and makes way for my tears. Madam Tawiah brings out a fresh 

tissue paper and hands it to me.  
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“Don’t cry my dear, young ladies like you are out there; oppressed, used and raped 

and don’t even know their right from their left. You are doing the right thing pinning 

down those culprits and I promise you when they are found, they won’t harm you in 

any way. Nevertheless, I have some questions to ask” 

“Please ask” I respond in my faint voice. 

“Did you recognize anyone at the party?” 

“No, I don’t know anyone” 

“Can you describe how Brian looked like? 

“Yes, he is six feet tall, a bit chubby, coffee complexion and has a smudge on his 

temple” 

“Okay, this information will be useful. I will start working from the Tema Yacht Club. 

If those men could host a party over there, it means they are regular members of the 

club and hopefully, their CCTV camera could capture the scene for us to watch. We 

would be able to pull and run scans on their faces with the face recognition software 

that our new administration had been able to provide us with” 

I nod to the ideas springing up to Madam Tawiah. This exact moment, I am happy 

that this can somehow be easy for the police to deal with.  

 “You see Merissa; life is not always as rosy even to the wealthy men. We all go 

through a phase of some kind; some are unprecedented, normal phase and also I 

believe this phase is meant for us to be strong as the popular saying goes ‘If it 

doesn’t kill you, It only makes you stronger.’ It is as simple as that. If we don’t have 

this experience, we won’t have a story to tell our children.” 

“Yes Madam Tawiah, you are right” I add. 
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“I don’t know my biological parent. I grew up in a Christian church as the Preacher 

and his wife took me as their child. Can you imagine that the preacher that was seen 

in the public eye as a mentor to many was actually a fake one?” Madam Tawiah says. 

“WHAT! You don’t say” I reply in disbelief. 

“What can I say Merissa, he told lies to his congregation. He would come to my room 

every fortnight and do ungodly things to my body and promise me the world if only I 

kept quiet. What did I know then? I was young and naive. It was until I got older then 

I knew my left and right, what was civilized and uncivilized and what was of pure in 

the sight of God. Then, I stood on my ground and decided to make a change by being 

part of that change.” 

“Oh! Madam Tawiah, you went through all that?” 

“Yes Merissa, I went through hell in the hands of men” 

“Thanks for this eye-opener and giving me the confidence.” 

 

Our bowl of Fufu with assorted Aponkye meats is served. We eat and exit the place 

after saying our goodbyes. 
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Chapter 17 

 

t is barely four months after my incidence and I have been through and 

through with the stigma it has come with it. I simply have hatred for men. 

Misandry; my shrink calls it. She literally made me spew all the hatred I have 

in a trash bin. This had not been easy for me at all as it took a stretch as lengthy and 

hell of a time for me to recover and recover I did. All those times, I had tried my best 

so Kofi wouldn’t have doubts. So basically, I tried not cowering when he was close to 

me but nevertheless, he has been a gentleman and respect me always. 

My birthday is just around the corner and I have to celebrate it in grand style. My 

wishes I had have all come true; I now have a car, also a university student and to 

crown it all, I have my darling Kofi. Yes Kofi! Even though he isn’t perfect, I learn to 

like him day by day as he too never gave up on me. I remember when he read a poem 

to me 

 “Every day is a learning process, 

It is wonderful just like the 

Early morning sunshine. 

It brings hope and a new opportunity 

To get to know the true you.” 

 

I am damaged and done terrible bad things, infatuated in lust with that despicable 

being whom I was just a pleasure toy to his sexual desires. I do pray that our path will 

cross again and when that time comes, I would be in charge of the ballgame. I will 

serve him a cold revenge he wouldn’t forget in a hurry. 

 

I 
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****************** 

Through one of my chat with my father, he mentioned he would be coming for my 

birthday party. I was elated after such a long time spent in Europe. Two weeks before 

the grand event, began planning and conceptualizing how the party would be like. 

The crux of the matter was the venue. As Askaline and I mulled on a best fit location, I 

contemplated hiring a hall space with Golden Tulip or Royal Richester.  

After ample researches made, my roomie was shocked with the outrageous price the 

hotels were charging. She said the kind of figure they were demanding could go in 

deep into the party budget. I didn’t really have any beef with the outrageous price as 

I knew my father would drop any amount of money I ask. At the end, Askaline 

suggested we use my home for the party. 

The shopping was well taken care of. Mom and I went on a shopping spree at the 

Mall for all kinds of drinks we could think of viz Vodka, Hennessey, Baileys, Moet and 

the rest. The drinks alone took most of the budget. From the Mall, we drove to 

Citizen Kofi and made some order for food and if possible hire their services in 

serving the meals. 

After all and all, everything was set except that I needed to spread the word of my 

party. So I sent some few text messages around for the invitation. Askaline took 

charge of that.  

My birthday party was in order, I pictured how everything would be like and I saw the 

same thing that was imagined. Urgh! A sigh of calmness exhaled through my lungs.  

Everyone that was invited showed up and the ones that am pretty sure neither 

Askaline nor I would ever invite showed their faces. The buzz at the campus was that 

a birthday bash was going down at Trasacco Valley; some just want to be the first in 
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their family to come see the Estate and some want to see if I could really throw a 

party. 

**************** 

As I walk down stairs in my princess gown looking for my prince charming to save me 

from these eyes that are reeling at me until I finally get down. Then my knight 

appeared with a flower in his hands, dressed in a Tux looking so handsome. I didn’t 

know Kofi can be so stylist and smart as he seemed. He holds and composes himself 

perfectly with his hands.  My mind is drifted to another world as it didn’t occur to me 

that Kofi had requested a dance.  

“Will I have this dance Merissa,” he reiterates. My eye blinks while my lips get heavy 

to respond. 

“Yes please” I bite my lips. 

He walks straight to open floor and signals the DJ to play a song and we waltz to the 

music. It plays my favourite song. Then after a while, we stop dancing to check on the 

guest outside and also to thank them for coming. We see people having a great time 

at the swimming pool side. Some are in the fun room playing billiards, poker and ping 

pong.  

We step out from the game room and I see my father doing his thing with the 

barbeque. Oh! I am very sorry to mention this; my father flew into the country last 

night. I was tired to welcome him properly perhaps that’s why I had forgotten to 

mention it to you. 

 “Hello Dad”  

“Hey Merissa, You look so beautiful, wow and grownup” My father spoke in his 

British accent. 
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“Thank you Dad. Please meet my friend Kofi, a friend of mine from the University.” 

“Hi Kofi” My father shakes hands with him. 

“Dad, Do you know where mum could be at?” 

“Well, last I saw her, she and Askaline were up and about with the cake. You should 

check the kitchen.”  

Kofi and I decide to walk around and in less than a minute, the cake is out in a grand 

style and the cliché song was sung. Afterwards, the Disc Jockey guy decides to hit the 

music a little more which send everyone to their feet and danced to the groove. 

************ 

 

It is late in the cold night, everyone is tired and the few starts leaving to their various 

abode. We bid byes to them. Kofi says he has something to show me but he has to 

blindfold me before he can reveal it. 

“Okay” I curtly reply. He blindfolds me and leads me upstairs to my room and unveils 

my blindfold. 

My room is filled with candles and rose petals lying on the floor, seductively placed 

on the bed as well while a soft music played from the Ipod shuffle speakers. In my 

deepest thoughts, I feel a gentle kiss planted on my shoulders, which actually sends 

chill down my spine.  

My senses are awakened instantly as he let his lips to create a magical sensation. I 

turn and face him square. While staring at his eyes, our lips locked and lurked in the 

forest of kisses. Feeling all the good warmth of sensation as we kissed for minutes, 

my legs get weak so I lean towards the bed and fell like a dead bird that had been 

shot by a voracious hunter. Kofi gently un-straps my shoe and my lilac gown and kiss 

me tenderly from my legs straight to my belly button.  
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My body trembles while my legs wobble at the mercy of Kofi, moaning in ecstasy as 

he continues to explore my body gently; piece by piece, like a breadcrumb. I can 

hardly gasp for breath; the nectar of my nape is slightly fiddled once more with his 

magical lips to my ear down to my breasts. I explode in ecstasy as my nipples get 

very-very hard. As my legs get weaker, I gave in for his mighty thrust.  

My hands wiggle on the duvet, squeezing tight as the pain get unbearable but it is 

undeniably enjoyable. His tongue doing wonders at the right spots while I gently 

creep on the bed and he continues without a stop.  

At this stage, I know our heart has traveled to the land of tranquility as our hearts 

beat as one. 
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Chapter 18 

 

e had the long semester break. This was great for me in particular as it 

drew me closer to my parents especially my father been around. Even 

though my mother is my best friend on the planet, I still want to hang 

around with my father. I tried all my possible best to be the very best child they could 

ever had as they expected the best of behavior from me. You know me! I don’t want 

to show any attitudes towards them that would cause them to worry. So, in my little 

ways, I put up my best of act as the loveable and caring daughter. 

My parents decide we use the vacation to visit Akosombo in the Eastern region. We 

make reservations and plan in great detail as we want it to be a memorable one vis-à-

vis; the live band that will usher us a welcome song on the boat for day 1, hiking on 

day 2, fishing and water surfing on day 3 and etcetera. 

We drive to the resort and retire to our rooms after a long drive to the venue. My 

parents take a room and a room to myself. In times like these, I really wish Kofi is 

around to cuddle me. I remember last night when I called him and told him of my trip 

and he politely asked if he could come along but I declined. I had wanted this to be 

for my parents and only them. They deserve this togetherness after such a long time 

being apart. Now, I lay so miserable and lonely on this bed staring at the ceiling 

wishing he is around. 

My eyes swivel to the swirling of the fan blades until it get bored for me to watch. I 

toss my body and gaze at something else. I see something for the first time. It is an 

Art hung on the wall. The Art portrays a worried mother who carries her child at her 

back. It is as though she needed money for food or how she was thinking of how she 

would take care of her child or probably thinking of the whereabouts of the father. 

W 
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I watch the Art critically as it reveals the true realities of the real African problems we 

are facing currently. I am drawn back to reality when my phone buzzed. The caller 

ringtone is familiar and I know it’s my darling Kofi on the line. I grab my phone and 

send a seductively voice reeling to Kofi’s ears. 

“Hello Kofi” 

“My dear, how are you doing?”  

“I am good love and I really miss you here terribly” 

“Oh really, but you....” I cut him. I know what he wants to say; to make me feel guilty; 

for not letting him come but I also wanted to shower my love to my parents to give 

them this great time they so much need. I guess I would just have to sacrifice. 

“I am truly sorry Kofi for not letting you come and I regret it now, it was just that I 

needed to sacrifice this to let my parent enjoy their time together” I spoke out. 

“It’s okay, I understand and how is the view up there?” he says. 

“Well, we haven’t really gone out to see the view. We all retired in our rooms where 

we are lodged.” 

We speak for hours and I just can’t get enough of him, to cap it all, he is amazing. It 

gets to a point when he is tired and the selfishness in me still forces him to sing a 

lullaby. And he did, he sings to my ears and I sleep through the night. 

*************** 

A bang on my door wakes me up the following day. I am dazed as I walk slowly to the 

door to open it. I find my mom all spruced up telling me that I should go pack my 

things that we are leaving. I am startled. I begin to crack my brains if today is April 1st 

–fool’s day but it’s rather August. I leave her by the door and have myself in the wash 

room to have my face clean thoroughly. I get back, she still stand where she is, this 

time, yelling at me to pack my stuff that we are leaving.  
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“Oh but what is the matter?” I ask looking foggy. 

“It’s nothing to concern you about, just pack your bags and let’s leave this place” She 

shoots at me. 

I walk slowly and manage to pack the few things I have removed from my bag. Then 

we hop into the same car we came in and drive back to Accra. Being the judge and 

watching the silent drama unfolding in the car makes me to realize that something is 

wrong and they have been fighting the whole night probably. 

Madam Tawiah’s call flushes on my phone instantly. I pick and she says she will need 

to see me immediately to identify some culprits she had apprehended in her 

investigation. Wow, I am happy kind of. I feel relief that those bastards are finally 

caught but my parent’s drama didn’t bring the best of smiles to my face. I want to 

speak with them separately to find out what is going on. 

As soon as we get home, mom steps out from the car and shuts it violently behind 

her. I want to talk to her but my anxiety as well to go to the station and identify those 

culprits’ rings on my mind. I end up telling my father that I would be right back, need 

to check on something immediately. I take the keys from him and drive to the station. 

 

************* 

Madam Tawiah is shocked as to how I get there in a matter of just minutes. “Well, I 

guess it won’t be a bad idea to have an eye to eye contact on my enemy. The one 

who took my sense of womanhood and the one whom my blood would always fight 

for revenge.” 
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“You don't have to be dramatic about this besides there is nothing you can do even if 

you find the culprits as it is now in the hands of the law to judge them accordingly 

and not putting the laws on your hands.” 

“Well, I don't care; I will do what I have harbored in my heart for and surrender 

myself to the authorities at the end” I snap. 

Madam Tawiah can’t say anything but watches me closely and shakes her head. She 

quickly takes the landline on her desk and makes a call to the front desk and tells one 

of the constables to bring the culprits to her office. I can feel my hands shaking as I 

just want to point that rapist to Madam Tawiah and have him persecuted for the 

dangerous things he has done to me. I hear some sounds as they drag them into the 

office. 

 “Get inside” says the constable. 

I turn my neck to watch from their legs to their head. They are five men looking so 

wretched and soaked in stench. I can’t have a proper view so I quickly stand up and 

face them squarely and scan their faces one by one. 
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Chapter 19 

 

 turn my neck to watch from their legs to their head. They are five men 

looking so wretched and soaked in stench. I can’t have a proper view so I 

quickly stand up and face them squarely and scan their faces one by one but 

they all look unfamiliar. 

“Madam Tawiah?” I call out with a flustered face. 

“Yes, do you recognize anyone?” She asks. 

I stand still and watch their faces again but still they all looked alien to me. 

“I don’t know these people Madam Tawiah” 

“Constable, take them back to their cells,” She commands. 

 

He drags them out again back to their cells as the awful smell gradually fades out in 

the room. I take my seat. 

“Madam Tawiah, who are these people?” 

“Those men were caught from an act of gang rape which happened at Tema safe 

bond last week. The news went viral on the social media” 

“Yes, I heard. They deceive their prey and eventually do their abominable act to their 

victim” 

“Now concerning your case” I look more attentive to her next words. 

“I have been to Tema yacht club and even made an arrest. We arrested the managing 

supervisor of the club but he was released on bail” 

I clench my fist on the table and yell, “You did what.” 

“Calm down Merissa. We simply had no evidence against him; the man was clean like 

a dove” 

“How clean? What do you mean Madam Tawiah,” I ask in disbelief. 

I 
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“Yes Merissa, the man was clean. I went with my team of forensics and a team of 

special intelligence. We searched through the CCTV data feed and we couldn’t find 

the video to that ‘day’ incidence.” 

“Bastards, they must have wiped everything clean. They knew we would come for 

their ass.” 

 “We even checked their register to find out the guest that was invited to the party 

but it was as though everything was a scheme well planned from onset. I am actually 

left with no clue at this juncture but we shall always put our ears to the ground for 

any news that could flush in.” 

I heaved a deep sigh. 

At this point, I am desolate and want to give up on this search but Madam Tawiah is 

positive that those culprits will be apprehended. She adds that those criminals don’t 

relent on their past deeds, they continue until they are finally caught. I leave her 

office and head straight home.  

I am surprised to what I see at home; the entire building in chaos. I hear creaking 

sound of glasses thrown at the floor and shattering into pieces. The sound becomes 

even louder as I approach the room where my parents are.  As I get into the room, I 

try to approach my father and ask what is going on but I almost got hit with a glass 

that is meant to hit my father. I duck to the incoming glass being thrown at me else 

my head would have been cracked wide open. 

 

“Mom, what is going on? Dad, please what is going?” I ask with my hands raised in 

the air and with a shock labeled on my face. 

They all gaze at me, the only daughter they had is watching them fighting; a child that 

is born from the love they both shared. The love is now no more. My father looked 

miserable as all I can see is pathos in his eyes trying to beg for forgiveness from my 

mother but she also is in a pool of her own tears and pain. 
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“Your father is cheating with another woman. That is the problem” She shouts. 

I raise my eyebrow. It can’t be true. My father won’t do such a thing. He has always 

shown how much he misses my mother via our conversation while he was at abroad. 

 

“What do you mean mother?” Wishing my mother could just smile and tell me all 

these were just a prank.  

“Your father’s secretary is his bed mate” I fell to the ground with an ashen brunt in 

my heart. 

 

My mother begins screaming to my father to leave the house and not to ever come 

back again. I amble back downstairs looking dreadful.  

 

Just when I thought everything was perfect; this hullabaloo springs up from 

nowhere. In all to say, my father didn’t sleep in the house that night. He spent the 

night at a hotel and that was where I went to see him and took cooked food along 

and this continued for two weeks. He finally traveled back to UK to check on his 

business. 

 

I saw him off to the Airport and told mom about his departure but she didn’t even 

care less. 
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Chapter 20 

 

t was my sophomore year! I never really had hopes for this year. There is this 

saying ‘Be careful for what you wish for or you might just get it’. I had my 

mouth sealed for any wish I might crave for and savoring the little I got. A 

month into classes; I had taken my Range rover for repairs several times I couldn’t 

count. I relinquished all my interest for the car. I wanted to swap it with the Infiniti 

FX35 that was lying idle at home. I planned to take it home on Friday as it was my free 

period. I could even spend the weekend at home – I mused. I bid farewell to my 

roomie Askaline and told her to be a good girl. We engaged in silly talks and telling 

her to be a good girl while I am gone. Askaline cooed that she is a big girl and can 

take care of herself.  

My handbag was my companion as I got most of my clothes at home. It was about 

the late hours in the afternoon when I got home. I went straight inside walking 

through the portico leading into the main security door which was opened. The first 

room I got into was the guest room where we entertained visitors. I found two 

glasses of whiskey slightly emptied on the side table and the TV made a cacophony 

sound of disrupted reception. I went on cussing the antenna dish for any slight 

weather changes which tampers with the view reception. 

It was dawned on me that mother could be around so my first hunch was that; 

probably she got a visitor and she had gone to see the visitor off. I relished having a 

cold bubble bath in my room, and then looking for something to eat; probably make 

dinner. So I planned to first go have a shower and hurry down stairs to cook a 

delectable meal. I switched the TV off and took the glasses and the almost empty 

whiskey bottle to the pantry. 

I 
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As I scurried to my room, I heard sounds- incessant sounds as it continued without a 

pause. I treaded slowly with curiosity to find where the sound may be coming from. It 

got even clearer when I got close and I thought for a moment, “This is a sound of a 

woman moaning in ecstasy”.  I wondered who that might be as my father has sailed 

out of the country. “Who is having an affair with my mother?” I mulled. 

My second hunch was that mother could be at home but my trepidation was 

alarming. The mere thought resurrected spiders in my stomach. I skittered closely to 

the door where the sound was coming from and forced myself in.  

Being shocked was an understatement. I screamed. I covered my mouth with my 

hands as I thought it would drop to the floor. “What on earth is this?” I let out a 

shriek voice. They gazed at me with despair. I ran out of the awful scene and drove 

out of the place and just continued driving. I didn’t know where I was going but I 

never stopped. I freed my defenses from the wall of tears as they came with no 

mercy. I cried. How could the ones I cherished most do this to me without a 

conscience? That minute, that instant, I knew I was lost in this wilderness called 

earth. 

My legs hit the brakes and brought the car to a halt. There was a bang sound. I had 

hit a child that was crossing the road fixating in my thought and worries. I stepped 

out from the car and saw a boy of about twelve to fourteen years of age lying 

helplessly on the ground. 

“Oh my God, what have I done” I shrieked. 

Eye witnesses came running to help me. They carried the boy from the ground into 

the rear seat I opened for them. I hopped in and drove with all the speed the car 

could muster. There was traffic build-up on the highway. I murmured when I needed 

a free road as there was a pressing matter on my hands, hence this traffic holdup. I 
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almost wanted to curse the day Traffic Light was created. Within a while, the cars 

moved slowly but my hooting never seized. 

I tried to pave a shorter route out of the traffic with success and got to the hospital. I 

whizzed in the Emergency Unit. The nurses were alerted as they came running with 

the gurney to drive the child into the emergency ward. 

Then I was left stranded and unattended to whilst I meandered the lobby for many 

times. “God, please don’t allow this child to die” The alarm that my name would be 

associated with a murder case was ringing in my head with a ‘Tot Tot’ sound. As 

nurses came out from the theatre room, my stance got firm. I tried asking questions 

but none seemed to answer my barrage of questions. I searched through my bag and 

got my phone. I dialed Askaline. 

“Hello Askaline, I just knocked down a little child on the Spintex road” Askaline gave 

a shriek sound. 

“What happened? How come?” She asked. 

“Please just come to New Hope hospital right away” 

I hung up the call when I saw a doctor coming out from the theatre room. I quickly 

stood up and alerted to hear his prognosis. 

“Hello doctor, how is he doing?” I asked with my hands in the air. 

 “Are you the lady that rushed the little child in?” 

“Yes” I replied quickly.  

“You need to bring the family of the young boy to the hospital immediately. We need 

blood from his father. He has lost so much blood”  

“Doctor, I don’t know the boy from Adam. I knocked him down on my way to the 

hostel.” 
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“This could be difficult for us em? 

“Merissa Sir” 

“Yes Merissa, his blood is a very rare type to find in our blood bank so we would need 

his father to come immediately to give out blood to his son.” 

The Doctor left me speechless as I sunk in my world of endless pain. I didn’t know I 

was on the ground until after a while, I got a tap from behind and it was Askaline who 

had arrived at the Hospital.  “Oh my Goodness, it’s great you are here” I said while 

standing up. I tried cleaning myself. 

“What happened?” Askaline looking worried 

“Askaline, you won’t just believe what my eyes saw today” 

“Tell me please” Askaline eyebrow rose. 
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Chapter 21 

  

“I found Kofi and my mother courting on the bed” 

“WHAT? You must be kidding? That is insane” 

“Exactly Askaline that was the exact word that came to my mind. Kofi is insane to do 

this to me and not with anyone but with my mother.  

“So what are you doing here?” Askaline asked. 

“I knocked down a child on my way back to the hostel and now the child needs 

blood. Where will I find his father now?” 

Askaline quickly asked “Was he wearing a uniform? 

“Yes he was. Oh my goodness! Why didn’t I think of that?” 

 

We told one of the nurses to get us the boy’s uniform which she did. Askaline made a 

request with the doctor for our blood to be taken and sample should be run to see if 

there is a match. It didn’t take Askaline long enough to solve the puzzle. She knew 

the school the boy attends so we decided to drive to the school immediately to find 

out about the guardian of the poor child. My roomie snapped the boy’s face on her 

phone for easy identification. All I did was just to follow her lead and allow her 

journalism skills come into play. 

 

In less than twenty minutes, we got to the school gates and we began drumming the 

gate for someone to beckon unto us. It was getting dark and I was very sure 

wherever the parents might be, they would be worried and frightened just like me. 

After several banging, a young lad came out to attend to us. Askaline hollered to him 

that a pupil from this school was knocked down on a road accident while on his way 

home. His reply made us to realize he was illiterate. 
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 “Oh na accident happen to the boy? The parent and Headmistress don make noise tire 

for here.” 

“So where are they now? I asked with my both hands clenched on the gates. 

“They don go Police Station” 

“Which of the police station?” Askaline asked 

“I don’t know Madam” 

“Okay thanks” 

“Askaline which police station might they be”  

“Well considering the area where we are, I am thinking of the central police station 

across down town.  

“Okay, let’s go there immediately.” 

                                    *************** 

We both got down from the car and hurried into the station as if someone was 

chasing us.  

“Officer, please we are hoping the headmistress of Crown-well School is here and the 

parent to a lost pupil of the school as well” Askaline asked. 

Then all of a sudden, a woman in her thirties clad with wrapper over her waist and 

buba came from nowhere and held my dress at the top causing creases to them 

shouting at me where her boy was? “Where is my boy Kwame” 

 Askaline tried all she could to calm this woman but she didn’t jibe. I asked her 

“Madam, where is your husband?” 

“What husband” she responded swiftly. “I don’t have a husband oo” she shot back. 

“Oh my goodness” I exclaimed. What is happening to me today? What do I make of 

this? The woman continued yelling “Where is my son?” 
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We told the police officer to follow us to the hospital including the mother and the 

headmistress as we all hopped into my car. We got to the hospital and went straight 

to the theatre room but got the shock of my life. The boy was no longer there. I 

called on a nurse and asked her where the boy was and she replied I should have a 

word with the doctor first. 

 

I began summoning, calling all deities I knew but my heavenly father was the only 

one I could think of. So I prayed. “Please heavenly father, I hope nothing happens to 

the boy else my face would be on the dailies and every social media on the internet.” 

These days, news like these spread like a fire via the internet courtesy of chirping 

birds called twitter tweeps. I might just be rusticated from school. 

 

We got into the doctor’s office and he was surprised with the influx of people in his 

office at the same time.  

“Doctor, where is the boy?” I asked quickly. 

“The boy is fine in the intensive care unit” The doctor said. The ship in my heart that 

was causing it to beat in a trembling way finally capsized. 

“One of your bloods was a match for the boy” The doctor added. 

I had wanted to shout, laugh or dance but I could do none. I swallowed my happiness 

in me and praised God for minutes for listening to my prayer. Then the mother asked 

the doctor that she would want to see her son immediately. At that moment, I heard 

my phone ringing. I knew it was Kofi. The dejection and disgust formed bitterness in 

my mouth. I wanted to hit the phone on the ground and continue hitting it with my 

legs until it is completely destroyed. But I changed my mind. I added him to my block 

list and deleted all his contacts. 
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After the mother rushed to see her son, it finally registered on me what the doctor 

said that our blood was a match. Whose blood is the doctor referring to? Is there any 

link to the boy as the doctor claimed his blood was a rare type? I swam in a pool of 

questions but no answers waiting for me. 
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Chapter 22 

hile the woman whizzed into the ward room to check up on her son 

with one of the nurses giving her directions, the police and the 

proprietress also wanted to be sure if the child was alive. So the doctor 

stood up from his recliner and walked with us to the room and also by explaining the 

situation of the accident. The doctor added that it was as a result to the quick access 

to blood that saved the poor boy and he and his team had undergone a short surgery 

on him to quickly stitch the bleeding part. 

The police man examined the boy for minutes as he couldn’t rely on the doctor’s 

report. He wanted to affirm the doctor’s prognosis that there won’t be any problem 

in the future. 

“The boy is in perfect condition, we have been able to sustain and regulate his blood 

and heart rate and everything is in normalcy” The doctor said. 

“Yes doctor, I can see. You have done a good job here. Yes, which of you knock this 

poor boy?” the police man snarled. 

“I did” I raised my hands slightly above my chest. 

“You will have to follow me to the station to give a formal statement” 

“But the boy is fine and moreover we are catering for the bills” Askaline spoke and 

looked at me especially at the billing aspect while I nodded reassuring our promise. 

“If we are paying for the bills then why the need for statement Mr. Officer?” I added. 

“You have to come to the station to put a statement in our records as if there is any 

need to track you later, we would be able to find you.” He directed his attention 

towards Askaline. 

W 
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“Okay, we shall follow you to the station Sergeant Kwarteng” His sleazy badge was 

flicking on his chest with his name embossed. 

 

Askaline and I drove to the station with the sergeant. He led us into one of the inner 

chamber rooms which judging from the way it looked; it showed it was an 

interrogatory room. The dark room had lamp placed on the center table with two 

plastic chairs. I rolled my eyes wondering why we were in an interrogatory room. I 

prayed the sergeant doesn’t have any stunt to pull. 

  

Sergeant Kwarteng quickly took a chair from the other room and brought it inside 

and asked us to sit on it. We were worried as we began to watch his lips closely for 

the words that would come out of it. 

 

“Yes, this is the statement form” he said as he flipped through his pile of documents 

on the table. He rummaged through the files for a way then he finally gave me a copy 

to fill. I narrated my ordeal on the piece of paper.  

 

After that, we left the station as fast as our legs could muster speed before they 

would change their mind. We drove back to the hospital. By this time, it was almost 

getting to 9pm. The soldiers in my tummy were gnashing their teeth making 

preparations for a war. 

Then I brought to Askaline’s attention about the blood being a match to one of us. 

“Yes Merissa, the doctor really took me unaware” How can the blood be a match to 

one of us?”  

“Are you not curious to know whose blood matches that of the boy?” 

“Yes Askaline, I really want to know, let’s have a word with the doctor” 



77 
 

We got to the doctor’s office and we asked our questions. 

“Doctor, we are back from the station. My friend and I would like to know whose 

blood made a match to that of the boy’s blood” 

“Oh I see” The doctor asked no question. He fixed his contact lens positioning it very 

well on his bridge and reviewed his records. After flipping through papers, he 

uttered. “The blood is a match with Askaline Cobbinah” 

I rolled my eyes gazing at Askaline. She was confused. We wanted to ask the next 

question but I was as scared as my roomie. And as if the doctor knew our next 

question, he gave us an answer. 

“But that doesn’t imply that there is a connection. It’s a rare case between one and 

ten in a ratio” 

“Okay doctor, thanks for the advice and I will settle the bills with the cashier” 

“Great, that is fine by me” 

“Is the mother with the child?” 

“Yes, she is, she’ll probably sleep with her child tonight” 

“Oh poor her, let’s check on her before leaving” Askaline suggested. 

 

We ambled into the ward room and as we gazed at his bed, the mother was fast 

asleep lying by the bedside. The mother looked young at heart but her body was 

already taken a toll on her as strands of grey hair clearly had a feast on her head. She 

clad in African wear of blouse and wrapper around her waist. She was probably in her 

late thirties judging from her wrinkles which were visible from the smiles on her face 

while asleep. 

My body was drained from the stress I had today. All I wanted to do was to drop 

dead on my bed and sleep. We got to the hostel; I took a shower and retired to bed 

pronto.  
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                 *************** 

The next morning, I boiled some rice and heated light soup which I had stored in my 

fridge. By that time, Askaline got ready. We set off to the hospital to check on the 

boy’s health. We were so happy when we got to the ward’s room. Kwame’s mother 

was awake by his side singing a local song. We greeted her in our local language. 

“Kwame ni maame, ma kye” [Good morning] 

“Me ma wa kyi” [Good morning maame] 

“Anopayi demaba na” [You are here this morning] 

“Yes, we are here to check on Kwame and we have brought some food for him” 

“Oh! You shouldn’t had bothered” The woman said 

"3y3 y3n anigye” [It a pleasure for us] 

“Wobe tumi ako dware, ye be hwe no amawo” [Why don’t you go have a quick 

shower whilst we watch over your son for you.] By that time, Kwame was awake so 

we fed him while she hurried for a quick bathe. 

 

I opened the food flask and fed Kwame with some soup to take in. I fetched a 

spoonful of soup and asked him to open his mouth. He swallowed carefully. After a 

while, he said he was satisfied. Askaline sat on the bed and patted him softly on his 

head, cuddling him until the mother came back. 

“Thank you my daughters for your wonderful visit” 

“Madam, right now that we have become friends, if there is any problem; please 

don’t hesitate to let me know for I will do my best to solve it immediately.” 

The woman smiled ruefully “One thing you rich people don’t understand. You think 

you can buy your way out from anything with money” 
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That statement struck a chord in my spine. The woman saw my perplexity and smiled. 

“Don’t worry; I will contact you if there is any problem” 

 

Askaline then asked “Where is the father to the boy?” 

“Hmm! that man, he is not a responsible man Askaline. All he knows best to do is go 

around and impregnate women” 

"Really, what kind of a man is that?" 

"Well, I really trusted him with everything I had, we almost got married when I had 

conceived Kwame for five months but he came and declared openly to my parents 

that he won't marry me with any reason best known to him only. 

"Men can be wicked" Askaline scorned 

"But I do see him once a month" 

"You see him monthly?" I asked with my eyes raised. 

"Yes, he caters for Kwame's upkeep. He then later told me after Kwame was born 

that he can't bear the pressure of getting married" 

"Oh I see, he is not scared to impregnate women but scared to get married eh. How 

old is he by the way?" Askaline questioned 

"He is about forty years or so I think" 

"Can you describe him Madam?" 

"I'm sorry, why all these questions?" Kwame's mother got confused. 

"You remembered the doctor said your child needed blood else he might be good as 

dead?" 

"Yes! Yes! He mentioned that" 

"My blood was a match and our blood type is a rare kind. I just want to know if there 

is any connection" Askaline replied 

"Oh I see, does that imply you do not know your Father?" 

"Exactly" 
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"Okay, He is tall, dark, has moustache... I really can't describe him in detail. Why don't 

you meet him?" 

"Really, I can do that" Askaline exclaimed 

"Yes why not.  He owns a Logistic company at Tema Safebond" 

Askaline then asked "What is his name and that of the company name?" 

She replied "His name is Mr. Sarpong Okyere and the company name is Green-

Holding Logistics" 

“Sarpong Okyere!” I snapped my fingers. I knew that name ring a bell but I just 

couldn’t place it but it made all sense to me when Askaline fainted on hearing the 

name. 
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Chapter 23 

 

“Sarpong Okyere!” I snapped my fingers. I knew that name ring a bell but I just 

couldn’t place it but it made all sense to me when Askaline fainted on hearing the 

name. 

************** 

“What happened” Askaline uttered. She was laid on a bed just close to Kwame.  

“Thank God, you are awake” I said. “Doctor, Doctor” I shouted. But the Doctor was 

far from reach. Kwame’s Mother left her bed and got closer to Askaline’s bed. 

“My daughter, what happened? It seemed something I said triggered your 

unconsciousness.” 

“Hmm” Askaline exhaled deeply. 

“Merissa, you know very well that I don’t know my father. My mother only told me a 

tale about him when they were in their teens. I was as a result of their lovey-dovey 

experiment. She said life got unbearable for her as my father took on his heels and 

she toiled tirelessly to raise me up.” 

“You know how these names are all muddled up. How so sure are you that this man 

is your father? Have you forgotten the adage that says something’s are just better 

left where they are?” I advised. 

“If only this Mr. Okyere is my father; I think my mother would be happy to meet this 

man.” Askaline said while dismounting herself from the bed. 

“Where are you going?”  

“Take a rest. You have plenty of time to find out if he is your father” Kwame’s mother 

said. 
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 “Merissa, what do I get to lose? nothing, so let me give it a shot” Askaline made her 

way to the exit while I followed her bidding Kwame’s mother farewell. 

“OK, if you say so. I know how obsessed you are from childhood; have you forgotten 

so soon on your last escapade. You traveled from Accra to Volta following a lead you 

got from a magazine. How can you even follow such a lead? You don’t know the 

person?” I took my bag as we walked out from the ward room.  

“I took all the details from my mother as she was tired after my countless 

disturbances to know much more about my father. She gave me his roots and his 

tribe, I mean where he comes from. Also, It rhythm with the same story Kwame’s 

mother had told us” 

 “There is nothing I can tell you now that will change your mind. I really do hope you 

find what you looking for” I concluded. 

“I really do hope so my dear” Askaline heaved a deep sigh. 

Askaline rushed back to the wardroom to get the woman’s phone number for further 

communication. 

 

*************** 

We got back home at our hostel. We tooted the horns to call on the gateman to open 

the gate. The gates got wide open then we saw two visitors waiting at the portico 

patiently. 

 

 “MM, that’s your mother over there” 

“What! What does she want from me again?” I grumbled 

“But who is the man she’s with?” 

“That’s our presiding pastor from our family church” 
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“Hmm! It seems this will take a while” We had this conversation in the car after we 

had parked in the compound. Askaline decided she won’t join the conversation with 

my visitors so I gave her the car keys.  

“I will go see my boyfriend Ethan at his hostel and we shall cruise with the car” 

“Boyfriend?” I gave a perplexed look. 

“Yes, we started dating last week, couldn’t tell you with all these drama happening to 

you. Just remember, she’s your mother, she is human and she allowed her flesh to 

take the best of her so forgive her” 

“Askaline, I have heard you” I snarled. 

 

I got down from the car whilst Askaline got to the driver seat and drove out. I walked 

to my apartment greeting the pastor and unlocking my door. Then I invited them in. 

 

“Please have a seat” as they sat on the sofa. I served them cold bottled water on a 

tray politely. 

 

“You are welcome Pastor” I leaned and sat on my bed with a languid thud while 

staring at my mother with my evil eyes.  

“Merissa, thank you very much for giving us this warm hospitality and welcoming us 

into your home” 

“Yes Pastor, It’s nothing, I was brought up in the ways of our Heavenly Creator. I 

replied. 

“Your mother has come to me with a heavy heart crying and pleading for forgiveness 

from our God and from you”  

“Do you know what she did Pastor?” I raised my eyebrows. 

“Merissa, in ‘Pro 6:32 But whoso committeth adultery with a woman lacketh 

understanding: he that doeth it destroyeth his own soul… 
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“I have heard your mother’s confession and she is terribly sorry. For having a lustful 

eye on the young man and I have prayed for her. She now has the wisdom knowing 

the good and evil.” 

“But pastor, do you know what she made go through? Why should it be Kofi and no 

one else?” my voice got louder now. “I am sure she intentionally did this to hurt me” 

“No Merissa, I didn’t do this to hurt anyone” My mother spoke. “I am truly sorry 

Merissa, please find it in your heart to forgive me” She added. 

The pastor cut in “In Eph 4:32 And be ye kind one to another, tenderhearted, forgiving 

one another, even as God for Christ's sake hath forgiven you” 

 

Before I could say anything, my mother got down on her knees and her wall defenses 

got shattered; the tears streamed now with no mercy. I quickly held her hands to rise 

up but we fell into our embrace and tears became our only consolation. 

 

“Mom, have you forgiven father” That came out from my lips before I could catch 

them. 

"Yes I have and I had tried several times to reach him on cell but it’s not working. I 

will openly confess what I did with Kofi” 

“Okay” We hugged again and wiped our tears. 

“My job here is done” the pastor said. 

“God has listened to your heart desires and He shall continue to pour his abundance 

blessing upon your lives” the pastor prayed. 

 

I hurriedly boiled some rice and heated the gizzard stew in my fridge. I served my 

guest as they both ate to delight. 
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Chapter 24 

 

t was barely a month, after the whole saga with the accident and the blood 

issue, my mom and I had become the very best of buddies even than before. 

She now tries to spend time to see me at lease thrice a month if we could 

have a lunch, visit a galleria or just laze around checking our housing project at 

Elmina. She had planned that I would be the one to run her business immediately I’m 

done with school. She was also contemplating if she should convert the housing 

project at Elmina into a resort that includes a hotel facility since the building is very 

close to the sea. We are still thinking at length on that and hopefully it would be the 

very best resort in Elmina. 

I had also communicated with my father and it seems the communication is back 

between my parents. Everything was in order for a wonderful Christmas as I had 

hoped for. By this time, Askaline had been to Tema-safebond on her quest to find the 

true identity of Sarpong Okyere and amazed she was after describing her story to the 

man. The man began weeping in tears begging for Askaline’s forgiveness. He 

continued by adding that he is from Sekyere-mampong; the same town Adjoa, 

Askaline’s mom had described where she was when she conceived her. He fled away 

when Adjoa got pregnant. He remembered vividly of what exactly happened. 

And after then, they've had a wonderful getting-to-know each other routine outings 

from lunch breaks which was spent with him, Saturdays which was spent at his 

father's golf club and Sundays going to the same church. 

 

 

I 
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I was elated for my friend as she hasn’t being this happy all these years we’ve been 

friends and her happiness tripled when Adjoa finally met Sarpong and truly confirmed 

that he is her father. I am yet to meet Sarpong even though Askaline had invited me 

several times to their dinner and sometimes lunch meeting. I didn’t want to be an 

intruder as she needs to steal every day she had lost in getting to know her father. 

I had communicated with my father in England and my mom that Askaline had found 

her father. They were surprised and really hoped they would all meet him one day 

and yes that day would be Christmas. We planned that we shall hold a family get-

together of both families. I relayed our plans to Askaline to inform her folks of the 

event that would be hosted by my parents and she was delighted- delighted that I 

would finally have the chance to meet the wonderful man she had lost for twenty 

one years. 

*************** 

“O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree 

Thy leaves are so unchanging; 

O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree! 

Thy leaves are so unchanging; 

Not only green when summer’s here, 

But also when ‘tis cold and drear 

O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree! 

Thy leaves are so unchanging; 



87 
 

Much pleasure thou can’st give me; 

O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree 

Thy leaves are so unchanging; 

How often has the Christmas tree 

Afforded me the greatest glee! 

O Christmas Tree! O Christmas Tree 

Much pleasure thou can’st give me” 

 

The mp3 song played which sent the exhilarating feeling that it was Christmas. The 

Christmas tree was well decorated with ample gifts under the tree and Xmas light 

adorned the living room. We engaged the services of caterers to have the gourmet of 

wonderful cuisines prepared and served to our guests. My father had flown back into 

the country just in time for the party. 

I was upstairs in my shower room gazing at the mirror and fiddling with my body; 

cupping my breasts with my hands. I came in terms with the fact that I was officially 

single and frankly speaking, I have never being this happy. My wishes were to savor 

my body and curves for the right and perfect man who is humble and responsible. 

But I am constantly struggling to face reality that there is nothing like a perfect man; 

all men simply need to be fixed. 

Suddenly, I heard my name hollered. The sound was coming from my bedroom. 

“Hurry up and come out” Askaline said. I eventually came out from my shower room 

in my bathrobe and headed to my closet and chose my red embellished v-neck cut 
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out gown. I applied lotion to my skin, combed my long hair, lined my eyes and lashes 

and flushed my lips with lip-gloss. 

Askaline words were like "Wow, you look stunning" 

She was wearing a blue strapless gown by Lara unveiling her bust cleavage.  

Then we both walked downstairs to the dining room. I sighted our guest. A chair was 

left for me in between my folks as my reserved seat. We descended quickly to join 

them. I took my seat.  All along, I couldn’t even see our guests; my head was faced to 

the ground, probably was shy- can’t place it. 

Then my dad uttered, that we should pray so the buffet could begin. He gave me a 

sign by tapping my legs to lead in prayer. We closed our eyes and said a slightly 

prayer.  

“Our Father, we thank you for bringing us together for this gathering to celebrate 

your birthday and a celebration of our thanksgiving. We thank you Lord for your love 

and sacrifice. In Jesus name” 

The whole table chorused “Amen” 

I opened my eyes immediately and raised my head up. I couldn’t believe what I saw 

as my jaw fell to the ground. 

“WHAT!” I shrieked. 

I felt every eye on me trying to find out why on earth I would scream like that. My 

heart raced and slowly, my vision became blurred. I passed out through that. 
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I woke up an hour later only to find gazing eyes on me and I was thrown at with 

torrent of questions; Why? What happen? Are you okay dear? 

I just couldn’t utter any word. I sought for privacy with Askaline, and then she asked 

me “What is the matter?” Askaline looked worried. 

 “Who was that man beside you at the table?” I asked 

“That’s my Father, Sarpong” she replied hastily. 

“Where is he now?” I snarled. 

“He's gone" She beamed. 

"Oh my God, Your Father is Brian Williams" 
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Chapter 25 

 

mm, When Life hits you at a point when you never expected it; it tumbles you 

like your world is about to crack wide open and bury oneself into the ground 

with the sound of an earthquake. A year down the lane, my eyes finally set 

on the man who snatched my sanity, stole my pride of womanhood, and defiled my 

sacred parts with his friends. This is very painful, he will surely pay for this but come 

to think of it; what am I going to tell my folks?, that Askaline Father was the one that 

had rescued me sometime back and raped me with his gang consisting of eight men. 

What about Askaline; Will she ever forgive me that I was behind her Father been 

sentenced to Prison for his unscrupulous acts, we are roommates and we still going 

to be for the next two years. 

Why is Life so hard to even make choices that will end up affecting your loved ones? 

Sarpong or Brian or whatever he is called is very influential in the society; if I even 

take him on with Madam Tawiah, do I think Madam Tawiah can handle a criminal like 

him? Besides, there is no evidence or what so ever, do I have any proof that really he 

raped me? I have no witness, no video feed. It is simply my mere words for his, we 

shall go to court and his lavishly paid lawyers will defend him and this will not tarnish 

him in any way as the media will just try to make it a funny headline that a ‘Tycoon 

had been alleged for RAPE by a young girl name Merissa’ implicating me and the viral 

buzz that comes along with that. I am simply not ready for all of that. This is a win 

case for Sarpong and I have to use a different approach and I will definitely nail him 

on a stake. Yes! I will nail Brian Williams. God so help me, if it takes my last strength. 

I just couldn’t utter any word. I seek for privacy with Askaline, and then she asked me 

"What is the matter?" 

I asked "Who was that man beside you at the table?" 

“That my Father, Sarpong” she replied. 

“Where is he now?” 

“He's gone"  

"Your Father is Brian Williams" 

H 



91 
 

“WHAT!” Askaline exclaimed 

“Close your mouth; don’t bring the attention of our parents” She gently covered her 

mouth 

"MM, Are you really sure?" 

"Yes I am very sure, that is Brian Williams and why did he took his leave by the way?" 

"He says his contacts at the Ports wanted him to be around immediately as his thirty 

feet container just arrived" 

"Askaline, I don't think you will be able to track that man again. He is running as fast 

as he can but he had forgotten that no matter how a Cheetah runs, she will still rest 

at some point and when that time comes, he will be apprehended" 

"But he really has nowhere to run to, he has all his business in Tema and he is also a 

member of a club which is strictly for elite and high net income individuals" Askaline 

said 

"People like Sarpong operate a conglomerate type of business; he can still run his 

business in Tema without even appearing an inch close to Tema. He will simply go to 

Tamale and handle his other chain of business over there and control his other 

business with electronic communications" 

At this point, my parent and Askaline Mother couldn't bare the suspense anymore 

and they all rushed into our conversation. 

“Merissa, How are you doing, are you okay now?” My mom touching my forehead 

and feeling my temperature 

“Yes Mother, I am fine. Dad, I am fine, don't worry about me” 

“So what happened? What made you panic to the extent that you passed out?” My 

Dad quizzed. 

"I know Mr. Sarpong" I uttered 

"And where did you know him from" Adjoa asked 
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"My friend in school always goes out with their Aristo (sugar daddy) and I manage to 

know their number one client which is Sarpong" 

"So are you saying Sarpong, the Father to my daughter sleeps with her friends in 

school?" 

"Yes, exactly Ma"  

"Well, we are not seeing so he can do anything he choose to do with his life" 

I just couldn't tell them who the monster Sarpong is and how we are even blind to 

have let him into our home. 

The tension and pressures finally seized. We went back to enjoy our meals and finally 

we all danced to Daddy Lumba - Bubra song. It was magical as everyone danced and 

shook their tush to Amakye Dede –Se wose. I was still in a shock so I couldn’t join 

them, my Mom and Dad had to drag me from the sofa to join them as I was just 

watching and giggling from afar. Adjoa stole the dance floor and the floor was 

vibrated and in a heat as Askaline Mother really danced, she went up and down 

feeling the rhythm of the song after a while, her daughter also joined her as they 

both danced and tripped on the light fantastic toe. 

We all got tired at the end and finally we all retired to bed after seeing my friend and 

her Mom off. 
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Chapter 26 
 

ust when Life hits you at a point when you never expected it; it tumbles you 

like your world is about to crack wide open and bury you into the ground just 

like earthquake. A year down the lane, my eyes finally set on the man who 

snatched my sanity, stole my pride of womanhood and defiled my sacred parts with 

his friends. This is very painful; he will surely pay for this. But come to think of it, what 

am I going to tell my folks? That Askaline’s father was the one that gave me a lift 

sometime back and raped me afterwards with his eight men gang. What about my 

friend; will she ever forgive me that I was behind her father being sentenced to 

prison for his unscrupulous acts? We are roommates and we still going to be for the 

next two years. 

Why do we make life choices and end up affecting our loved ones? Sarpong or Brian 

or whatever he is called is very influential. If I even take him on with Madam Tawiah, 

can Madam Tawiah assure me she can handle him? Moreover, there is no evidence or 

whatsoever. Do I have any proof that he really raped me? I have no witness, no video 

feed. It is simply my mere words for his, we shall go to court and his lavishly paid 

lawyers would defend him and this will not tarnish him in any way. The media will try 

to make a funny headline like this “A magnate had been alleged for Rape by a young 

girl name Merissa” implicating me and the viral buzz that comes along with it. I am 

simply not ready for all of that. This is a win case for Sarpong and I have to use a 

different approach for him. At the end of it all, I will surely nail him on a stake. Yes! I 

will nail Brian Williams. God so help me, if it takes my last strength 

I just couldn’t utter any word. I sought for privacy with Askaline and then she asked 

me. “What is the matter?” 

“Who was that man beside you at the table?” I asked  

“That is my father; Sarpong” She beamed 

 “Where is he now?” 

“He's gone"  

"Your Father is Brian Williams" 

“WHAT!” Askaline exclaimed 

J 
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“Close your mouth, don’t bring the attention of our parents” She gently covered her 

mouth. 

"MM, Are you really sure?" 

"Yes I am very sure, that is Brian Williams and why did he take his leave by the way?" 

"He says his contacts at the Harbour ports wanted him to be around immediately as 

his thirty feet container just arrived" 

"Askaline, I don't think you will be able to track that man again. He is running as fast 

as he can but he had forgotten that no matter how a cheetah runs, he will still rest at 

some point and when that time comes, he will be apprehended" 

"But he really has nowhere to run to, he has all his business in Tema and he is also a 

member of a club which is strictly for elite and high net income individuals" Askaline 

said 

"People like Sarpong operate a conglomerate type of business; he can still run his 

business in Tema without even appearing an inch close to Tema. He will simply go to 

Tamale and handle his other chain of business over there and control his other 

business with electronic communications" 

At this point, my parent and Askaline’s mother couldn't bare the suspense anymore 

and they all rushed into our conversation. 

“Merissa, How are you doing, are you okay now?” My mom touching my forehead 

and feeling my temperature. 

“Yes Mother, I am fine. Dad, I am fine, don't worry about me” 

“So what happened? What made you panic to the extent that you passed out?” My 

Dad quizzed. 

"I know Mr. Sarpong" I uttered 

"And where did you know him from" Adjoa asked 

"My friend in school always goes out with their Aristo (sugar daddy) and I managed 

to know their number one client which is Sarpong" 
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"So are you saying Sarpong, the father to my daughter sleeps with her friends in 

school?" 

"Yes, exactly Ma"  

"Well, we are not seeing so he can do anything he wants to do with his life" 

I just couldn't tell them who the monster Sarpong is and how we are even blind to 

have him into our home. 

The tension and pressures finally seized. We went back to enjoy our meals and finally 

we all danced to Daddy Lumba - Bubra song. It was magical as everyone danced and 

shook their tush to Amakye Dede –Se wose. I was still in a shock so I couldn’t join 

them, my Mom and Dad had to drag me from the sofa to join them as I was just 

watching and giggling from afar. Adjoa stole the dance floor and the floor was 

vibrated and in a heat as Adjoa really danced, she went up and down feeling the 

rhythm of the song after a while, her daughter also joined her as they both danced 

and tripped on the light fantastic toe. 

We all got tired at the end and finally we all retired to bed after seeing my friend and 

her mom off. 
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Chapter 27 

 

Ten! Nine! Eight! Seven! 

Six! Five! Four! Three! 

Two! One! 

 

HAPPY NEW YEAR!!! 

 

Loud cheers splashed in the air as everyone raised their bottle of champagne with 

fire crackers in the air to welcome a dawn of a New Year. We were all celebrating the 

birth of a New Year. Bottles were popped and we all drank to stupor. 

 

Earlier in the day at Trasacco Valley, my Mom and Dad were out so I was all alone at 

home. I was transfixed with the news on CNN and to the current happenings in the 

other continents. I got a call on my phone and the number was private wondering 

who might be calling with the strange number so I picked as it could be some friends 

of mine across the globe. 

 

“Hello Girlfriend!” The voice from the other end enthused in her voice 

I shook my head. “You are not serious Shantel. Just because of modeling jobs; you 

have left school for months, you have missed taking your quiz and test” 

“What about the Exam? I hope they haven’t done that” She asked 

“Due to the two weeks strike we had, we shall be having our Exam next week 

immediately we step into the brand New Year” 

“Girlfriend, The reason why I called you is I am coming today. It’s the 31st and I will 

love to celebrate this day with my friends” 

“Really! You will come today?” I exclaimed raising my eyebrows. 

“Yes Girlfriend, I am at the Airport this minute doing my check-in” 

“Okay, then it will take less than an hour to see your damsel face” 

“Sure, so kindly pick me up at the Airport” 

“I will Shantel, in the next 15 minutes, I will go to the Airport and wait for you; will go 

early so I can skirt around the traffic on the road” 

“Okay, see you soon. Bye” 
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Then she hung up. I have not really made plans for this New Year eve but since 

Shantel would be around; we definitely need to rock a party. By this time; Askaline 

had tried several times to reach her precious father to even explain or to hear him 

out but the man was unreachable.  

 

I quickly called Askaline to ask of her whereabouts. “Hello Askaline, Where are you?” 

“I am at Tema” she replied 

“What are you doing at Tema?” quizzically asked 

“I am looking for Sarpong” 

“Dear, you shouldn't have, that man doesn’t want to be found. Why are you stressing 

yourself?” I cooed. “You know what? Why don't you come straight to my house and 

we figure out a plan to track your father. I promise to help you look for him” 

“Are you sure?” Askaline questioned 

“Yes, I am very sure. What are friends for?” 

 

I actually thought she getting to know that her father did those ungodly things to my 

body will make her see the true monster her father is but instead it had worsen the 

matter and all she could think about is to see the man. I guess blood is thicker than 

water inversely in all situations. 

 

I clutched my purse and hopped in my Infiniti and drove straight to the Airport. I got 

there and head straight for the International Arrival department and waited 

patiently. After about thirty minutes, Shantel heads out from the departure 

inspection point and after she was through we hugged each other for minutes. 

 

"Why? Don’t you want to come back to Ghana anymore? It seems Lagos have had an 

indelible spot in your heart" I razzed 

“MM, It not what you think my Dear” 

“It's a long story which I can't tell at the moment until we get home” 

“Take me to your home” 

“Why? Don’t you want to go to your home?” 

“No, I have lied to my parent that I have been busy with school work and school trips. 

“Hmm Shantel, this your ways won't lurk you into somewhere you will hate for the 

rest of your life” 

“Amen!” She concluded 
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We hopped into the car and drove home. "Where is Askaline?" 

"She will be coming any moment from now" I replied 

“Okay, is there any fruit juice in this house?” Shantel asked teasingly 

“Oh sure, what is your favorite; Apple, Pineapple or Orange fruit juice” 

“Do you have the Multi-Fruit?” 

“Sure, I will get that for you immediately.” 

I head to the kitchen to get the fruit juice for her while she took her bags to my room 

 

I was kinda surprise “Are you going to be my roommate here” Shouting from the 

kitchen. I got back to the room with her drink. 

“Here is your drink” 

“Thanks girlfriend” 

 

We chat and rambled about everything she had missed 

 

“Oh my god! Brian Williams did that to you and what! Brian is also Askaline’s father” 

Shantel jaws went wide open swimming in the awe of surprisal.  

“Yes Girlfriend, I for one never believed my eyes and I even passed out through the 

process” 

 

At this time, Askaline came in. 

 

“Hello Girlfriend” Shantel making noise in the house and running to catch a hug with 

Askaline. 

“How are you doing?” Askaline asked 

“I am good and I am back. I don’t think I will ever travel for any job in Africa again” 

“Why?” We all asked 

“The ordeal I went through with the Agency in Lagos was very bad. The Agency was a 

sham. The Agency only set up to transport young girls to Uzbekistan for prostitution" 

"Were you part of the young girls?" We chorused 

 

"Never and God forbid, my head shines like a star and it follows me wherever I go. 

You know I told you that my friend who was also into modeling called me from Lagos 

that I should come to Lagos immediately that there was a hot job for models and 
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they won't even mind having a mixture of races in the girls to spice up the billboard 

ad they were about to promote and the income was very fat. So girlfriends, I packed 

my bags and headed to Lagos and my friend waited for me at the Airport and she 

took me to the Agency and had me properly introduced. That night, Police raided the 

Agency and it wasn't an easy thing. We were all packed like sardines in the police van 

and transported to the police station for series of questioning. I explained severally 

to them that I am not from there, only came into the country for a contract which I 

thought might get if I make myself available to them for a billboard advert. They 

laughed at my ignorance and they explained everything to me what the Agency had 

been dealing all this while and how they have been having reports internationally 

about a ghost agency engaged in human trafficking." 

 

"So what made you stayed there for long?" Askaline asked 

 

"The Police men didn't release me" 

 

"What?" I exclaimed. 

 

"Yes, my passport was seized and I was held against my will. Apparently, since I 

didn't had anyone to bail me out from the Station, I was eventually pardoned and 

released after all this days" 

 

"Wow that was something. I have heard Nigeria Police to be the most corrupted 

people before their leader themselves" I said. 

 

"It’s good you are home now" Askaline said. “Guess who I saw on my way here” 

 

“Who?”  

“It was Kofi” 

“Which Kofi” Shantel asked 

“That guy that wanted to take us out to the Samini concert” I said 

“So what does he want” I added 

“He was begging and crying that I should have a word in your heart for him” 

 

“What did he do?” Shantel asked 
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“Well, we dated for a while and in the end Shantel, you won't believe it. That guy Kofi 

slept with my mother” 

“Oh my god! What sort of drama did I really miss? What? What kind of insult and 

insanity is that?” 

“Shantel thank you. We all thought of that” Askaline said. 

“Gosh! Enough of all this drama, we need to rock tonight New Year eve girlfriend” 

 

“Yes you are right but where do you think will be the best. At Askaline home or we 

should hit a club” 

 

“A club will be fun” Shantel suggested. “It’s a beautiful feeling approaching a bright 

New Year and I am never this happy to be with my friends” 

 

So we hit the Club at exactly 10:45 pm and we all danced sipping baileys shots. After a 

while, we were all alerted that it barely ten seconds to a bright New Year then the 

countdown begun. 
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Chapter 28 
 

o I finally helped my friend in searching for the monster but this wasn’t a 

family reunion. I had an ulterior motive other than that of Askalines’ which 

was to have a closure or perhaps continue the relationship with her father. I 

just wanted to tell him I had forgiven him and it’s all over and gone. We had planned 

that we shall go to Tema on a Monday morning and seek for information at his 

company or chain of other business in that area if anyone could share any grapevine 

information about his whereabouts. 

 

I drove to Askaline’s house to pick her up and daring and risky escapade began. On 

the way, “Can I ask you a question?” Askaline asked. 

“OK, shoot”  

“Can you find it in your heart to forgive my father for the things he had done” 

I was shocked. I had to stop the car and process what she just said. 

“I know at the very moment, I am being the less of a best friend to you. In times like 

these, you need me to be on your side solely” Askaline continued. 

“Askaline, if my father raped you, how will you feel? If it were just two people, there 

would definitely be a consensual agreement but my case was a gang rape. He 

brought all his friends to rape you at the same time as if you were born mistakenly 

and a thrash. How would you feel?” My emotions took over my words. Tears find 

their way to stream down my cheeks. “I know blood is thicker than water and for the 

sake of our friendship we share and our parents bond which will be tampered with, 

let sleeping dogs lie.” I said while wiping the tears with a pinch of my handkerchief.  

“I know there will be a stigma that can’t be washed off easily” Askaline cooed. “I 

haven’t had the affection of a true father all my life and if you can forgive my father, I 

will be very much delighted. 

I stared into her eyes; so pure and impeccable. “I have forgiven your father” I replied 

without even realizing. 

******************** 

 

 

The traffic was light probably because workers were already at their offices. It barely 

took us some few minutes and we saw the Green Holding Logistics. I told Askaline to 

wait for me in the car because she had frequent the office and I don’t want someone 

S 
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to recognize her. I walked straight to the reception then sighted a beautiful lady; she 

looked so beautiful, I had never thought I could even compliment on a lady like that, 

her buttoned shirt was tight as she unveiled her cleavage with her brassiere pushing 

her bust to the top. Her hair was dangling around her shoulders. She had a crest 

which had her name embossed. 

 

“Good morning Ma” Kafui greeted. 

“Hello Kafui, Good morning” using my British accent. 

“Welcome to Green Holding Logistics and how may we help you” 

“Yes, I have a 20ft container which I think should have arrived from Panama by the 

look of things and I will like Green Holding logistics to handle the clearing for me” 

“Please do have a seat” She replied 

 

I took a seat while she did her thing on her PC which was facing her and printed out a 

form and stood up and helped me filled the form.  

 

I chipped in asking "Is your boss around? I will like to have a word with him so we 

could discuss formalities.” I had disguised my name to be Cynthia Laryea on the form. 

 

“Yes he is around. I will call him on the intercom” She replied 

 

Bingo! She walked to her desk and dialed a number and she began speaking to the 

person on the other end of the call. Then she hung up.  

“My Boss will be with you shortly. Kindly be patient”  

I waited for about fifteen minutes. My patience was running thin then a call came in 

on the receptionist desk; after a few chat, she hung up again. 

 

She stood up and walked me to the office. I had deduced from watching every corner 

of the office if there was any camera but there wasn’t. He will definitely have no clue 

who was coming to his office.  

 

She showed me his office and left me to myself. After knocking slightly, I was told to 

come in from inside. Then, I walked straight in opening the doors with a screechy 

sound. 
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My eyes and Sarpong eyes met at a tangent and he was confused as to what to do 

next. I had no super-powers but I could tell he was sweating. He gazed as if I was a 

ghost that had come to haunt him. He began pleading and all. All I did was to watch 

him giving him a deadly smile like that of the Monalisa’s. I reclined on his chair 

languidly.  

 

"Merissa, I am very sorry for what I did, please find it in your heart to forgive me, and 

please forgive me. I have repented and change from my old ways. I am no more that 

horrible person I was when I first met you. I have change Merissa. Please forgive me" 

 

He continued begging as I just watched him. 

 

Then I said to him "I have forgiven you Sarpong or what is your name anyways?" 

 

He quivered "Sarpong" 

 

I stood up and left his office. He cuts me on my way out and said “Thank you” 

 

At the reception, I took Sarpong’s complimentary card from Kafui and thanked her 

for her service. 

 

Having the complimentary card that had all his contacts on it just really made my day 

and I was teasing in my mind "Where can you run to?" 

 

I told Askaline that her father will always be available henceforth to receive her calls. 

We left there and drove straight to Shantel’s apartment. We had called her earlier on 

that we on her way so she should prepare us a meal for two or three if she wants to 

join. While at her place, we all finished eating and Askaline took her leave and we 

teased her for leaving so early but she said she had some stuffs to do. 

 

The room was left with me and Shantel. “Shantel, you are truly a hustler! Look at 

your room, exquisite of its finest nature. This modeling job of yours is really paying. I 

am beginning to get lured to join your career or what do you think?” 

“You look beautiful and any agency will need you for their services but please don’t 

come and spoil my business” We both laughed gaily. 
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“I have a deal for you dear. I don’t want Askaline to know anything about it” Shantel 

gave a serious look and nodded in affirmation. 
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Chapter 29 
 

“Shantel, we’ve gone to see that monster and he thinks he can be smart. He hasn’t 

seen the worst of me yet so this is the plan and you tell me what you think” 

I whispered softly into her ears and she nods in affirmative and started laughing 

hysterically. 

“Do you think he will fall for that?” She teased. 

“Well, let just watch and see; if he really says he has repented” 

After a closer look at Shantel, I noticed subtle changes on her body. "Shantel, are you 

okay, I mean are you feeling well?" I inquired. 

“Yes, I am. Why are you asking me that?” 

“Never mind then” 

She continued "By the way, you are forgetting something here Merissa" 

"Which is?" I briskly asked 

"The monster knows me" She beamed. 

"Oh yes, you are right. We need to look for another lady who can do a perfect job" I 

suggested. 

 

We rambled and cracked our ribs the more, then all of a sudden, Shantel went like 

she was about to throw up scampering to the wash room. I sank in my thoughts 

mulling to what was wrong with her. Who has she gone to sleep with? She has been 

away for months and all of a sudden she is showing signs of carrying pregnancy. I 

hurled myself to see what she was doing at the wash room and found out she had 

spew a whole lot in the sink. I screamed "Shantel, You are pregnant" 

 

"Pregnant? Me? No..." Shantel shrieked. 

"Girlfriend, of course you are, look at how softly inflated your breast are becoming? 

You need to go see a doctor immediately" 

 

She felt guilty as she kept silent and gently, she tried washing her mouth with clean 

water sloshing from the pipe. 

 

"Let’s go and see my family doctor; if there is any alarm, he could tell us then we 

would know what we would do next" 
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Shantel treaded slowly into her room to change her clothing and after that we 

headed straight to see my family Doctor. 

We’ve had our family Doctor for years even before I was born into this crazy world. 

Mr. Baidoo has been a long lasting friend to our family and we now regard him as 

being part of our family. Albeit he suffers from sterile conditions, that hadn't seize 

him from extending his care and giving attention to his patients and clients. He 

endeavors to spend time to diagnose the roots to any problem or ailment his patients 

were facing before he administer any drug or give prognosis.  

 

The doctor spent some minutes examining and throwing torrents of questions at her; 

do you feel sleepy? How is your appetite for food? When last have you seen your 

period and et al. He told her to lay on the bed while he examines her thoroughly with 

his stethoscope. My friend did all what was required of her and she was allowed to sit 

on the chair while the doctor walked back to his seat and gave us the 'moment of 

truth' we’ve been waiting for. 

 

The doctor heaved a deep sigh and he finally uttered. Congratulations, you are 

expecting a baby" 

 

"WHAT!" Shantel screamed 

I told you girlfriend. Doctor, how many weeks now?  

“Eight weeks” 

“Eight weeks?” Her face became crestfallen.  

“Thank you very much Doctor” 

 

We exited his office and drove to a beach nearby. I wound down the glass and 

switched off the engine, and then I stared at her. 

“Shantel, there is something you are not telling me. What happened?” She was calm 

and drifted in thoughts shaking her head slowly. 

 

"Merissa, my adventure at Lagos was inconceivable. The night the police raided the 

Agency, I wasn't the only one that was captured. We were about fifteen ladies and I 

was held in their cell with other models. And patiently, I watched how friends and 

families of these models came to bail them out one after the other. I had no one 

girlfriend, to come to my aid. I had no contact I could call to come to my rescue. Days 
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became weeks and weeks turned to months and the deputy police officer vents his 

angry the more… 

 

“Now, I know the true essence of having a manager as he would be the one to track 

your progress and help you test the dangerous waters before you step on them" 

 

She went on a pause for a while as she exhaled heavily. 

 

"The DPO was always on my neck to call someone who can rescue me but nothing. 

On a dreadful night; I was carried out from my cell and taken to the backyard of the 

station by two sergeants whom were muttering to each other. All the salient word I 

could hear was ‘let kill her here’, ‘she got no family in this country’, and ‘no one will 

even know she was here at the station’. I was scared Merissa, I don’t know if I should 

scream for help or I should run as fast as my legs could muster but they were holding 

weapons. The AK47 or whatever it is called. I’d watched in the movies how those 

Iranian people slaughter foreigners like animals. I began praying for his mercies and 

divine intervention.” 

 

My mouth was wide open now as flies were flying in and out. 

 

“I was held at gunpoint my dear. As the gun was pointed at me, both of them took 

five steps back aiming for my torso. An officer came out and treaded slowly with his 

eyes closed looking for a place to take a leak probably he was sleep-walking. The two 

men who held me at gun point just watched closely as they tried to pretend as if they 

weren't there. The sleep-walking sergeant walked back again without noticing 

anything. That was then I knew my life had finished as I saw that as my only ticket to 

be rescued… 

 

“The sergeants cracked their gun and aim the gun towards me and that was the 

exact time, a tip flushed in on their walker intercom that there is an armed robbery 

case going down in the nearby area. That saved me for that day but other nights 

came and one of the sergeants came to my cell and said if they couldn't kill me; they 

will rather have a night stand with me and even promise to set me free afterwards.  

Without even much consideration, I gave in to their request and girlfriend, one night 
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stand turned to one week stand. Until that fateful day when the sergeant was having 

a wonderful time of his life with me, I injured him in the process.” 

 

"What did you do to him" I asked impatiently. 

 

"I’d stashed some of the pepper sauce that was served during the dinner and rubbed 

it on his endowment" That laid him off for a while from me until the Assistant 

Inspector General came on a visit to the station and he released me using his 

discretion. I didn’t even look Merissa. I went to the airport straight, then took a 

shower and board a plane back home.” 

 

Tears came freely through her eyes "I am really sorry for pushing you to tell me what 

happened?" 

 

So what are you going to do with the baby you carrying now? 
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Chapter 30 

 

 

“So what are you going to do with the baby you carrying now?” 

“That is simple, I will terminate the pregnancy” She stepped out of the car 

indignantly. 

“Terminate what?” I reiterated after getting down from the car and walking towards 

her. 

“Terminate the pregnancy of course. I won’t let a bastard’s child come and ruin my 

life when I am just getting into the peak of my modeling career. Agencies and 

Companies are gradually getting to hear the buzz of Shantel Tamakloe. Do you know 

that very soon; I won’t have to work my ass off anymore, clients will be calling me for 

jobs and I seriously need a Manager to help me manage that kind of recognition.” 

“Shantel, you are forgetting something so soon that the baby inside you has grown 

for eight weeks and at this stage the embryo is already formed, terminating the 

pregnancy would be suicidal” 

“I won’t die Merissa, I know someone who can do it for me professionally without 

any worries” 

“I won’t stand here and listen to this on how you venture on to take your precious 

life. Have you forgotten the lives of your parent and the money they had spent on 

your education so you can become somebody and at the end they could have 

someone to benchmark on and be proud of or have you forgotten also we your 

friends; Askaline and I and what will happen to us if you are gone?” I stormed at her. 

 

“Seize being delusional” She flared “Nothing will happen to me, how many times do 

you want me to say this” 

 

I entered the car and she hopped in and we drove off from the beach. 

 

Less than a week past, I didn’t hear from Shantel. Askaline was at my place and I had 

brief her with what Shantel plans were; to get rid of an eight weeks baby which is 

totally suicidal. Askaline got worried and we decided to go to her place and watch 

our dear friend and if possibly we can talk some senses into her head or at least we 

shall be there to stand beside her on anything she chooses to do.  
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We got to her exquisite condo and we were ushered in by a stranger.  

“Hello, are we at the right house? Is this Shantel apartment?” So many question 

thrown to the stranger. 

“And who might be asking?” He arrogantly asked 

Shantel screamed from inside, “David let them in; they are my friends” 

 

We walk past him and sat on the sofa in the living room waiting for Shantel to come 

and explain to us what was really going on. 

“Hello Girlfriends! How are you doing?” She was in a cheerful state wondering what 

was wrong with this lady. Has she gone to do the abortion? She was holding a tray 

which had fruit juice and glasses on it and she was almost about to open the juice 

when Askaline and I chorused together 

“Don’t open it, we are fine” 

“Oh so you come to my house and you don’t want to take anything I offer you” She 

rolled her eyes sitting on her couch 

“I am sure you’ve met David” She pointed at him. 

“Yes and he was very rude, who is he by the way” I asked staring at him with my evil 

eyes. 

“He is my new Manager; he will be handling all my clients and getting hot jobs for me 

with high net worth companies that I can’t tap” 

 

“David please meet my friends; Merissa and Askaline from the University of Ghana” 

pointing at us respectively. David took some steps and brought out his hands for a 

warm hand shake and we shook hands and exchanged pleasantries. 

“It nice meeting you David, so what do you do before you suddenly became a 

Manager to our dear friend” I asked. 

 

“Well, I have managed quite a few models and they have rose to become a star in 

their various fields” David said. 

“Can you mention a few?” I asked sternly 

“Common stop this, why are you chastising him? I believe in David and together we 

going to rise to platinum” Shantel cut in. 

 

“Shantel that is not the reason why we were even here” Askaline finally spoke out 

“We would need your privacy from this stranger” I chipped in 
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“David, can you be sweet to excuse us for a minute?” David walked outside and shut 

the door behind him. 

 

“What have you done to your pregnancy? We didn’t hear anything from you. We 

know that no matter the talking we say right now won’t even change your mind on 

this matter so what are your plans now?”  

 

Shantel heaved a great sigh “I am keeping the baby” 

“What! I didn’t get that right” I pretend not to have heard the first time. 

“I said I am keeping the baby. After a long deliberation, I have decided to give birth to 

the child and when the child is finally born into this world, I will give it to a Baby 

Adoption Agency to have her best taken care of and given to those parent who are 

desperately in need of a child” 

Happiness enshrouded our face as we all got mushy and took a warm hug together. 

“Dear, you are doing the right thing. You can still go to school while carrying your 

pregnancy and before you know it we shall be in our third year and the baby will be 

long gone and history” Askaline uttered 

 

“Now, tell us how did you meet that guy David? You have been on this issue of 

getting a Manager but I never thought it will be this fast” 

“I met David two days ago in a club and we hit the groove as we almost clicked in 

everything after we exchanged conversations for hours and I told him I was looking 

for a Manager and he said wow, he had managed quite a few models in his prime 

time” 

 

“How can you say you meet someone in a club and you already showering him all 

your trust” Askaline questioned 

“Don’t worry girlfriends, I am okay with David. He is such a perfect gentleman and he 

is very intelligent too. You see that is why I have the best friends in the whole world. 

You girls worry too much about me” 

“Why won’t we? If you are taking a wrong step, is it not our obligation to always tell 

you not to step there?” I fumed. 

“Yes, you are right my dear friends, but I am doing the right thing on this one. I 

promise you that. I just want David to get me the petty jobs I could do to sustain my 

living before my stomach protrudes and I won’t be able to take any job offer” 
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“Okay Shantel” We all got mushy again and hug again for minutes until David 

bumped in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



113 
 

Chapter 31 
 

 

I was clad in a white wedding gown and holding a bouquet of flower waiting for the 

procession to take me in. The cliché song began and my dad appeared on my right 

side and held my hand and kissed me on my cheeks, then we walked down the aisle 

in a slow motion while the stare of everyone at me with awe and finally I saw my 

groom. 

 

Who might be my groom? Wondering in my thoughts, having ambivalent feelings as 

to the groom’s identity, looks familiar but wasn’t sure, he unveiled my cloak and I 

stared at his face squarely and it was Kofi grinning with his white teeth. Then I woke 

up! 

 

“What sort of nightmare was that?” I murmured  

“I won’t get married to Kofi not in this life and not even in my dreams. I rebuke every 

thought of me walking down the aisle to meet Kofi” I forgot my murmuring had 

gotten audible till the extent that Askaline woke up then she asked “What’s wrong 

with you? 

“Why are you talking in your sleep?”  

“I had a nightmare, saw myself about to get married to Kofi” 

“Isn’t that a good thing” She teased 

“Ah! Askaline, are you okay?” 

“Sorry, was just teasing you. Go back to sleep and we would talk about it in the 

morning” 

 

We had resume back at school and everything was going smoothly until of course 

having this nightmare had gotten me infuriated. On a bright morning, we all did our 

normal routine, chores and headed out for lectures, after lectures went straight to 

Tym-Out restaurant and waited for my friends to come around so we could ramble 

and bite anything we could find and in no time Shantel appeared. 

 

“Hello Girlfriend” She walked with a lady by her side. I had no idea who the lady was. 

She took a seat beside me and the lady stand which I told her to take a seat. 

“So who is this lady Shantel?” 
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“Her name is Abena and she is in my class. She had been looking at us from a distance 

and envious of our clique and was hoping if she could join.” 

 “But Shantel; this isn’t a club that you need to register before you join” I sniggered. 

“Merissa, you forgetting something here, she draws closer to me and whispered into 

my ears that Abena will be good for our plan” 

I nodded in affirmative, “You are right girlfriend” 

“Abena, my name is Merissa and we also have another friend but she is not around 

now; her name is Askaline so I want you to feel comfortable with us” 

Abena nods back in assent. 

We order for soda and snacks while we sip for a little while then Askaline showed up. 

“How are you girlfriend” Shantel asked 

“I am good and who might this be” Askaline asked. 

 

“This is Abena and she would love to join our coterie” Shantel uttered 

Askaline burst into laughter – raucous laughter. “I didn’t buy any registration forms 

to become your friends. Did I?” laughing hysterically. 

She gazed at Abena throwing torrents of questions at her. Abena answered all her 

question to Askaline’s satisfaction while she ordered for her drink. 

 

Shantel phone rang, “And who might that be calling you” Askaline asked 

“It is David” 

“So what, he won’t also let you be in your private life” I scoffed 

“Don’t say that girlfriends, he probably wants to know my whereabouts or there 

might be a job offer for me” 

She picked and spoke to David and after a while she was done and hung up. 

“I got good news girlfriends; I have gotten a new job” 

“Really! So soon” I asked, in the process to spew my drink that was almost gulping 

down my throat. “Yes and this call for a celebration. Waiter, a bottle of champagne in 

order please” 

 

We rambled for a little while and we left the place. 

 

During the weekends, I called Abena to meet me up at a spot in the campus and she 

showed up. “Abena, I have a deal for you and I want you to do this for me with all 

sincerity and I promise you that I will be at your tail watching you closely.” 
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She flinched and responded, “What is required of me shall be done to please you 

girls.” She said in her quiver voice. 

“There is this man, I will like you to hook up with him and I want you to be very smart, 

What did I say, very smart because he himself is very smart” 

“Okay, I will” 

 

I brought the contacts from my bag and told her what she really needs to do when 

she is speaking to him. I grabbed her phone and dialed the number and gave it to her 

and they spoke for minutes and finally she hung up. 

“So how was it? Was he playing along?” 

“Yes he was, we have fixed an appointment as he said he doesn’t like doing business 

with strangers on the phone. He would love to have lunch with me and discuss with 

me the terms” Abena responded. 

“Okay, that’s great for a start” 

 

 

ONE WEEK LATER 

 

The lunch date was set and I had groom Abena, changed her wardrobe as her clothes 

was getting tawdry and also if she truly wants to join our clique; this led me to that. 

 

I drove her to the venue and I was amazed; Sarpong was already there waiting for 

Abena to show up being in a haste as he frequently glanced at his wrist watch. I 

pointed at him and told Abena, that is your date. “Just go and have fun and be smart 

and don’t say yes to anything he tells you but also use your discretion so you won’t 

sound cheap.” She gently stepped down from the car and walked into the restaurant 

where Sarpong was and I was watching them from afar. 

 

Pleasantries were exchange as they smiled all through the night while I just watched 

and plan my next move. I grabbed my phone and dialed Madam Tawiah. 

“Madam Tawiah, How are you doing?” 

“Merissa, I am good and I haven’t heard from you in a long time” 

“Madam Tawiah, the reason why I called is to tell you that I have sighted Brian 

Williams” 
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She was like “Where is he, where are you now, tell me where he is so I can send my 

patrol team to that area to apprehend him immediately” 

 

“Madam Tawiah, take it easy, have you forgotten that we have no evidence on the 

man. If I allow you to come and pick him up, within thirty minutes, he will be bailed 

out.” 

She saw my point and said, “So what are you doing Merissa. I hope you are doing the 

right thing. Whatever you do, don’t put the law unto your own hands” 

“Don’t worry Madam Tawiah, I got this covered and when the time finally comes, I 

will call you to come and arrest him and this time, he will be sued and jailed” I 

stormed. 

 

After a while, I was drifted to sleep and I got a bang on the door of the car and Abena 

hopped in. 

“So how did it go?” 

“That man sure has his ways to pamper a woman” 

“I bet he does” I replied. 

“He has invited me to a Yacht party coming next week Sunday” 

WHAT! My jaw dropped. 
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Chapter 32 
 

 

“So how did it go?” 

“That man sure has his ways to pamper a woman” 

“I bet he does” I replied. 

“He has invited me to a Yacht party coming next week Sunday” 

“WHAT!” My jaw dropped. 

 

“This time you are such a toast” I gnashed. Abena watched me bewilderedly. She 

couldn’t take it in anymore, she voiced out and said, “I know I am not suppose to ask 

any questions but I think I deserve to know what kind of plan you are leading me on 

to.” 

“You are right Abena, You see that man that you just had your dinner with invited me 

to the same yacht party he is inviting you to as well and what happened at the venue 

was horrible.” 

“What happened?” Abena quizzed  

“The man doped my drink and all the men slept with every single lady on the boat” 

“Oh my, I am truly sorry. Such an animal” Abena snarled. 

“You damn right, he is an animal and I will let the authorities arrest him soon enough 

and cage him. That is where he belong and I can’t do all this without your help” 

Abena nodded in agreement. 

“I want you to go to the party which he and his friends are organizing and act like a 

young girl who is having fun but mindful of you, don’t drink the champagne that will 

be served but act as though, you are drinking and actually having fun. When you see 

the other ladies dazing on the boat, put up your act and behave like you are also 

under the influence of the drug” 

Then she asked “Is that all?” 

“More like yes, that is the act I want you to put up and I will do my work from behind 

and watch you very closely.” 

I quickly took my phone and dialed Madam Tawiah’s line but it was unreachable. 

“Damn” I slammed the phone on the dashboard. 

“Who were you trying to call?” 
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“I am trying to have the police cover the scene that day so you will be protected. 

Behind the bars is where that man belongs and to think he is Askaline’s father. 

“What! He is Askaline Father?” She asked shockingly. 

“Yes of course, we didn’t realize until the deed was done and for the sake of my 

friend, I had to forgive him on his words that he had repented” 

“Repented my ass! That man is far from being repented. He sure does know how to 

pamper a lady with the right words” Abena scoffed 

“You see my point Abena. If he is truly repented, I guess we will only have to wait to 

find out on Sunday” 

“You are right Merissa. I will do my part to make this work so he can be apprehended 

to save other ignorant ladies”  

“Thanks Love” We hugged and left to our various apartments. 

 

The next day, I drove to Madina Police station and headed straight for Madam 

Tawiah’s office. 

“Madam Tawiah Good morning” 

“Good Morning Merissa, you are here this morning, hope there is no problem” 

“I am here concerning Brian Williams and I know where he will be on this coming 

Sunday practicing his evil acts again” 

“Really, how were you able to pull that off?” She said raising her eyebrow. 

“It’s a long story, now we have to concentrate on how we going to apprehend the 

criminal. I have used my friend as a bait and he has invited her to a yacht party which I 

think there would be another rape case” 

“Sure, you are right; give me the details” 

She quickly pulled her notepad from her desk and started scribbling as I gave her the 

details” 

She then stood up, shook my hand and said “You are doing the right thing. I promise 

you, that criminal will be captured. I don’t mind if I have to bring the attention to the 

media and come along with all the police men in Accra to capture them” 

“Thank you very much for your co-operation” 

“You need not to thank me Merissa. This is our job; we are always here to serve you” 

Sunday came like a flash. I groomed Abena, giving her red-light on the do’s and 

don’ts. I ordered a taxi for her and she left. I needed to be behind the scenes and not 

to get close to Abena. I hopped in my car immediately and tailed the taxi closely until 

she got to the club. She made her inquiries at the reception and she was ushered in. I 
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tried calling Madam Tawiah to know of her whereabouts. She replied me on the 

phone that she was already there in action watching from afar, reiterating that she 

got everywhere covered. “Helicopters will be trooping in soon” I was stunned. 

 

Just after twenty minutes Abena has been on the boat, I knew she would be given a 

handful of champagne to sip. Shortly after that, I head the cacophony siren sound 

and the car tyres screeching on the tarmac. The police took action and swooped on 

them like an eagle to a chick. They apprehended the valet attendant and the 

receptionist.  The helicopters trooped in as well making way straight to the boat. I 

could bet Madam Tawiah was in one of them. “This is the Ghana Police, you are 

surrounded” I smiled knowing it was her voice. 

 

“This is the Ghana Police and you are surrounded” She re-iterated. 

 

I hopped down immediately from my car to properly have a good view. I sighted fast 

boats and police as the occupant. I began laughing, hysterically. I felt my heart 

dancing in a weird way. Madam Tawiah wasn’t joking that she will cover the whole 

place with the whole police men in Accra. Within a while, media and the press were 

on view.  

 

The police men finally made their way into the yacht and drove it back to the shores 

and captured all the men on it. The ladies were all drugged except for Abena as she 

helped the drugged ladies down from the boat. I was holding a bated breath, 

couldn’t wait to see the bastard as they handcuffed all the men from the boat but 

still I couldn’t find Sarpong or Brian. “Where is Brian” I asked Abena. “He was inside 

almost about to rape me before the sound from the helicopters brought all of them 

to a halt. 

 

“Yes! That’s him, the monster”, pointing at him. I quickly ran and gave him a hot slap 

on his face. “You are an animal” Madam Tawiah held me back, “He doesn’t deserve 

your scorn” She said. I burst into tears as Abena hugged me and told me to be calm. 

The battle is finally over, he is captured! 
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Chapter 33 - Finale 
 

 

The news went viral and all media houses wanted to have a word with Abena, the 

brave girl. Of course, I kept myself under the shadows. I didn’t want any media or 

social networking websites on my tail watching my every move. I am very sure Abena 

needed exposure like this and she would be very much happy with the unexpected 

buzz around her. More like a superstar over night. With all the evidence leveled 

against Brian, the police was able to make a case out of him. They captured the video 

feed at the scene and that was just enough to make a case in court and Brian was 

aware his doom was looming straight at his face. Even the best paid lawyers won’t be 

able to defend him on this one. With all the witnesses prepared to give their 

statement in court; he would be locked in jail for a very long time. 

 

The court ruled and Brian was sentenced to jail for 7 years and all his friends that 

were accomplice. Askaline was never happy with my plan; she didn’t sleep at our 

apartment for months. It took the intervention of Abena and Shantel to apologize to 

her and seeing how monstrous a man she called a father was. He doesn’t deserve to 

be a called a father, they re-emphasized to her. Alas, I was forgiven. 

 

Kofi tried all his best in asking for my forgiveness. I forgave him since Askaline also 

forgave me but surely never going to be in terms with him. We are more like 

strangers. I made that point clearer to him that we could be friends but not to date 

anymore and he accepted that with fate. 

 

Eight months later… 

 

Shantel was almost due to have her baby. And because of this David wasn’t around 

as he used to; giving her jobs as her pregnancy had gotten to the last trimester 

phase. That same time, we had vacated from our second year in the long vacation to 

the third year.  

Mother and I went to church and I personally gave thanksgiving to God for how far 

He had brought me thus far. In very few weeks to come, I would be entering my third 

year and my God had seen me through a whole lot. He is merciful and kind. 
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The presiding pastor requested to have a word with me after the service. I was 

surprised because he hardly notices me even with all my possibility best to flock 

around him like a sheep to his shepherd. 

I waited patiently at his office for him to be through with his work as he had a brief 

meeting with some members. He finally entered his office. 

“I am very sorry for keeping you waiting” He said 

“Oh, it’s nothing Pastor Emmanuel” I said coyly 

“Merissa, I was hoping if you would be free tonight. I would like to take you out for 

dinner” He cleared his throats. 

 

The pastor I had always fantasized about, “drooling sef” is asking me out. Is he really 

joking with me or what “Dinner?!” I said with a surprised look. 

“Yes my dear, will tonight be okay for you?” 

He calls me dear, Wow! I must be dreaming today. “Well, I will be busy tonight like 

really busy.” I had nothing in mind doing but was hoping he would insist, didn’t want 

to sound cheap. 

“Okay, I will call you by 6pm to inquire if you are done with what you are doing” 

Wow, he insist “Okay, I want to take my leave now as I am very sure mother will be 

done with her meeting” 

“Take care Merissa” I took my exit and headed into the car as mother was long 

waiting for me and we drove home. I decided to pay Shantel a visit after a distress 

call I had from her. 

I got to her condo in few minutes. I saw her trod slowly towards the entrance 

excruciating pain. “Hey Shantel, what is happening?” 

“Hello girlfriend, I think the baby is coming” 

“The baby is coming?!” My eye balls were like a miniature moon about to burst out of 

it socket. 

“Stay where you are, I would be right back.” I hurriedly went to my car and open the 

doors and came to place her hands around my shoulders and gently placed her into 

the car. I hurried back into her room to look for the baby’s bag and that of the 

mothers. I grabbed them and headed back for the car to the hospital immediately. 

 

Drove on the road scarcely adhered to the traffic rules and fortune also shined at me 

that there were no police men on the road to make a stop at us. The car tyres 

screeched on the emergency unit entrance tarmac. I hoot the horn almost 
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immediately until nurses came out with a gurney to take Shantel into the ward room 

to have her well taken care of. 

 

I was restless, meandered across the lobby several times waiting for news from the 

nurses that came out from the room intermittently but none seemed to give in into 

my torrent of questions. After a while, the doctor came out from the room and my 

stance became confident. I relished hearing good news from him. “Yes, doctor, how 

is she doing?” My hands were shaking, frisking for answers from the doctor’s lips but 

he was being mute. 

I got worried. “We have tried everything but…” the doctor said 

“But what doctor?” I almost wanted to have a scuffle with him. 

“Merissa, please calm down. We have tried everything but nothing seems to be 

working. Right now, we need to run a caesarian operation on her” 

“What! Operation? Never! Can I at least see her?” 

“Oh sure, why not” he responded. 

I dashed into the room to ascertain her condition and speak with her if possible give 

her strength that God is in control with the situation. Shantel looked so pale, and 

hardly could she move her lips. 

“I love you Merissa, please if I don’t make it out from this, please promise me that...” 

I interjected “Honey, don’t say that. You shall escape from this” I assured her. 

“Please help me call Askaline and Abena to come be by my side” 

Okay, let me call them outside” 

 

I made a conference call through to Askaline and Abena. “Hello Askaline and Abena. 

Please come down to Lekma hospital right away at Teshie. Shantel is in labour and 

the doctor is finalizing caesarian operation as the only option now” The only voice 

that came from the other end was “God forbid, we are coming” they chorused. 

 

I hung up and went back to see her. I held her hands to be strong. 
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The two ladies came in so fast like the speed of light. “Shantel, how are you doing? 

You can do this okay” Before I could say anything, they began praying, fervently and 

loud. I joined them in the long prayer led by Askaline to the extent that one of the 

nurses came around to join us in the prayer. We shook the ward room that day. 

 

After a while, Shantel said she was feeling pains within her waist. “Doctor, please 

come and check her” I called for attention. The doctor rushed in and told all of us to 

wait outside. The nurses were so busy picking one item or the other trying to give 

anything the doctor demanded. My hopes were kaput as I was thinking what on 

earth I would do without a friend like Shantel. 

 

The doctor broke the news after several minutes. “She just delivered a bouncing 

baby boy” Joy enveloped our faces as we all shouted and rushed into the ward room 

to check on the new mother holding her baby. After all the pain Shantel went 

through in bringing the child into this world, she finally decided that she won’t be 

giving her child for adoption. 

 

With all these drama unfurling right before my eyes, I couldn’t make it for the dinner. 

We decided to fix the dinner for another day and it was splendid. Emmanuel spoke to 

me maturely and declared his intentions to me. We began dating discreetly and 

suffice to say; we didn’t have any drama in our relationship at least for now. 

 

**The End** 


